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We would like to say a  very special thank you to 

Ms. Harner for the  inspiration and to her students 

for their talent. It is those students who have                        

provided the illustrations for this year’s book.  



 Welcome to the 2022  edition of  the 

Richard M. Teitelman’s Fantasies of the Mind. 

Once again we have solicited original student 

writings to  entertain you, and once again                   

students have  responded to the call. On the                    

following pages you will find  writings inspired 

by topics like advice, slavery, love & difficulties. 

Students tackled the task of writing creatively, 

demonstrating the knowledge they have gained 

this year. The students who helped to compile 

these creative writings worked hard and found 

their  inspiration in many ways and in many 

classrooms throughout this school year.         

Good writing both entertains and provokes 

thought. We hope that you will read each of the 

entries in this literary magazine. Enjoy them. 

Take your  time and think about each of the  

writings, and  you may find more than what is  

written on the printed page.  

 No one ever said that writing is an easy 

thing to do. To share personal writing with others 

is always somewhat dangerous; one becomes    

vulnerable. We want to thank those students who 

took the time to write and had the courage to 

share their personal thoughts. You see, the                 

writings  were not originally for publication,                   

but only fantasies of the mind. 

 



 
Peter Pumpkin patiently pondered  
 what he could be 
Pick me, pick me, pick me thought he 
Along came Billy Bowl 
A blonde boy with a great soul 
“I pick this one,” he said 
Pulling up Peter by his head 
Excited as a puppy with a ball 
This was the start of a great Fall 
Thump into the trunk of the car 
Peter wondered if he was going far 
Soon Peter landed on top of a step 
Where he stayed until it was time  
 to prep 
Billy brought him in through the door 
Holding a knife... what was that for? 
He looked down with such a fright 
To see a pumpkin carved and a light 
He passed out right in that place 
When he awoke he had a face 
There he thought, “Do I smile  
 or scream?” 
On this night of Halloween 
 
By Nathan Chase 



 Fall 
Fall is a change in the weather 

Fall is a time for holidays 

Fall is a time for rest 
Animals get ready for hibernation 

People get ready to see loved ones 

The air smells like pumpkin spice 

Orange, Yellow, and Red 

Fallen leaves 

Fall 
Sweaters and jackets to keep warm 

Bitter air blowing 

Warm drinks and hot meals 

Carved pumpkins 
Halloween festivals 

Thanksgiving gatherings 

Piles of leaves in yards 

Flowers stop blooming 

The end of the year is near 
Fall 

 

Chloe Dobbins 



X Country  
by Victoria Barnes  

 
I looked around 

30 people in the front 

30 people in the back 

I started to feel my breath  

disappearing 

I ran down the ramp  

to the beach  

It was so muddy  

like a pigs sty 

I ran around the  

bright orange cones 

I looked ahead  

It was my friend 

Some people tried to talk to me 

but I felt bad  

because I could not breathe  

let alone talk 

I got back on the boardwalk 

Counting the trash cans until 

it was time to sprint 

The boardwalk sounded like a 

haunted house 

I started to see many parents 

I started to sprint  

as fast as I could 

I passed 5 people  

I was behind Leah  

I could not feel anything  

 



I just kept sprinting 

I heard footsteps like a horse 

I made it to the finish line 

I waited to see the places  

everyone got 

I looked up  

I got 42th  

It may not be the best  

but out of 76  

it was pretty good 

Then just like that  

it was all over 



Sounds  of Football in the Fall 
 By Michael Millard 
 
“Crack” the banging on the offensive  
 and defensive line. 

“Lets go” the offensive coach designs 
 the right play 
The quarterback yells his cadence of  

 “Red 9” 
“TWEET” the whistle of the ref for  
 a false start  
 for the right guard had no patience 

“HA HA” the defensive line cackles. 

“ Watch this” the guard says while the 
 offense runs counter. 

“Boom” the right guard pulls and  
 encounters the defensive end 

“Great hit” says the left tackle says   
 to his best friend 

“24 trap” the quarterback  
 recommends  

“Ok” the coach reported back 

“Fill” thinks the center because the  
 guard pulled. 

“Behind me” the left tackle yells to  
 follow him as he blocked downhill 

“Boom” a big hit downhill for the  
 assigned  
 blocking scheme. 

“This is our team” yells the offensive line 
 



“That hurts” says the center showing 
 the o line the swells on his arm 
 post game. 

“Let's get back to the hotel and  
 celebrate” says the right tackle 

“Lets go” says the left guard-trying to  
 get the car to accelerate 

“That wasn't my fault” says the  
 center- talking about letting up  
 a sack 

“They have no lineman” says the  
 player-talking about what the 
 other team lacks 

“We’re back” says the lineman coach 
 
Michael Millard 

 

 



Fall is Here 
 

Hooray! Fall is here! 
I hope this season is filled with cheer.  
I like to feel the nice cool air. 
It moves the trees and blows my hair . 
I’ll admire the leaves as they are in my view 
  to see.  
I will pick up a leaf that’s just for me. 
Wow! I see pumpkins, they're all not the same. 
They are all different which makes them not lame. 
Yum! you can make a nice pie that is so sweet. 
It’ll be great as a delicious treat. 
Carving pumpkins is another fun thing to do. 
Give it a try you may like it too! 
You can make designs and maybe put in a light. 
The pumpkins will glow and be the stars  
 of the night. 
I’ll get myself a nice hot chocolate drink in a mug. 
As I take a sip, it’s like it’s giving me a warm hug. 
Trick or treating is also really fun. 
Maybe I'll get a little bit of candy...or a ton! 
What is more important is to be thankful  
 for what  I’ve got. 
I am grateful for family, knowledge, there’s a lot. 
 
Bexi Ferrer-Juarez 

 
 
 
 



Pumpkins 
 

They flood onto fields 
All orange and green 

So round they are almost  
smiling at me 
Some giant  

Some small like mice 
Can’t help but find them nice 

I could watch them roll  
and play all night 

The rough feeling of the pumpkin skin 
Carve it out 

Put your candle in 
Leave it outside 

So it can shine all night 
Watch as is glistens 

 In the moonlight 
As hundreds of shoes  

stamp past them 
The pumpkins wait silently 

 not making a sound 
Sometimes 

I wish they could stay year round  
 

Adriana Gamble 

  



 
 

Fall by Frankie Onorato 

 
The days are getting shorter because  
 the season has changed to Fall. 
The night sky turns black like a cat 
The wind begins to scream. 
A yellow leaf falls to the ground. 
The tall towering trees shed more leaves. 

 A boy riding his bike gasps for air  
 but it’s as cold as ice. 
He stops to look up at the sunset and clouds. 
He notices how the trees look different  
 from summer. 
The boy shivers  
 and pulls his sweatshirt tighter. 
He rides his bike faster  
 to get home before dark.  

The cooked turkey is as fat as a cow. 
The gravy and stuffing  
 are a sign of festive fall foods. 
The cranberry sauce isn’t as good. 
The perfect pumpkin pie is a crowd favorite. 
A fall family feast for fun.  

Fall decorations sparkle like diamonds. 
The scarecrows are smiling. 
The corn stalks are standing tall  
 like soldiers. 
Pumpkins are as orange as the sun. 



Trick-or-Treat Poem 
  by Ella Biersbach 

 
 

I get ready for the night,  
 with the sun no longer in sight.  
 

The dead leaves fall,  
 as you can hear the steady wind call. 
  
Make sure to leave the candy corn outside,  
 so little kids all dressed up can  come by! 
  
“Trick-or treating is my favorite part  
 of this evening!” I say from my heart. 
 

As I walk down the busy streets,  
 I gather many treats. 
 

As I watch pumpkins getting carved,  
 I start to feel starved. 
 

I eat some of my treats,  
 and then eat some more of my sweets. 
 

As I see the Jack O Lanterns,  
 I think to myself it lacks patterns. 
 

I turn back home after an eventful night,  
 Thankfully I don’t see any more 
 scary costumes in sight. 
 



October 
October Is the month  

for screaming and scaring, 
For witches and their brooms,  

The time when the bats  
come out to play, 

And the shadows that are portrayed. 
It's late October, 
It is almost here 

That familiar fear, 
that you dread every year 

Ghouls and goblins, 
Halloween core, 

Sanderson sisters  
knocking on your door. 
During the dark night, 

The cemetery must come to life, 
And Frankenstein is now alive. 
Headless horsemen come out  

on Halloween too 
Dangerously horrifying you. 
But by the end of the night, 

The witches fly away, 
And the goblins seem to stray. 

The bats go back into their cave, 
And now the next day must begin. 

 
 

Haley Bull 



The autumn leaves die 
Still covered in love and warmth 

They fall to the ground 
with a bitter sweet crunch 

The trees grow dull  
with less and less leaves 

The cold stretches out 
it’s long lengthy fingers of ice 

Creeping steadily along  
the long path of winter 

The night of terror is getting closer 
Slowly, slowly ,slowly  

The skeletons clawing at their coffins  
binding them underground. 

 Waiting  impatiently for the one time  
of the year that they wreak havoc 

October 31 
The children pass  

mistaking them for plastic 
Adults not giving a second thought 

All monsters creep 
None sleep 

None ready to leave 
 
 

Nathan Cardaci 
 
 



 Jack O’ Lanterns on Halloween 
Smooth, shiny squashed with scattered seeds 
Cut to look like decapitated heads 
Seen as an innocent activity instead 
We carve and carve for hours  
Like architects working on towers 
Once pretty pumpkins 
Turned into gory monsters 
Now scary faces 
Take their places 
Orange blood and guts 
Perfect decor for a witch’s hut 
Filled with candles 
For the night of scandals 
In the dark they glow 
It is quite a show 
Lighting a path for the trick-or-treaters 
You can see the shine for meters 
Sitting with the ghosts and ghouls 
Pull out your carving tools 
 

By: Lizbeth Serrano 



 Scary Movies! 

 
Spooky Scary Season is back once more,  
Even better than it was before. 
I get my snacks and drinks ready, 
And turn on Jason vs Freddy  
I watch closely and don’t talk  
 for the whole time, 
Almost like if I were a mime. 
As the TV was sucking me in 
I felt more fear within. 
I quickly jump up and turn on my light 
While my body was filled with fright 
Wheezing for air I look and stare   
At my TV and see people stranded in the  
 middle on nowhere 
I get my candy and break it piece by piece 
And think of happy thoughts like a  
 Thanksgiving feast. 
The show goes off and its past midnight 
I feel calm until I see ghost eyes black  
 and body white. 
I rub my eyes to see if it's a dream. 
I find out it's not, so then I scream! 
That's what Halloween is all about 
Scary movies, scream and shout. 
 

By: Myani Love 



Pumpkins 
We’re heading to Jackson’s Orchard 

We go there every year 
We hop on the hayride 

It’s going as slow as a turtle  
We pass all the barnyard animals  

Cows, pigs, and horses 
But the pumpkins are the main feature 
The pumpkin patch is filled with perfect 

pumpkins far and near 
Carving them will be a good cheer 

 Pumpkins small and lumpy 
Large pumpkins, curvy and bumpy 

I pick the perfect one, round and smooth 
We’re heading back now 

And carving my pumpkin right away 
Take out the guts and throw them away 

Carving shapes such as 
Triangles, squares, circles, and more 

This takes forever  
But it’s okay because my pumpkin  

will be the best by far 
I light a candle and stick it in 

It glows like a firefly in the night sky 
My pumpkin may not last long  

but it’s okay 
We will go back next fall. 

 
Jaelynn St. Onge 



In the distance I see  
Red, orange and yellow  
Coloring the trees  
As I watch  
The colors start blowing  
 with the blissful breeze  
The closer I look 

The more I realize the trees  
 have become bare  
Brown, big and broad  
The trees are now dull 
I want a closer look  
I step outside  
All around me is like a painting  
Once I step on the  
 unplanned masterpiece  
 the satisfying crunch follows 

The closer I listen the more I hear  
The wind is whistling  
As if it’s working 

As it works the leaves disappear  
 from their trees  
After a while the trees stand alone  
The big tree trunks 
  are now separated  
 from their leaves  
 

Ella Taylor 



 

My Trick or Treat Childhood 

On the last day of October, weather so fair 

 Kids dressed up from here to there. 

There are ghouls, goblins and ghosts galore, 

Frankenstein, skeletons, werewolves and more! 

We walk up and down the neighborhood streets 

Hoping to gather up a million sweet treats. 

 Up to the doors we run super-fast, 

The trick or treat hours don’t seem to last. 

We go past more costumes on the way back, 

Running like cheetahs on our school’s track. 

My bag is getting heavy, there is no doubt, 

This is what Halloween is all about! 

We have to keep going, no matter how our feet feel, 

  



 Because once we are home, the loot is surreal! 

In the meantime, my dad keeps yelling from the car, 

Only a few more houses, it’s not that far! 

We finally finish the end of the block, 

As the time expires on the Trick or Treat clock. 

Back at the house, have no fear, 

 I can’t wait to do it again next year! 

 

By: Mrs. Tabler 

 



She always loved fall  
Pumpkins, bonfires 

The magical changes of weather  
She would sit there  

looking at the clouds  
as fluffy as cotton wool 
The sound of crisp air  
She always loved fall  

It would take her back  
To a time before today 

Haunted hay rides  
Pumpkins as big as boulders 
The cracking sound of leaves  

as she danced away  
with the clouds 

Red leaves 
Orange leaves 
Yellow leaves  

She always loved fall 
The pumpkin patch  
Where she met him 

She looks back  
when the sky turned red  

and the darkness fell 
She heard the word 

“hey” 
Now she sits  

with a basket of flowers  
Next to his gravestone  
And finally gets to say  

“Hey” back.   
 

Melissa Maahs 

 



                   Fall Poem 

                                                                                  
 

The month is October 
 The water is getting chillier  

and I'm colder 
The leaves turn from green to yellow 

and the windy breeze 
gives us Autumn leaves  

Before I know it it's Halloween  
with their bags of yummy eats  

and I hear the kids saying Trick or Treat 
As the moon begins to glow 

I think it's time to go 
The air is getting colder  

And the wind is blowing me over 
Before I go to sleep as I yawn 

I change my clock before dawn 
Ready for me to sleep 
And I brush my teeth 

As I wake up its Daylight Savings 
The sun begins to Shine 

And I realize it's that time 
It's NOVEMBER!!! 

 
Amelia Morris 

 
 
 

    



 
Trick or treat 

Go to houses  

To complete 

My candy sheet 

Walking on  

The concrete 

To this beat 

With my feet 

Going from 

Spooky street to street 

Then repeat  

Gonna’ deplete 

All that candy 

Trick or treat 

Going to the best streets 

Full sized candy 

What a feat  

Everything is so sweet 

This song is complete 

Trick or Treat  ding dong 

 
 

Zander Bezaire 

 
 



My Jack O'Lantern 
 

Always orange, 
Round and plump. 
Sawing open through the top 
Disposing of little seeds 
Tracing along the lumps and curves 
Cutting through the little holes. 
 
I put on your little stem hat 
As I stepped back and smiled at that. 
Your giant grin and your square eyes 
 frightened me,  
As I put the candle inside.  
I picked you up carefully and set you down 
 at your very own spot 
The sun went down faster than ever 
 
We set up the house together, like the good 
friends we are.. 
We practiced our roles,  
 getting ready for tonight, 
You frightened me with your spooky design 
Your orangeness glowed,  
 with your lit candle inside, 
I walked away, letting you handle the rest 
You frightened others as they walked by 
While I watched from inside. 
 

Lola Tester 
 
 

 



Fall 

 

Here has arrived fall  
With the trees so tall 
Leaves brown, yellow, and red 

As I watch from the comfort of my bed 

They fall onto the ground 

Making a crunching sound 

 
Here has arrived fall  
With a small breeze  
As I put on my coat grabbing my house keys 

Heading to the mall for a shopping spree  
The wind starts kicking like Bruce Lee  
As it was slowly starting to freeze 

I wrap my arms around myself with a tight 
squeeze  
 
Here has arrived fall 
No longer wanting to stall 
I head to the mall by walking 

Stepping on leaves as they sound like they’re 
talking  
 

Here has arrived fall 
It is here to stay  
Up until winter’s day  
 
Gabriella Hernandez Lucas 

 



 
 
 

Fall is my favorite festive season 
All the green leaves fade  
to many beautiful colors 

Leaves fall gracefully to the ground 
Logs and sticks disappear 

Covered by the Autumn leaves 

 
Days grow shorter by the clock 

The Autumn days are crisp 
Sit outside and enjoy the breeze 

The aroma of a chill fall evening is refreshing 
Autumn sunsets can just take your breath away 

 
The flames dance 

People gather around and chatter 
While kids walk the streets  

Dressed in spooky and cute clothing 
People hand out candy  

And some people play tricks 

 
Family comes together to dine 

Pumpkin pie, hot turkey and  
cranberries on the side 

The families talk about their lives 
Some talk about politics-that’s not a fun time 

Still, Fall is my favorite festive season 

 
Bailey Lenninger 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Do something you love 
Do what they say you can’t do 

Work hard to achieve 
 

Alexis Dinkelacker 

 
 
Always try your best and 
Don’t go out spreading negativity 
Very rude words might go a long way 
Ignoring the problem doesn’t make it                
 go away 
Confidence is the key 
Especially to go farther in life 
 

Lola Tester 

 
 

Do not be lazy 
Work hard to achieve your dreams 

Don’t procrastinate 
 

Kaden Palmer 



Life can be very rough 

But you can get through that stuff 

Because after some time 

The sun will shine 

Gabriella Hernandez-Lucas 

 

Be Your Best Because… 

Like a profit, 

Mom and Dad have always said 

“Do your best” 

and “Keep trying” 

because it does get better 

and easier to do 

focus 

try hard 

practice 

Keep doing what you do best 

and don’t give up 

Keep pushing 

All the while, stay You 

Kassadie Conrad 



Individual 
Fun, Unique 

Adventuring, Experiencing, Deciding 
Live your own life 

Copying, Avoiding, Pretending 
Boring, Basic 

Everyone 
 

Ella Taylor 

 
 

As time flies by 

Don’t always stick with one thing 

Various options to choose from 

It might be scary, but taking the risk 

Can be worth it 

Everyone tries new things 

 
Bailey Lenninger 

 
 

Go to school and learn 
Get a job and make money 

Save bucks for college 
 

Dylan Spada 
 



You only live once 
Take risks and have adventures 

Life is worth living 

 
Keva Coombs 

 
 

Confidence 
Assured, Secure 

Loving, Unquestioning, Unfaltering 
Confidence is always key 

Doubting, Criticizing, Unassuming 
Anxious, Touchy 

Insecurity 

 
Ella Taylor 

 
 
Always keep trying 
Don’t ever give up, it’s 
Very 
Important to keep moving 
Cause’ life gets better 
Even if  it’s hard right now 

 
Reilly McNeill 



Be Better By Being You by Faith Hayes  

Just be yourself 

Let out who you really are 

Be yourself to your fullest 

Don’t be worried about 

 what other people may think 

Dress how you want to 

 express yourself 

 to show who you are 

Let your personality out 

Show what you love most 

Trying to be like someone else 

 is like having to fake it 

Being real 

 is like lifting a weight off your back 

 so you can be free 

 

Life can go by fast 

Enjoy the special moments 

Keep them in your heart 

Bexi Ferrer-Juarez 

 



Friends 

Supportive, Trustworthy 

Listening, Caring, Loving 

Know who they are 

Lacking, Limiting, Discouraging 

Disloyal, Hurtful 

Foes 

Becca Baldwin 

Always do your best 

Because you won’t regret it 

when the day is done 

 

by Mason Coombs 

 

Judging can ruin someone's self confidence 

Useless to do it to someone 

Differences aren’t a bad thing 

Get to know them 

If you do you’ll 

Never judge again 

Give them a chance 

Jordyn Sharp 

 



Music 

Loud, Peaceful 

Calming, Freeing, Sleeping 

Helps focus on work 

Ringing, Stressing, Frustrating 

Awkward, Weird 

Silence 

Martin Gregory 

 

Advice Poems by Jackie McGovern 

 

If not positive 

Block out your surroundings now 

Focus on music 

 

Changing your situation 

Might cause life to be funky 

It could bring a little frustration 

You just have to be spunky! 

 



Advice Poems by Frankie Onorato 

Sixty year old man 

Wishing he was younger so 

He’d be more active 

Younger people don’t realize you’re 

Only 

Under 

Thirty once 

Have fun while you’re young 

Youth 

Fun, reckless 

Amusing, Entertaining, Interesting 

Do what you can 

Boring, Disciplining, Knowing 

Wide, educated 

Old  

 

 

 

 



Salt 

Overpowering,  Enhancing 

Cooking,  Eating, Seasoning 

Salt looks like sugar 

Baking, Sweetening, Drinking 

Sweet, Grainy 

Sugar 

Slat looks like sugar 

Be careful of how they look 

Differences matter 

by Cheyenne Locklear 

 

“Behind every strong person there is a story  

that gave them no choice.” 

Some people seem strong even when                                         

 inside they’re not 

Trust can be broken in one second 

Reassurances are what some need to hear to survive 

Open hearted souls are the most hurt, inside 

Now is the time to forgive, but never forget 

Grinned smiles on the face is all a lie 

Melissa Maahs 



Days  go by quickly 

The time is ticking by fast 

but it’s not too late 

I’m told it’s been too long 

but they are wrong 

The time is mine 

And with it I can do more than rhyme… 

By A. Gamble 

Trying 

Really hard can get 

You  where you should be 

Heidi Mc Carraher 

 

A long while ago, my 

Dad told me, in his booming  

Voice– save your money up- 

I don’t want to pay for your 

Car... 

Every dollar counts 

 

by Chase Roth 



Advice Poems by Makenzie Morford 

Don’t live in the past 

It’s not worth all the thinking 

The past is now gone 

 

To the future and present 

How the past went shouldn’t affect you now 

End all the bad thoughts 

 

People or things from then won’t matter 

All the thinking and doubt isn’t worth it 

See that the past doesn’t matter now, learn 

To live in the present 

 

Advice Poems by C. Dobbins 

             At least you tried it 

     Nothing wrong with messing up 

            In the end– good job 

 

There’s the chance you’ll 

Remember not making the decision to try 

You may have that regret forever, 

 (So you might as well go for it) 



Advice Poems by Ava Coleman 

Always let yourself 

Do what you love, life is 

Valuable– don’t let people ruin 

It for you 

Chase your dreams 

Even if they seem impossible  

 

You only live once 

Do what makes you happiest 

EvEn if it’s hard 

 

Addiction 

Harmful, Deadly 

Frightening, Depressing, Disgusting 

Do not do drugs 

Living, Succeeding, Smiling 

Healthy, Positive 

Sobriety 

 



Advice by Loralie Donnelly 

 

Courage 

Power, Happiness 

Singing, Talking, Laughing 

Be yourself, not another 

Crying, Hurting, Pretending 

Scared, Miserable 

Fear 

 

Don’t give up on your dreams 

They’re not an escalator 

They’re stairs 

I’m never gonna give up 

Writing is my dream 

Poems 

Short Stories 

Books or novels 

Whatever you wanna do 

Do 

That’s my dream 

And I’m gonna follow it 



Advice about “Normal” 

 

Normal is toxic 

The word is hate filled to some 

Why not be unique 

 

Neuro-typical is not normal 

There is no one correct way of thinking 

Normal makes others feel too different 

People are different, people are weird 

But these labels make others feel 

Worse 

It is hard enough 

For people to “fit” into the norm 

Fitting in is like solving a poem in the dark 

There is no need to remind them 

Of their faults 

Of their struggles 

No one is the same 

 



  

Nail in the coffin is normal to some 

Others prefer to be 

Respected, quiet is 

Manipulative 

All people want is 

Love. 

 
 
 
 

 
Advice by Ella Wright 

 

Be who you really are 

Everyone’s different 

 

You are your 

Own person 

Unless you’re a follower 

 
 
Always be you 
To yourself  be true 
A follower is what you shouldn’t be 
Own the words “I am me” 



Boardwalk by Reilly Mc Neill 
 
Wooden boards, salty air  
 and the sound of seagulls  
As I walk down the pier of teacups  
 and a ferris wheel 
I feel happy to explore this world  
 of amusement  
And approach the day  
 with laughter and zeal 
 
 
My childhood memory  
 of walks with my Dad 
Surprise gifts of bubbles  
 and funnel cakes were had 
I am excited by screaming rides  
 and their neon lights 
A magic place I still visit  
 either Day or Night. 



Small rectangles with the brand name written  
 on each of them. 
Smooth on the bottom, shiny on top. 
A nice brown color similar to the color of                      
 tree branches on hot summer days. 
Wrapper crinkling as you carefully open it. 
As the wrapper comes off,  
 wishing the sugary snacks had no stop. 
 

Breaking it apart directly from the middle 

 with a small crack. 
As you put one piece in your mouth. 
The sweet taste instantly touches your tongue,   
 as it slowly starts to melt. 
As siblings start asking for a piece…  
 once you say no, they start to attack. 
 

Memories start to come to my head. 
Being with my family celebrating holidays. 
Or having classroom celebrations in 6th grade. 
It’s the first thing I want to eat  
 when I want something sweet. 
Or on sad, lonely, boring days. 
 

It makes me feel comfortable, happy, warm,  
 and like a kid again. 
Like waiting  outside for a taxi  
 after grocery shopping,  
 looking at the night stars.  
Life would be less sweet.  
Less tasteful. 
Without a Hershey’s chocolate bar. 
 
 By Gabriela Hernandez Lucas 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

The Beach 

 

Waves crashing together 

Bringing me down 

Hearing the laughter above 

Touching the sand as I come up 

The tiny rocks tickling my feet 
The heat pressing down on my face 

Others splashing about 
Music blasting aloud 

Kids smiling, finding seashells 

Boats miles into the sea 

 

The beach makes me feel  
Freedom like no other place 

Swimming with friends 

Swimming with family  
The memories are strong 

Pushing sand against my mom 

The sand trapping her in 

Laughing with friends 

Brings me comfort 
The beach makes me feel most like me 

 
By Alexis Dinkelacker 



Feeling the ball hit your glove 

I feel the sun blazing on my back 

Dirt blowing in the Spring breeze 

Bats swinging 

The crowd going wild after a homerun 

Sweet and salty sunflower seeds 

Home plate perfectly dusted off 

I smell the concession stand lingering 

The freshly cut grass 

Cheering from the dugout  
puts a smile on my face 

 

I am free minded, doing what I love 

Passion burning inside me 

Heart pumping while at bat 

Spending time with my teammates 

Feeling at home 

Expressing myself 

Feeding my competitive spirit 

Passion intensifies  
when stepping on the mound 

Refreshing Gatorade rushes through me 

Speeding past every base 
 

Becca Baldwin 



Ode to Football  
The play is called 
The pads crack as the play starts  
The football spirals in the air  
The whistle blows 

 “Touchdown”! 
The team comes together 

“Lets go” 
The scent of sweat goes unnoticed 
As we celebrate  
 

Keeps my head clear  
Only thinking about the next play 
The only thing that matters is the team 
The team is counting on me  
I want to work the hardest 
Moving my body 
Running at practice 
Pain everywhere because I work harder  
Looking better 
Feeling faster… I feel great.   
 
Max Bracken 



An Ode to my clarinet 
The best of the woodwind family 
Without you, I would feel such regret 
You are the instrument for me. 

Black and silver in my hand 
Metallic and so smooth 
The best part of band 
Making everyone want to move 

Oh the joy the music brings 
As we read the notes on the page 
My feet tap– my heart sings 
As I perform up on the stage  

Or maybe we march outside 
Playing songs on the street 
We are the school’s pride 
Playing without missing  

The jazzy music full of joy 
Part of a collective sound 
Ends loneliness for the boy 
As his calling he has found 

Nathan Chase 

 

 

 



 
Music 

 

Calming noise for me 

Constant flow to hear 

Entertainment for everyone 

Listening to one song at a time 

 

Causes emotion that can free 

More loveable than life itself 

Brings comfort and protection 

Loving anyone who needs it 
 

Causes a nostalgic feeling to come and be 

Memories vague or vivid 

I hold it very dear to me 

Causes me to think of friends and reconciliation 

 

Important to me and others, can’t you see  
It gives people careers 

Brings people together without discrimination 

An expression of the heart 
 

Life without it would be bland  
Like a beach with no sea 

Tiresome and underwhelming 

It brings light into anyone's life 

 
I would wait endlessly for what once was 

 
Chloe Dobbins 



The Ode Of The Oceans  
 

Looking at the ocean waves swaying with the wind 
Watching the currents going in and out 
If you are quiet enough 
You can hear the bubbles and swishing sounds 
It makes me feel 
Like the ocean is taking over my entire body 
I glance at the edge of the water 
Where the sand makes waves ripples 
I leave all my worries, stress and fear  
At the shore line. 
 
 

When the water ripples out away from the beach 
It destroys them… I am at peace 
So if you ever feel like you are overwhelmed or  
 stressed to that point 
Go down to the beach 
Cry … release all your tears, fears into the ocean 
Let it all move away 
And you too will see 
The best place to be  
Is on the beach  
To calm down, relax, and unwind 
 
By Belle Leszczynski 
 



Take a step in the summer and I will see  
The shining sun beaming on my face 
The taste of watermelon 
Dancing in my mouth 
The smell of chlorine in my hair 
 

Oh summer what a delight 
The boardwalk is where 
I spend my nights 
So many memories  
Oh so many joyful screams and screeches 
 

The soft white sand in between my fingers 
Breezy wind blowing through my hair 
The rhythm of the waves flowing perfectly 
Shiny bright colors of their shells 
Oh how much I love the beaches 
 

Parties and no more tardies 

Stress-free 
No more grades to worry about 
The feeling of freedom around 
What I'm doing tomorrow is my only care 
 
Hannah Morales 

 

 

 

 



Ode to the Beach  
 

Waves crashing on the cold, wet sand 
Warm sand burns the bottom of my feet 
Seagulls squawking loudly through the air 
Sunscreen spraying onto shiny, tan bodies 
My friends laugh as they run into the water 
 

Relaxing my head 
Calming my mind 
Tanning my skin, lightening my hair 
Cooling my body 
Bringing friends together 
 

Fireworks burst in the darkness  
Water splashing as we watch the sky 
Surfers flowing through the waves  
 without a care 
The cold ocean rushed over my body 
Falling into the sand struggling to see  
 

Without the beach 
I would never tan 
New friends would be rare 
My mind would be stressed 
Less fun would be had on 
 the warm days 

 

Alana Wright 
 



 
 
 

Music 
You hear lyrics and the beat  

like soft waves through my head  
As if you zone out and can't hear anything 

The music takes over  
and I can't focus on anything that is said  

Not like playing a guitar or piano  
but gives the same feeling  

It helps me with dishes and homework  
Gives me so much inspiration and love  

An escape from reality  
Like you’re not where you were before  

You’re in a world where you  
don't have worries  

Like harmony… no responsibilities  
 

I use this as a safe place, another home 

So many good memories to do with music  
My mom loves music a lot… like a poem  

We would listen and dance while she sings 

My pa putting on country music  
Singing  along to them while in the car  

Oh the feelings it gives me  
Feelings of the past  

Safety… a sensation I can't feel  
without music 

Home and love, music makes me feel these things  
Without it I wouldn't be who I am today  

I just wouldn't be myself 
 

Loralie Donnelly 

 

 



Airports  
The sleepiness you have  

The stores are all new 
Endless areas to explore  
The 10 second train ride 
The long quiet hallways 

The subway surface  
 My sister and I only play   

on vacation 
The food at the restaurants  

Smelling all of the food 
 People are eating 

The smell of hand sanitizer everywhere 
Looking out of the big window  

and seeing the plane 
Rushing to get to the gate  

 
after you fell asleep 

If there were no airports,  
there would be no excitement 
There would be no palm trees 

There would be no new areas to see 
No getting airplane food 

No family vacations 
By Victoria Barnes 



 

 

 

 

Couplets 

Basketball is the best sport 

It’s fun to dribble up and down the court. 

Football is fun but also tough 

Some of the players can be very rough. 

Let’s hope for a homerun when we play baseball 

Hit it over the fence that seems so tall. 

Dive in the deep, clear pool 

It feels nice when your body is nice and cool. 

Some people like to run, some people like to bike 

Which sport do you like? 

Myani Love 



My favorite color is blue 

I think the color purple is pretty, too. 

The color red makes me mad 

And grey makes me feel sad. 

When I see the color yellow 

It doesn’t make me feel mellow. 

Bright orange is fresh 

And it reminds me of the fruits in mesh. 

When I picture the color green 

I see a calm, quiet scene. 

 Anonymous 8th grade 

 

Sports are very fun 

For most of them you have to run. 

Sprinting around the track 

There is no looking back. 

Running to home plate 

There is no time to wait. 

The crowd is cheering very loud 

Everyone must be very proud. 

Hitting the puck in the goal 

Now you know you’re on a roll. 

 Anonymous 8th grade 



Quatrain 

It’s nice to go out and get fresh air. 

I love nature, but some people don’t care. 

The sun shines and warms up my skin. 

Watching rabbits jump around along with a hare. 

Looking at the water clear and thin. 

I see trash float around like cans and tin. 

Going deeper in the ocean until I see. 

A glimpse of a tiny dolphin fin. 

Sitting on the grass having a warm cup of tea. 

Makes my heart have so much glee. 

The breeze makes my hair twist and turn. 

And instantly I feel, free. 

I throw some wood in the fire and watch it burn. 

Eating my potato with the butter I churned. 

Nature is a calm thing that I know. 

Now it’s your turn, what did you learn? 

Myani Love 



Spring has many rain showers 

Which brings a lot of pretty flowers 

When Spring ends, Summer’s begun 

Birds singing at many hours. 

Summer is very fun 

Laying on the beach in the sun 

Leaves start to fall off the trees 

The sunny season is almost done. 

This is the season where you start to sneeze 

But not to where you start to freeze 

Now it starts to snow 

There might be a little breeze. 

Not a lot of plants grow 

There are many snowballs to throw 

The Spring will come once again 

Everyone watches the Christmas tree glow. 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 

 



Candy is a very tasty treat  

My favorite foods are sweet 

I like to bake 

I like to eat. 

Especially chocolate cake 

Cupcakes are fun to make 

My favorite dessert is ice cream 

But sometimes I need a break 

Cookies and cream make me scream 

I have a gift card to redeem 

I like to eat pasta for dinner 

But an extra-large sundae is my dream. 

I like my spaghetti thinner 

Sauce without chunks is a winner 

Now I’m hungry 

When it comes to cooking, I’m a beginner. 

Anonymous 8th grade 



My favorite season is fall 

I’m about to go ball 

The weather turns cold 

I’m about to go to the mall. 

I’m feeling really bold 

I’m smelling the mold 

Spring is coming near 

And I just got told. 

Have no fear 

I’m rolling up with my peers 

Summer’s coming up 

Summer’s almost here. 

I’m drinking juice in my cup 

And I hope I get a pup 

The year’s going by quick 

And were screaming yup. 



Haiku 

The wind blows the trees 

And it gently shakes their leaves 

They slowly fall off. 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 

Spring is beautiful 

Summer is so lovely too 

Winter is too cold. 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 

Yellow is so cool 

Think of the summer and pool 

Summer is the best. 

Heaven Melo 

 

Summer is so fun 

I love the boardwalk at night 

The beach is so fun. 

Madison Campbell 



Cinquain 

Ice Cream 

Sweet, soft 

Freezing, Melting, Dripping 

So delicious and cold 

Gelato 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 

Duck 

Brown, loud 

Splashing, Flapping, Eating 

Very annoying and funny 

Bird. 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 

Dogs 

Furry, soft 

Barking, playing, sleeping 

So kind and sweet 

Pets. 

Heaven Melo 

 

 



Rose 

Red, beautiful 

Tall, prickly, long 

So lovely and romantic 

Flower. 

Madison Campbell 

 

Free Verse 

Mom 

Someone who is there for you 

Your best friend 

Does everything she can  

 to make sure you’re happy 

Works hard to get you  

 the things you want and need 

Takes care of you when you’re sick  

 or not 

Makes you happy when you’re mad 

Cheers you up when sad 

Someone who you can tell anything to 

Loves you for who you are and what you do. 

Anonymous 8th grade 



Autumn 

it’s cool and breezy 

with Halloween and Thanksgiving 

hanging out with friends and family 

falling leaves 

late night football games 

pumpkins and apple pies 

wearing hoodies and sweaters 

happy 

my favorite season. 

Jaelynn St. Onge  

 
 
 

Limerick 

I like to dance and do gymnastics 

When you are dancing you do many kicks 

Going to comps are fun 

Competing has begun 

When you tumble, you do many flips. 

Anonymous 8th grade 



 

Reverse Etheree 

Pink 

Feather 

Flamingos 

Not a chicken 

Standing on one leg 

They eat a lot of shrimp 

And it makes their feather pink 

Sometimes you can see them in zoos 

All day long they are sitting in ponds 

So elegant when they flap their pink wings 

When they stand on one leg with great balance 

They look like graceful ballerinas 

And everyone stares in awe 

Sometimes they make loud noises 

But the people don’t care 

‘Flamingo!’ They shout 

American 

Chilean 

They’re cool 

Birds. 

Anonymous 8th grade 



School 

Homework 

taking tests 

Learning new things 

In math or science 

Or in Language Arts too 

But you can also have fun 

You can go to gym and play games 

Or you go outside and walk the track 

Gym isn’t the only fun thing to do  

You could also go to other classes 

Like going to art and making things 

Music can also be fun too 

You can do Foreign Language 

Learn how to speak Spanish 

Learn about French too 

School can be fun 

But listen 

Do work 



 

Cold 

Shivers 

Winter time 

Cold, crisp, cooling 

Freezing winter air 

Snow shall be in the air 

I watch as the rain drops freeze 

In my dreams a white out shall be 

Waking up to the bright winter light 

I check to see the ground covered in white 

Snowing so bright my dreams coming to life 

I want to play so I layer up 

The coldness hits me like a truck 

Having so much fun playing 

My mother calls me home 

Tells me to shovel 

Shovel the snow 

Winter fun 

Time flies 

Cold. 



Beach 
There’s sand 
It’s summer 
I love the beach 
It can be rainy 
There can be bad weather 
One thing I hate is the crabs 
Adults usually bring coolers 
Usually there are a lot of crabs 
There is a lot of people at the beach 
There is a lot of ocean animals 
A lot of children bring beach balls there 
Adults don’t go in the water 
I always go to the beach 
I love the beach with friends 
I bring water there 
The beach is fun 
I like sand 
Don’t end 
Fun. 
 
     -Madison Campbell  



Diamante 

Winter 

Cold, dark 

Sledding, skating, snowboarding 

Very warm/very fun 

Running, swimming, tubing 

Hot, bright 

Summer 

Ryleigh Wagner 

 

 

Day 

Active, sunny 

Exciting, running, awaking 

Waking up, sleeping time 

Sleeping, dreaming, tiring 

Sleepy, dark 

Night. 

Anonymous 8th grade 

 



 

Lion 

fierce, big 

running, roaring, eating 

scary animal/ super cute 

jumping, swinging, squealing 

cute, cuddly 

Monkey 

Jaelynn St. Onge 

 

 

 

Winter 

Cold, crisp 

Snowing, freezing, sledding 

Always freezing/ Always hot 

Camping, swimming, tanning 

Hot, warm 

Summer. 

Heaven Melo 

 



Acrostic 

D- don’t get sleep 

A- always with friends 

N- never lose a comp 

C- constantly dancing 

E- encouraging others 

Jaelynn St. Onge 

 

P- Playful 

E- Exciting 

T- Time is fun with them 

S- So cute 

Heaven Melo 



 

 

 

It is frustrating 

I don’t know all the answers 

This gets me stressed out 

 

Testing is boring 

Time feels like its slowing down 

Patience is the key 

   Bexi Ferrer-Juarez 

 

Taking these long tests 

Every day 

Stuck doing nothing when finished 

Trying my best 

In order to show I know my things 

Not stopping until finished 

Giving all my effort 

 Billy Perkins 



Walking into school– nervous as ever 

I’m super sleepy, trying to get my eyes open 

The same routine every morning 

It was boring and time wasting 

After finishing, there’s too much time to think 

but I must wait 

The tap, tap, tap on the keyboard 

 gives me anxiety 

It’s finally over– the timer goes off 

I tried my hardest but don’t remember these things 

There goes 2 hours I’ll never get back. 

 A. Gamble 

 

 

Trying to get through the week 

Every day it repeats 

Sitting in a lifeless room 

Testing feels like every hour of the day 

Igniting a fuse in my brain 

Never wanting to do this again 

Getting through it is challenging 

 Max Bracken 



Trying hard on these tests isn’t 

Easy- I am stressed as I try to go to 

Sleep the night before 

Teachers pressuring me to add more detail  

In my writing- Math equations looking as if I 

Never learned them- I just want to 

Go home and go to bed 

 Alana Wright 

 

As I walk into class 

I give my all to pass 

Knowing this takes a lot of time 

I know this will all be fine 

Since this is an important test 

I try my very best 

Having a lot of stress 

My thoughts are a mess 

Now that testing is done 

We can start to have fun 

 Amelia Morris 



Testing is not fun 

Even though it is not fun, I have to do it 

Sleeping because I finished the test 

The dream I had was awesome 

I feel stupid because there is too much time left 

Now sitting here doing nothing 

Going back to sleep 

 Andrew Brant 

 

 

As I take the test 

I feel I’m not trying my best 

Overwhelmed is how I feel 

With everything going on it’s getting hard 

 to heal 

Thoughts rushing 

Breaths pushing 

Bouncing my foot and fidgeting my hands 

If only I was listening to my favorite band 

 Loralie Donnelly 

 



Trying my very best to show what I know, so 

Every question must be answered and the 

Silence is horribly loud 

The time goes down 

In the next couple days I continue this, I’ve 

Never felt more stressed, and it’s only a test 

Getting closer to the end 

 Lola Tester 

 

Testing every day for weeks straight 

Earns me nothing but boredom and 

Sleepiness. It prevents us from being able 

To learn other things. 

Instead, stuck repeating stuff we learned. 

Ninety minutes down the drain. 

Guess we can’t just sit here and complain. 

Angelina Torres 

 



 
Bored out of my mind 

Tedious repetition 

Over and over again 

Questions that go right over my head 

The only noise in the room 

Is the ticking of the clock 

 Taunting me 

 Telling me I’m taking too long 

Frustrated an tired 

Overworked and upset 

Nothing I can do but sit in front of a 

 Chrome Book 

And answer questions mindlessly 

 C. Dobbins 

 

Trying hard almost 

Every day 

Sitting for hours at a  

Time waiting for time to pass by 

I’m trying 

Not to 

Guess... but sometimes I really don’t know 

 Hannah Morales 



I do not like tests 

I think that they waste my time 

Though, I still ty hard 

    Ella Wright 

 

Meeting challenges 

I must keep going and try 

I cannot give up 

    Emma Flitcroft 

 

It’s not amusing 

Testing is so annoying 

it is confusing 

    Martin Gregory 



 

 

 

 

Reading the charts 

Analyzing my information 

What’s an axis again? 

What even is the difference between 

 a rotation and a revolution? 

Math was never fun for me 

The tiresome questions are becoming repetitive 

Finishing early 

I took a nap 

Reading wasn’t hard 

So it wasn’t all bad 

E. Francis 

 

Time is running out 

Trying to beat the timer 

My answers are long 

    Ella Taylor 



 

Poems Written in Response  

to Reading the Novel  

To Be a Slave 
 

I am a middle school teacher  
 teaching about slavery 
I wonder if I will be able to  
 do this subject justice  
I hear students murmur their reactions 
 as we read 
I see the emotion on their faces 
I want them to feel this pain  
 in order to understand it 
I am a middle school teacher  
 teaching about slavery 

 

I pretend to fully understand- but I don’t 
 I can’t  
I feel anger, sadness, confusion, guilt 
I touch the cover of Julius Lester’s book 
I worry whether I have said enough 
I cry reading tales of  ex-slaves suffering 
I am a middle school teacher  
 teaching about slavery 



  
I understand that reading a book  
 isn’t the same as  
 living the experience 
I say we need to learn from the past 
I dream of a time when all people  
 treat each other better 
I try to help them  
 connect the past to their present 
I hope lessons taught through this book  
 stick with them 
I am a middle school teacher  
 teaching about slavery  
 

 
 
 
 

Will be painful. 

Hurts a lot. 

It will turn your skin red. 

Pray it won’t sting. 

Plead your way out. 

Intentionally done if you don't follow rules. 

New slaves better watch out. 

Good behavior won’t  save you. 
 
By Dylan Spada 

Mrs. Dolinsky 



I Don’t Understand 
 

I do not understand why  
slaves get beaten for no reason 

I do not understand why  
they were left with unfilled stomachs  

I do not understand why  
they have to work all day 

I do not understand why  
they have to wake up so early  

and go to sleep so late 

I do not understand why  
they get separated from their families 

I do not understand why  
they cannot marry who they want 

I do not understand why  
they were forced to beat other slaves 

I do not understand why  
they were killed if they weren’t able to work 

I do not understand why  
they weren’t allowed to read and write 

I do not understand why  
they weren’t treated like normal human beings 

But most of all, I do not understand why  
they were treated so unfairly  
over the color of their skin 

I do understand that  
they eventually got the freedom they longed for. 

 
 

Slaves got a whipping 

If they didn’t work enough 

Some even got killed 
 
 

By Angelina Torres 
 
 

 



I don't understand why slave owners  
 couldn’t work their farms themselves   
I don't understand how slaves  
 could go back to their owners  
 because they needed money 
 I don't understand why people are rude  
 based on other people's skin tone.    
I don't understand why we separate  
 based off our differences     
I don't understand why we can’t just  
 all love each other.    
I don't understand why  
 people are disrespectful to others.   
I don't understand why  
 racism exists.     
I don't understand why  
 people commit hate crimes.    
I don't understand why  
 fitting in is so hard.   
I don't understand why  
 people destroy other people's lives.  
But most of all I don't understand  
 why people are proud  
 of hating and killing people  
 because of their skin color or culture.   
What I do understand the most is  
 I’ll never understand.  

  
By Melissa Maahs 

 

 



I am fearful and confused  
I wonder how I got here 
I hear the bell ringing 

I see rows and rows of crops 
I want freedom to come 

I am fearful and confused  

I pretend to be home 

I feel the hot sun beaming down 

I touch the soft cotton bulb   
I worry what happened to my family 
I cry when I think about my homeland 
I am fearful and confused 

I understand I was traded for goods by my chief 
I say my prayers 
I dream I am back home with my family 
I try not to think of myself in a bad situation   
I hope one day I am free 

I am fearful and scared 

 

There were slave traders  

They would capture Africans  

And sell them as slaves 

 

Slaves had religion  

They sung their feelings freely 

This would ease their pain 

 

By Ella Taylor 

 



I am outspoken and sympathetic 

I wonder how plantation owners                   
became so reliant on free labor  
I hear tumultuous, rude words 

I see racism today 

I want equality among everyone 

I am outspoken and sympathetic 

 

I pretend everyone accepts everyone 

I feel upset  
I touch my Chromebook  

to write this poem 

I worry for the safety of minorities 

I cry for the lives lost due to  
choices made by slave owners 

I am outspoken and sympathetic 

 

I understand people will  
never be able to love each other  
without an end to discrimination 

I say there is no need for hate 

I dream social constructs and stigmas 
become ignored 

I try to make life better  
for those who need it 

I hope people can get past  
all of their differences 

I am outspoken and sympathetic 
 

By C. Dobbins 

 



Students created  

Blackout-Poetry  

using pages from old, 

damaged books,              

giving them new life. 

They had to                          

destroy something 

in order to  

create something new. 

Thank you Mrs. Utsch  

for introducing us to  

this poetic form. 

 



Great kids 

end up feeling 

Dumb 

Ugly  

or Small 

he or she  

stopped being 

Great, 

Smart 

Pretty 

Handsome 

Lovable... 

slighted 

swept under the rug 

by  

jealous people 

 

Mrs. Dolinsky 

 



All the dogs 

Raging and roaring 

The brutal lesson 

To be obeyed 

Was beaten  

And killed 

For the fear of  

By Jordyn Sharp 

Before- 

The dinosaurs  

Lived on Earth 

Now- 

The famous 

Tyrannosaurus's 

Fully grown 

Large heart… 

Gone 

The gentle giant 

Extinct 

 

by Mrs. Dolinsky 



 

 
 
 

  

I included music 

It was important 

I seek out  

Healing process 

Brought me peace 

I felt her message 

By Hannah Morales 

 

Snow 

Freezing  

Crystals of ice falling 

Ice crystals 

Snowflakes 

Forming beautiful shapes 

Transparent and colorless 

Glass reflecting light 

Seen as white 

By Jackie Mc Govern 



Darkness 

Steps hurrying 

It was not threatened 

As twilight fell 

Terror  

That would not let go 

Lived a long fight and 

 struggle 

Night never gave it  

A moment’s rest 

By Max Bracken 

Misbelieving fact is ignorance 

Misconceptions reinforced 

Through pervasive media 

Beliefs become accepted 

Fallacies 

Attitude 

Thought 

Feeling and  

Behavior 

People believe nonsense 

Fallacies become established 

By Mrs. Schwab 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Life within it 

Strangely felt 

Like the cry of an animal 

Struck by a falling tree 

Struggling to control 

His Hysteria 

By Alana Wright 

 

Raining heavily 

Cold 

Constant downpour 

Streets 

Raincoats 

and Umbrellas 

Heavy with water 

Soggy people 

Who sloshed through 

By Faith Hayes 



 

It was 

wailing 

howling 

trapped 

Rushing sounds of water 

Traveling 

Pounding against buildings 

Stranded 

Greasy-black-muddy water 

crept up the walls 

Left its mark 

that had been the treasures 

The whole world 

By Keva Coombs 

The rise 

Ecstasy when alive 

Mastered the surging  

 of life 

Perfect joy was aglow 

Expressing movement 

Supreme moods… 

Broken man. 

   By C. Dobbins 

 



Skeletons 

Built with the bones 

Bring you to sorrow 

Loud and disgusting-

ly 

As if a sword were 

passing through 

You 

By Mikey Thomas 

Ghosts 

Restless spirits of dead 

Beyond the grave 

Seen but not heard 

Heard but not seen 

Belief of death 

A Person 

from the spirit world 

 

 By Ava Coleman 



Pray for the stranger 

from the doorway 

it wondered 

with a cry 

with pain 

“I am dying” 

I’ll go before us 

 

 By Heidi McCarraher 

Young captain  

Sailed his ship 

He killed 

His own life 

To save his son 

But no hope 

The Captain lost his wind 

 

By Bailey Lenninger 



The water ate away 

The blazing sun 

Soft sighing breezes 

Weeping and  

Wistfully watering 

Very slowly and  

Painstakingly 

The last touches on a  

White river 

And answered,  

“I wouldn’t risk all.” 

 By Riley DuVIlla 

“I’m old”, said I 

Nothing better than sleep 

Give me of which 

You left so ignominiously 

And when 

I found the house shut up 

No response to my knock 

As I turn away 

The neighbor said to me 

“I heard the woman is dead” 

The old woman was found dead 

They say the devil strangled her. 

 

 By Nathan Chase 



The coffin...dug up 

Her skull severed  

from the rest of her body 

Returned 

to satisfy her last wishes 

It remained  

prominently displayed  

for all to see 

After 

The ghastly skull was tossed 

Landed in the wagon 

Eventually the skull was returned  

to its previous resting place 

without further ado 

By Alexis Dinkelacker 

 

Suspicious stories  

which said  

aliens had existed  

on Earth 

Spacecraft  

had connected 

other worlds 

 

By Anthony Franzeo 

 

 



It was the flying bird 

His place was  

Under the stars   by Gavin Jones 

Dogs 

Ultimately softened man 

With a grin 

By Victoria Barnes 



Running  by Loralie Donelly 

Running is an instinct 

You see something scary– run 

You’re nervous– run 

Any emotion you feel– run 

Problems– run 

I run from problems 

Well, until there’s a cliff 

It’s either jump or face 

I  can face them 

Depending on who you are 

Running, always running 

I always run 

People who don’t run don’t exist 

Everyone runs to a point 

Even if it’s not for long 

Everyone runs 

I run 

you run 

We all run 

Some will never stop 



Poems by Liliana Moncrief 
 
Burning (Haiku) 

Angry torn forest 
A sad shriveled tree cries 

Forgotten Forest 
 
 
 

Savannah (Diamante) 

Lion 

Proud Prideful 
Stalking Hiding Ambushing 

Sorrowful Loyal Dirty Savage 

Laughing Biting Chasing 

Striped Hungry 

Hyena 

 
 
 

Footrace (Limerick) 

There once was a lad who ran 

Chasing after his Nan 

Then he sighed 

And Walked up High 

And Began his way to his clan 

 
 

 



 
Gone (Pattern Poem) 

In the dark with a shark  
Down in the deep where I weep 

I may not hear the rain or the soon coming 
train 

But soon my dear I will be here 
 
 
 
 

Gone Wild (Concrete Poem) 

 
 



Drop (anonymous) 

Ever feel like you’re not enough 
Like a worthless, fat person 

Someone who can’t do anything right 
Like you’re just useless 

Nobody wants you around 

The thoughts in your mind 
Saying it’s your fault 

Telling you you’re the problem 
Do you believe this voice 

I do, it never disappoints 

Your limbs just wanna give out 
Nothing’s worth it anymore 

You feel like dropping 
Sleeping the pain off 

Crying is your best friend 

It betrays you 
To the point you can’t breathe 

Nothing's fun anymore 
Nothing brings you joy 

All my thoughts are bad 

 



 

 
 

 
 

Slope is super dope, 
Slope  the rise over the run, 

Find it with two points.  
Kassadie Conrad 

 
 

Find the y-axis 
Reflect on the x-axis 
Change sign of the y  

Adrina Kennedy 

 
 

Just graph on the points 
Then grab your ruler and trace 

Now there’s plotting points! 
Ella Biersbach 
 
 
 

I like Triangles 
Squares really are not that cool 

Triangles are cool 
John Montgomery 
 
 



 

Slope rises and runs 
Positive slopes go upward 

Negative is down 
Jaclyn Renna 

 
 
 

A & B are the 

Legs of the triangle that 
Has a right angle 

Anthony Franzeo 
 
 
 

Many of numbers 
Three point one four one five nine 

Two six five four Pi 
Heidi McCarraher 
 
 
 

Equations are fun 
When things cancel out, it all 
starts to make some sense 

Oliver Brown 
 
 
 

Mathematical 
Math is unquestionable 

Do calculations  
Kassidy Trusiak 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Note:   
The seventh graders who wrote the following excerpts              

tackled some very difficult and serious topics through their 

writing. Some of the subject matter includes:  

Abuse 

Bullying 

Death of a Parent 

Loss 

Mental Health 

Murder 

Self Harm 

 Suicide 

 

& War 

Their ability to address these topics creatively shows the 

depth of their thoughts and their maturity.  



Forever Together  
by Garrett Anthony 

 

One day in late September, Liam was walking 
home from school with his mom. Liam had always 
hated the crunch of fall leaves. Just the thought of 
the crunch left him thinking of all the life within 
them, and that if you step on a leaf it’s like              
crushing a poor helpless soul. So, he made a point 
to avoid them. 

Liam noticed his mom, deep in thought as 
they walked, taking glances at him now and then   
“Hey mom what’s on your mind? You don’t seem 
yourself. Are you okay?” 

 Liam’s mom was having trouble at work, 
but she knew that by telling Liam what she has 
been dealing with he wouldn’t be able to keep it a 
secret. “No honey,” Liam’s mom paused and tried 
to come up with a good lie to cover up her worries. 
“ I was just enjoying the scenery, that’s all.” They 
were walking along a beautiful street lined with 
falling magnolia flowers. The perfect weather and 
the aroma of flowers made it feel and seem                  
luxurious.  

When they got home they both went to the 
kitchen to make an after-school snack. “Hey Liam 
how does a platter of cheese, crackers and fruits 
sound?”  
 “ Sounds great, but can you add some             
pepperoni?” Liam suggested.  
 “Sure thing honey” Liam’s mom replied. 
While they were eating snacks Liam had this eerie 
feeling that something wasn't right. “ Hey Mom, 
when is dad supposed to get home?” Liam              
questioned.   
         “He should be on his way home now. Why?”  



 “I was just wondering”   
 As the worry began to set in, a few hours 
later, their house phone rang. Liam and his mom 
nearly jumped out of their skin. A man on the            
other end of the line told Liam’s mom that his dad 
had gotten into a car crash. C-R-U-N-C-H. Liam's 
mom had no idea how to tell Liam, but her face 
said it wasn’t good news. She packed Liam's             
father's stuff and was prepared to go. So, she got 
Liam, “ Hey honey get in the car. We have an                    
errand to run, and take your iPad”  

 On their drive to the hospital, Liam                       
noticed how much his mom’s hands were shaking, 
so he asked if she was alright. She turned around, 
and immediately Liam realized something had 
happened. With the way the moment froze,  all he 
could think was What happened to dad? 

He’s alright, he’s alright Liam’s mom kept 
telling herself... c’mon Amelia hold it together  
until we get to the hospital.  
 Liam blurted it out, “What happened to 
dad!” the moment she heard Liam’s unknowing 
little voice her eyes - like lasers shot open and her 
entire body was trembling. She turned her head 
around slowly, trying with all her might to stay 
strong.  
 “Your dad got into a car crash a-a-and it 
might be t-to late for him” she replied.  Liam went 
silent and froze. “B-b-but i-i-its okay I-I-I’ll get 
there in t-time for him. I promise!” she responded. 
 When they arrived at the hospital they 
rushed to the ER to see Liam’s dad with a towel 
over his face and a blanket over his body both 
Liam and Liam’s mom screamed, “ DAD NO”  



“SAMUEL, NO!” The room went dead 
silent and the doctor left the room to leave the 
family on their own.  

They sat in silence. Sitting. Staring. The 
door opened and the doctor stepped in. They 
turned, looked at the doctor, and said, “Is there 
anything. ANYTHING. What could you do?” 
 “I’m sorry. But No, he has…” The doctor’s 
eyes went blank. “ Your husband. He’s gone” 

 

 The next few days Liam refused to go to 
school even if his mom told him to. He was scared 
that his feelings would come out and he would get 
embarrassed. “Liam get your butt out of bed and 
get ready for school!” No answer.  
 

 Run. Just keep running. Don’t come back. 
You’ll be free from your feelings here. Safe. safe. 
Safe. Maybe when I’m out there I can make some 
friends and-and-and be free. 



My Darling Saihara.. 
By: Emma Armbruster 

 

Chapter One~ 

 

{Shuichi POV}  I looked over at the desk 
next to me, it’s been empty for a week 
now.  Kokichi, where are you?  I scanned 
the room for a small purple-haired boy…
nothing.  As I put my head down thinking of 
where he could be, I felt something.  I lifted 
slightly and looked down at my desk.  An  
envelope.  I examined it for a moment and 
looked at the continuous pattern of checkers, 
and clown faces in purple pen.  Kokichi…  I 
quickly tore open the envelope and extracted 
the folded-up paper out of it.  I opened it to 
see what he had written to me. 
 

Letter Number One~ 

 

Dear Saihara,  
How are you doing today?  Have you 
missed me yet? 

 

I just want to find you. 
 

I bet you are wondering where I am, well 
if you want to know, keep reading.  As 
you may know, my organization is called 
DICE.  
 
 
 
 
 



We are very close and are there 
for each other.  I was hoping you would 
get to meet them someday, but after 
what happened I don’t know anymore… 

 

He was always going on about this 
DICE.  Saying he is the supreme leader…I 
am so sorry Kokichi. I didn't mean for this 
to happen. 

 

That’s alright though, I mean I am just a 
devious liar~  Anyways back to finding 
me.  If you want to discover where I have 
gone to hide, my little ultimate detective 
will have to use his brain.  Yes, sir, that 
is you Shuichi Saihara. 

 

Kokichi always called me the ultimate            
detective.  I mean it was because my family 
owned a detective agency.  Also, I was 
good at figuring everything out no matter 
how complicated.  But, I just want to see… 
no I want to hear him again.  I hope he is 
alright… 

 

Well, onto the first clue!   
This room is abandoned and smells                   
REALLY bad. 
Knowing you this shouldn’t take that 
long to solve.  
Have fun - Kokichi Ouma ♥ 



I slid the letter back into the torn           
envelope and stashed it in my pocket.  I let 
my eyes rest as I wondered about the                   
letter.   
 

*RING RINNNNNG* 

 

I woke up to the sound of ringing and            
remembered what I needed to do.  I am 
coming to Kokichi..  So I quickened my 
pace heading out of class not looking 
back.   
 

Chapter Two~ 

 

{Shuichi POV}  I first headed to the             
abandoned janitor's closet.  As I ran there I 
tried avoiding hitting anyone and getting 
yelled at by the teachers.  Although I didn’t 
hit anyone, I got yelled at a few times; but 
it was worth it.  I slammed into the wall as 
I attempted to open the door.  My black 
baseball hat flew onto the floor. I picked it 
up after realizing there was no way to get 
into the sealed room.  Soon enough, I        
started heading down the hall thinking of 
where else he could be talking about. 
Then, I suddenly remembered the bath-
room in the old hallway.  My body was like 
a rocket zooming through the halls in 
search of the abandoned room. All of a 
sudden, I found myself in front of a closed- 



off door.  It had caution tape all over the 
door; also the bathroom sign was damaged 
as if it were thrown on the ground.  My 
hand grasps the rusty knob; as I turn the 
knob it makes a loud squeak sound.   
 

*SQUEAAAAAK* 

 

The door opens and reveals a room covered 
with spray paint.  It looked as if Kokichi 
added some artwork here himself.  I 
scanned the room for some sort of place the 
letter could be.  I peaked in the corner of 
the bathroom trying not to step on some  
unknown substances.  I found a small plant 
pot on the floor.  Could this be it?  When 
picking up the flower pot there was some-
thing taped under it.  An envelope…  I 
peeled off the tape connected to the 
pot.  Then, carefully put the hibiscus back 
where it was.  I walked out of the bathroom 
into the semi-dark hall and took out the                   
letter.   
 
Letter Number Two~ 

 

Dear Saihara, 
 

Well done you have found the second  
letter!  If you are another person besides 
Saihara, leave now.  Anyways Saihara, 
as you know we have been friends.  Well  



 

more like acquaintances.  From the very 

beginning, I’ve admired everything 

about you.  I especially loved that base-

ball hat you’ve had for years.  It has            

always been your way of being you, even 

though I know it’s the thing you hide  

behind. 

He was right, I have always hidden behind 
my hat since elementary school. Whenever 
someone would talk to me I would pull my 
hat down to hide away. 
 

Do you remember how much I got 
picked on?   
 

Yes, I’m sorry. 
 

I want you to know you were the only 
one who was nice.  You are the only one 
who still writes something nice in my 
yearbooks.  You are the only one I could 
talk to without getting called useless. 
You are the only one who can know 
where I am.  Saihara, you are the only 
one who can hear me. 

 
I am here for you, just tell me where 

you are so I can help. 



You know I’d used to go into that bath-
room and hide.  Hide from them.  They 
would look for me for hours after 
class.  But, they could never find me 
here.  No matter how hard they looked.   
 

I could have helped you…I’m sorry.  So, so, 
so sorry. 

 

I discovered this place while in the 8th 
grade.  I occasionally still go there to  
disappear.  You may have looked for me, 
and couldn’t find me.  This is where I 
was.  You may ask, why are you telling 
me this?  Totally Saihara: I was just 
about to ask that.   
 

I know this letter is supposed to be in a sad 
mood, but you make me laugh, Kokichi. 
 

I think you have heard enough of that 
for now.  Well, onto the next clue! 

 

Finally… 

 

The books that stop time are in the box. 
Make sure you look at all of them - 
Kokichi Ouma ♥ 



Chapter Three~ 

 

{Shuichi POV}  I took everything out of my 
locker and placed it into my backpack.  As I 
strolled down the hallway I came to a 
halt.  Wait, what if he means the year-
books.  Soon enough I find myself running to 
the homeroom to see if the teacher is still 
there.  Luckily for me, she was.   
 
“Mrs. Iruma, I was wondering if you have a 
box of Kokichi’s yearbooks…”  I asked, 
staring her dead in the eyes. 
 

“Why yes, I do Shuichi.  Wait, let me guess, 
you found a letter from Kokichi asking for 
them?”  The tall light-pink-haired woman 
said as she averted her eyes to a purple box.  
“Don’t stay here too long looking for it, 
good luck.  I’ll be back to lock the room up 
in an hour.”   
 

“Alright, I understand, I won’t be long,”  I 
said watching as Mrs. Iruma slid through the 
doorway.  Time to get started.   
I looked over at the purple box on the book-
shelf and grabbed it.  My hands placed it  
delicately on the floor.  The only thing on 
my mind was locating him.  So, I pulled off 
the top of the square box.  On the top was a 
yearbook with Pre-K written on the cover.    



I took it out to find more under it.  Kinder-
garten, grade one, grade two, and so on            
until junior year.  I laid them all out in a 
row.  I first picked up the yearbook called 
“Pre-K”.  There were many pictures as I 
flipped through the pages.  Then came the 
goodbye notes.  Most of them said see you 
next year, or have a great summer.  But, 
some were rude.  They said you are so 
mean, and I don’t want you near me.  I 
looked at more and more of the books and 
as it went it got worse.  I didn’t know it 
was this bad.  Through the years the             
comments got more hateful.  Some said go 
kill yourself and others said to go take a 
swan dive off the roof and hope to be born 
better in your next life.  Also, there was the 
word unforgivable trash all over.  I’d never 
noticed that he got these bad messages              
before.  Then I saw mine.  Mine was the 
only one that was a nice comment.  Out of 
every single book, it was me who had the 
only true nice message.  Then, on the very 
last page, there was another envelope.  I 
slid my finger through the somewhat                
covered checkered pattern to open it.  Then 
I pulled the letter out to read it. They  
weren’t just bad, they were horrible.  How 
could people do this to you? 



You know, every letter that was meant 
for me I saved.  Why?  Well, I would 
count them up at the end of every 
week.  After that, I would take a small 
knife and cut until I reached the number 
of notes.  As the knife pierced my skin I 
felt relief.  It felt as if some of my pains 
flew away.   
 

Why, Kokichi, why?  I could see his                 
writing getting shaky now. 
 
To become distant.  It’s so hard for me 
to tell the truth because if I do, then my 
true self will be seen.  The only way to 
hide from the world is to lie.  Lying is all 
I know how to do.  It’s my safety, an              
escape from being honest with myself.  I 
don’t just lie to you and everyone around 
me.  I do it to myself too.  I don’t know 
why I can’t be like everyone else, it 
would be so much easier.  But, I guess 
life isn’t always a happy story, is it?   

Oh my god. 
  
You know no one in this world will know 
this side of me beside you.  I hope you 
just aren’t too late.  Who knows maybe 
you could be reading this years later, or 
maybe just never get the chance to find   
 

 



me.  Just please I want to be saved.  Help 
me please, Shuichi Saihara, I need you 
now. 

 

Kokichi never talked about his personal life 
with anyone.  Now that he has shared it 
with me I know there is no turning back.  I 
have to save you, even if it means staying 
up for days.  I will get to you, I promise 
that.  Just tell me the way. 
 

Well, here is the next clue. 
 
Where the pink leaves fall and the fish 
swim... 
 
Save me please - Kokichi Ouma ♥ 
 
Don’t worry I will save you from this.  I 
quickly put the yearbooks back where they 
were inside the box and placed the box 
back.  I am on my way, just be patient. 
Then, I stumbled out of the door with the 
letters in my pocket and my backpack 
strapped onto me.  I ran through the halls to 
the nearest exit.  My hand pushed open the 
doors and I got hit by a breeze.  Where the 
pink leaves fall and the fish swim.  I will get 
you back, hold on a little longer. 
 



Chapter Four~ 

 

{Kokichi POV}  I am so tired, where are 
you Saihara?  I can practically feel my 
body going numb.  Why does it always 
have to be me, why?  I looked up to see the 
dead bodies of my friends from DICE.  If 
only I was never born this wouldn’t be  
happening.  I stared down at my shoes to 
only notice my vision going in and out.  I 
look up once more before blacking out. 
 

{Flashback Kokichi POV}  I just finished 
writing the letters to Saihara. I'll ask one of 
the members to place them in their               
designated spots.  Then I head out into the 
meeting room and take a seat. Gonta 
comes over and places a cup of tea on a 
small plate in front of me.  Then he takes a 
chair and sits across from me.  
 
“Good afternoon Sir Supreme Leader 
Kokichi, how are you doing on this fine 
day,”  Gonta says in a sweet tone with his 
legs crossed and hands in his lap.   
 

“Well as you know, the threats have         
become worse and worse now.  Also, I 
wrote some notes for Saihara so he can find 
us when we are taken.”  I say in a               
melancholy pitch and then go to sip my 
tea.   



 

“Well, Sir Supreme Leader Kokichi, it will 
be alright. We have each other and we will 
be together until the end.  I will never leave 
your side.”  Gonta said then smiled at 
me.  It was a reassuring smile; it made me 
feel almost safe.   
 

“Well, thank you very much for the talk 
Gonta, I appreciate it.  By the way, this tea 
is bland.  Just kidding, that's a lie, again 
thank you Gonta.”  I skipped away               
smirking and watched from the corner of 
my eye other members gathering around 
Gonta to talk.  He is truly a likable guy, just 
don’t get on his bad side.  I honestly don’t 
know what I would do without everyone 
here.  They have saved me a lot including 
saving me from myself.  If only we had 
more time together.   
 
{Shuichi POV}  As I left the large building 
I headed straight to the cherry blossom 
park.  I zoomed past many shops, kids            
crying, and people chatting.  Finally, I 
reached the cherry blossom park.  It felt 
magical as I walked on the gravel and 
watched the petals fall off the trees.  The 
setting sun reflected off the lake farther up 
the path.  As I reached the end of the path I 
saw a small little wooden box on a bench.  I 



What a beautiful sight.  I had almost 
forgotten the letter.  Then, I took the box 
into my lap and pulled it off the top.  
Immediately I open the envelope and read 
the letter in purple ink. 
 

Letter Number Four~ 

 

Dear Saihara, 
 

I hope the birds didn’t get this before 
you, Saihara.  But, if they didn’t             
welcome letter number four! This is the 
last letter you will receive from me, so 
you better hurry.  Anyways, as you 
know from the letter before I need to be 
saved.  You probably wonder why I  
didn’t get the police or someone 
else.  Well, they wouldn’t believe me.  

  
I’m ready for anything, just tell me what 
happened. 

 
Before any of that, I want to tell you 
more about my life.  You know, once in 
the past I stood on the edge of a roof-
top.  As I glanced around at the night  
sky I felt lost in the stars.  I remember 
that day so vividly, the light from the 
surrounding buildings glowing made the  
 



street below shine.  I still remember the 
sound down below of the cars honking 
and beeping.  The sound of them soon 
faded out when I looked around once 
more.  As I stood up on that ledge and 
glanced at the bottom.  All I could think 
at that moment was how I could have 
ended it all in one single movement.  I 
could feel the wind blowing on my 
back.  It was like it was telling me to go 
for it.  To just jump and end this living 
hell of mine, it would be over within             
seconds.  I looked down once more              
before making my decision.  Then, I saw 
you, Shuichi Saihara.  You were walking 
on the sidewalk chatting with some 
friends.  At that moment I couldn’t just 
jump and have you see me go splat right 
in front of you.  So I took a couple of 
steps back and just laid on the roof until 
I fell asleep.  
 
I would have never known Kokichi was  
suicidal…I only can hope now that I can 
make it in time. 
 

I want you to know that I am not safe 
now.  DICE and I have been getting 
threats about being captured and to be 
killed.  If you do find the next letter, 
come prepared with some sort of                 
weapon.  I don’t know if this person will  



be alone or not.  I just want you to be 
safe.  
 

Why worry about me, Kokichi, you are the 
one who needs to be saved.  Don’t worry I 
will come prepared and be the one to save 
you and everyone else.  Just a little longer 
and I’ll be there. 
 

Well, here is the final clue that I will be 
giving you. 
Past the dog shelter is where he and I 
will meet... 
Be safe Saihara, I wish you luck - 
Kokichi Ouma ♥ 
 
I could feel the tears in my eyes start to 
take form; this was it I would see him 
again.  I wiped the tears away and stashed 
the letter in my pocket with all the                         
others.  Then, I thought about how Kokichi 
said to bring some sort of weapon.  Time 
to head home and find one. 
  

Chapter Five~ 
 

{Kokichi POV}  I awoke to an unknown 
place, I was tied to a chair and unable to 
move.  All I could do from my position 
was to look around with my eyes. 
Although the light was dim I could still  
somewhat see.  When squinting my eyes to  



look around I saw in the corner people 
were lined up in a row.  I couldn’t make out 
who they were, but my guess was it was 
my friends.  I couldn’t believe that this  
happened.  This was just supposed to be a 
meet-up to solve problems.  Well, I guess it 
was a good thing I sent those letters to           
Saihara.  I just hope that he can help me 
like he always has.  Even when in school 
he would always get me out of trouble.  But 
this time it's different, this is a matter of life 
and death.  There is part of me that hopes 
that he doesn’t discover where I am.  I just 
don’t want him to get hurt by me even 
more. 
 
{Shuichi POV}  I ran toward the entrance I 
came through and started on my trip 
home.  It wasn’t far, but I needed to hurry 
if I was going to save him.  I ran past a  
couple of people since it was almost night-
fall.  I spent too much time there.  I hurried 
as fast as I could and took some shortcuts 
down some alleyways.  It was a good idea 
too because I found my street at the end of 
one of the alleys.  As I rushed down the 
street the wind started to pick up.  It felt 
like the neighborhood was empty because 
only the streetlights were on.  I stopped at 
the front of my blue house, made my way 
up the stairs, and opened the door.  I  



slipped through trying not to wake up my 
parents.  Then my feet climbed the stairs up 
to my bedroom door.  I pushed on the              
bottom of it as I turned the knob to open it 
so the door wouldn’t be loud.  As I entered 
I closed the door and placed the backpack 
on the back of my desk chair.  Then, I 
pulled the drawer to reveal a dagger and put 
it in the pocket with the letters of Kokichi’s 
darkest secrets in them.  I just hoped I 
wouldn’t have to use it.  After that, I 
walked over to the window and lifted it 
open.  I put one leg over and threw myself 
completely out of the dark bedroom.  The 
moonlight shined on me as I climbed down 
the roof.  Here I come.  
 
I find myself sprinting toward the dog             
shelter and going into its back alleyways of 
it.  Soon enough I am lost until I hear foot-
steps approaching.  Quickly I hide behind 
the nearest corner so I am not seen.  Then I 
get a peek at a tall guy dressed in all black 
with a knife in his hand.  From what I could 
see it was covered in blood.  His figure    
faded into the darkness going into another 
alleyway. I double-checked to make sure he 
was gone, then I went to investigate.  I 
could see patches of blood leading to a 
doorway.  So, I went inside to see if 
Kokichi was there.  I was met with two  



doors, also it looked like one-sided glass to 
be able to see into the rooms.  I looked               
inside the one to be traumatized by what 
looked like a massacre.  I instantly jumped 
away from the window and took a small 
peak in the other one.  I couldn’t believe 
what I saw; it was Kokichi tied to a chair 
and other people in a corner.  They looked 
like they were dead from where I stood.  I 
attempted to open the door, surprisingly it 
sprung open very easily.  I ran over to 
Kokichi and took out my dagger from my 
pocket to cut the ropes.  As the ropes 
dropped onto the ground I saw Kokichi, 
looking at me with scared and shocked 
eyes.    
 
No. 
No. 
NO. 
  This can’t happen not after everything. 
 

{Shuichi POV}  I watched as Kokichi’s 
purple eyes got frightened.  Soon enough I 
realized he wasn’t looking at me, he was 
looking behind me.  All of a sudden I felt a 
sharp pain in my chest.   
 
{Kokichi POV}  I felt the ropes drop 
around me and I looked up to see Saihara’s 
yellow eyes.  But that wasn’t it, I also saw 
someone standing behind him.  He was 



I fell to the floor and saw my hands             
covered in blood.  Who’s blood is 
this?  Wait, it’s mine.  No, I just got 
Kokichi back, why now?  I felt my body 
getting weaker by the second, so I pulled 
Kokichi toward me.  I told him that every-
thing will be alright, I forgave him for              
everything, and that I would be his friend 
until the end.  Then, I watched tears spring 
into his eyes, as my body went completely 
numb, and everything turned black. 
 
{Kokichi POV}  I watched as my friend 
died right in front of me.  I heard his last 
words and they were meant just for me.  I 
told him to be safe, thus why?  I jolted my 
head around to look at a smirking face.   
 

“H- HOW COULD YOU, DO YOU 
HAVE NO EMPATHY?”  I said while 
balling my eyes out and throwing my hands 
to the floor.  I couldn’t believe that the           
person who I truly trusted just died next to 
me.  First DICE, now him, how can I even 
keep going. 
 

He stared at me with a gloomy expression 
and said, “Aw, I’m sorry, did you lose 
something that meant everything to 
you?”  He laughed, “How pitiful, deal with 
it.”  He started to walk away, but before he  



 

did he said one last thing, “It’s not like life 
has any meaning, but since I’m so nice I’ll 
let you live.”  Then, he exited through the 
door. 
 

{Unknown Killer POV}  As I walked out 
of that door tears fell down my face.  I saw 
myself in that boy.  I saw myself sitting 
there looking shocked.  All I thought about 
was holding my mother.   
 
I looked back at Saihara once more and 
took off his baseball cap.  It revealed his 
dark teal hair underneath, and then I put the 
hat on my head.  It was the only possession 
that I could have left to remember him.  I 
stood up and watched as my tears fell to 
the ground.  Why did he of all people have 
to die, why not me instead?  I slowly 
walked out of the dark building and looked 
up at the night sky.  It reminded me of that 
day long ago.  As I looked back down I 
saw a ladder leading up a tall building.  I 
climbed up and up until I reached the 
top.  I stood there for a moment looking up 
at the sky again admiring it.   
 
Then I screamed as loud as I could “WHY 
DOES IT ALWAYS HAVE TO BE ME, 
WHAT HAVE I DONE WRONG.”  I 
looked at the sky for an answer…nothing.   
  



Then a gust of wind blew, maybe this was 
the sign.  I closed my eyes and stood on the 
edge waiting for the wind to blow me 
away.  Suddenly a big breeze came and I 
started falling.  As I was falling I held onto 
the baseball hat because I wanted to be 
with him until the end.  There was nothing 
on my mind as I was falling, nothing at 
all.  For once, I didn’t have my thoughts 
going through my mind.  As I got closer 
and closer to the ground I let out a real 
smile.  This was a smile that wasn’t hidden 
behind lies, It was an honest expression of 
happiness.  The wind felt like it was lifting 
me as the ground came close.  This was it, 
the end of it all.  I can finally be free and 
escape from this void I have fallen into. 
Then I reached the ground and I felt  
nothing. 
 
Letter Number Five~  
 

Dear Saihara, 
 

If this letter reaches you then that means 
something went wrong.  I’m sorry I 
know the letter before was supposed to 
be the last one, but I am a liar, what can 
I say.  I want you to know that every lie 
I’ve told was to protect you.  Even in the  
end, I wouldn’t change anything that we  
 



had together.  Those moments were the 
only thing that kept me going.  The only 
thing that kept me from jumping off that 
building long ago.  The only thing that 
was happy in my life.  All my life I have 
sought someone or something and it is 
you.  You are the one who I was looking 
for, and I appreciate you talking to 
me.  If only I was not part of this world 
in the beginning, none of this would have 
happened.  Shuichi Saihara, you truly 
mean the world to me.  If I lost you I 
don’t know if I could keep going.   
 
In middle school, I remember sitting on 
the roof for days at lunch all alone.   
Then you found where I had been hiding 
out.  Suddenly, every day we would sit 
together and chat about the useless 
things in our lives.  We were so childish 
then, weren’t we.  Man, if I’m going, to 
be honest, window and I could have just 
left and disappeared.  No one at home 
cared about me and it was not like any-
one at school liked me.  But, I stayed all 
because of you Saihara, you changed my 
life.  I hoped I made an impact for the 
better in your life.  If not, I'm sorry for 
everything up until now.  Who knows 
maybe I was the one in your life to  
make it exciting and enjoyable.  But, I  



can only hope at this point.  You would 
have probably been better off with           
anyone else other than me; but hey look 
I did make you laugh a few times.  After 
all, you were my little ultimate                     
detective.   
 
Again I’m sorry for lying so much, I 
never meant it for harm.  Well, it would 
seem I have lied once more about you 
getting this letter.  I wrote this on the 
slim chance you would die.  I needed to 
tell you everything about me so you 
would understand who I truly 
was.  That was the entire point of the  
letters, well also to save me from that 
psychopathic maniac.  I want you to 
know that my life means nothing to 
me.  But yours means if you are to live I 
will live, and if you are to die then I’ll go 
with you.   I will always be with you 
wherever you go unless I require saving 
again.  I hope you know that you mean 
everything to me, Shuichi Saihara.  I will            
always love you.   
 

Here is the last clue. 
If you look up from down below you 
can’t see me, but I will see you 

My darling Saihara, I’ll see you again - 
Kokichi Ouma ♥ 



The Warzone 

CHAPTER 1 

            By: David Asatryan 

                                                                 
How bad could it be? 

It’s not a big deal. Or is it? 

It started. 
That afternoon that dim light flickered. 
Outside there were beautiful stars but it is a            
horrible scene. 
My team, the Devil Dogs, was ready, ready to 
fight. 
The bullets on my hip jingled.  
The door is blown open, it creeks as it falls,             
enjoying its final moments before it strikes the 
ground….. action! 

TCK! TRRRRRR!! BOOM! 
GO! GO! GO! 
Yup, that’s my mission, mission: clean house.  
Flashlights on! 
“Room secure,” whispers our captain.  
“I’ve got one! Put your hands behind your back, 
and drop the DANG weapon!” yells my buddy 
Samir. Samir takes cover. Samir whispers, “Martin 
we win this I owe you. One day to hang out, you 
got me?”  
I chuckle, “Yeah, yeah whatever you say, lad.” I 
really couldn’t join this army if it wasn’t for him. 
He starts muttering a plan of how he’s going to 
make the biggest party... silly lad. Oh and… I             
forgot to introduce myself. I'm Martin, six foot 
one, I have jet black hair and I have a six-pack.  
I flee to check the other rooms and as I slowly 
creep the abandoned creaky stairs are all wobbly. I  
 



look and-BANG! - “What was that?” I shift my 
body towards the sound and I start to think to                      
myself. I hear a loud thud and Terror- a voice I’ve 
heard of- Screams of pain. 
Oh, that is not good. My heart sinks and sizzles 
into dust in my stomach’s acid. I tread back down 
the stairs, as they creek, and on the ground 
is…  My Friend. Samir. He’s. Been. Shot.  
Chills scrape down my spine. I don’t even have a 
moment to breathe. Tears plummeted down my 
cheeks onto his bloody shirt and splat. How could 
this be? My arm gets yanked and I leap up. It’s the 
captain. “Get a medic, Martin get a medic lad. Do 
you hear me? NOW!” 
 
                            CHAPTER 2 

 

My Jeep zoomed as I bashed the pedal. I am very 
confused at this point. I don't know what to do. 
The exhaust was roaring as I drove. Once I 
stopped looking ahead, for just a millisecond I lost 
control and my car ran into a tree. I hopped out 
real quick, not caring what just happened, and 
rushed towards our base because it was only ten 
meters away. As I ran I heard something rip right 
next to my ear… I listen…an-n-n-n-d… bullets 
rain down on me from a tree! 
 

I find cover behind this lumpy dirty moss-covered 
log all covered with bugs and other critters. I pull 
my rifle out and shoot a couple of shots. Bang! 
bang! Bang!...... I hear a branch snap and a loud 
thud and a scream “AhAhaH!” 
 
I rush to see what it is after checking my                    
surroundings. It’s a kid, a teenage boy- about               



sixteen he has dark brown hair and a scar under his 
eye. I have wounded him. My bullet is lodged a 
centimeter from his heart. He is cursing under his 
breath in a different language as he suffers. I kneel 
to help him but I think to myself you bloody idiot 
your friend is dying why are you trying to help the 
enemy that would have killed you and ran away. I 
pick myself up and trot away. 
 

        CHAPTER 3 

 

I rip through inside the tent. “Sir hurry up I need a 
medic, My friend- he was successful-, has been 
hurt.” I stutter.  
“Where is he?”   
“I’ll show you the way,”  I say, biting my bottom 
lip. We safely made it back after a rough bumpy 
ride with the bullets sitting in the passenger seat. 
They take Samir on a stretcher and say he won’t be 
back for a long time. I am going to miss him and 
I’m winning this stupid war for HIM! 
 
          CHAPTER 4 

Week 14-  Samir. Not back yet. ring* ring* I pick 
up my phone in my office. “Hey Martin, ” some-
one says in a melancholy voice. 
“Yes, umm who is this?”  
“ It’s your captain”  
“Oh-oh-oh sorry sir,” I say “I didn’t notice”  
“It’s fine” he sighs. 
“So, what is the problem sir?”  
“Well,” -cut “I am sorry” -cut “Samir”  
“WHAT IS IT?”  
“is dead,” he blurts out.  
 
I didn’t believe what I just heard. When those 
words met my ears they wanted to leave, but they  



already got trapped in my eardrums. I burst into 
tears and threw the phone. My life has been            
ruined.  
 

I stop in my tears and think to myself, “I am a 
man!” “I can do this!” “For us- for me and Samir! 
Because no matter what he will always be in my 
heart even though he is not next to me.” I packed 
up my junk. I put on my clothes and put on my 
armor that had scratches on it and bullet holes all 
scarred like my brain, weapons some of them             
broken, and my helmet-my lifesaver.  
 
“MARCH!” yelled the captain “STOP!” 
“FIREEEEEEE!” bang! Pow! Bang! That training 
went well and now we were getting ready to push 
the final zone! The final battle of Acrangia.  
 

We go to bed to get ready. I got woken up very 
early at three-fifty a.m. by one of the crew                
members. “ Martin gets up, we are under attack, 
and missiles are getting launched bloody heck to 
get up!” “Okay, okay, you leave now! and help the 
other lads George!”  
 
I put on my gear and yank my AK-47 weapon and 
flee outside. “THIS IS A WARZONE!” tanks and 
all people dead fire smoke everything! I get behind 
cover as bullets whiz by me. Crouch there as dust 
gets into my eyes and I cough. I blind-fire and get 
back down. The guy right by me gets penetrated 
by a bullet blood gushes on his shirt. I scream in 
terror, but this war is so loud that my scream is 
nothing. I start firing and hit a couple of guys. 
Blinded. I can see a thing I hit in a flash. Every-
thing gets quiet… almost peaceful- “ 



MARTIN GET THE HECK UP!” I hear some-
thing distorted.  
 
The captain “Martin my boy, they're retreating 
let’s finish this together for all of us...for  Samir!” 
my eyes go through everything that has happened 
yet! I remember! I have to finish this! FOR 
SAMIR!! I pick up my weapon and bullets fly like 
wild mosquitoes and the last one hits The                   
GENERAL! My team still shoots like crazy           
finishing off the others as I lay there in a daze lost 
in my thoughts, and that’s it the war's over,               
everyone’s dead gone ...people kids like me... I’m 
out. Thin mist starts, mixed with smoke, the smell 
burning and tickling my nose, and my eyes tear up. 
I just drop and think of all that has happened. WE 
WON! THIS IS FOR YOU SAMIRRRRRR! I 
start to cry quietly. All those bullets were gone. I 
will never see them again, but I will remember 
them.  
 
 

CHAPTER 5 

I was ready to go back home. I made my last   
prayers for Samir. I say goodbye to my Captain 
and head on to my family’s car. I will never share 
and I haven’t the terror and things that have                
happened to save people the headache.  I stayed 
quiet for the rest of the day and it felt good to feel 
safe, to feel successful, and to feel calm. I finally 
felt normal in some way. Thank you, Samir, you 
were a great soul, always happy, upbeat and you, 
you made me happy.  



 
Lucid Dreams by Joseph Cannavo 

 

 Feeling trapped beyond a pretend 
wall of disbelief, immobilized by the fear of 
the unknowing, and stuck in a world of  
unrealistic happenings, I sat with my 
hands tensed, my shoulders hunched and 
my knees stuck in a straightened            
position.  Have you ever had a lucid 
dream where you couldn’t get out, and no 
matter how hard you tried you were 
trapped. Well this is how it all started for 
Marty, in a world that seemed real, but 
was anything but real. 

I woke up in the back of the school, 
and two pairs of arms hooked onto me as 
I was dragged to a dark place in my new 
school. I looked up to see Fred gesturing 
his hand towards the people dragging me, 
and to my surprise it was Jimmy and 
John, Fred’s goons. When we got to a 
corner they dropped me, and before I 
could adjust to my surroundings a sharp 
pain hit my gut. Fred had jabbed me right 
in the gut, and was reloading for another 
one. I tried to scream out for help. But as 
time passed the pain got worse, and the 
more I screamed for help the more hits 
came. After more time passed, and no 
one came, I truly believed that no one 
cared for me, and as Fred and his goons 
 left me all cut and bruised, I  squeezed 



the empty pendant. I slowly started to let 
the darkness overwhelm my lonely soul. 
As the darkness consumed me, a faint 
and continuous beep kept getting louder. 
Beep… BEep… BEEp… BEEP!  

I woke up in fear, and the light of 
dawn greeted my face. My alarm clock 
was yelling at me, and I slowly turned over 
to snooze it, but my mom grabbed my 
hand before I could reach it. 
“Marty! It’s time you get up and get ready 
for your first day of 8th grade!” 
My mom demanded. 

I nodded towards her, indicating I 
would, and as I slowly started to get up, I 
could feel the weight of my body grow, 
making me fall back on my bed. As I lay 
there knowing I have to get up, my phone 
starts to ring, and to my surprise it was my 
best friend David. 

“What up bruv!” David exclaimed. 
“Hey..” I said tiredly. 
“Are you getting ready for school?” 

David asked. 
 “Oh my gosh I completely forgot! I 
need to get ready for school!” I exclaimed, 
as I rolled off my bed to my closet. 
 “Ok? By..” David started before I cut 
him off. 
 As fast as I could I ran out of my 
room with my backpack at hand, but as 
fast as I left I quickly turned around to grab  



my pendant. When I reached downstairs I 
quickly popped two Eggo waffles into our 
dusty toaster oven. When the ding went 
off, I quickly poured syrup on them, and 
hastily ran out the house without saying 
goodbye to my mother. 
 When I made it to the bus stop            
David wasn’t there, and I thought the bus 
had left without me. But as I held on to my 
empty pendant, and I slumped my           
shoulders down in defeat, David came out 
of nowhere and said, “Greetings Marty!” 
 “David! I thought you were already 
on the bus.” I said feeling relieved. 
 “You know I leave my house at 8:03 
right?” David asked, confused. 
 I looked at my watch, and it said 
8:05. But then I remembered I had my 
watch set two minutes ahead from yester-
day. “Oh my watch was set two minutes 
ahead. So I thought the bus had already 
come.” I said embarrassed. 
 “Well you’re lucky because the bus 
is just pulling in.” David said as he pointed 
to the bus. 
 For me the beginning of the bus ride            
wasn’t too different. Fred had his lucky 
straw, and he was rapidly firing his regular 
spitballs towards me. But then something   
unexpected happened when we got to my  
crush’s bus stop. There were no other 
seats really open, and so out of random 



Luck she sat next to me. When this                  
happened my face got rose red and Fred 
looked at me in disgust and anger. As the 
bus ride went on things were actually              
different. Addison and I didn’t actually talk, 
and instead we just had some glances at 
each other. Furthermore Fred didn’t spit 
any more spitballs at me. 
 When we made it to the new school 
my jaw dropped. It was two stories, unlike 
any of the other schools I went to, and 
there were so many fields that I assumed 
were for the variety of sports the school 
offered. 
 The beginning of the day was pretty 
exciting for a new school, and this was  
because Addison and I were in most of 
the same classes. Furthermore we had 
some classes where we sat next to each 
other. But as the time was reaching lunch, 
I messed up a lot of things. 
 To start, Fred and his goons came 
to my locker, and greeted me by saying, 
”What’s up Marty from Madagascar!” Of 
course following up with a creepy and  
grotesque hyena laugh. Next, they started 
to get into my locker to try and steal MY 
personal  belongings, and so I decided it 
would be best to push them out of the 
way, and oh was I bloody wrong. To make 
it short Fred actually fell to the floor                 
because when I pushed him he tripped  



over his fellow comrades, and this made 
him furious. So what happened was he 
angrily stood up, and said, ”Listen tough 
guy! Me and you after school, where no 
one can help your puny soul!” 
 Now since I was already in a big 
mess, I tried to just go and enjoy my 
lunch. But then my mind decided to take 
control of my movement. I walk. Tray in 
my hand. Table appears. I hit. Drink flies 
off. It hits its target. I’m in trouble. 
 Just before I looked up I already 
heard a shriek, and then the victim of the 
spill had released Satan on me, “Marty! 
Look what you did to my dress!” When 
they finished releasing all of the under-
world on me, I already knew that I didn’t 
have to look up to see who I hit because I 
could remember the high pitch of that 
voice anywhere, and just as I suspected it 
was Addison. But before she could say 
anything else, I quickly stumbled and   
fumbled with my food out of the lunch 
room, and I ran and ran as if there was no 
tomorrow, with my face volcanic red, I 
could hear David’s voice in the back-
ground asking me where I was going. But 
before I could even start the journey back 
to the lunchroom I was already in the bath-
room with my meal… alone… again. I 
squeezed my pendant for a while.  
 As the day was finishing I did my  



best to stay out of trouble, and while              
doing this I completely forgot about my 
scheduled fight with Fred. 
 So when the final bell rang, and I 
went out to go home on my bus, I was 
grabbed by both arms and brought to the 
floor. I hit the ground. My knee hitting my 
jaw made me fall unconscious, and when 
I woke up I was being dragged to the 
back of the school… 
 Just as we were reaching the back 
of the school, I could feel my dream               
becoming reality, and I could hear the 
buses leaving, meaning there was no 
hope in getting help in this battle. As I             
expected when we reached a corner of 
the school, I was jabbed right in the gut. 
But this time I just couldn’t yell out for 
help because deep down inside I knew 
that no matter how hard I yelled no one 
would help me, and deep down I knew 
that no one noticed me enough to care. 
But as time went on, I decided it was time 
I stopped being a wimp, and instead it 
was time to alter the dream that I 
should’ve had. 
 First, I had to wait for Fred’s hand 
to come in contact with me. Next, right as 
it was about to hit my right elbow, I used 
my right hand to grab his hand, and hold 
him back.  
 Now since I had the upper hand, I  



got a few jabs in. But it didn’t last long  
because Fred’s goons started to join the 
fight, and before I got tackled, I closed my 
eyes and squeezed my empty pendant. 
Just as they reached me David barged in 
out of nowhere and pushed Jimmy into 
John, making them fall into each other.  
 Now this gave us more time, and as 
David and I fought Fred together, I 
thought about how in my dream I had to 
fight this fight alone. But for some reason 
luck was still not on my side, and me and 
David got put and bay, and it seemed as if 
our fight was over. But to both our               
surprises luck was always on our side, 
and just as Fred, who had a black eye, 
was about to finish us off with a side 
swipe, a phone was held out by the hand 
of the one and only Addison. 
 Now when this happened Jimmy 
and John fled as fast as possible because 
they weren’t about to get in trouble, and 
so all who was left was now alone Fred, 
and as he started to back off, I realized 
that my dream was making us become 
the bad guys. I noticed that Fred was 
looking exactly like me in my dream. All 
beat up, alone with no one to help him, 
and looking as if he was feeling unloved.  
 So after my short flashback, I  
quickly stopped David from throwing the 
finishing blow, and with Fred having his   



Eyes closed, I held out my hand, and Fred 
looked at me as if he was a little puppy 
looking at his owner for something. Even 
though it took a bit, Fred grabbed my 
hand, and I helped him get off the ground. 
When he got off the ground, he didn’t say 
anything, and instead he nodded, and ran 
off without looking back. As he ran off I 
knew down deep inside that he had a 
good side, and that all he needed was 
someone to help him find it, and that               
person was me. 
 After David and I were done looking 
at each other's wounds, I asked him and 
Addison how they found me, and they 
both said, “We saw you get taken to the 
back of the school by those bullies, and 
we couldn’t let you get hurt. So, we waited 
for the buses and teachers to leave before 
we came and helped. When they said that, 
I knew why David would’ve come. But I 
asked why Addison came after I got juice 
all over her dress, and she specifically 
said, “I wasn’t too mad, and I was going to 
tell you sorry for overreacting. But you ran 
off.” I nodded and accepted her apology, 
and I apologized to her for the juice. 
 To end off the very unexpected first 
day of school, we all texted our parents to 
get a ride home, and we said we had 
missed the bus, so we didn’t get  
questioned. But the real ending was that  



before we all left we took a group photo, 
and we quickly looked at each other, and 
nodded telling each other that we would all 
be there for each other. Furthermore, as I 
went farther away from the school, I 
blocked out my mom talking with my 
thoughts. I told myself that no matter how 
alone I felt I would be, I’d always have 
people to be there for me. After I was 
done floating around in my thoughts, I 
closed my eyes and the darkness ate me 
up again, and as the darkness almost fully 
consumed me, a faint sound of someone 
saying Marty was playing in the back-
ground. 
 I woke up on my desk, and my girl-
friend Addison was shaking my elbow. 
“Hey Marty what happened? You were out 
for most of the class,” she said with a  
confused look on her face. I looked at the 
clock and it was almost time to go. But as I 
looked back at her, instead of saying any-
thing, I just looked at her and smiled, and I 
opened my pendant to reveal a photo of 
me, David, and Addison, after the day of 
the fight. I stared at it for a while, and 
when I was done I closed it and continued 
my work, with a smile on my face. 
 
 ...Marty reveals lucid dreams can    
really feel like reality. Dreams don’t always 
have to be the same, and each dream  



ends differently because we alter what 
happens. Just because you tell yourself, 
or show yourself something that you think 
is true or is real, sometimes the truth you 
tell yourself explains a lie, and the lie you 
tell yourself is the truth. 

Marty had to stop believing that he 
was never a nobody, and the only way 
Marty had a chance at this was going back 
into these lucid dreams! He knows that his 
mind thinks differently than what he really 
wants to think, but he knows he can alter 
his reality. 

 
 



Riptide of Feelings by Jakob Collins   

 

 I looked into a swirling ocean of blue and 
green, no wait, not an ocean, in fact, I looked into 
my moms’ eyes, beautiful in every way while 
mine are brown and dark. My dad calls to me and 
reminds me that he loves me, ‘life couldn't be any 
better I thought. While thinking these thoughts, my 
mom swings me by my arms in circles as I scream 
in happiness. 

8 years later… 

 I wake up to my dog Connor licking my 
face and my alarm making a loud racket. I picked 
up my baseball near my bed and threw it at the 
bulky, red alarm clock, CHUNK, ‘bullseye’ I 
thought. Slowly and quietly, I stroked Conner’s 
large fur coat while getting dressed for school. 
 “How do you think today will go, bud?” I 
asked Connor. 
  Slowly, but surely, he made a low growling 
sound that sounded like a “guerred”. 
 “Nice, maybe things will be good today.” 

I slipped on my sneakers and dashed down our 
staircase while strapping on my backpack. I rushed 
into the kitchen and grabbed a pop-tart trying to 
avoid “him”. Suddenly, I felt a cold, hard hand on 
my shoulder.  
 “Whatcha doin boy?” my father asked, his 
breath reeked of beer and other liquor.  
 “ Nothing da- I mean sir”,  
 “Good, now go get to school, now”. I 
looked into his dark, icy eyes, I saw anger, regret, 
and some……sadness? I ran out the door after I 
gave Connor a little hug and whispered a small 
“love you” and started walking to school. I thought 
of my dad’s eyes over and over again ‘why was he  



sad?’ Brushing the thought away I started to walk 
to school. I thought It would have been a good 
day, but boy was I wrong.  
 You could see the difference in the          
environment when you get to school, the sky is 
always dark, always quiet, and the biggest is that 
you always get a special welcome by Brody and 
Jack, the two biggest punks ever.   
 “ Hey, look, it's our little punching bag!” 
Brody scoffed, already swinging his arms at me. 
Trying to dodge his punches.  
 I reluctantly ask  Brody, “Why do you go 
after me all the time?”  
 “Because you're the easiest to go for.”  
Suddenly, his hard fist found my jaw. Pain seared 
through my body, my head throbbed, aching. I 
slowly got up and walked into the school                          
entrance.  The hardest part was over anyway, but 
now I have to survive the day. At that moment, I 
looked back into Jack’s eyes and saw hurt,           
sympathy, something I usually don’t see. 

School always blurs my eyes. One minute 
I’m  doing Pre-Algebra, and then I’m reciting the 
dates of the Battle of Gettysburg in Social studies. 
To me, school is worthless. In the mornings before 
school usually parents send you off with a hug and 
a kiss and also tell you to “make some friends 
too!” but school is the exact opposite in my world. 
Bullies tower over others like dragons ready to 
gobble you up like you're a lost prince in a fairy 
tale, and the work is overwhelming like quicksand, 
slowly sinking into a pit of darkness. In Science, I 
spin my pencil around my hand, waiting for this               
horrendous day to end. As soon as I thought of 
leaving this terrible place, a loud ringing sound 
rang in my ears, making them throb.  



Walking to my locker, I saw Brody arguing 
with a seventh-grader and then he began kicking 
him. I ignored the actions. ‘Just stay invisible’ I                  
reminded myself. In school, I feel like a ghost, if 
you don’t do anything, nobody notices you or    
bullies you. Simple right? Not really. 
 When I walked into my house, I could hear 
the static from the TV as my dad sat there,               
swigging another beer and looking at a small          
picture of something. Curious, I walked over to the 
big couch he was sitting on, peering over his 
shoulder. I saw those big, beautiful eyes, it was 
mom.  I turned away and started to walk up our 
creaky and worn-out stairs next to the wall where 
the paint was peeling off of them, that’s when I 
heard Conner start running towards me, tackling 
me while also slobbering on my face. Pushing 
Conner off, I strode into my room and threw my 
bag onto the floor, and jumped into my bed. I  
wondered why he was looking at mom, was he 
mourning? Or… was he trying to bring back        
memories? Slowly, I laid down and closed my 
eyes into the darkness, my comfort zone for me. 
I dreamed of my mom, and when we would go to 
the park and have her amazing turkey sandwiches 
and when she would swing me around in her arms. 
Next, I was at her funeral; grandparents and aunts 
sobbing, not for her, but for themselves.  
 Waking up with sweat over me, I got up 
and walked into the kitchen when my dad asked 
me, “What did you dream about?”  
 Confused,    because he never cares about 
my life I stutter an “I-I um… I dreamed about…`` 
 '' she was a beautiful woman Nick, a       
beautiful one.” What! How did he know about my 
dream? “She was amazing in  every way, Nick.  



Remember that.” I rushed up to my room with 
millions of questions flooding my head. The              
biggest one was how did he know what I was 
dreaming about? 
 As I walked to school for the millionth 
time, I heard the soft rumble of a coming rain-
storm, the smell of freshly cut grass, and a weird 
whirring sound. That's when I saw Jack standing 
next to me, helmet on head, standing on his bike.    
“Hey, man, are you okay?” I kept walking,            
keeping my head down and trying to not make eye 
contact. “ I know I’ve been a jerk lately but I  
wanna make sure you're good from yesterday with 
Brody's punches.” Slowly, I looked up at him, 
showing my jaw, which was dark purple and           
yellow. “Woah…” he managed to croak. I felt a 
small drop of water hit my shoulder, I started 
walking faster, not wanting to be drenched during 
school.  

“ Jump on my bike.” “ 

“What?”  
“Do it. Now.” Staring at Jack, I looked for 

sarcasm or bitterness, but I didn’t find any.              
Reluctantly, I jumped onto the back of his bike 
and rode silently to school. 

When we got to our destination, not a word 
was spoken between us. Jack stood still for a 
while, and I walked into the entrance after giving 
a short friendly “thanks”. 
 During the first period of pre-engineering, 
Jack walked up to my table and moved to a seat 
next to mine, which nobody obliged. Being the 
second most feared in the school must be nice for 
Jack I thought. “ Mister Calhan, '' Mr. Faeke  
grunted.  
 “Yes?”  



 “Can you answer my question?”  
 I looked around frantically and was               
confused, ‘shoot, shoot, shoot, I gotta listen better’  
 Jack leaned over to me and said, “Axle, 
that’s the answer.” Trusting Jack with all my life I 
answered, and Mr. Faeke said it was correct. I 
have to start paying attention during class.  
 “ Thanks, man,” I whispered to Jack. But 
all he did in response was smile, only a little one 
though, not the ‘I just won the lottery’ smile. I 
heard Mr. Faeke call my name and tell me to go to 
the office where my father was waiting. While 
walking to the office, I was panicking in my head, 
thinking of all the bad things that could have             
happened. 

The Office smelled like dust and was kind 
of like a doctor’s office. I heard the clickity-clack 
of computers and the humming of secretaries. My 
dad stood in the doorway between the outside 
world and the school. 

Dad brought me into his old, blue pickup 
truck that I love. The rev of the engine, the smell 
of gasoline, dirt flying everywhere when you do 
doughnuts in it. But something felt off with him 
today, something more serious to be exact. 

He brought me to a place I didn’t                 
recognize, a park with a lake and trail for walkers. 
He pulled himself onto the hood of his truck,               
motioning me to sit with him, he then murmured 
“This is where I proposed to her, she was so              
happy, so grateful, so loving..- but life had other 
plans for her, wanting to take away my happiness.” 
A lone tear rolled down his cheek. “ I just wanted 
you to know, she wants you to be happy, I want 
you to be happy, but it’s been rough since, son.” 
 Slowly, he wrapped his arms around me  



and felt warmth for the first time in a while.             
Curiously, I asked , “How did you know I was 
dreaming about her?” 
 “Your eyes, I saw her in your eyes.” 

Confused but grateful, I squeezed my dad 
harder, I felt his hand stroking my hair, and                     
the sparks of pain flashed on my scalp, then I                
realized that he was giving me a noogie. I started 
to frantically thrash around when I heard my dad 
start to laugh, I grabbed his arm and tugged on it, 
making him fall forward, making us land in the 
mud. Looking up, we both started to laugh                 
together. Brushing the mud and dirt off my 
clothes, I started to get up, then I told dad , “That's 
the most fun I’ve had in a while, sir.” 

“Don’t call me that.” He growled. 
“What do you mean sir?” 

“I am not a stranger to you, you can call 
me dad.” Shocked, I took a step back, then I ran 
into his arms and squeezed as hard as I could. 
Maybe, just maybe, life might be going my way. 



The Victory by Lauren Crouthamel 

 

 Swimming... From the moment you dive 
into the pool, you feel as if you are free and can do 
anything. The feeling of weightlessness is like 
nothing else.  For a brief period of my life, the 
pleasure of swimming was taken away from me. 
The chlorine that had previously flowed through 
my veins dried up. It was like the feeling of                  
freedom was locked in a safe that I did not know 
the password to.   
    I stepped on the starting block and stood 
tall. “Take your mark!” I grasped the edge of the 
block and as the whistle blew. I sailed off the 
block, hit the water, and glided through the water 
like a sailfish. My feet kicked as quickly as                  
possible, meanwhile my arms battled to keep up. I 
was neck and neck with the girl next to me as we 
soared for the wall.  My legs burned, hence they 
screamed at me to slow down, but I was 10 yards 
from victory. I slammed my hand into the wall as 
hard as I could. My head spun around towards the 
scoreboard. I squinted, searching for my time and 
place. I had won! I reached my hand over the lane 
line and to the girl in the lane next to me who I 
had barely beaten. “Awesome Job!” I                                 
congratulated her on second place. In exchange 
she rolled her eyes and turned away, rejecting my 
kindness. A waterfall came off of me as I climbed 
out of the pool. My teammates dashed towards me 
and threw their arms around my body. At this              
moment I was the happiest I had ever been                      
before.  
 I sprinted down the hallway, into my             
bedroom, and flopped onto my bed. “What are 
you the flash?” Skylar joked. I chuckled a bit and  
 



sat up. Skylar looked up from her phone and 
glanced at me.  
 “What?” I asked.  
 “I see you have a new rival” she answered, 
flipping her phone so that I could read what was 
on it. It was a post from Maya Johnson, the girl I 
had had beat in the 50 freestyle earlier that week. 
Her post showed a  photo of the results from the 
50 free and below the caption read, “I am coming 
for you next time Brooke.” I fell backward again, 
dying laughing at the post I had just read. “She is 
mad at you for beating her at her best event Skylar 
pointed out.  
 “I don’t care about already beating her,” I                  
announced, “I just focus on beating her in the           
future.” I sprung out of the bed and motioned               
towards the door. “Let’s get to school.”  
 The warning bell rang just as we entered 
the building. The day flew past and as soon as I 
knew it I was home again. I walked past my              
family member’s rooms and into mine. I sat in my 
chair and pulled out the pile of books that had 
been stored in my backpack on the way home.  
After homework was my favorite part of the day, 
swim practice. I flung the door open and jumped 
down the steps of my front porch into my mom’s 
SUV that was parked by the curb. I reached back 
for the seat belt and clipped it into the lock. “So 
how was your day at school?” She asked.  
 “It was excellent,” I replied. “I have some-
thing to show you.” I pulled out my phone and 
started scrolling through my camera roll. I clicked 
on the photo that I wanted and enlarged it on the 
screen. “This is my science project!” My mom 
looked over at my phone and examined the photo. 
Screech! Honk! Boom! Then, everything went my 
right one. I lay there staring at the white                   



black.  
 Beep! Everything was numb, from my       
fingers to my toes. I could feel my left leg but not 
the other. I stared at the ceiling for ten minutes. I 
knew where I was and what had happened but it all 
felt surreal. I heard a shutter and my dad appeared 
in my view. “Is mom ok?” I asked right away. 
 “Yes, she is in the room next to us” He           
responded. Relief filled my body. I looked on the 
chair where he had been sitting and fear replaced 
the relief that I had previously felt. The paper read 
“13-year-old elite swimmer   Brooklyn Stewart 
loses her leg in a car accident.” I looked down at 
where my right leg usually was only to find it 
missing. Tears poured from my eyes and I rolled 
onto my side away from where my dad was               
standing. “I’m sorry Brooklyn, I know hard this is 
for you.” Dad apologized.  
 “You don’t know what is like, not at all!” I 
yelled. My dad sat back down in the chair beside 
me and lowered his head.  
 “You’re right, I don’t know what you’re 
going through but I am going to try my best to 
help you along this journey.” I rolled back over 
towards my dad. A small smile crept across my 
face.   
 The door to my hospital door flew open 
and the face of my best friend appeared in the 
opening. “I’m so happy to see you!” she                        
announced as she rushed to the side of my bed. 
Her arms flew around me. “How are you feeling,” 
she asked.  
 “Physically, I am getting better but                   
mentally…..” I started.  
 “You just want to swim, I know,” she             
predicted. “I think I have something to brighten  



your day.” She motioned towards the door and 
suddenly the entire swim team flew through the 
door.  
 “Surprise!” They yelled. Balloons,               
flowers, and presents filled their hands. The color 
of a homemade poster illuminated the white 
walls. Magic filled the air and I was filled with 
joy.  
 I slid off the bed and into the wheelchair 
that sat next to my bed. “Ready?” The nurse who 
had been tending to me for the past week asked. 
With a nod of my head, we were off. I rolled 
down the busy hallway that led into the physical 
therapy room. Eyes stared at the space in which a 
leg usually occupied. I closed my eyes wishing 
that I could disappear. We rolled through the 
doors that led into the physical therapy. “The 
therapists thought that it would be best for you to 
use a prosthetic leg.” the nurse informed me. “It 
will make it easier to walk and…”  
 “Can I swim with it?” I asked.  
 The nurse paused for a second. “I hate to 
be the one to tell you this but you will most likely 
never swim again,” she advised me. My heart 
stopped and my palms became wet. Tears poured 
from my eyes.  
 I grabbed my bag from the side of my bed 
and slid my prosthetic leg on. I jumped down 
from my bed and tied my shoes. “Are you 
ready?” The nurse asked.  
 “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” I                                
responded. It had been a year since my accident 
and I’d grown so much. The nurses had become 
like family to me. “Wait, can I go talk to some-
one real quick?” I asked.  
 “Of course,” the nurse responded. I  



limped down the hallway and through the doors 
that led into the physical therapy room.  I walked 
up to Amy, the nurse who had helped me through 
everything. I spread my arms out wide and 
wrapped them around her. “Thank you so much,” I 
whispered to her. Tears poured from my eyes and 
a smile crept across my face. I was about to leave 
the hospital for the first and last time ever.  
  I laid in my bed and closed my eyes. A 
dream illuminated my brain. “Take your mark!” 
Beep! Splash! The distant cheers were muffled but 
I felt the energy of the crowd. We were almost at 
the wall and we were neck and neck. I punched the 
wall with all my might and whipped my head 
around to look at the scoreboard. I had won! “I’m 
coming for you, Brooklyn.”  
 Memories came flying into my brain. I sat 
up in my bed as fast as I could. My scream filled 
the air.  My dad rushed into the room, attempting 
to comfort me from the trauma I had just                   
experienced. “It’s ok,” he said softly,” it was just a 
dream.”   
 I stared him in the eyes. The words that I 
had been keeping inside of me for so long finally 
came out of my mouth. “I want to swim again.” 

 The smell of chlorine filled the air, the           
water projected onto the ceiling, and the sun              
illuminated the room. I sat on the bleachers that 
lined the edge of the pool. The metal was cold but 
it reminded me of the days before the accident. I 
watched as the ripples spread throughout the      
water. I removed my prosthetic leg and placed it 
on the bleachers beside me. After much training, I 
had learned to walk on my knees without the             
prosthetic leg. I sat on the side of the pool and fear 
shot through my body along with doubt. What if  



the doctors were right? What if I couldn’t swim? 
My heart raced. I took a deep breath and lowered 
myself into the water. I grabbed the side of the 
wall and lowered myself under the water. I placed 
my right foot on the wall and pushed with all my 
strength. I kicked with my right leg and what was 
left of my other leg. I returned to the surface and 
attempted to swim freestyle. My arms moved in 
the correct motion but as soon as I reached the  
surface, I started sinking again. I stood up and 
walked back to the wall. I then gathered myself  
and tried again. I kicked as hard as I could, 
reached the surface, started to swim, and kicked 
my feet as hard as I could in an attempt to stay on 
the surface. I began to sink again. I locked my 
eyes shut inside my goggles. “You can do this,” I 
told myself. “Kick as hard as you can.” I pulled as 
hard as I could and kicked as fast as I could. I 
reached the wall and grabbed the edge, pulling 
myself above the water. Cheers exploded around 
me. I stood tall. I had defied the odds. I had swam 
again.  
 Two years had passed since the accident 
and I was doing amazing. My dad was not very 
supportive of my choice to rejoin the swim team. 
Every day on my way to practice he would ask, 
“Are you sure you really want to keep                      
swimming.”  After I left practice, the look in his 
eyes told me that I wasting my time. I had now 
been swimming for ten months on my high school 
team so I had grown used to the question. My            
answer was the same every day.  
 “Yeah, I’m sure.”         
 Although my family wasn’t very               
supportive my friends were the total opposite. “Do 
you plan to come back to club swimming or are  



you just going to do high school swimming?”  
Skylar asked.  
 “I don’t think I am ready yet to come back 
to club but maybe soon,” I responded.  
 “Oh come, Brooke, you have improved so 
much,” Skylar complained, “you’re probably              
almost as fast as you were before the accident.” 
  “You mean when I was thirteen,” I asked? 
Skylar rolled her eyes.  
 “Fine, I like swimming better without you 
anyway.” She announced. My jaw dropped. I 
grabbed the nearest pillow and took a swing at her 
head.  
 “How dare you” I yelled.  
 “I was just joking!” She laughed.  
 “Thank you, mom,” I said as I jumped out 
of the car and made my way up to the door of the 
pool. I swung open the door and stopped dead in 
my tracks. Stares shot my way from a  certain face 
I will never forget, It was Maya Johnson, my     
biggest rival from seventh grade. I backed up   
towards the door and grabbed the handle.                
Suddenly, the door flew open and Skylar entered 
behind me. “Hey, Brooke,” she started.” Are you 
ok?” I motioned towards the side of the pool and 
her eyes enlarged. We turned towards each other 
and started moving towards her.  
 “Look guys it’s a unicycle,” Maya              
exclaimed. “So it’s true, you’re a one-legged              
pirate.” My eyebrows scrunched together as I 
stared at Maya. Her deep blue eyes stared into my 
soul. I stood my ground and continued to hold eye 
contact. I may have tackled her if Skylar hadn’t 
stepped in.  
 “It’s nice to see you,” Skylar announced. 
She grabbed my hand and pulled me away from  



Maya.   
 “Everyone gather around,” Coach Christie 
called. “It turns out Hannah can’t make it and 
since Maya is in the 50 free which was supposed 
to be Hannah’s event it seems like we are going to 
forfeit the event since we can’t win.  
 “We can’t forfeit the event,” I exclaimed. 
“Swimming is not about winning, it is about             
having fun with the people around you.” Stares 
flew my way. “If nobody wants to swim the event 
I will.” I announced.  
 “Fine, have fun,” Coach laughed                  
mockingly. I stood up straight with a smile spread 
across my face.  
 “Alright Miss Fun, it is your turn, go up to 
the block,” Coach called. A group of girls sat on 
the bleacher staring me down. I walked down the 
deck and behind the blocks.  
 Maya stood in the lane next to me. “I guess 
this is revenge,” she pointed out.  
 “Good luck,” I told her and then placed my 
goggles over my eyes.  

Her mouth sat wide open and her eyes were 
wide. I removed my prosthetic leg and climbed 
onto the block. I balance on the block, holding  
myself up by grasping the edge of the block. Beep! 
I dove in as fast as possible, kicked my feet as hard 
as I could, and started to swim. Maya flew past the 
rest of the swimmers and made the turn ten yards 
in front of everyone else. I couldn’t let her win. I 
closed my eyes and kicked as hard as I could. I felt 
like I was flying. I was going faster than I ever had 
before. The distance between Maya and me             
became shorter. I pushed harder than I ever had 
before. My arms screamed at me to slow down but 
I pushed through the pain. I was ten yards from the  



wall, five yards. The wall was right there and I 
punched it as hard as I could.  
 My heart beat out of my chest hence, I 
struggled to regain my breath. I turned to the 
scoreboard and searched for my name. My jaw 
dropped. I won! I pulled myself through the water 
over to Maya. I offered my hand to her. “Amazing 
Job,” I congratulated her.  
 “Why are you always so nice to me?” she 
asked. “We’re not friends, not even close.”  
 “You don’t have to be friends with some-
one to be nice to them,” She rolled her eyes and 
pulled herself out of the pool and onto the deck. I 
was surrounded by my teammates. I slipped on my 
leg and stood up. “Congrats Miss. Fun,” Coach 
Amelia congratulated me with a smile on her face.  
 “Girl that was insane,” yelled Skylar as she 
ran towards me. “Maya is so mad at you right 
now.”  
 “I don’t care what Maya thinks about me,” 
I told her. Skylar’s radiant smile lit up the entire 
room.  
 “That’s what I’m talking about,” she                
exclaimed! She put her hand up for a high five and 
I hit it as hard as I could. We started towards the 
door that we had entered through.  
 “Brooke!” a   familiar voice filled the air. I 
turned around to see who had been calling me. My 
jaw dropped. It was my dad. The man who had 
done nothing but doubt me for the past two years. 
He lowered his head as he began speaking. “I 
guess I was wrong about you,” he started, “you’re 
amazing!” A smile flew across my face. He           
extended his arms and I ran toward him. I jumped 
into his arms and felt water drip onto my head. I 
swung my head up.  



“Dad, are you crying?” I asked.  
 “No” he sniffled as he wiped tears from his 
face. I chuckled and wrapped my arms back 
around him. “Go have fun with your team” he              
suggested as he pushed me towards them.  
 “I will see you at home.” I nodded my head 
and ran out the door. I jumped up the stairs and 
skid into the seat where Skylar sat. I left the pool 
that day with all the glory in the world. I earned so 
much that day. Not just a ribbon that says first 
place, but a whole new chapter in my life. 

 



The Journey To Happiness Anonymous 

I am Kailani, known to be happy, outgoing 
and confident.   No matter what happened I had a 
positive outlook, well most of the time I tried my 
best.  My home life consisted of me, my mother 
and my little sister.  Layla was 11 years old.  She 
and I weren't very close, that's because I was so 
much older than her.  However, we all had a tight 
bond, no matter what, we were always there for 
each other through thick and thin.  My mother was 
also my best friend.  The girl I could go to for   
anything I ever needed, along with my best friend, 
Faith. Faith and I grew up with each other.  Ever 
since 6th grade we had been best friends, and since 
then nothing has changed.  Faith was a shy girl 
who would rather read than socialize with the     
people around her.  Not that that was a bad thing 
but I would much rather talk with others than sit in            
silence reading each and every word of a book.   

Although we were the complete opposite 
we always had each other's backs and never failed 
to put a smile on each of our faces, which made 
our friendship unbreakable. Between my mom and 
my best friend, I was the happiest girl there could  
possibly be, but as I grew up I realized life will 
never be so easy as it was before.  I believe that no 
matter what happens, you can push through it with 
the right mindset.  

“DING, DING..” The sun brightly hit my 
eyes as I was just about ready to wake up from my 
loud and noisy alarm clock.  I was snuggled in my 
warm cozy blanket, and gradually stretched out of 
bed. It was my birthday, and I was more than 
ready to get up and have a fantastic day.  It was 
also the first day of my senior year, which meant 
today was my last first day of high school.  The  



thought of that seemed exciting at first,  until I           
remembered this was the last year I would ever be 
in school...unless I decided to go to college.  The 
thought of leaving my family, home and best 
friend was hard, but at the end of the day I knew it 
had to be done to lead me into the next big chapter 
of my life.  I grabbed my favorite shirt and pants 
and threw them on along with my brand new book 
bag.  I felt more ready than ever.    

“Bye mom, I'll see you later!” I said, as I 
walked out the door. 

“Bye Kailani! Happy birthday honey, 
you're finally an adult now.  Oh by the way, I have 
lots of errands to do today so I won't be home until 
4:00pm.”   

I thought that was strange because she  
never takes that long to run her errands, but I 
dashed out the door and headed to my bus stop 
where the bus pulled up moments later.   

“Hi Kailani! Happy birthday girl! Are you 
ready for our last first day of high school?  Finally, 
am I right?” says Ariana, another girl I know from 
school.  

 Although I used to think time went slow 
when it came to school and graduating, I realized it 
blew by very quickly.  I sat down at the back of 
the bus, bumping up and down, eventually arriving 
at Bridgman High School.  I ran to my first class 
just before the first bell rang and sat down.  First 
period went by very quickly, along with my other 
five periods. None of my classes ever excited me. 
Soon enough the day came to an end. It was 2:05 
pm and I was ready to leave. 
  I scurried through the front door, tossed my 
book bag onto the ground as it made a noisy sound 
from my several books. I took my shoes off and  



ran into my room to call Faith.  I dialed her            
number on my phone, making sure to make no 
mistake.  
 “Hey, let's hangout tomorrow if you're free, 
you know for my birthday!”  I said once she       
answered her phone.   

But Faith couldn't; she had to watch her 
little brother until dusk. I was just glad she said 
happy birthday.  I heard the door knob rattle, but I 
knew it was my mom.  I walked into the kitchen. 
Excited to see her,  I glanced at her and  then 
smiled. Slowly that smile faded away. I realized 
something was off about my mother.  Her                                
expressions seemed not just tired but almost like 
she was shocked and distressed. 

“Are you okay mom? Something seems off 
about you right now,”  I said.   

“I'm okay honey, but I do have news to tell 
you.”  she said.  My heart sank.  I was clueless on 
what she could possibly have to tell me.  Was I in 
trouble?  I had no idea.  
 “Today I went to the doctors for a checkup, 
they saw that my levels were off and wanted to run 
a few tests,  when they got the results they saw that 
I, well,  I have an infection in my blood, which 
means I will slowly have to recover, if that's               
possible...”  she said.   
 Things began to get blurry, tears built up in 
my eyes and began falling down my face.  Nothing 
has ever hit me this hard, and until now I never 
realized or even thought about what I could                 
possibly be without my mom.  Who would I be?  I 
asked myself.  And the only answer I came up 
with was absolutely nobody.  Several thoughts ran 
through my head.  Will she be okay?  Does she 
have to stay in the hospital?  Will  she be able to 



still take care of my little sister? And lastly the 
scariest thought that ran through my head was, 
how long did she exactly have left?  I ran to my 
mom and gave her the biggest hug, squeezing her 
till she could probably have a hard time                   
breathing.  I never wanted to leave her side, but I 
knew eventually I may have too.  I walked into my 
room, closed my door and threw around my                
blankets on my bed searching for my phone.  My 
hands quickly tapped the keyboard as I typed…  

“How long does it take to recover from a 
blood infection?”  

 The answer was three months to a year 
depending on how bad the infection is.  From the 
voice of my mother I could tell it wasn't good at 
all.  I shut my phone off and hopped in bed.  I 
stared at the ceiling in disbelief, slowly dozing off 
into a peaceful slumber. 
 I woke up, and glanced at my phone.  I 
blinked several times trying to get a clear view.  It 
was 9:30 am, and I was late for school.  I                   
wondered why my mother didn't wake me up, or 
why I didn't hear my sister leaving for school and 
running out the door.  I got up from bed, but this 
time I didn't get ready for school.  I walked into the 
kitchen, got a glass of orange juice and began 
drinking.  I gently closed the refrigerator door.  
          “Mom, Layla, are you here?” I questioned.  
 I heard footsteps slowly approaching.  Layla ran 
out of her room wondering the same thing I 
was.  Why are we late for school?  And where was 
our mother?  We both quickly but quietly ran into 
her room.  I looked around.   

“Mom?  Are you here?”  There was no    
response.   



The quietness continued. It was so quiet 
you could hear a pin drop.  I walked to the side of 
her bed, in disbelief of what I saw.  My mother 
was out cold and all I could do was fall onto the 
ground right beside her.  Layla came running over 
to me screaming, but it slowly canceled out from 
my ears.   

“What happened? Is she okay?”  Layla 
wondered.   

I had no answer, I didn't know what had 
happened or if she was okay, the only thought that 
came to my mind at that moment was to call   
somebody, so I did.  My hands were shaking very 
badly as I rushed to the kitchen to grab my phone, 
pressed 9, then 1, and 1 again.   

“Hello, are you there?” 

“I need help right away! Please hurry up!” 

I started to lose my breath. I felt my heart slowly 
drop to my stomach.   I pressed my hands up to my 
face, trying to slowly relax.  I knew I had to stay 
calm for my little sister, but it was so hard.  I gave 
her a tight hug attempting to comfort her in the 
best way possible.  I looked at her, and the pain in 
her eyes.  
           “It will be okay Layla, I promise.  No            
matter what, I will always be here with you.” I said 

           “I hope everything will be okay.  I really 
do.” Layla said. 
 I stared out the window, waiting for the 
ambulance to arrive at any second.  Red and Blue 
lights flashed through my windows with the             
workers speeding out of the truck to get inside and 
see what had happened.  I opened the door as my 
fingers trembled.  I wasn't ready for what I was 
about to hear, but I knew I had to push through it.   
 “Where is she?” the workers asked as they  



calmly waited in my living room for a response.  
I let them follow me into the room, but once they 
saw her I turned around and went back to the             
living room where I was away from what I didn't 
want to face.  I dozed off for a few minutes,        
escaping in my thoughts, but all I could think 
about is what could possibly happen.   
          “Is she okay? I asked as my legs started 
quivering and my head feeling like it was slowly 
going to blow up. 
          “Well, unfortunately there is no pulse, we 
think she may have had a heart attack in her sleep 
caused by extremely high blood pressure.  I'm very 
sorry, but please don't give up, little girl,            
remember that everything will be okay. ” said the 
older woman whose face was bright red showing 
that she dreaded saying the words she had told me. 
I fell to my knees screaming, my face turned            
purple and  I felt nothing but a feeling that made 
me drowsy, almost like I was about to pass 
out.  My little sister didn't hear the news, but I  
didn't want to be the one to break it to her.  For a 
second I took the words the woman said to me 
very well.  I believed that she was right about what 
she had said, that I shouldn't give up, and that  
everything would be okay but still nothing 
changed that voice in my head telling me without 
my mother I should.  I turned my back on the 
women and my sister talking.  I couldn't handle 
the pain going through my head.  I felt a harsh 
grab onto me, it was Layla.  She was hugging me 
so tight, crying.  I felt her tears run down my 
shoulder.  I hated to see her like this, I really did, it 
broke my heart.  
 The ambulance was getting ready to leave 
when I heard the woman whisper to me  



very quickly. “Take my phone number in case you 
ever need me,  My name's Darla.” she said as she 
was kneeling down next to the couch. 
 Once they left, Layla and I shut our eyes and                    
began to fall asleep, it was the best thing for us 
right now.   
 It was the next morning. May 12th, 
2020.  I went to go see my mom, but then                        
remembered she wasn't there, and neither was 
Darla.  Layla had woken up as well.  We were 
both drained and tired, nobody said anything, until 
I had to break the silence.   
 “Hey Lay, do you remember what Darla 
had said to me?  Her telling me that no matter 
what to not give up and that everything would be 
okay?  I think we need to keep that in our head for 
the future.” 

      “I think you're right.  Without mom it will be 
very hard, who is going to take care of us?” Layla 
spoke as her voice seemed shaky. 
             “I am.  I'm 18 now, It's okay though, I  
almost forgot myself.  I will never be like mom, 
but I know she would love to see us do good.” I 
said as I tried my hardest not to burst out in tears.   
A thought came to my head.  I never got to grant a 
birthday wish or celebrate my 18th birthday, so 
right now I did.  I wish that I will continue my life 
with my little sister, and for my mother to be 
proud of me.  
 Slowly but surely I grew a great bond with 
Layla.  I take her to school everyday right before I 
go, I help her with her homework, and I try to let 
her have the most fun my mother would want her 
to have by throwing fun parties with board games, 
food and drinks for her and her friends.  
 School was definitely a lot more difficult,  



but Faith helped me along the way to slowly build 
back up to where I started.  A few days later, I  
dialed the number Darla had told me.  It was hard 
to pick up the phone I called right before the news 
my mother had passed, the call I had never had to 
use my phone for or the number I never expected 
to dial, but at that moment I needed somebody, 
somebody that had good advice, and another                
reminder to stay strong.  
     Ever since that call to Darla, she had helped us 
a lot with money when we needed it, I always 
made sure to remind her I would pay her back 
once I could.  She got me a job at a restaurant, and 
promised to help with Layla when I needed her.   
     One thing that stuck out to me the most about 
Darla was how much she reminded me of my 
mother.  She always looked out for others and had 
the sweetest heart, she did anything possible to 
help out the people who needed it and I couldn't be 
more thankful for that.   
     Out of everything I learned in life, I think the 
most important thing was to keep going.  No                 
matter what happens you should never give up.  I                
believe that things like this make you stronger.  I 
miss my mom deeply, but I remember each and 
every day to make her proud and I am so thankful 
I have the people beside me to help push through 
it.  



My Life Without Her  
          by Ava Leszczynski 

 

 Losing someone is like a hole being dug 
uncontrollably deep in your heart. You can feel the 
little miner with his pickaxe picking out the pieces. 
Day after day you can just feel your heart get 
smaller and smaller.  

Sydney, shaking, her sobs booming 
through the house. She read the note her mother 
wrote to her before she went into the hospital. Her 
mother was diagnosed with Lung cancer. She had 
a 30% of chance of surviving the surgery. In eve-
ryone’s heart, they knew she wasn’t going to make 
it. Even with the small percentage her mom always 
had the biggest smile anyone could’ve seen. Hours 
before the surgery, her mom wrote her a two-page 
letter. 

Sydney’s dad left her mother a week before 
her mom was diagnosed with cancer. In the                     
courtroom, her dad won with shared custody. Ever 
since Sydney’s mom got sick, she had spent more 
time with her dad. When Sydney’s mother went 
into the hospital, Sydney had to live with her dad, 
which meant a new school.  

With her head tilted down, she hears kids             
yelling out the stairwell. A couple of kids knock 
into her shoulder. “Take your hood off!” a teacher 
yells. Sydney starts to walk quicker.  Once            
Sydney reaches the end of the hallway, she starts 
to slow down and walk to the first period.  

During lunch, a well-known girl named 
Janice walks up to Sydney’s table. She asks     
Sydney if it is cool to sit with her. Of course,   
Sydney says “yes” since she doesn’t know anyone 
at the school. Sydney sees another girl sitting next  



 to the trash can. She invites her to sit at the table 
with them. They all startto introduce themselves. 
“I’m Sydney''.  
 “I’m Janice.” As soon as Janice spoke, 
Sydney could hear the preppy, high-pitched voice. 
As the timid girl tells them her name, you see her 
fidgeting with a charm bracelet. “Nice to meet 
you, Alexa,” Janice said surprisingly.  

They all sit there most of the lunch. Almost 
all they hear is the dead silence. One moment             
before they have to go back to the fourth period, 
Janice says, “We should go in the woods later”. If 
the day  wasn’t Friday Sydney would’ve said no. 
Luckily it was Friday. When Alexa slowly agrees 
to go, Janice gives them her phone number to text 
them what part of the wood where they will meet. 
 It is down pouring by the time the dreadful 
school day ends. Sydney flops down. Head up 
high. Raindrops hitting her face. It’s very 
cold.  She sits there for forty minutes. A small blue 
dragonfly flies down and lands on Sydney’s hand. 
“Hey little guy,” she whispers. It flies up to her 
face. The green-eyed bug falls to the ground.              
Sydney sees as  the little bug falls into a puddle. 
Fighting for its life,  frantically moving its legs to 
get over the pool of water. Sydney scoops the 
dragonfly with her hands. She couldn’t feel where 
it was. “Stupid dirt” Sydney whispers to herself. 
As she finds the dragonfly, she holds it with both 
of her hands. She notices the dragonfly is               
moving left. “Come on, Come on,” she repeats. 
However the little creature dies  slowly in her 
hands. More tears start to form in her eyes. 
 With Sydney’s shaking hands she calls her 
dad. He tells her he forgot and that he will send her 
“mom” to get her. This made Sydney angry                   



instead of sad. She’s sitting there for another ten 
minutes. Luckily her face is pinker than red                     
because of the rain. Water is still hitting her face 
when her Dad drives up in his pickup truck. “Sorry 
about that.” 

Sydney just sits there facing the window. 
Throwing on Sydney’s oversized hoodie, her dad 
yells across the house. She couldn’t catch onto 
what he said. She deliberately walked to the front 
room asking what he said. He asked, “Where are 
you going? You are going to miss family night. 
 Sydney said, “Going in the woods is a way 
more productive thing than hanging out with you”. 
She stormed out of the room questioning why her 
mom left her to be with them.  

Pushing aside those thoughts, she opened 
the text message she got from Janice. She grabs 
her bike and rides into the grey colored sky.              
Sydney feels the wind blowing in her short hair. 
She has never felt so free. As she reaches the 
woods she quickly sees Janice on her phone. They 
wait for Alexa to walk up towards them. 
 One by one the girls trickle onto the dirt 
path. They can hear bats flapping their wings and 
owls hooting. Sydney looks up at the sky and the 
deep-colored clouds are rolling over the brightly 
shining stars. For some reason, the three girls are 
completely silent. SNAP. Y our head slowly turns 
to where the twig snapped. “It was just a dumb 
squirrel.”  
 Janice takes the lead of the three of them. 
Leaves fly off the million trees that surround them. 
They all stomp on the crunchy brown leaves. An 
acorn hits Sydney on the back. She quickly turns 
around. Sydney feels goosebumps across her arm. 
They quickly fade away once she figures out it  



that it was just an acorn. 
Alexa starts to say something but then 

Janice walks over to the two girls. “A dragonfly is  
flying around the tree. It looks pretty cool.”              
Sydney walks over to the tree. A small tear starts 
to form in Sydney’s eye. She almost instantly 
thinks of her mother. Sydney couldn’t get any 
words out of her mouth. Her mouth is dry. 

Something takes over Sydney's body, she 
gives Alexa and Janice a very needed hug. Janice 
and Alexa looked at each other with puzzled 
looks. For a moment they just stareat each other. 

They all walk parallel with each other out 
of the woods in silence. Before Sydney could get 
on her bike, Janice asks, “What was the dragonfly 
about?” The two girls waited patiently for       
Sydney to give them an answer. “ A dragonfly   
reminds me of my mother, it was her favorite 
thing.”  

 
 



Stolen Love by Brianna Martinez De Leon 

School 
 I can see him dozing off but I don't know 
why my eyes can't listen to my brain and look 
away. It’s 11:22 on a Wednesday and I can see in 
the corner of my eye the teacher giving out             
instructions, but all I can hear is the clock ticking 
slowly as I keep dozing off to the back of Nate’s 
head, imagining how his soft brown curly hair 
feels today. All the students start packing up their 
things and all I can hear is them talking about their 
next period. I hurry and pack my things up too so I 
can catch up to Nate who has just left.  
 “Hey Maddy,” Nate says looking down to 
me with a small smile on his face and all I can 
think of is if he can see my cheeks burning up. 
 “Hey how's your sister feeling?” I ask with 
worry all written over my face.  
 “She’s getting better but she really misses 
you.” He says with a chuckle and a small smile.   
 “I miss her too and I actually might come 
over today so I'll probably see you.” I say feeling 
excited to see my best friend more later.  
 “Yeah you probably will see me later and if 
you want we can all hangout like we did back then 
since I have nothing to do this afternoon.” I can 
feel the butterflies in my  stomach. I wonder if he   
misses those days when we would always be               
together and when we  always did everything            
together.  
 “Yeah I would like that!” I say with a big 
smile on my face. I can feel my cheeks burning up. 
 

Charlotte's House 

 I'm in front of their house. How should I 
knock? Slowly and loud or fast and quiet? Will  



they think I'm annoying since I'm here too  early?          
Or am I too late?  All this thinking is making my 
head dizzy. I think I'm going crazy. KNOCK! 
KNOCK! KNOCK! I wait patiently for the door to 
open while my arms are in the air ready to give my 
best friend a hug. I can hear her dog named Benji 
barking at the door. I hear footsteps. She opens the 
door and walks up to me with her arms up high 
ready to give me a hug. The first thing  I can see is 
her perfect white, and shiny teeth while she’s    
smiling at me and her brown wavy hair bouncing 
around the air. 
 “I MISSED YOU SO MUCH!!!” She 
screams. She hugs me tightly.  
 “I missed you so much Char.”  I say in a 
softer voice.  
 Charlotte invites me in and we walk               
towards the kitchen where I see Nate sitting down 
eating mac and cheese while he’s on his phone 
scrolling through Instagram.  
 “Hey Nate” I say with a grin on my face. 
 “Hey mads, you want some mac and 
cheese?” He asks getting up from his chair ready 
to make it.  
 “Sure” I say and sit down on the chair. 
Charlotte sits next to me and asks her brother for 
some mac and cheese too. Charlotte and I talk 
while Nate makes the mac and cheese.  This                
reminds me of the time when we were kids. Nate 
would always cook for us because he didn't want 
us both to get hurt while cooking, so he would 
cook instead. He has always been a gentleman, no           
wonder why I like him. 
 “Remember when Nate used to cook for 
us?” Charlotte says. I nod. “Those were old but 
fun times” She says. I nod. Those were the fun  



days but I guess those  days are over.  Nate leaves 
the kitchen. He goes to his room. I can't keep my 
eye off him.  

 “You like my brother right?” Charlotte 
says to me with a death stare. I look at her           
really confused but scared of what she will do if I 
tell her yes .  
 “What are you talking about?” I say with 
my eyebrows raised to look confused.   
 “You don't have to lie to me. I know you 
like him. You've liked him since we were younger, 
right?” Charlotte says. How does she know? Did I 
accidentally tell her? Why don't I remember. I'm 
getting frustrated. I can see it. The sweat. Dripping 
down my forehead. I feel my cheeks. They’re 
burning up.  
 “I don't know,” I say scared but shocked. 
This came out of nowhere. I'm not sure how to  
answer her question. 
 “Look there's no need for you to be scared. 
I've always known you liked him.”  Why is she 
telling me now?  I should've told her back then so 
we wouldn't have this conversation . 
 “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to keep that as a 
secret from you. I just thought our friendship 
would end if you knew since that's your brother.” I 
feel as if I have backstabbed my friend. 
 Out of nowhere she hugs me and starts 
laughing. I'm really confused right now and the 
only thing I could do at this point was laugh and 
go along with her. “Don't worry, I'm not mad and 
I've always thought you guys would look cute...” 
She winked at me with a smirk. I start laughing 
even more, feeling happy and joy inside of me. I'm 
glad. She's actually not mad at me. I thought she 
would be. Keeping it a secret for so long. Did it  



not make her mad? 
 Time flies so fast that we don't even                
realize that it's dark out. I sit up. “No one could 
ever replace you as my best friend” I say looking 
at her while she's laying down looking up to me.  
 “Yeah I know. I'm too good to be            
replaced” We start giggling but she is right. No 
one could ever replace her as my best friend. 
We've been friends since we were kids and I don't 
want that to ever be ruined. I would do anything 
for her and only her. She’s helped me through so 
much. 
  She's always been there for me especially 
when my dad left me. That was the worst day of 
my life but the worst thing that could ever happen 
is if we stopped being friends. I look back at her. I 
smile at her and just enjoy the moment with her. 
“I don't know what I would do without you Char” 
Her beautiful shiny white teeth start showing. 
She's smiling. We are both smiling. 
 



Just a Final Wish by Daniel McKelvey 
I was robbed of everything that I ever cared about. 

I couldn’t talk to anyone for years. I 
thought that nothing would ever rip us apart, but 
now that was my reality. There was nobody 
around for me, I was left alone in a time when I 
needed people the most. I didn’t specifically know 
what was happening that day, but I slowly realized 
everything as I grew up. The cold dark room that 
was painted pink and blue to cheer up our spirits. 
The “friendly” adults in the building. It was all 
fake. 

I started my walk home after school as I 
always do. It all meant nothing now. I missed the 
time that I got to spend with my sister. She was the 
only good that I had left in my life. I made it all 
the way here just to be with her though, I can’t 
give up now. 
 This all started when I was 3, my mom had 
just died, and my dad had left us before I was 
born. I didn’t know who to trust after I was split 
from my sister. We spent 7 years together in foster 
care, but she was adopted, and now I am left 
alone.  
 We had planned when she was 7 and I was 
9 that if we ever got split up, we would do                             
everything in our power to get back together. That 
would include crying every night because we miss 
each other, and hating our “parents.” This                              
depended on my sister remembering that plan, and 
I would need to convince my new foster parents 
that I missed her as soon as possible. 
If the only way we could get reunited was by  
making our legal guardians hate their decision of 
ever caring for us. So be it. 
 I walked into the house with a sigh. 

 
 

 
 



I managed to squeak out a “Hey” on my arrival. 
 “Hey, how was your day?” my female 
guardian asked me as always. All foster parents are 
the same. 
 I relied on an old statement that I always 
use. “Alright, I still have to get used to this new 
school.” I mumbled a lie out; I already knew this 
school since I have lived in this area before. I tried 
not to sludge as she gave me the ‘you will adjust’ 
cliché.  
 “Anyways, dinner is at five. We are having 
your favorite!” She rushed through the sentence, 
and then started towards the kitchen door after 
quickly smiling at me.  
 Of course the foster agency told them               
everything about me. I wish I could remain               
mysterious in some scenarios, I would rather be 
left alone. 
 That was when my male guardian walked 
into the room. I would need to pretend to be happy 
yet again, I still haven’t planned out everything 
yet. 
 “Hey,” I managed to mumble while my 
mind wanted to leave. I tried slowly walking over 
to the stairs, hoping that he would get the hint. He 
didn’t. 
 “Hey, I’m off to the store to grab a few 
things. Do you need anything?” 
 “No I’m fine, thanks for asking though.” 
Please, just let me leave. I grabbed a cookie from 
the kitchen right before I was able to relax.  
 Finally I was able to go up to my room. I 
ascended the stairs, and thought of everything I 
could do to make them realize I missed my sister. I 
split the cookie in half like me and my sister. 
Crumbs fell off, showing that our friendship was  



slowly breaking. 
 I began to cry right then. I’m almost out of 
tears from crying. When will anyone realize what 
I want, what I always have wanted. That’s when I 
figured it out…I would just need to wait until five. 
 The time had finally arrived. I would be 
able to initiate the first step of my plan. It sounds a 
little desperate, but I’m sure it will work. I began 
walking down the stairs. 
 “Hello.” I greeted my legal guardians for 
hopefully the last dinner together, 
 “Hey, take your seat, we will be there in a 
minute.” There seemed to be a tickle of                     
excitement in her voice.  
 “Alright.” I replied, suspicious of what was 
really happening. 

I hoped that everything  would go                     
according to plan. I just needed to complete my 
plan. It’s the only way that I would be able to see 
her. I heard them talking to each other in the  
kitchen with hushed voices,  they must just be  
getting ready to bring out the food.  
 Here they were, I must start now. 
“Mom…” I said in a hushed voice, trying to gain 
her sympathy. A tear fell down my face. 
“This was also my little sister’s favorite dish.. I 
miss her so much.” I cried real tears at that           
moment. I really missed her and wanted her back.  
 “Aww, it’s ok.. I’ll cheer you up in a              
second here.” She replied. Cheer me up? How was 
she supposed to cheer me up when it’s her fault 
I’m here! 
 “Alex, come bring the surprise!” She 
called for my male guardian standing at the door 
of the kitchen.  
 Surprise for me? Hopefully they put me  



up for adoption, that would be the best surprise for 
me right now. What I got was shocking though, 
walking through that door was my sister. 
 “DOROTHY!!” I cried out. Running                     
towards her. I almost tripped over the carpet.  
 “Melody!!” She called back with a shaky 
voice. Running towards me as well. I ran into her 
arms and cried. I cried. Cried. and cried. I thought 
these people were terrible.. However, they really 
wanted to reunite us.  
 “I’m sorry for everything I did to you, I 
was trying to get my sister back, and the only way 
I could do that was by getting kicked out.” 

 “It’s ok, enjoy your time with your sister! 
How about we eat our first meal together? As a 
family?” I saw a tear fall down my mom’s cheek, 
she was truly happy for us.  
 “Yes, family, thank you mom!”  
I could finally call her mom. These were my                 
parents, the best parents I could have ever asked 
for. My sister and I were finally reunited, we 
stayed up almost all night. We watched movies 
together, and made slime that we used to gross out 
our parents. It was a great time being reunited 
with her. 
 I woke up the next morning pretty tired, 
since I stayed up so late last night. I checked the 
time. 1:00 PM Wow, I really slept in. I didn’t             
expect to have my entire morning wasted.  
I walked over to my sister’s room, which was 
when my stomach growled. I decided to go get 
some food downstairs before going to talk to my 
sister. I picked up another cookie from the                   
kitchen, that should hold me off for a bit. 
 “Hey mom! I’m going to see Dorothy, 
have a good day!!” I called to her from the kitchen  



while wiping my hands on my pants.  
 “You too.” She said in a very squeaky 
voice. I ascended the stairs again. I slowly walked 
over to my sister's room. The door opened and 
creaked. Nobody. 
 While I was waiting I saw a note on her 
bed, curious I went to investigate. I took one last 
bite of my cookie and dropped it to the ground. It 
cracked into thousands of crumbs. 
Broken. 
The note read: 
 
Dear Melody,  
By the time you are reading this. I am already 
dead. I’m so sorry that I had to go this soon. I  
developed cancer about a year ago. My body was 
slowly dying and yesterday was my last day. My 
adoptive family was the only family that was able 
to meet my medical needs. It wasn’t enough, but I 
had to go with them. On my last day, I just wanted 
to see you. It was my final wish...to see you happy. 
I’m sorry I never told you. I didn’t want you to 
waste the time that we had left together. Now it’s 
your turn Melody. Make your mark on the world. 
Be the person that I know you can be. Always 
make sure to have fun along the way. I will be 
watching from the skies as you make your                
unforgettable journey. Go show the world what 
you were made of. 
 After I read that note, I wanted to curl up 
on my bed and die with her. I couldn’t though. My 
sister would have wanted more. I realized that in 
life, we take so much for granted. My sister was so 
young when she died. At least it made me closer 
with my foster parents. I knew that they really   



cared about me. I was able to feel safe in their 
house. They comforted me after they had found 
out. I knew that this was a terrible way for me to 
figure this out, but at least I know that I really             
belong to a family. They adopted me.  
 Now I reflect on  all the other foster                  
parents that I had. I feel so bad for how I treated 
them. They just wanted me to feel safe. Now I can. 
They have all shown me that I can feel safe in a 
hard time. Now. I must use that to live my best 
life. For me. For my foster parents. But most              
importantly…for Dorothy. I will make her proud. 

 

 



Tulips by Liliana Moncrief 

 
September 23, 16:00 
 
 The scent of smoked beans with the gentle 
whiff of pastries being baked flew throughout the 
room. The whistles of Moka pots could be heard 
in the near distance making the simple, small shop 
sound like its own mini-orchestra. Oliver sat in a 
rough wooden chair with a hand-made cushion 
that honestly wasn’t too helpful. It still felt like 
rough wood. He began to tap his foot onto the tile 
nearly checking the time on his phone every              
second with a frown.  
 “Hey, Anwir! Sorry we are late. Felix            
decided to take the long way just to follow some 
dog.” A familiar voice would call out from behind 
Oliver. He turned his head to find two figures, a 
girl with black hair with large glasses plastered 
onto her face, and a much taller boy who seemed a 
bit dirty, stumbling behind her with a slouch. He 
had bright orange hair and pitch-black eyes.  

“It ain’t my fault! Branwen pointed out the 
bloody beast in the first place! How could I              
resist?” Felix spoke, sounding like a young child. 
He stared at Oliver dead in his eyes with the hope 
that he would believe him. Oliver only shrugged. 
He watched the two of them sit down at his table. 

“So, how was your day at classes, Anwir?” 
Branwen was the first to speak up out of the three 
while Oliver just looked at her. He was still              
getting used to the name. 

“Fine, I guess.” Nothing special had really 
happened. “The usual.” Oliver replied as he began 
to slowly stare at the pale blue and yellow striped 
walls that enclosed the cafe. 



“Well, it’s better than mine. Jen kept being 
a bloody know-it-all like she always does.” Felix 
blurted out unexpectedly with Branwen’s attention 
now turned onto him. Oliver did not mind. Not a 
bit. He only continued to stare at the lines that 
seemed to never end. The lines began to slightly 
seem to curve. He was losing focus on everything 
around himself except the faint murmurs of the 
other two. 
 
September 23, 16:50 

 
“Oi, Anwir. You alright there Bruv?” Felix waved 
his hand in front of Oliver’s face trying to get his 
attention while leaning on the table. Branwen 
slightly punched Felix in the shoulder, Felix 
shrugged it off sitting back in his seat. Oliver  
gently rubbed his eyes with his finger slowly              
regaining his realization of his surroundings, he 
shakily raised his hand to make a thumbs-up as a 
response not ready to be able to speak yet.                
Branwen would nod, though still having a frown 
accompanied by a furrowed brow. 
 “What time is it anyway?” Oliver slowly 
got up, stretching. He looked towards the clock 
trying to figure out what the big hand and little-
hand meant again. Felix took one glance at the 
clock, not even going to think about it. 

“16:25. Ain’t you know how to read a 
clock Anwir? You used to be an expert about it in 
primary school.” Both Oliver and Branwen stared 
at Felix with a lack of expression. Branwen put 
her hand into her face, sighing.  
 “It is 16:52, well 16:53 now. The little 
hand is the hour, the larger one is the minute.”  
Felix looked back at the clock and shrugged,  



though his face did turn a bit red. Oliver quietly 
snickered, covering his mouth with his hand       
attempting to make it unnoticed.  
 “It is getting late though. I think we should 
all leave for today, the cafe is closing soon                      
anyway.” Branwen tapped her foot on the ground   
staring outside and the soon setting sun. Oliver 
would look at the ground, then fumble with his 
fingers. 
 “Sure thing. Same time tomorrow like    
always? I’m starting to like this kind of place 
now.” Felix replied, already beginning to walk his 
way out with Branwen following close behind.  
 
September 23, 17:00 

 
 Oliver would kick a rock while walking 
down the newly fixed up street. Cheerful music 
and family’s laughter could be heard. Violin,             
guitar, ukulele, flutes, even tambourine had all 
filled the air around Oliver. Surprisingly all of the 
music clashed with each other nicely, as if it was a 
freedom speech, all of it made the colours of the 
road seem brighter, better than before, even graffiti 
had looked nice. Oliver would bob his head left 
and right to the mashup of songs. Some colours of 
the sky, the buildings, and the road seemed to 
clash, almost fighting. They swirled and danced, 
lived, and died. 
 The mesmerizing colours had stopped 
when Oliver had dropped with the ground level 
changing. Oliver being forced to snap back to                       
reality looked around, he was already at his                            
apartment. His shoulders drooped down with a 
slight curve emerging on his face. His head                                     
pointed down as he walked up the steps then      



slowly turned the doorknob. 

September 23, 17:20 
 
 “Bloody hell.” Oliver groaned, closing his 
eyes,  stretching towards the ceiling. Oliver looked 
around the small, basically sound-proof apartment. 
The grey walls stayed blank and his tulips had 
drooped a bit down. His elbows went back down 
parallel to his sides and stumbled over to his             
windows opening the curtains letting the                 
remaining light shed into the bare room. He 
walked over to the bathroom, turned on the faucet 
watching the water pour into the drain. Oliver 
shook his head freeing himself from his mind, he 
splashed some water himself looking over to the 
right, the walls. The walls were mostly shadow but 
a dark hue of blue could still be seen. Oliver 
reached over grabbing a small towel to dry off his 
face. He walked out of the bathroom then let his 
body fall onto his bed. As he readjusted himself to 
his head to be on the pillows he would slowly drift 
asleep. 
 
September 25, 15:45 
 
..snap..snap..snap Oliver blinked his eyes                
regaining focus. Branwen was right in front of him 
snapping her fingers. 
 “Earth to Anwir? You didn’t even say hello 
again” Branwen sighed, putting her fingers down. 
Her eyebrows tilted upwards.  
 “Seriously, mans got something on his 
mind again. Y’know you could get some job as a 
moonwalker with a mind like that though.” Felix 
would try to make the situation seem better.  



Branwen turned her head just to give a nasty 
look. 
 “I’m… I’m fine. The only thing that has 
gotten me stuck like this is my grades. Chemistry 
is hard.” In truth, Oliver has been spacing out. 
More than often. He wouldn’t even know why he 
was. Branwen nodded while Felix patted Oliver 
on the shoulder. 
 “Don’t worry, all you gotta do is An-win 
the grade. Like you always do!” Felix laughed 
and gave a reassuring smile at Oliver. Oliver only 
gave a weak smile and then looked at his fingers, 
making shapes out of them. Branwen slightly 
chuckled at the joke, having a small smile on her 
face. 
 
September 25, 16:40 
 
 Felix took a big bite of a sfogliatelle “So, 
you got the answers for Mr. T’s homework 
Bran?” his words had been muffled by the food 
in his mouth.  
 “Yep. I’ll send them to you when I get 
home. It’s already getting to sunset so I think I’ll 
be heading off.” Branwen got up from her chair 
stretching and cracking her neck. Felix would 
soon get up after her and soon enough they were 
both walking out the door waving goodbye.            
Oliver had decided to wait a while more in the 
cafe. He has always liked the music they had 
played there, Italian. Also, the food was good.  

Oliver took a deep breath and closed his 
eyes leaning back on his chair. His mind pictured 
the music as swirls, dots, lines, clouds. All kinds 
of different shapes of different sizes and                            
personalities. Then there was the sudden sound of  



nothing. The dancing and parade of colours had 
stopped. Oliver opened his eyes. His breathing  
began to get heavy. Oliver quickly got up from his 
chair, almost knocking it over. He caught it,           
placing it upright. He dashed out of the cafe. He 
put his hand on his head as he leaned against the 
outside walls of the cafe. 

September 25, 16:40 
 
 Oliver slammed the door of his apartment 
leaning against the door. His eyes dashed around 
the room with his thoughts running.  
 “Was the hallway always that long? I 
swear it wasn’t, was it?” His breath had sounded 
shallow. “I’m going crazy, aren’t I? Yeah. I always 
was. Should’ve listened, should’ve listened.”            
Oliver would slightly laugh, yet it was not a happy 
one. He had been snapping his fingers as he spoke. 
He was on the verge of crying, yet he did not know 
why. Oliver quickly dashed over to his bathroom 
putting his elbow on the sink staring down, his 
hand was stretched across his face on both of his 
temples. He rose from the sink putting both of his 
hands on the sink staring at his reflection in the 
mirror. The setting sun made the once blue room 
be splashed with yellow. Oliver’s breathing had 
only gotten worse by the second. Staring at                  
himself made it worse. His eyes dashed around the  
reflection. was it his or was it “Anwir’s” He put 
his hands up feeling his face. Scrunching up his 
brown hair. He had a crooked smile on his face 
with shaky laughter which soon turned into               
sobbing.  
 “Who are.. Who am I? Anwir? Yeah, 
Anwir.” his speech had cut out with heavy breaths  



cutting each word apart. “Anwir.” he soon slapped 
the sink storming off into the centre of his                     
apartment feeling as if everything spun around 
him. He darted towards the door, fumbling with 
his keys to get it open.  
 
September 25, 17:46 
 
 Taps of Oliver’s shoes could be heard in 
the pitch black of the night. Only the yellow hue 
of the moon dared to be lighting up the small town 
square. Small clouds could be seen in front of            
Oliver’s breath. His lungs were close to giving up. 
He kept on the pace. Running. Then stumbling. He 
looked around the square. Houses, businesses, 
cafes, families. They were all there. People who 
did not give up. Oliver’s eyes frantically darted 
around. There was an alleyway. Oliver sprinted 
into the alleyway with all of his might with it  
turning into twists and turns, stops, and entrances. 
Oliver lost focus on where he was even going. He 
wanted to scream, shout, and cry. The voice in his 
head mocked him more, the people he cared about, 
the people he was supposed to care about all  
taunting him. 

“Anwir, Anwir, Anwir.” The name echoed 
in his head. It sounded like millions of people he 
has met and ones had not met. They were all 
screaming at him. Tears were streaming down his 
face. They felt warm. 
 “OLIVER!” The shout made him trip. He 
caught himself, though only barely. He had 
scraped up his hands and knees. He stayed like 
that for a while. He was frozen. He watched his 
tears fall. They dripped down into a small puddle. 
He scrambled up to the right of him sitting down.  



The concrete felt cold and barren. He lifted his 
legs folding up near his chest and his arms on top 
of his knees with a hole in the middle. He dropped 
his head into the hole that was made with his arms. 
He only sat there. Oliver was sobbing his eyes 
out.  
 “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I failed, I am sorry 
for the most I have done.” His voice was creaky 
sounding like old wooden boards. He rubbed his 
eyes with his sleeve. He was filthy from the muck 
on the ground. He raised his head. In front of him 
was a small blurry yellow blob. As his eyes                    
focused on it was revealed, the object on the 
ground was a fragile yellow tulip poking out of 
one of the cracks in the crevasse of the concrete. 
Oliver’s eyes softened upon seeing the tulip. A 
small smile emerged. The small yellow tulip 
danced with the wind that had blown, laying           
before a sea of greys. Oliver had put his head back 
into the divet in the arms, closing his eyes. He took 
a deep breath of the dry yet thick air of the                  
alleyway 
 “Oliver. I am Oliver. Not Anwir, not                 
anyone else. I am myself.” Small cracks appeared 
in his voice as he was thinking aloud to only                
himself. “That is me.” 
 



One Foot in Front of the Other 
By - Adeline Pacevich 

 
“Come on!  Get up, ” Daniela snapped. 

 “I’m coming, I’m coming, just give me one             
second Dani!” I murmured. 
 “Don’t you dare call me that!  ¡Solo Víctor 
Puede!” Dani retorted. 
 “Whatever,” I yelled back at her bitterly, “I bet 
that’s the only name he calls you because no one             
except Mom can stand your name, Daniella!” 
 I could practically hear the hot steam billowing 
from her ears as my older sister screamed in                   
frustration, the annoyingly loud clunk of her heels 
pounding down the stairway.  My dusty, brown wooden 
floor rattled along with the slam of a door.  Seconds 
later, I heard Daniela’s tiny car start up and high-tail it 
out of the parking lot.  The sun barely peeked out from 
under my shades and I couldn’t stand the way it 
gleamed almost aggressively into my eyes, as if it              
hated me just for existing.  Honestly, I wouldn’t blame it 
if it did.   
 Flopping out of bed clumsily, I stood slowly, my 
long, thin legs extending to their full length.  I flung my 
bottom drawer open causing my dresser to shake and 
yanked a random shirt from my pile of neatly-stacked     
t-shirts.  I carefully positioned my head so that it                  
wouldn’t touch the collar, and pulled the vibrant blue 
cloth over my head.  I couldn’t stand the color, it sticks 
out in a crowd like a highlighted sentence does on one 
of  Señora Hartman’s algebra assignments; which 
makes me resent this shade of blue even more.  My 
mom insists I wear it though, because it’ll make me 
seem, “more approachable,” and might help me make 
friends. But, while her intentions are good, her parental 
guidance has made me a living mosquito magnet for 
bullies; they all want to suck the life right out of me. 
 I sprinted down the street.  The moist air stuck 
to my face.  It collected in my breath.  My book bag 
slammed against my back.  With every step, my house 
faded farther and farther into the deep grey fog that 
seemed to be chasing after me.  I rounded the corner,  



trying to throw the mass of fog off my trail, until I                 
noticed a group of boys standing around in a circle with 
their hoods drawn.  They wore long baggy pants that 
hung over the soles of their shoes, and their eyes were 
all hidden by long, greasy hair.  My heart began to 
pulse rapidly, sensing danger, and my feet began to 
carry me pushing me quickly forward, not quite at the 
pace of a run.  I prayed to God that I’d be able to      
scurry past them unnoticed, as I raced around the 
nearest bend.  Once I had escaped out of sight, my 
back slumped, and I rested my palms on my knees 
taking in large amounts of oxygen and sputtering it 
back out in a second.  Sweat formed on my forehead 
and rolled down my face, dripping in front of my 
eyes.  Though as I recollected myself and straightened 
my body once more, I saw the red, rear-lights of the 
bus becoming smaller and smaller and smaller, until all 
that remained in the haze of the morning fog, was a 
faint red glow growing dimmer by the second. 
 I stopped in my tracks overwhelmed by shock, 
I had left at the same time as always and I took the 
same route, so what went wrong?  I whipped out my 
flip phone and snapped back the lid revealing the time, 
yet it was only 7:35 which was five minutes before my 
bus usually came.  I stuffed my phone back into my 
book bag angrily and stormed in the direction that the 
bus had zipped away to.  At that moment, I knew that I 
couldn’t miss the bus today, because even though it 
was an accident this time, I’d pulled this card one too 
many times before and my mom would immediately 
suspect that I was lying if I told her the truth.  So I ran, 
as fast as my legs would carry my body, I was running 
towards the danger to face it head-on, in contrast to my 
normal, cowardly instinct, which was to run away.  I 
sprinted until I could almost see the outline of the great        
yellow vehicle amidst the grey fog, but suddenly I felt 
my feet fly out from underneath me sending my body 
sprawling across the pavement burning the whole 
time.  I lay there motionless for what felt like an                
eternity.  My whole body felt clammy and brittle like my 
limbs would snap in two if I even dared move.  I 
watched as the bus started to disappear from view  



again, and knowing that I couldn’t let it leave me behind 
this time. I pushed myself up into a crouching position 
wincing as my joints moaned while I attempted to 
straighten my legs to stand.  And, ever so slowly I     
began to move at a walking pace trying to be ignorant 
to the fact that there was blood seeping from the 
scrapes that ran along with my unclothed knees and 
shins.  I sucked in a mouthful of air and began to sprint 
towards the bus, deep red blood dripped from my legs 
onto my shoes, but I couldn’t afford to stop for pain.  I 
had to keep pushing forward or I would not only be 
wasting my time but disappointing my mom and myself. 
 Finally, the bus came to a stop and I knew this 
would be my only chance to catch up to it, so I ignored 
the aching wails of my body and pushed myself even 
harder than I already was and as I saw the last                   
student’s foot disappearing into the door of the bus, I 
was standing just behind the bus with the red rear lights 
shining brightly in my eyes, but I didn’t care.  I was so 
exhausted that I almost didn’t notice when the driver 
yelled, “Hey, the kid I don’t got all day.  Will ya’ do me a 
favor and just get on the dang bus already!” 
 I limped up to the bus door and saw at least 
twenty faces pressed up against the windows of the 
bus all snickering and smirking at me, their breath               
creating hazy patches on the glass.  My vision faded in 
and out of black as I stumbled up the stairs of the bus, 
my blood-stained legs an eyesore.  I stepped into the 
aisle and immediately noticed five legs stuck out to trip 
me, I avoided a possible clash with the grimy floor of 
the bus and side-stepped into the seat right behind the 
bus aid.  As soon as my body touched the cold seat all 
of the pain that I had built up in the last three minutes 
rushed back to me, I felt it all at once the pain suddenly 
overwhelming me.  A wave of cool sensation washed 
over me as my head, dripping with sweat, leaned 
against the seat of the bus. As I lay there my eyelids 
begin to flicker like a light in need of a new battery, until 
finally I give into the taunting peacefulness waiting for 
me behind the curtain of my closed eyes and fall 
asleep. 



My head bobbed up and down, up and down, but I       
didn’t notice it.  I simply allow the sweet release of my 
thoughts and pressure to cleanse my mind, and I lose 
all sense of my surroundings.  So much so that I don’t 
feel the soft indentation made right next to me on the 
seat, and the soft creak of the beams underneath me 
as the weight of another body presses it harder into the 
floor.  My mind flashed a torrent of color and memories 
but one seems to stand out the most.  Its dark colors 
drag me in and distract me from the rest honing in on 
the memory that caused me to be in the bloody and 
battered position that I’ve landed myself in.  For a             
second my mind wanders becoming somewhat aware 
of the delicate sound of breathing and the soft ruffle of 
pages in a book coming from my left, but I’m                  
immediately snapped back into focus when the 
memory begins to play out like a movie in front of 
me.  I was lying in my bed complaining about the 
“horrid feeling I had in my stomach,” my mom at my 
side, lying her soft, gentle hand across my fore-
head.  “You don’t even have a fever, Hijo.  I think it 
would be best for you to go to school, and I’ll come to 
pick you up if you need it, okay?” 
 “Yes mamá,” I muttered, reluctantly getting out 
of bed and cramming my clammy feet into my                            
too-small slippers. 
 My mom looked at me, and I could tell I had 
her feeling bad for me now, “Solo quiero lo mejor para 
ti, mi amor,” she said, looking at me pitifully. 
 My heart dropped as I watched the memory, 
hearing the disappointment in her voice, as I repeated 
her words, slowly, “I- only want what’s best for you,” 
my voice cracked, and a pang of guilt stabbed my 
heart, as I repeated her last words, “my love.” 
 “Yes, yes, I know,” I replied grudgingly                     
accepting my fate, as well as a large, wet kiss that my 
mom planted on my forehead before I could stop her. 
And with that, she walked out the door and left me 
alone, wiping the residue of her affection from my            
forehead repeatedly with the back of my hand.         
Although I didn’t feel physically sick in the slightest, I  
didn’t want to risk going back there today, because   



after what had happened yesterday I felt as if the whole 
world swarming around me, like a wake of vultures  
circling a dying lion.  So, I laid my head back on my 
pillow, and before I knew it my eyes had closed, and I 
no longer had any sense of time, nor the thought of the 
disappointment I would cause my mom when she got 
home from work later that evening. 
 Just as the sun was beginning to set, I awoke 
to the sound of keys jangling, attempting to find the 
right position to unlock the door.  Though, as soon as I 
heard the door fling open and hit the wall, I knew I was 
in trouble.  Pretending to be asleep again, I played 
“dead” hoping she wouldn’t check my breath or          
temperature to see if I had gotten sick.  But, as soon as 
she came into my room, all hell broke loose.  “Confié 
en ti, para ir a la escuela, ¡y no jales que estabas 
enferma! ¿Qué pasó, te crié mal?” she yelled tearing 
my sheets down and revealing to her my pajamas that I 
had worn to bed last night. 
 “Mom, I- I,” I sighed, accepting that I would 
probably be getting a whooping, “I didn’t want to go to 
school okay?  You wouldn’t get it, alright.” 
 My mom stared at me in shock, at how I had                 
responded to her, “Oh, so you just didn’t want to is that 
right.” 
 Her voice, tinted with anger, cut me like a 
blade, “I-,” but before I could continue I was cut off. 
 My mom yelled so loudly that it seemed like 
some sort of war-cry, “No quiero escucharlo, solo-,” but 
before she could go off on another Spanish rant, I was 
saved as a jolt of the bus woke me. 
 I opened my eyes slowly, allowing them time to 
adjust to the light.  The last words of the memory            
replaying over and over again in my head, my mother, 
who had always been there to listen to me, didn’t want 
to hear what I had to tell her.  As I regained my sight 
and thoughts, I tried to shake the sinking feeling that   
crowded my heart. But, as I looked to my right I saw a 
girl’s face pressed up against the seat in front of us, 
directly aligned with mine, only three feet away.  I     
widened my eyes in surprise, the glint of a gold pin in 
her hair immediately caught my eye as the sun shone       



down on it brightly, causing it to reflect on the dark seat 
our heads were resting on.  She was quite possibly the 
prettiest girl I’d ever seen.  Her jade-green eyes         
sparkled in the new morning sun, and her auburn hair 
surrounded her face perfectly, like a picture frame. 
“Hey there, uhm… are you okay?  You look kind of, 
how do I phrase this... beat up,” she said slowly, trying 
to get a better view of who I was. 
 “Oh.  Uhm, yeah I- I’m great, as a matter of 
fact.  Uhm, I’m Luca, and you are?”  I stuttered               
nervously, trying to think of something cool to say. 
 “I’m Camila!  By the way, I love your shirt!” she 
exclaimed cheerfully, her bubbly personality shining 
the brightest out of all of her features, “Are you sure 
you don’t need a band-aid or something?  If you say 
no, I am at least going to take you to the nurse’s office, 
even if it’s the last thing I do.” 
 “Oh, yeah, that sounds great!  Thanks.”  I    
replied, trying to sound confident but failing miserably. 
 We sat there, faces pressed against the seat, 
just staring into each other’s eyes for about five        
seconds before she broke the contact.  Looking down 
at her shoes, nervously trying to avoid my 
eyes.  “Y’know I’ll be honest, I’m not very good with 
conversations s-,” I started, before being quickly cut 
off. 
 “No, really?  Me too.  I can barely hold a       
conversation with someone for more than a minute, 
even though it seems like I could talk forever.  I guess 
you’re just lucky you get to hear my voice for more 
than a couple of minutes.”  We both laughed, finding 
humor in our awkward people skills and for a split          
second, her gentle eyes rested on mine before she 
looked away slowly this time as if she was thinking. 
The bus came to a sudden, lurching halt, and my head 
rammed against the seat.  She giggled a little bit but 
smiled kindly before turning towards the aisle.  My 
cheeks turned into a dark pink, and I could feel my 
ears heating as she stood slowly.  I followed her every 
step, making sure that no feet were stuck out to trip 
either of us.  But we each managed to exit the bus  
unscathed, and when we reached the sidewalk that led  



up to the glass double doors of the school that I               
normally dreaded, my fears were eased.  Camila 
grabbed hold of my wrist, practically dragging me             
behind her, and pulled me through the crowd to the 
nurse’s office.  As we got closer to the white door with 
stickers of doctors and nurses covering it, my heart 
dropped knowing that Camila have to leave my side in 
a matter of seconds, leaving me just as afraid and  
awkward as I was before I met her.  I dragged my feet 
a little on the tiled floor in an attempt to make the            
moment last longer, but she just tugged at my arms 
tugging me through the crowds of people until we 
reached the dreaded moment.  “You made that a lot 
harder than it had to be,” Camila laughed, smiling up at 
me, and staring directly into my eyes. 
 My heart melted instantly, chuckling I blurted, 
“Well, I guess I just didn’t want you to leave so soon.” 
 Her face turned red immediately, and she 
smiled, a big toothy smile like it was the nicest thing 
anyone could have ever said to her.  We were both a 
mess, just smiling at each other in front of the nurse’s 
office, each of our faces different shades of pink. 
“Well… maybe this will help it last longer, for both of 
us.”  She got up on her tip-toes so fast that I didn’t even 
realize what was happening. 
 I felt her lips on my cheek, she kissed me so 
gently, it could just as easily have been a gust of wind 
blowing down the hallway.  Fireworks went off in my 
brain, and we smiled at each other again.   I stared 
down into those jade-green eyes.  She turned quickly 
and walked away with a bit of a bounce in her step, 
knowing that she had made her impression.  My brain 
was still so confused, all of these sudden emotions had 
come so quickly, they were lining up like customers 
during rush hour at a restaurant. 
 I grasped the metal door handle in front of me, 
looking into it only to see my own reflection, my                  
highlighter shirt didn’t seem quite as obnoxious                   
anymore, if anything it seemed cheerful like it was              
holding onto my memories with Camila. Ever so gently I 
tightened my grip on the doorknob, going through the 
process of how to open a door in my mind.  I turned the  



knob to the right and pushed into the door, letting the 
dim light of the nurse’s office shine on me.   
 The nurse came walked out from behind her 
desk to greet me, and asked me what I needed.  For a 
second, I just stood there, not knowing why I was there 
until I looked down. I saw the dried blood caked on my 
knees and the fleshy, pink, abrasive scrapes that ran 
all down my shins from when I had fallen.  The nurse 
hurried away, making a soft tutting noise with her 
tongue and shaking her head as she grabbed the 
gauze and ointment from her pure white cabinets.  I 
glanced out of the window, the fog had cleared and all I 
could look at was the  golden accents of the sports car, 
driving away in the distance.  And at that moment, all I 
could think of was the golden clip that rested in                  
Camila’s hair, and how it glimmered even in the dim 
hallway of the school as she walked away from me.  All 
I wished for, is that I might be able to feel that                    
happiness again, the acceptance, and the warmth of a 
friend that shone like a star just for me and was able to 
fight off the dark sea of doubt that had once                                        
surrounded me. 



                    A Surfer’s Bestfriend  
                            by: Brooke Robinson 
 

 As I lay down on my board waiting for the 
waves to roll in, I ponder about the amazing waves 
that could be out there. In the background, I hear 
the waves crashing on the shore.  The bright sun 
glistens on my board as it skims through the water. 
I begin to feel the wave taking away all of my 
worries as I start to stand up. The mist spritzes all 
over my face. The turns and the moves all lead me 
to one place. I can feel that I am being pulled into 
the position that I desire most. The ocean... but to 
me, it is so much more than just the ocean. 

“Supp Dude, how the waves lookin?”  Jay 
screams excitedly while paddling out to meet me 

“Not great, by my standards at least.” I hollered 
back.  

By this time Jay has made it out to me. 
These California waves are not good enough I 
think to myself. “Here comes a god set.” Jay 
wailed as he pumped his arms through the water.  
 When I see it approach I yelp out “PARTY 
WAVE!”  
 We both start paddling as hard as we can. 
As soon as I know it I’m standing up on my board 
riding the inside of the wave to the shoreline. I 
turn my head to see Jay going in the other                    
direction riding through the barrel. We met up 
again back in the same spot.  

“ I only have time for one more wave, then 
I have to go help my dad at the shop.” I blurt out 
while fixing the hair on my face.   

“Alrighty dude then let’s make it a good 
one!” Jay winks.  
 



While I wait for the next wave Jay and I talk about 
school and how things are going for his grades 
since recently they have not been so “gnarly” as he 
would say. We both decide that he is going to need 
some tutoring.  

My last wave came, I popped up and rode 
it in.  

I put on my Volcom bucket hat, grab my 
backpack and hop on my bike carrying my       
surfboard in one hand, and keeping my other on 
the handle. I skirt up to my dad’s surf shop named 
“Aloha Surfboards.” I came up with the name 
when I was about five, just learning how to ride 
my first barrel. My dad used to be a pro-surfer in 
Hawaii but he got hurt and hasn’t gone back since, 
it usually brings up some painful memories for 
him so I try to never talk about it. We have had 
many arguments before and I do not want to have 
any more. We usually only talk about grades and 
school, because that seems like it’s the only thing 
he cares about.  

“Hey, Dad,” I say while walking into the 
store. The bell chimes.  
 “Hey, Maya, I’m in the back here just got a 
new restock of some new boards!” My dad replies 

“Oooh, ok I will be back there in a                    
minute,” I say. I put my stuff down and head               
towards the back of the store. “Wow look at these. 
They are so nice dad.” I comment  
 “ Yes they are, I hope they sell off the 
shelves like hotcakes!” my dad smiles. 
I turn and head back to the front of the store to run 
the cash register. I get the new stickers and                
business cards and put them in the tiny trays. A 
couple of people come in looking for a bathing 
suit for their daughter’s birthday. I help them 



find the perfect one. I thought about buying it but I 
am saving up to get another surfboard. I know that 
my dad owns a surf shop but he refuses to just give 
me one. Although, I know that he is trying to save 
up money for college.  
 The sun came to a set over the ocean                 
outside the store windows. We pack up our things 
and head home. On the ride home, he talks to me 
about school and my test grades, but I just nod 
while staring out the car window, looking at the 
beautiful ocean staring back at me.  
 The sun peeks in my window and I realize 
that it is time to get up. Today is a big day, the    
biggest surfing competition in California since I 
was twelve. The last time the competition was here 
I won the big trophy. I look over at my shelf and 
gaze at it for a while. It glimmers in the morning 
sun. 
 “Maya, are you awake?”  My dad hollered. 
 “Yes, I am up, I’m getting ready now,” I 
reply while I get on my brand new blue bathing 
suit and my cover shirt for the competition. I pack 
up my bag and begin my way downstairs to eat 
breakfast. When I get downstairs he mentions 
something about going to work and me helping 
him. I had a confused look on my face because I 
did tell him about the competition.  
 “Oh yeah I forgot about that, hope you do 
great!” he replies. 
 “Wait you’re not coming,” I say with a 
stern look. 
 “Not today I’m swamped at work, see ya 
later I have to go,” he utters, while munching on a 
piece of toast. I slump into my chair as he heads 
out the door. This time I thought that he would 
come and   support me in surfing because surfing  



used to be  his life until the accident. I throw my 
toast down in frustration. Sometimes I think about 
what mom would say about all of this. I then        
remember the time when we were in the water   
together paddling around when I was around three 
years old. Those were the good times. I miss her. 
I then head out the door too. Grab my board. Hop 
on my bike and go to the beach. When I pull up I 
say hi to some familiar faces, then I see Jay. 
 “What are you doing here?” I ask. 
 “Coming to watch you, what do you 
think,” he replies with that big ole Jay smile on his 
face. 
 “Well, ok then.”  
 “Where is your dad,” he asks as he picks 
up my board for me.  
 “Working,” I answered. 
 “Sorry, I know you want him here,” Jay 
says as I place a towel on the warm sand.  
 “Thank you, I now have someone to watch 
me, it seems like my dad only cares about me     
going to college and nothing else. He never even 
made sure I wanted to go. It just makes me so 
mad.” I reply to Jay. The sun makes a glare on our 
faces 

 “Well if you don’t want to go to college 
what are you going to do?” Jay asked. I had to 
think about it, what is it that my heart is telling me 
to do because lately college seems too much when 
I just love surfing. 
 “I was thinking about trying to get some 
sponsors and travel away from here, to try to get 
some better waves. I want to be more pleased.” I 
add on. Telling all of this to Jay lifted a large 
weight off my shoulders. It has been on my mind 
for a while now.  



The conversation continues but the horn for my 
heat sounds. It’s time to get out there. 
I paddle out with the rest of the girls in my heat. 
Before I know it I’m out to the good spot, the first 
one here, ready to catch some waves. I catch a few 
and do some good tricks for a better score. Then 
the horn blares. I paddle out thinking about what I 
could have done better.  
 They announce the winner of the             
competition 1 heat later.  “Maya Finley is your 
winner.” A random voice blurts out from a              
speaker.  I head up to the podium to get the trophy. 
I did not think I would win with those waves      
today. When I come down from the podium a 
woman stops me.  
 “Hello, are you, Maya Finely,” she says, 
taking a good look at me. 
 “Yes,” I replied.  
 “Well, I saw you surf and you were                  
incredible, I am here from Volcom to come and 
sponsor a surfer to come to a Hawaiian                    
competition in Kauai,” she states with a big smile.  
 “ Wow I am honored and would love to do 
that, but I will have to talk to my dad,” I say 

 “Yes of course, here is my card, call me 
ASAP.” She mentioned. I take the card and meet 
up with Jay for a ride home, and I talk his ear off 
the whole time. As soon as I know it I’m taking 
my dad’s ear off too.  
 “Wait slow down, I did not say yes to this 
whole Hawaii thing did I?” he states. I looked 
down at my feet hoping I could change his mind.  
 “But Dad,” I say . 
 “You can only go if you take someone with 
you  because I am not able to go,” he demands.  



I then go on and talk to my dad about how 
I am feeling about going to college. As I started  
telling him this his tone got harsher. He goes on 
and on about why I need to go to college because 
he didn’t and he wants better for me. I tell him 
about my dreams of surfing but he won’t hear it. 
He doesn’t think that I should go down that path 
because he already did.  
 Many days of this conversation go by until 
it was time to leave for Hawaii, but we were going 
to have to discuss college as soon as I return. I 
chose Jay to come with me because he seemed like 
the perfect person to take and because he never 
stopped begging me to come.  
 We touch down in Kauai, we both are   
barely sitting in our seats. As soon as we get off 
the plane we both just want to go to the beach. We 
get a taxi, check into our hotel. Unpack our boards, 
get bathing suits on and walk right out the door to 
the beach.  
 The water was so clear and the waves were 
amazing. They were perfect, and I didn’t have to 
wait as long for that perfect wave because they 
were all perfect. The water was so clear. The 
waves were amazing. I don’t have to wait.  The 
wave comes right to me. I stand up. I ride.  
“This place is amazing,” I observe as I hop off my 
board just to take it all in. 
 “I know, right. I’m so glad that you                   
decided to take me!” he replies.   
 “Of course, although I didn’t have a 
choice,” I say before going back underwater. 
 It’s now competition day. I’m so excited 
and  nervous. I want to win but I’m just so happy 
to be here. All this college stuff was stressing me 
out, but here that all went away. Everything here is   



perfect.                                
 Next thing we know we are at the beach 
getting my competition shirt, and waiting for my 
heat to start. I looked around at the competition 
thinking this one is going to be tough.  
 The waves are stunning, the water is                 
glistening off my board. I smell the freshness in 
the air. I feel the warm water on my toes. I taste 
the saltiness of the water. I hear the clock ticking 
for the perfect wave. I see the best set coming all 
day. I lay down. Start paddling, paddling, pad-
dling. I feel the wave under me. I still paddle, it’s 
time to stand up. I grip my board thinking about 
how my mom taught me. I’m up on my feet. The 
wave takes me for a ride. I do all the best tricks I 
can think of. The ones my dad taught me. 
 I then think about my dad. I left him at 
home during an argument. I need to get back there 
and try to explain. Every spin and every trick 
makes my heart ache more. I don’t even care 
about winning anymore, because I have now               
realized what my dad was trying to tell me. He 
wants a better life for me. He wants to be proud. 
He made surfing his life. It caused him pain. He 
doesn’t want that for me. I then remember the one 
trick he taught me, the one he made up. It’s time to 
win this thing for my dad, I thought to myself. 
 This trick is going to be my hardest yet, I 
have not completely got it down yet. I go to the 
top of the face, grip my board, go off the top of the 
wave, 360 spin, and stick the landing. While still 
spinning in the air I have the most perfect idea. I 
can go to college here where I can surf and I can 
learn everything my dad wants. It will be the best 
of both worlds. Now, it’s time to land. I close my 
eyes and wait for impact. I cannot mess this up.  



“Smack” the board hits the wave. My legs and feet 
clench onto the board. I stood up and I realized 
that I did it. I then finished out the wave with a 
barrel ride. After that ride, the horn blared again. I 
paddled out with a smile on my face.  
 Jay came up to meet me with a huge hug. 
“You did so gnarly dude.” Jays screams. “That 
one 360 was amazing, you have to teach me that 
move dude!” 

 I just started jumping because I am so     
excited that I figured out what I am going to do 
with my next life chapter.  
 “We are now going to announce the winner 
of this competition.” Another random voice states. 
“The winner of this competition in Kauai Hawaii 
is Maya Finley with her incredible moves and 
ability on her board,” the voice blares.  
Jay and I  hug again. I then head up to the              
podium to get another trophy, although this one is 
way more special. I start prancing all around the 
beach. I got so many congrats that the smile              
almost burst off my face. After a while of just 
smiling. I called my dad and told him all about it, 
and how I have big news when I get home. I      
needed to get home so soon. We got a flight back 
to California the next day. 
 We got off the plane and jumped into Jay’s 
car and I told him to go right to the shop. He did 
as told and we got there in 20 minutes. I barreled 
out of the car and ran in. I forgot to say goodbye to 
Jay. I ran in the door and went straight to the back 
when I saw that my dad wasn’t at the front.  
“Dad, I'm back and I have something important to 
tell you.” I holler. 
 “Hey Maya, how was the trip…” 
 “I need to tell you that you were right and  



surfing can't become the only thing I care about 
because there is more to life and you taught me 
that. I realized while in Hawaii when I was        
surfing that I can go to a school where I can surf 
and that isn’t too far from home. Before you say 
anything I have already done tons of research and I 
want to go to school in Hawaii. At the University 
Of Hawaii, they have a surf club, but even better 
they have the major I want. So what do you 
think?” I say while running out of breath. 
 “Wow, Maya I see that you want to do this 
and you have done your research. It does sound 
perfect for you! I am on board.”  
 I reply, “Yes, thank you, Daddy,” I yell in 
the middle of the store.  
 “We will talk at dinner tonight and work 
out all the details.  
 I sent an application to the school and  
waited for an answer.  
 In the meantime, I convinced my dad to 
come surf with me tomorrow since it’s been years. 
He said yes but it took lots of begging and puppy 
dog eyes.  
 This morning we head out on our boards 
and I tell him about the amazing waves that are in 
Hawaii while I tell him, he catches a perfect wave.  
“You snooze, you lose,” he says while doing a 
360.”  
 When he comes back out to me we just talk 
and have fun out in the ocean with no distractions, 
just like we did when I was little. We decided that 
this is going to happen every morning until I leave 
for college.  
 Days later we came home after surfing in 
the morning. I checked the mailbox. My feet 
crunched on the gravel under my feet. The mailbox  



door swings open, glowing with anticipation, as I 
see a big white envelope sitting in there amongst 
bills and letters. I pull it out and gaze. A huge 
smile brightens up my face. My dad comes out to 
see me staring at this piece of paper. It’s more than 
just a piece of paper; it's my future.  I run inside, 
my dad follows kicking up stones in our driveway. 
I put my stuff on the table. “Crk K” the envelope 
sounds as I rip it open. The letter reads 
“Congratulations  Maya Finley, We are                       
excited….” 

 “You did it Maya you did it!” My dad 
shouts. I realize both my dreams are coming true. I 
now have a place where my dad can be proud, and 
I feel most at home- in the ocean!  

I start crying tears of joy as my dad brings 
me in with a warm embrace!   

 



Influencer  
Ava Samaniego  

 

“Aubrey Bell, the newest, and biggest           
internet star!” I was clicking through the channels 
on the TV as I heard my name on Channel E news. 
I gasp. “10 million followers at only 14! We are so 
excited to see what is in store for this young          
Influencer!”  I sit up out of my lounge chair and 
take a picture of the TV. I then post it on my     
Instagram story for all my fans to see. The phone 
is burning hot so it’s time to go inside. I open the 
heavy glass doors of the yacht and walk into the 
saloon. I take a seat on the couch and place my 
feet on the coffee table.  

“Refill Please!” I yell with a demanding 
voice.  

The maid Sally…or Susan maybe…yes 
Susan... scurries over. She collects my empty glass 
and my napkin.  

“More sparkling lemonade Miss?” she says 
in a hushed tone. 

“Of course!” I roll my eyes. “That’s why I 
called you.” 

 She quickly runs away to the kitchen. I 
watch her as she turns the corner of the gallery. 
BOOM! CRUNCH! I gasp and sit upright on the 
couch. My feet bang the ground and I run to the 
kitchen. My mother managed to get to the gallery 
before me. Susan is sitting on the ground leaning 
against the fridge. My mother makes an                              
unbearable sound with her mouth. It was so bad I 
almost fell to the ground myself. , 
 “HOW DARE YOU!” My mother screams. 
 “S..So..Sor…Sorry Miss,” She rubs her 
head and tries to get up on her feet. 



  “THIS IS MY MOTHER IN LAWS                
CHINA!” She stomps her feet on the ground.  
 “I didn’t mea-...I just tripped.” She                
struggles to stand.  
 “This China was brought over from Austria 
over 50 years ago, this glass is now worth over 
$200 dollars!” She whines. “Stand up and clean up 
your mess now!”  
 My mother gives me a dirty look. Why? I 
didn’t break her precious glass. I don’t feel bad for                        
Susan. Even though I hate my mother she has              
every right to have this fit. I kick shards of glass 
towards Susan and walk away so my mother can 
continue to have her fit. I walk back to the saloon 
and grab my phone. Ding, Ding, Ding. my phone 
is blowing up. I figured I would head back to the 
cabin. As I walk by the gallery, I see my mother is 
gone and the maid is picking up the glass with her 
fingers. I stand there for a minute, contemplating if 
I should feel bad or not. She looks up and I run 
away to make sure I am not seen.  
 I open the cabin door, slam it, then jump on 
my bed. I unlock my phone to check my socials. 
My phone is blowing up. I squeal in excitement. I 
then see why I’m getting these notifications. My 
screen is lit up with terrifying words. Over and 
over again. UNFOLLOW. The words project all 
over the room. I feel my head start to spin as the 
letters U-N-F-O-L-L-O-W swarm like bees around 
the room.  
 I see I have a text from my manager.  
We need to take care of this now.  
-1 video attached-  
I opened the video. It is a screen recording of a 
TikTok. Is that Harper?  
“Aubrey Bell is not the girl you think she is! She is  



fake and a horrible person! She used to go to 
Elmbroke Middle School; we were best friends. 
When my brother got extremely sick, she posted 
this”  

A screenshot of my Instagram Story                   
appears on my screen. It shows a link to a              
GoFundMe and big pink words. “Go send money 
to this GoFundMe I made! Please show support to 
my best friend and her family!” It says. I shake my 
head.  

‘Meanwhile, the charity raised over 20,000 
dollars thanks to Aubrey’s fan base. About 10 
months later, my family still hasn't received the 
money we were promised. Meanwhile, she is  
posting pictures on her million dollar yacht,              
showing off her designer brand apparel, tricking 
everyone into thinking she is a good person. Yes 
her parents are rich, but this money is ours.                 
Unfollow her now. Spread awareness for my 
brother.” I feel the tears fall down my face and into 
my mouth. The salt is so bitter that I make myself 
feel like I’m going to puke. DMs start to flood my 
account.  
How dare you treat someone like that. 
Seen  
I knew you were fake all along.  
Seen  
You will never be famous now. 
Seen  
You're only famous because of your rich       
parents.  
Seen  
Money doesn't buy personality.  
Seen  
 Threats flood in. I didn't think these words 
could get worse. But they definitely could. They  



started to threaten my life. I started shaking. The 
worst part was that there was no way to defend 
myself. They were right. Everything they said 
was true. This made it hurt even worse. I will stay 
there. Laying on top of my bed. Until the sunsets. 
It is now completely dark.  
 I stare at my phone. It is the only thing                         
illuminating the room. Buzz after buzz rings in 
my ears. I try to work up the courage to grab it 
and check the time. 1:17 pm. I uncurl myself out 
of the bed. I decided I need some air. I open the 
door gently and glide my way out of the halfway 
then through the galley. Revealing myself to the 
world, leaving my cell. I pull the glass door open, 
revealing the outside world, hoping it doesn’t 
make a sound. I sit against the rail. I let the 
breeze dry my tears. Then I hear footsteps across 
the deck, my heart drops. I slowly start to walk 
inside. Smack! Something hits the ground. I walk 
across the edge of the deck towards the stern. I 
almost trip over something. A big metal…
toolbox? I can’t tell what it is. A dark figure 
walks by. Then I hear the door open and slam 
shut. I must have been one of the crewmembers.  
Somehow I woke up in my bed. I managed to 
check my phone. It feels like sharp knives as I 
place it in my palms. 200 notifications from                    
Instagram. 2 from Imessage. Maybe someone is 
trying to reach out. Comfort me. It's just my  
manager.  
We still need to do this brand deal for 
LoveYourself’s new hand held mirror. 
 Needs to be done by today.  
 I can't do this right now. But I know it 
must be done. I roll off the bed and into the                   
bathroom. I wipe the clumps of mascara off my  



face and start my routine.  
Wash face.  
Moisturizer.  
Sunscreen.  
Primer.  
Foundation.  
Concealer.  
Contour.  
Blush. 
Eyeshadow. 
More mascara.  

I make my face picture perfect. My face is 
like a canvas as I cover up all the blemishes all 
over my face. Erasing every imperfection. Hiding 
my identity. I rip the tags of my new bikini and put 
it on. Brush and curl my hair, then head out the 
door. I put the mirror into my short pocket along 
with my phone and walked by the dining table. My 
mother and father are having a huge breakfast. 
Mother is wearing her pajamas. Out of all the 
years we have been alive, I have never seen my 
mom in anything else than a fancy outfit, loads of 
gaudy jewelry, and a full face of makeup. I could 
tell my father was talking to his assistant on the 
phone. What happened to no phone at the table? 
Especially if it’s about business. As I walk by, the 
two vicious hawks stress me down. My mother 
shakes her head.  

“Your father could lose his business after 
this. I- We could have no money! How could you 
be so careless? I knew I should've never let you do 
this social media on your own. I should have            
managed you. Did everything for you. Make sure 
we won't get caught. But you have to go and mess 
things up, AGAIN!” I look at her like I have no 
idea what she is talking about, be we both know  



we do.  
 I will skip breakfast once again.  

I don’t bother asking my mother to take the picture 
for me. She always makes it about her anyway. I 
keep making my way through the boat. I walk past 
Susan. I remember the incident that happened    
yesterday. I doubt myself, but I really need these 
pictures taken. I tap her shoulder. She jumps.  
“Oh sorry I didn’t mean too…” I shiver. 
 “No no! Dear, what do you need?” She 
says, nicely but it is still in a frightened voice.  
 “I was just…I was just wondering, if you 
don't mind of course, do you, would you like to 
take pictures of me for my Instagram?”  
 “Surely Dear, but I’m not sure if that will 
be ok with your Mama?”  
 “She doesn’t have to find out.” I say in a 
hushed tone.  
She nods her head in agreement and follows me 
outside onto the deck. I lean against the railing of 
the boat. My hair and head hangs off. I take out the 
mirror, posing with it over the water. I pretended 
to laugh, nothing came out of my mouth. She 
moves the phone every which way, struggling to 
take a picture. I didn't even think! Does she even 
know how to take a picture?  
 “Here let me help you,” I walk towards her. 
The phone then slipped out of her hands.  
Splash! It falls right into the water. My face turns 
red. So does hers.  
 “WHY? WHY WOULD YOU DO 
THAT?” 

 “I…I…I don’t kno-” 

 “I CAN'T BELIEVE THIS!” I am so full of 
anger. I can’t focus. 
 “THAT PHONE IS MY WHOLE LIFE!”  



Out of the corner of my eye, I see the 
toolbox. It is shaking back and forth getting louder 
and louder. Then, the woman grabs my hand. She 
pushes me into the orange lifeboat hanging on the 
side of the deck. I want to say so many things but, 
the words won’t come out. Somehow she knows 
how to get the boat into the water.  

“What are you doing?” 

 She throws a lifejacket at me. “Put on!” 
She cries. I put it on. Why should I? Why should I 
even listen to this woman?  
 BOOM! Red fills my eyes. Items of metal 
fly everywhere and land into the water. Black 
smoke rises in the air. I rub my eyes. Susan 
screams. I rub my eyes. Susan cries. I rub my eyes. 
The flames are still there. I realize that the yacht is 
on fire.  
 The lifeboat drifts off. As I watch my              
family and the rest of the crew  disintegrate into 
flames. Susan has her head down. She still hasn’t 
looked up. For some reason, my face is completely 
dry. No tears came out. Hours go by. The silence 
is loud.   
 “I’m sorry.” I say tapping Susan on the 
shoulder once again.  
 “It’s ok dear.” She says, wiping the tears 
off her face. 
 “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have yelled like 
that.” All I could think about is my mother.  
 “Shhhh.”  
She pulls me closer and hugs me. This is a feeling 
I have never felt before. Love. She talks to me  
until dark. About her 10 siblings, 4 kids, and 11 
grandkids at her home. She told me  about how 
much she loved them and missed them.  
 She told me stories about her childhood.  



Which is something I never had. I woke up laid 
across the bottom of the boat. My stomach growls. 
The threats rush into my mind. Those hateful         
comments go back into my mind. They would              
want this.  
 “Hungry?” Susan holds out a peanut and a 
raisin out of her pocket.  
 “Yes please!” I take them from her hand  
and place them into my mouth. More hours went 
by, story after story were told and I apologized  
over and over. Then in the distance we see a huge 
cargo boat. I jump to my feet.  
 “Over here! Over here!” I shout and wave 
my arms in the air.  

“They're not gonna see you.” She takes the 
mirror from my back pocket and opens it. She then 
holds the mirror in air, angled towards the sky and 
the sun. A bright light shines on the mirror. She 
waits there for at least 5 minutes while I bite my 
nails. The boat then turns around. She sighs and 
reaches me for a hug. I finally realize that we are 
going home.  
 I woke up because of Susan’s snores. The 
boat rocks back and forth. The men yell and the 
sounds of cranes moving cargo boxes make my 
left lobe feel like it might possibly explode into a- 
I- need - a- head-compress immediately head-
ache.  I almost bang my head on the ceiling of the 
cabin as I try to jump off the top bunk. I jump over 
the dirty clothes like they’re hot lava. I have no 
communication with anyone besides Susan. This 
time away from my socials helped me think about 
myself. I decided when I get home, I want to              
donate the money back to Harper and her brother. 
Maybe even more. If I ever see my money again, I 
just want to do anything to find my way back  



home to help.  I may never see my family, but I 
will try.  Maybe I’ll take Susan and her family with 
me.  I'm going to own up to what I did and                  
hopefully my fans forgive me and help me move 
on.  
 I catch a glimpse of myself in the mir-
ror.  My once perfect makeup is now running down 
my face, revealing my true self. I would  normally 
wipe it away and find a way to fix it, but I don’t 
care anymore. My eyes are red, with dark puddles 
underneath them. Salt is dried on my face. I don't 
bother to scratch it off. My once styled hair is now 
a crazy mess of golden locks. I push it back out of 
my face, revealing my damaged skin. A smile 
grows ear to ear. I see something in the distance. 
Land.  
 The unknown horizon is now gone, and the 
known is in front of me. I know I’m going to be a 
good person. I know I’m going to try my hardest to 
become the person I want to be, the person people 
know me for. The way I truly am. Even if the                
future is unknown, my vision of it isn’t. 



Change 
anonymous 

 

 There are many things we need in life. We 
need to feel loved, safe and happy. Though more    
importantly, we need to feel wanted and needed. 
We need to feel cared for. When we feel wanted 
and needed we feel a sense of belonging and 
pride. Some people may think these things are 
desires. Though, they are more important than 
that. Imagine having a sense of  feeling unwanted.       
Unneeded. Not being valued, or cared for. These 
things can tear a person apart, mentally and  
emotionally. You would feel sad, depressed, and 
not want to exist. When we feel these things,  
however, we always want to make an  
appearance, and be there for those who are there 
for us.  

Tears were streaming down my face. I 
couldn’t breathe. The dark hole would swallow me 
up. I’d felt like this for a while, for the past 2 years. 
All the feelings I had bottled up in me now, started 
when my brother was born. It had just been me 
and my parents, the three of us. We were all  
excited to have a new family member, but there 
had been complications to my mom’s pregnancy 
and she had to have an emergency C-section. I 
was home with my grandparents when we got the 
phone call from my dad. He was crying so hard. I 
couldn’t understand him. Then it hit me. I stopped 
cold. Gone. My mom was gone. Forever.  

I was in my room working on homework. 
Or trying to do homework. I was feeling sad,  
confused, and overwhelmed. I thought it would get 
better, but it just got worst. I heard my brother  
crying from his bedroom door. I slowly got up from 
my chair, and sluggishly went to my brother’s 
room. I saw his little baby face. His innocent  



Baby face, but it didn’t look too innocent to me. It 
was his fault; my mom was gone because of him. I 
knew my mom wouldn’t want me to be like this. 
She would want me to keep doing the things I 
love, like surfing and skating. She would want me 
to be happy, full of life, caring for my little brother. 
It’s like she knew that my father would let us down 
the moment she left his life. Though, so far, I 
haven’t been able to live up to her hopes. I’ve  
disappointed her, I know it. It’s just too much for 
me to handle; having to care for my brother  
because my father is never around, schoolwork, 
friends, and all my feelings.  
 I woke up the next morning with a feeling 
of nothingness. It’s Friday, which means it’s  
basically already the weekend, so I will probably 
just skip school today. My friends, Saide, Jaine, 
Nayvee, and Lillee, text me saying we should 
hang out later. I said yes, of course, and they tell 
me to meet at the park. I get ready, eat breakfast, 
and I also feed my brother, and change his diaper. 
My dad is still sleeping. Some days he doesn’t 
even get out of bed. I take my brother over to my  
neighbors. He usually stays there during the day 
because my dad doesn’t have the audacity to take 
care of him anymore. I know. I try to be there for 
him, but sometimes it’s really hard. Once I leave 
him in good hands, I’m on my way to the park. My 
friends are in the very back, behind the shed. I 
know why. Nayvee. She did it again. Her parents 
are addicts, and she often takes little goods and 
brings them to us. She always makes us take 
them, saying that they will make us feel good.  
Better about ourselves. At the moment, it really 
does. Once I finally reach them, she pulls out what 
she has for us from her backpack. I see it. It isn’t 
what she normally has for us. I’ve seen these pills  
before. These pills don’t do you any good and will 
 



turn you into Nayvees parents. Addicts. I see 
Saide and Jaine’s face of full approval. Lillee’s 
face is full of disbelief, probably wondering how 
Nayvee actually pulled this off. I must have the 
most worried look on my face. I try to look away 
as everyone takes a pill. Nayvee holds one out to 
me.  
 “Common”, she says, urgently holding her 
hand out to mine, while looking around making 
sure no one is watching. 
 I look away. 
 “Uhh, hello? Earth to Kassadee? Take 
one. Oh don’t be a baby!”, she exclaims  
exaggeratedly, stomping on the ground, rolling her 
back until I can’t see them. 
 “I’m not a baby”, I pause, “I know what 
these pills can do to a person like me. I’m not  
gonna take them for my own well-being.” I                 
confidently tell her, while biting on my nails. I                  
always do that when I’m nervous.  
 “You know what Kass, you are the most 
uncool person ever I’ve ever met in my life, and 
you should just do everyone a favor and kill  
yourself!” Nayvee yelled at me. 

I looked at her in disbelief. I can’t believe 
one of my best friends just said that. I look over at 
Saide and Jaine, and Lillee; hoping for them to 
say something. They don’t. It almost looks like 
they agree with her. At that moment, I realize that 
my, “friends”, are never going to be there for me. I 
swiftly run away. Faster. Go faster. That’s what I 
keep telling myself in my head. If only I could just 
run away from all my probl-  
    BAM!!!!! 
I fall squarely to the ground. On the concrete. I 
hear some kids saying “Omg are you okay?” I’m 
kind of  out of it. Trying to focus, I manage to get 
up,  with the help of those kids.  



They lift me with their shoulders and bring me to 
sit down. I didn’t realize how warm it was today. 
I’m sitting on this little rock near the sidewalk. My 
right arm and leg hurt really bad. I look at my leg 
and see a bunch of bloody scrapes. Same with my 
arm. There are 4 kids; 2 boys and 2 girls. The one 
girl is rummaging through her purse, and one of 
the boys is taking water out of his backpack.  
 “Take a sip.” he insists, as he hands me 
the water bottle. 

The other girl also has a scrape on her 
knee, but not nearly as bad as mine. I must have 
run into her. I shouldn’t have been running that 
fast. The girl who was rummaging through her 
purse handed the other girl a bandage and held 
out a few to me. 
 “Here, you’re probably gonna want to put a 
bandage on your cut, it looks pretty rough,” she  
remarks, “Oh I’m Chloe by the way,” she explains 

 “I’m Lukas, uh it’s nice to meet you.” the 
tall dark-haired boy says. 

The other boy introduces himself to be 
Trey, and the girl I ran into tells me her name is 
Katie. She must feel really bad for running into me 
and says she really wasn’t paying attention to 
where she was walking.  
 “No, you’re fine”, I reassure her, “I was      
running super fast and did not look up once,” I say 
with almost a little humor in my voice.  
 Then I remember why I was running and 
my face fell. They must have noticed because 
right away, Lukas asked if I was okay, and I said 
yes. Then they offered to walk me to my house, 
not wanting me to show up and my parents being 
upset for having all these gnarly injuries.  
 “My mom is dead and my dad really won’t 
care.” I blurt out not meaning to.  
Their facial expressions change instantly, and  



there is a look of sympathy in each of their eyes. 
 “My mom is dead too,” Lukas whimpered. I 
give him a hug because I know firsthand how 
much it really hurts. We start walking to my              
apartment complex. Apparently, Lukas and Chloe 
both live there too, and Katie and Trey live down 
the block. I feel something. No, for once it’s not 
sadness and pitifulness. Almost, like, hope. I have 
this sensation in my heart that feels like a big 
warm hug, and there is this little voice inside my 
head.  

Yes. You’ve been through a lot. More than 
most people can imagine. Though, you are strong. 
You are amazing, and you are more than what 
you think you are. Your mom may not be here with 
you on earth, but she is always watching over you 
and your brother. She is making sure that both of 
you are safe. I mean, everything happens for a 
reason right. Your brother makes your feel                          
needed. He is going to need you for the rest of his 
life, and you are going to have to be there for him. 
He is your person in the world, and you are his. 
You will have to encourage one another and love 
each other forever.  

I guess some things just don’t change, but 
they can improve. My mom may not be standing 
next to me, but she will always be with me. My 
dad won’t change, but I don’t need him to keep 
going forward. My friends that I had known forever 
left me, but I’m better off without them. It’s just me 
and my brother, and we are enough for each                   
other. My life may not be perfect, but it’s fine for 
now. 
 



Not Perfect   
 by Madilyn Sharp 

 

 I always felt different than my family. I’m 
not perfect like my sister and I can’t do anything 
right. I try my hardest, and it’s still not good 
enough.  I wish and wish every single day that I 
was the one everyone wants to be around and that 
I’m the one who is loved and noticed. At least my 
dad cares. He is the only one in my family who 
asks me if I am okay. He handles a lot from               
helping our family, and handling his sickness. I sit 
in my room, I hear the echoes of my family's 
laughter. I stare silently at my ceiling. I stare at my 
lightbulb, no one realizes what it does for us, and 
no one cares for it, but we need it. My cluttered, 
dirty room surrounds me. My sister, Charlie, walks 
back into our bedroom, with a smile on her face. 
Seeing this makes me feel even more empty.                   
Finally having enough I silently cry myself to 
sleep.  
 I got up early the next morning.  I turn on 
my light. I walk to the bathroom. I wash my face.    
Rubbing the soap into my face. I rinse it, deciding 
it needs to be better, I wash my face again. Being 
okay with it, I walk back into my room. I start to 
put on mascara, putting layers and layers of it on 
my lashes. I put blush on my pale face. I start to get 
dressed. I try multiple outfits on, not wanting to 
seem like I'm trying too hard, I keep trying. My 
perfect sister wakes up, already picking out an                    
outfit. I look down at my clothes and start to look 
for another choice.  
 “Morning” I say in a tired, barely hearable 
voice. Realizing that she is already ready. 
 



“ Good morning.” Even her voice doesn't seem 
tired.  
 We walk downstairs, I start to make our 
lunches, since I know my mom doesn’t want to. 
My mom slowly walks into the room. She says 
good morning to Charlie and kisses her forehead, 
she completely walks by me. My dad walks in and 
gives me a hug and says good morning to me and 
my sister. I felt like he is the only one that really 
cares.  I hand my sister her lunch. It’s not her fault 
my mom plays favorites, but maybe it’s mine. 
We walk out of the door, heading to school. She 
gets in my mom's car, as I walk to the bus. She 
doesn’t want anyone to see me with her.                   
Especially at school.  
 I walked into the school doors, the light-
bulbs were buzzing, sounding like they were about 
to go out. My sister was talking to her large group 
of friends. I continue to stand in the corner, by  
myself. My one and only friend came and sat next 
to me. 
 I was just about to talk, but she cut me off, 
telling me about her awful day.  Her face looks 
worried. Her parents are really strict and don't let 
her do anything. Even a B in her house is a failing 
grade. At least my parents don’t care. I knew I had 
to comfort her. “ I’m positive you did fine.”  
Whatever I had to say slipped my head by now.  
She continues to talk and I zone out. Looking out 
the window I see the bright blue sky peeking out 
from the fluffy clouds.  
 “ Are you even listening to me?” She 
snaps. Her face in an angry expression staring me 
down waiting for me to answer. 
 “So sorry, I wasn’t paying attention.”  I 
start apologizing. My eyes are still looking out the  



window.    
 “Then how about you look at me.” She   
continues to say. Her nostrils flare and her eyes 
squinted, when I still continue to zone out. She 
stands up and stomps away. Her hair sways on her 
back. I watch her as she walks away, confused as 
to why she left. She has always been a little self 
involved.  
 I really can’t talk to anyone.  I read a text 
sent by my mom. He’s gone. My dad who was the 
only one there for me was gone. His sickness had 
caught up to him. I really thought he was going to 
be okay, and that this disease was just a minor step 
back, but now I realized my whole world was 
crashing down. I dread going home to know there 
is no one I can talk to, since the one person that 
talked to me was gone. I was completely alone 
now.   
 My eyes start burning and the tears slide 
down my cheeks, no one notices me running to the 
bathroom. I sit on the floor, sobbing. My breaths 
are heavy and I can’t stop the waterworks coming 
from my eyes. Until someone walked in and I    
covered my mouth with my hand, and tried to stop 
the tears from coming. I feel as if my whole world 
just completely broke. I sit there for the rest of that 
day, until the last bell rings. I quietly slip through 
people to get to my bus.  
 I walk into my house. My mom and sister 
are comforting each other. I walk to my room. I 
scream into my pillow.  Soon my pillow is soaking 
wet. I sob. I hear my sister. She walks into the 
room. She goes straight to bed. I turn over my    
pillow to make sure she doesn’t see I was crying. 
My mom came up to our room. I turn around from 
the door and don’t face her, she would know that I  



was crying when she saw the mascara all over my 
face.   
 She says goodnight to my sister, then she 
does something she hasn’t done in a long time. She 
said goodnight to me. She kissed my forehead and 
rubbed my back. I still faced away from her.  I was 
staring at the lightbulb when she turned it out, 
I  turned over and cried myself to sleep. I felt more 
connected to my family than I had in  years. I felt 
loved and wanted.  

After my dad’s death we moved to a              
different house. My mom even made an effort to 
talk to me and only me. She even sometimes hugs 
me and tells me it will be alright.   
 We replaced the lightbulbs, making them 
better and being able to strive even more. They 
shine brighter. After a while me and my family 
become closer and are able to rely on each other. 
In a time of crisis it brought my family together. I 
realized if everyone was gone I want to be able to 
say something good about them. I don’t feel the 
need or desire to be perfect, I realized that even my 
“perfect” sister was not all that she presented              
herself as.  
 
 

 



 Boy By Phoenix Umipeg 
 

 People call me a failure of a child, only behind 
my back of course. They claim I’m a disappointment to 
my “genius” father. Why remind me? I already know 
that. I never get his approval, regardless of anything I 
do. I can barely write, let alone read, or do any sort of 
math. He can do all of the above. I’m stupid, he’s 
smart. I don’t think I can ever be good enough to get 
his satisfaction. There’s probably not a worse feeling 
than not being able to make someone proud. I muttered 
to myself, I  WILL make you proud, but they will be on 
my own terms. 

“Is this the best you can do?” My dad stared at 
my paper furiously. “Really? C minus? I’ve been             
paying so much money for a tutor, and every resource 
you need to perform better, and all you can do is mess 
up. When I was your age, I was ahead of 90% of the 
kids in all of my classes! I was obedient to my parents, 
regardless of what they requested of me, despite how 
much they asked. And here you are, I quote, “staring 
into space.”   
 My eyes fell to the ground. My shoulders 
slumped, my fingers rested inside my denim pockets 
and my legs began to falter. I let out a quiet breath, and 
attempted to speak “I try my best but..”  
 He cut me off. “Well, I guess your best wasn’t 
good enough! Try harder! Is math that difficult for 
you? How could you be so stupid?” He shouted. “On 
top of that, your English teacher called me saying how 
much you were struggling in class. You’re an               
embarrassment to me. Damn it, never mind, just leave 
me be.” I gawked at him before I walked out the door. I 
headed towards the forest. Mental pain seeped into me 
as I softly reprimanded myself for not being good 
enough. 

Rays of light passed through the empty spaces 
in the sky. The breeze was warm. Wildlife roamed 
freely. Birds rested on thick brown trees. This is the  



only place where I can get away from everyone. A 
calming place. Along the edges of the nearby pond, I 
bent over and glared into the muddy water, I saw my 
fair skin and curly black hair. The rest was unclear. 
Staring at the murky pond, an avalanche of tears spills 
out my eyes, and snot pours out of my nose. I sobbed, 
desperately gasping for air each time I did. “Why am I 
like this?” The pond was more unclear than ever. As I 
sat for a minute or two, I heard footsteps approach from 
the distance.  
 “Hey! Who are you?”  A light, slightly raspy 
voice shouted from behind me.  
 I turn around and stare. Wiping my nose, I see 
a young boy with blonde hair. The boy was taller than 
me and had a messy, green attire. Though, I couldn’t be 
bothered to care about his presence. The boy raised an 
eyebrow. “Well, are you gonna speak?” He bent over 
slightly and glared at me, looking angry. 
 While opening my mouth to speak, with a 
weak smile I tried to say my name. “Z-Zachary.” I 
slurred horribly, almost making it inaudible.  
 “Zachary, huh? Well, you’re trespassing. This 
is my pond! Why are you here in the first place?”  
 I stared at the boy, then back at the pond “I 
come here to relax.” I looked back up to see the boy, 
his face was full of pity.  
 “Is that why you were just crying?” He sat 
down next to me. “Actually, why are you crying?” He 
asked.  
 Why is he so curious? He just met me and  
wanted to kick me out. I sighed heavily, “I- I just hurt 
myself, but I’m fine.” I didn’t want him to know why I 
was really crying, but he was so insistent.  
 He raised his eyebrow again. “People don’t cry 
like that over an injury! What really happened?” The 
boy looked so eager to figure out what was going on. I 
decided to tell him. 
  “Ugh, it’s because I’m not good enough to 
make my father proud, let alone anyone. Everyone             



expects me to be like him but better. I just can’t, I’m 
not good at math, I’m not good at writing, reading, or 
anything like that,  I’m just useless.”  
 The boy squinted at me and stared. He then 
looks left. He looks right. He quickly finds two rocks. 
One rigid. One smooth. He holds them up directly in 
front of my face. “You see these rocks? Think about it 
like you and your pops. You guys are both rocks, but 
just, different. Ya know? Does that make sense? Ah! 
Forget the rocks! Just think about it, you’re not going 
to be exactly like your pops, you’re going to be                  
different, maybe.” I didn’t really understand. Silently, I 
watched the boy get the stones and throw them in the 
pond. Two small splashes caused the water to ripple. 
The boy gets up and turns around. “I’ll make an               
exception for you to stay at the pond if it helps you 
calm down. I hope I helped you! I’ve gotta go now, 
bye!”  
 Before I could say anything, the boy sprints 
away from the pond, and his footsteps fade away,   
deeper and deeper into the forest. I get up and turn 
away from the pond. “I should’ve asked for his name,” 
I murmured to myself. 
 Staring at the sky, the values of being a perfect 
child clashed with those moments of meeting a new 
friend, who told me to be who I want to be.  Falling 
into my emotions, and seeking the advice of a stranger, 
I became more of the ME I wanted to become.  The 
realization that I  would never be my father struck me 
with increasing speed and left me in silence.  I  realized 
in these moments of solitude that who I am is a              
reflection of ME, and I AM GOOD ENOUGH. Trying 
to be something I’m not would only cause me more 
pain. Regardless of my father’s arrogance, regardless of 
others’ opinions, they WILL know this. I’m not like 
him. For now, I must gain my strength to show him the 
man I have become is more than worthy of his praise. 



Wave Drifter 
By Max Vaught Crumbock 

 

 The sun is still waking up, birds are             
starting to chirp, and sun rays illuminate my room. 
I started to switch out of my wave blue pajamas 
for dark blue swimming shorts, getting ready to 
practice for the surfing tournament. I swiftly 
grabbed a baked banana muffin from last night. I 
jump off the porch onto the smooth sandy ground. 
As I eat I look out to the sea and watch the                    
dolphins, as they leave behind small ripples in the 
water. The dolphin is a streak of happy silver in 
the blue. I turn to my left to see the brightly                   
colored tiki bar with a single worker. That didn’t 
surprise me too much, they've been looking for 
more people to join since summer break had                        
started. Somewhere around my age wiping down 
the beverage machines, somehow looking              
surprisingly happy and joyful with a great big 
smile on his face and earbuds snug in his left ear. 
Wow someone’s happy, must like his job. Still di-
gesting the muffin I hastily grabbed my surfboard 
and sprinted towards the sea. But as I leaped past 
him I thought it would be nice to at least say         
something. He started taking out the one earbud as 
I walked towards him. 
 “Hey” I said  
 “Hello, how can I help you?” He said with 
a cheery voice. 
 “Actually I just wanted to tell you to have a 
nice day, but I also was wondering what your 
name is? I responded. 
 “Kyle… the names Kyle” 

 “Anyways, Kyle see you around!” 

 “You too!” 



 As I walk away I look upon the sky, a      
seagull comes with a flash of silver, the sparkle of 
my childhood dreams. How I loved those birds, 
that swooped and created the music and melody of 
the shore along with the lace-topped waves like a 
calm surf of water. I watch as the ocean brings a 
flash of blue in the amber light like a warm pillow. 
The blue above crawled like a crab to the shore. It 
was a pretty, dusky pink,  standing in the way such 
as a rock. Its eyes raised upon stalks as long as the 
sea grass, each waving in the breeze. Then opening 
its eyes slowly and wide, it grew each to the size 
of an acorn , and then in those large orbs I saw 
myself reflected, with a light crash of waves in the 
background. I walk slowly like the crab opening 
its eye to the ocean as waves of blue-light move 
over the sun glazed horizons. I take a deep breath 
and get in the water, I feel the rhythm of the waves 
and go on. As I'm surfing I remember all those 
warm summer days. Two hours pass and I am 
about to go home, I see Kyle. I wave a hello as I 
see him swiftly surf the waves like Kelly Slater. 
Then a gentle and happy idea popped into my 
head, maybe Kyle’s also planning to get in the 
tournament. I wait till he’s out of the water and I 
run over, I feel the air, the light grainy sand and 
the warmth on my back. 
 “What’s up Kyle” 

 “Hey what’s up” 

 “I was just wondering if you may have  
happened to sign up for the surfing tournament?”  
 “Actually, yea…. I'm already practicing 
with different maneuvers and tricks that hopefully 
I will be able to pull off in the next week” 

 “Me too!” 

 “Well that's great, now at least I will know  



someone entering as well. Anyways see you 
around.” 

 “See you around!” 
 I know I seemed happy but to be                    
completely honest I was kind of scared, like Kyle 
was pulling off barrels on 10 foot waves as well as 
the tricks I already knew. So, I only had one               
response and that was, to practice my very best 
everyday, and wake up early in the morning and 
go to bed early at night. I had to be productive 
about my practice and be well rested. I did day  
after day pushing my body to its limits and                   
perfecting all I knew. 
 A week later I am all ready and am            
confident, but still a bit nervous . I walk outside 
with my board in my left hand and some cereal in 
my other, I walk about a mile and I am surprised to 
see Kyle and more people than I have ever               
imagined, as well as the judges that have mostly 
just shorts, t-shirts and sunglasses, I could feel 
their eyes land upon me and then the tournament 
starts! 
 There was a long wait and many people 
ended up falling or wiping out making the people 
still in the contest drop by more than fifty percent 
to what I can tell and finally it was my turn. The 
sea stood ominously and I was timid. The waves 
were consistent and refreshingly cool but soon 
turned cold as ice as I walked into the ocean. My 
heart was thumping and it felt like everyone was 
watching me. I started paddling through the waves 
as they got more rough every time I even moved 
forward just a bit, trying to find a good area I 
could start off on was a struggle, and there it was. I 
paddled across to a spot where waves seemed to be 
building up and was ready. A huge wave came up  



behind me and I paddled as fast as I could, the              
wave right at my back. I dropped down in front of 
the wave, creating that watery-lace trail of ripples, 
absorbing the heat of the summer sun. Curving 
with it to the side, entering with it in a barrel. The 
water curved over top of my head and suddenly 
crashed. The surfboard nose dived into the water, 
and that was it, it was over, wasn’t even long 
enough for anyone to even think I might have a 
chance. Like the many others that also failed, I get 
out of the water and make my walk of shame over 
to the judges area. Me and Kyle both waited               
nervously, one more nervous than the other, and 
finally all the places were made up and they had a 
big glass screen showing the top ten people. I saw 
many people and even Kyle’s name at first place 
but I was nowhere in there, that didn’t surprise me. 
I could tell Kyle felt bad but didn’t want to say 
anything, while I congratulated Kyle on his victory 
and left, not a seagull in the sky.  
 The sky expanded above as an ever-
growing dream expanding while I realized that 
maybe it wasn’t so bad that I lost, maybe the   
greatest mistake you can make is being afraid to 
make one, that one moment changed my life and 
as I looked up to the clouds they started to form a 
straight line-up in the blue, as if they knew that my 
life was still planned ahead of me and the birds I 
loved started filling the sky just like how my 
seemingly lose turned to a on going dive of              
happiness. 



(DANNY’S DESTRUCTION) 
by Wyatt Brandenburg 
 As I stared into the kitchen sink which was 
filled with pots and pans from yesterday’s dinner, I 
realized I had not fulfilled my obligations on my 
chore list, but I had also irritated my mom once 
again. So… of course, she started questioning me. 
AGAIN… 
 “No mom I don’t,” I said in an aggravated 
voice. 
 “ Well, why not!” she retaliated. 
 “I don’t know,” I said sadly. 
 “Go to school!” My mom stormed off. 
 “Ok,” I responded. 
As I walked down the lonely road, I saw Jessica. 
She was the prettiest girl in school, I was out of 
her league though, and besides, I wasn’t the one 
she had a crush on. Every girl in school has a crush 
on Brock, the captain of the football team. I waved 
to her, and she started walking over to me, I all of 
a sudden got sweaty and nervous! 
 “Hi, Danny!” She smiled at me in delight. 
 “H-h-h-hi Jessica” I felt like I was on mute, 
couldn’t speak, Couldn’t move either. 
 “Ready for school!” She squeaked 
 “Couldn’t be more ready!” I lied. 
As we walked around the last bend we saw Brock 
and his gang take these kids’ lunch money for 
snacks. 
 “Isn’t that Brock kid a jerk, I wish I could 
just stuff his face!” Jessica whispered. 
I was surprised, Jessica did not like Brock?! That 
was a shocker. 
 “I agree, He does the same thing to me 
too.” I wish I didn’t say that because then Brock 
came over to me… 
 



 “Hey, Dorky Dan!” A voice hollered at me. 
I turned around to see Brock, in all red. “Lunch 
money NOW!” I looked at him and reached into 
my bag to give him my money. “Hurry up 
Dorkface!” I gave him the money, and he shoved 
me out of the way. “Bye loser, Thanks for the 
money!” 
 “ I wish I wasn’t picked on so much,” I 
said sadly. 
 “It’s okay Danny, Brock picks on everyone 
in this school.” Her soft voice was therapeutic, 
making my knees shake, and my back tingle. 
 DIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIING, the 
bell rang. 
 “ We should probably get to class,” I said 
 “Good thinking, see you at lunch!” Jessica 
walked away and I walked away too, I couldn’t 
help but turn around to look at her one last time…. 
 “Danny, what is the answer to number 3!” 
Mrs. Jenkins yelled. 
 I  woke up! “Huh,” I said drowsily. 
 “ STOP SLEEPING IN MY CLASS! 
WHAT IS THE ANSWER TO NUMBER 3!” 
Mrs. Jenkins was furious now. 
 “ I’m sorry miss, it won’t happen again,” I 
said, acting sorry. 
 “It better not, anyway…”  
I dozed off again, thinking about Jessica, video 
games, and everything else good in my life. Home-
coming is tomorrow and I haven’t asked someone 
to the dance, mom is going to be so mad. I was 
thinking of asking someone random, but that could 
go south really quick. The only girl in my life was 
Jessica, and she says I am like a brother to her, not 
a boyfriend.  



 DIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIING the bell 
rang again, I got up out of my seat and ran to my 
locker. I was nervous, I had to ask Jessica, or my 
mom would be really mad! 
 I walked up to Jessica, nervously I tapped 
her on the shoulder. 
 “Hey Jessica, c-c-c-can I ask you                  
something,” I stuttered, thinking if I should go on 
or stop. 
 “Yeah, of course,” She replied with a 
bright smile. Drenched in sweat, I asked her. 
 “Will you go to Homecoming with me,” I 
did it, I can’t believe I did it, it will ruin you- 
 “Yes, Danny of course I will!!!” She      
responded with glee. Oh my goodness, I just got a 
girl to go to Homecoming with me!! I was so            
happy until I saw Brock walking toward us. 
 “Hey Jess,” he said. 
 “Don’t call me that,” She snarled. 
 “Whatever. You should go to Homecoming 
with me, I know you want to,” he said proudly. 
 “ No, I am already going with Danny!” She 
looked at me and smiled. 
 “ Beat it, Brock, I am going with Jessica.” I 
boasted. 
 “Whatever, you won’t get away with this, 
Dorky Dan,”  He walked off, embarrassed…. 
 
HOMECOMING NIGHT 
 
 I dressed as nice as I could, My suit and tie, 
and I used my fancy cologne. I was so ready. 
DING DONG! The doorbell rang, I walked to the 
front door And opened it, Jessica was standing 
there, in her all-black dress, and her hair down. 
 “You look beautiful,” I said with                 



amazement. 
 “You two lovebirds ready?” My mom 
called from the car. 
 “Let’s go,” I said with pure joy. I was 
ready to have the time of my life! 
 
NEXT DAY 
 
 “You did it, you had a date for                
Homecoming!” my mom rejoiced. 
 “Yep,” I said proudly. I couldn’t believe it 
myself, I brought Jessica to Homecoming, AS A 
DATE! My mom and I decided that after school, 
we would go to dinner at the fanciest restaurant in 
town, Mo’s Tavern. I was so excited! 
 I walked to school today, knowing that I 
was the coolest guy in school, cooler than Brock, 
and more relaxed than his buddies. I trudged into 
school, Brock didn’t even bully me. 
DINNNNNNNNNG, that was the last bell, I 
dashed through class and out the door. As I walked 
home I saw Brock standing in front of me 
 “ Where do you think you’re going 
FREAK,” Brock yelled.  
 “ Home. why?” I said boastingly. 
 “Jessica was mine and you know it,” he 
said. 
 I was scared, so I did what I do best. I ran. 
I jumped a fence. Shoved someone out of the 
way.  Slammed my house door. I was safe now, 
Brock can’t get into my house. I looked at the pots 
from yesterday, still dirty, and untouched. I got 
ready for my dinner anyway though. As I was           
finishing up I looked out my window to see Brock 
in a Limo. I guess Brock treats people so poorly            
because he thinks he is better than everyone else. 



A Day in the Life by Marisa J. Causey 
 

 Wake up, try not to dread the day 

ahead.  

Avoid sickness by avoiding food… and the 

scale 

Make an attempt to look acceptable when 

the mirror says  

“You’re hideous”  
 

Look into everyone’s eyes, silently lie with a 

smile 

Because when they worry,  

if they worry, it won’t be enough for you. 
 

Close the door and retake the most painful 

trail, 

The one you take every freaking day 

The trail that leads to hell and back. 
 

Say “Hi!” maybe, to the devil or your               

favorite demon while you’re down there. 

Hear them cracking to the sound of the                 

obnoxious cracking of their whips. 

They’ll smile, kindly plotting to make you one 

of their own... 

crack 

Slowly transforming you, twisting your mind 

into what you already knew you had the                       

potential to be, what you’ve always been... 

crack 

Then come to realize you are holding a whip 

of your own… 

crack 



hastily rush to loosen your grip 

crack 

Claim your goodness, “it was a mistake” 

CRACK 
 

Breathe. Rinse. Repeat. 
 
 
 

A Happy Memory by Marisa J. Causey 
 

My memory of the action taking place is             

unclear 

Your hands, mine, your sister’s and cousin’s 

With a faint count down in the background 

And there’s more 

So much more 

Pulleying the ground composed of small rocks 

in a bucket 

All the way up to whatever we called what 

seemed to be a tower 

The highest I’d ever been 

The happiest I’d ever been 

I miss it. All of it. Even the slightest depression 

that arose afterwards. It seems like nothing 

compared to now. But back then, I was                

happy. We were happy. 
 

And now… we’re here. 



On the Ledge by Mia Teng 

 

 “I’m sorry, but there isn’t anything more 
we can do for you. Either bring us cash or check 
by tomorrow morning, or we’ll have to evict you. 
You’re already behind by two months,” the              
hardened voice on the other end of the line 
briefed.  
 “Seriously? Please, Mr. Larson, I’ll have 
the money by Wednesday, I promise,” Juliette 
pleaded. She was a college student, enveloped 
within her studies to one day become a nurse.      
Juliette had no clue as to how she was so behind 
on rent when she had chosen the cheapest                          
apartment in the city.  
 “Miss Yang, I fear that I’ve been too           
forgiving over the past few months. It isn’t fair to 
the other tenants in the complex. I am aware you 
are immersed in your studies but I have a business 
to run, do I not?” Mr. Larson spit these words out, 
and although Juliette knew he was saying it all  



with good intent, she was still disappointed. 
 “I promi–” 

 Beeeeep. 
The line was dead. Juliette threw her hands up in 
the air, her face distorting into a puzzle of every 
negative emotion she could find within her heart.  
           Pushing her body weight onto the couch 
that came with the apartment, she performed a 
habit she had picked up on over the years: scalp 
picking. 
           As she dug her fingers into her scalp, she 
shook, her body tired and worn through after 
countless night shifts and morning hours. This was 
what her parents wanted for her; this was what she 
wanted for herself so she could satisfy her parents. 
She was a first generation immigrant, after all. 

Ding! 

A text.  
Juliette gathered herself together and crawled to 
her phone.  
 Mom: Work hard. Mom and Dad can no 
send more money. So sorry my Julie. 
            Juliette: No worries, Mom! I will be fine 
on my own. 
            Her mom liked the message, and Juliette 
flung her phone to the other side of the couch, 
soon curling up into a fetal position. 

This was the fourteenth time since Juliette 
had started college where she received a text from 
her mom with the likes of this one. Her parents 
were risky people– they invested their family            
fortune on stocks, hoping to strike it rich, but that 
meant Juliette was stuck. Another “no send” meant 
another month of hard work, but as Juliette               
reflected on her situation, she realized that there 
was a possibility of not receiving that dreadful text  



again, for she would possibly be evicted before the 
next time rent was a relevant issue. 

Who was she kidding? Rent was always a 
relevant issue. Student loans weren’t helping. 

Juliette reached back up into her head of 
dark hair, and she came back with a piece of dead 
skin tainted with blood lodged in her fingernail.  

She flicked it away. 
She had been advised to stop picking at her 

scalp by family, by friends— even her boss had 
told her so— for sanitary reasons of course,            
obviously not for the sake of her well-being.  

Picking, flicking, picking, flicking at her 
scalp, Juliette suddenly felt trapped in her                      
surroundings.  

Memories of life before college laced upon 
the walls in frames– upon the walls she had            
inhabited– upon the walls she paid for.  

There wasn’t a single candid photo. The 
pictures were all professionally taken; Juliette 
posed the same for every photoshoot: textbook 
straight posture, hands clenched together. Her 
mother told her it made her look best.  

Juliette got up, opened the door, and locked 
it. She had decided fresh air would be nice.  

Climbing up the flights of stairs littered 
with cigarette buds and rust infected railings,              
Juliette made haste.    

Up, up, up the scalp-picking girl went.  
Soon enough, she had reached the door to 

the rooftop. Just to get some air. 
Just to get some air. 
She knocked something over as she opened 

the door, but she didn’t bother to look at what was 
knocked over. 



Juliette took a breath, then another, and she 
slowly advanced to the ledge. Step by step. Breath 
by breath.  

Looking at the masses of buildings, cars, 
and civilians beneath her feet, Juliette felt small.  

Looking at the masses of clouds,                    
occasional jets, and swarms of birds, Juliette felt 
even smaller. 

The traffic lights flickered green and red, 
and the cars followed its direction. Juliette, slightly 
frantic, smiled to herself as the bizarre thought of 
relating to the cars struck her. 

She wondered what she would prefer more: 
being one of the humans below, or being one of 
the birds above.  

As she inspected the air and the ground, 
she decided she would like to be a bird. Free. No 
loans, and no care for renting a piece of the sky. 

Enwrapped within a pointless debate,               
Juliette didn’t realize the small boy sitting on the 
ledge. 

The boy briefly stared at the young woman 
feverishly looking up and down, wondering what 
she might be thinking. He proceeded with his own 
string of thoughts.  

Juliette stared at the boy on the ledge       
briefly, wondering what he was doing on the roof. 
She proceeded with her own string of thoughts, 
until she realized that there was a boy sitting on 
the ledge.  

“Woah, woah, woah. Hey, kid…” Juliette 
slowly approached the boy, holding her hands up. 

“Don’t worry. Mama always tells me not to 
get hurt– I won’t this time,” the boy didn’t bother 
to hold eye contact with Juliette as he said this. He 
just kept looking the other way.  



“Either way, I would prefer you to not be 
sitting on the ledge of a– what? A thirty-five story 
building?” Juliette kept her hands up, but she 
changed their position to where it looked like she 
were to catch him if he were to suddenly fall. 

“Well I would prefer you to not be here at 
all. What are you doing here?” It was infuriating to 
Juliette that while she was burning holes in the 
boy’s side, he was staring at the horizon line.  

“Mama always tells me to look for the         
silver lining. I can’t ever seem to find it; where is 
the silver? I only see blue, and the clouds are 
blocking my view. I like the birds, though.” 

Juliette felt a sudden pang of empathy as 
she heard the boy say “Mama” again. There was a 
glint as precious as gold in the boy on the ledge’s 
tone when he mentioned his mother. 

“Mind if I try to help? I’ve been trying to 
find it for a while, too. Just on my own though. 
I’m glad your mom is encouraging you to find it.” 

The boy didn’t use his words, just slightly 
moved his body so Juliette could sit next to him. 
As Juliette propped herself up, she realized how 
afraid she was of heights, but for the boy, she 
would persist until he was off and home safe.  

For the first time, she was able to see his 
face clearly. She had only been able to see his           
colorful athletic shorts and soccer jersey before 
this moment, but now she saw something much 
more important to how she was going to pursue 
any further conversation– the place where your 
emotions pool and float back up: a face. 

His black hair was cropped, his ears              
slightly protruded, his expression surprisingly             
being a smile. A sad one. And his eyes– dark pools 
of the thoughts confined behind them. The facial  



expression slowly turned sour. 
 “Why would you do that? I just do it                  
because Mama says I need to.” 

“I do it because I feel like it’s important! 
Every specimen on this planet has their moments 
where they need to find their silver lining.” 

The boy was silent. 
“I have a question.” 

“Go ahead!” 

“What’s a specimen?” 

It struck Juliette how young the boy was 
again. Although she didn’t know his specific age, 
he couldn’t have been older than ten. 

“It’s basically like an individual of any 
species; human, plant, bacteria.” 

“I like that word.” 

“I do too.” 

Silence.  
“So… why are you up here?” the boy 

stared up into Juliette’s face with genuine                     
curiosity. 

“Just had to clear my mind. Rent,           
loans– just money. Capitalism sucks.” 

“Wha-” 

“It’s basically a system where most things 
in a country revolve around money.” 

“Oh. Money stinks; Mama always                   
complains about it too.” 

That caught Juliette’s attention. Here she 
was, venting her problems out onto a child who 
she didn’t even know the name of. 

“What’s your name? And I could ask the 
same for you: why are you up here?” 

“Julian– Julian Aguilar,” Julian didn’t say 
his name with pride, but instead it was stained with 
discomfort.  



 
 
 
 

“Juliette Yang.” 

Julian paused momentarily until he began 
to talk. 
 “Kids in school kind of stink. Nothing I do 
is right. Mama told me that it can’t be that bad 
since it’s only third grade, but it is. It is that bad. 
They tug on my ears, make fun of how I wear the 
same outfit everyday– they even leave me out of 
soccer! I love soccer! So why can I not play? I 
don’t know what I did. Mama works real hard for 
my clothes– she got this Messi jersey for my 
birthday– she works so hard for everyone, and she 
makes the best food too! I love food. I want to          
become a chef. What if when I open my               
restaurant, no one comes because they don’t like 
me? I don’t think I’m the problem. They must be! 
But how am I the only one they bother? I thought 
all this bully stuff was fake! I thought there was 
no way I would be picked on at my age! I’m 
grown up! Grown up. Yet it happens, and they 
make sure to rub it in real hard. What even is the 
word bully anyway? Who thinks they can make 
fun of my mom and I and just get away with it? 
We live in a cheap apartment but my mom works 
hard for this apartment!  
 Mrs. Smith does nothing about anything! 
Nothing! She just gives me these sad, sad eyes 
that say, “I’m sorry,” without actually being sorry! 
You’re a teacher! Use the words you were given a 
job to talk, please. Wanna know the craziest part 
of it all? The meanest kid in the class is her son! 
How am I supposed to find the silver lining,         
Mama? It’s just not there. Why can’t it be a gold 
lining? I bet gold feels just like me– all of the              
silver linings dancing while making fun of the 
gold lining, all alone… and, and…” 



It became apparent to Juliette very early on 
that he planned to talk for a while as soon as he 
began, but she made sure to absorb every word. 
Towards the end, it seemed as though he were 
talking to himself, but Juliette focused even more 
when he began stumbling on his words.  

Although she was studying to be a nurse in 
the medical field, courses on psychology were  
required just as much as medical courses are          
required for a student majoring in psychology, and 
if she had learned one thing, it would be to pay 
attention. Always pay attention to the patient.  

“I think I could answer some of those  
questions. How about we get off of the ledge first, 
eh?” Juliette cooed, partially in lingering concern 
and partially in her own fright.  

Julian tensed momentarily, gripping the 
ledge before he carefully lowered himself back 
onto the sturdy floor. 

The pair still faced the sky, but with             
stability under their feet, it felt much different.  

“You like Messi?” Julliette queried. 
“Yeah, he’s the coolest! Some people say 

Ronaldo is better, but I prefer Messi– my cousins 
make fun of me for it.” 

“What do you like so much about Messi?” 

“I feel like he can do anything; he's like a 
superhero in real life, I swear. Every time he gets 
injured, he bounces back and it feels like he’ll 
have a new golden year!” 

Juliette smiled. She was glad that she could 
distract the boy from the negative thoughts               
spewing from his mouth not too long ago. 

“Do you like soccer?” Julian said this                 
joyfully, like he was somehow having fun.                     

“Used to play when I was tiny; not for me,  



but really fun nonetheless!” 

Julian nodded with a revitalized                         
enthusiasm. They then stood in silence. Julian 
quickly caught this– due to his situation at school, 
he snatched any social interaction he could get, 
even amidst his clouded thoughts.  

He decided to bring up another topic,             
hoping to keep the conversation going. “Why were 
you looking up and down?” 

 Juliette’s muscles tensed, eyebrows knitted,               
thinking about how she would respond to this. 
“I was talking about it earlier. Just money stuff.” 

Julian stared at her, trying to egg more from her, 
but Juliette stayed silent. He slightly moved away 
from her, and Juliette knew that he was                 
uncomfortable now with how much he had shared 
contrasted with her terse speech.  
 For some reason, Juliette didn’t say                   
anything more. Just stared at the sky. She was  
never one to share too much about herself. Even 
reflecting on the brief amount she had revealed to 
Julian, she felt wrong. Every word she said had to 
be thought out beforehand, and the selfish words 
she had offered to Julian made her feel cramped. 
She had revealed enough already. Juliette felt like 
it would be a burden lent to the listener, and she 
had dealt with one too many burdens in her own 
life. She saw the situation as being better to stay 
silent than to take it out on someone else and carry 
it on into their life. 
 Julian shifted and grabbed the ledge again, 
pulling himself up.  
 Strangers again. 
 Suddenly, the rooftop door opened once 
more. There stood a man dressed in a blue                   
uniform  with a crinkled plastic bag. The man               



observed the situation, and immediately knew 
what was going on– not the exact situation, just 
that the two were obviously not safe in their                 
settings. He shuffled over and picked up the object 
Juliette had previously knocked over. A broom.  
The pair stayed silent and just stared at the man. 
 “Hey… I’m just the janitor of this             
complex; I sweep up every Sunday morning and 
feed the birds…” the man paused. “I apologize for                    
bothering y’all but could you maybe get down?” 

Julian hastily made his way down as Juliette made 
her way to the janitor.  
 “You guys want to maybe… help me out?” 
the janitor held out his broom, which Julian almost 
took before the janitor snatched it away. 
 “You think I’m crazy? I clean up the floors 
the best; I don't trust anyone else with my lucky 
broom,” the janitor offered a smile, but the two 
avoided eye contact.  
 He eventually gave up and held the mouth 
of the plastic bag onto his gloved hand– seeds, 
nuts, and small fruits spilled out. The pair found 
themselves amused by the awkward situation, but 
they lent their hands out, eager to feed the birds.  
 As the janitor made quick work of the dirty 
rooftop with his lucky broom, Juliette and Julian 
stood on opposite sides of the rooftop, throwing 
pinches of food at the birds. 
They soon fell into a rhythmic pattern. 
Sweep, swoop, squawk! 

Sweep, swoop, squawk! 

Sweep, swoop, squawk! 
 Juliette found herself admiring the birds 
again, as did Julian. She spotted one with a clipped 
wing, its ability to soar inconsistent with the               
others. 



 

He spotted one outside of their exemplary 
shapes, left to its own devices without a group to 
guide it. 

At that moment, they shared a mutual             
understanding that sometimes birds didn’t have it 
much better than humans– even if they really 
wanted to think there was a specimen out there 
with no possibility of conflict, and although the 
freeing escape through flight must have been nice, 
the rooftop would do just fine for now. 

The rooftop with the bird-feeding janitor, 
the scalp-picking girl, and the boy on the ledge. 

 

… 

There was a buzz far away. A buzz that no one 
on the rooftop could hear– a buzz no one in the 
tenement could hear. A buzz that came from 
the couch of Juliette’s apartment. 
Mom: Julie! We sold some of the stock. I will 
send money soon. Thank you for working hard, 
and I am so sorry for the wait. 
 
 



Semicolon by Karley Thompson 

 

 As I trudge through the hallway I feel the 
cold air punching my skin. I try to tune out the 
taunting whispers of my peers and focus on the 
echoing sound of my heels smacking against the 
tile floor. I grasp my neck, feeling the warmth 
against my cold hands. I feel the scar on my neck 
from the day I thought my world was over. I           
reminisce about all the times in the past when I 
thought these people were my friends and I would 
let them torment me and haunt my thoughts and 
life. All the times they have told me I am not             
worthy of this world and all of the taunting                 
comments about my looks have ruined me for 
years. Many times I have thought that they were 
right, sometimes I still do. But when I look down 
at my semicolon wrist tattoo I remember why I am 
still here. Through everything my uncle has been 
right with me and if not for him I don’t know 
where I’d be. Now I walk into my new office       
wondering if I have a life to live.  

I approach my assigned desk and get some-
what settled. I arrange myself at my new desk and 
adjust my name plaque. I think about the fact of 
how much I resent my last name. It is my mom’s 
last name and she died years ago. She put me 
through so much more pain than anyone else, 
physical and mental. I hide the name from my face 
and get to work. I decided to move on and get to 
work. I opened my email to see a new message 
from my manager, “Meet me in my office ASAP -
Ryan.” Again I walk with my head down, this time 
focusing on my hair swooshing in tune with the 
rhythm of my steps. I approach the closed door 
with the golden plaque, “Ryan Westbrook    



Exploration Manager.” “Come in.” I take a deep 
breath and step into his office. The coolness in his 
room smacks my face and the fan blows my hair 
behind me.  

“Thank you sir.” 

“Salutations, Ms. Locke.”  
Oh no, the most monotone voice. This 

means things are serious.  
“Greetings, Mr. Westbrook.” 

“You realize I have called you in here for a 
serious reason correct?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Now Ms. Locke I have some news for 
you. In my opinion this is great news, I hope it is 
for you as well. I hope this news finds you and 
your family well, as it could appear as a big 
change, even though it is not too much.” 

I feel a punch in my chest and try to focus 
on not jumping to conclusions. Then, I realize that 
it could be as bad as I thought it would be, that    
worried me more. Every time I come into his    
office he always refers to me as my last name, it 
always bothers me. I try to calm my breath and 
attempt to not let it be known that my voice was 
shaking. 

“What would that be sir?”  
“First of all, how is your financial well  

being? ” 

“It’s ok sir. There is an occasional struggle 
here and there but nothing too serious.” 

I was so confused on why this was asked. I 
had never known my boss to ask questions like 
this, usually he doesn’t bother much about us and 
whenever I don’t know the answer to everything, I 
start to overthink. This mixed with my anxiety       
disorders is never good for my health. I try to  



block it out and continue.  
“Well I have noticed you have been really 

trying hard at work lately, and I realize how hard 
that can be sometimes, I understand that. I can see 
how much work you’ve put in and how much this 
means to you, no matter what anyone else says.” 

“Thank you sir. I really appreciate that, 
work can be a lot, as I’m sure you can relate.” 

“As I review all that you have done and 
how hard you work, I do not think you are getting 
what you deserve. Hence I would like to give you 
a small promotion.” 

“Thank you so much sir. This really means 
a lot to me, as you know it has been a lot lately and 
it feels great to be recognized. Yet, I am not sure if 
I can take this, as I am not sure I will be able to 
handle the amount of responsibility and work that 
comes with this.” 

“I will try my best not to give you any 
more work than you can handle Ms. Locke.” 

“Well that is highly appreciated, and I 
think I will be able to receive this promotion. If 
possible, may I have the night to think about 
things?” 

“Yes, I trust you will make the right            
decision, come talk to me tomorrow.” 

As I walk out of his office my head is 
pounding on the fact I have to make this huge   
decision. I can not get myself to calm down for 
anything. I am not sure if I will be able to take on 
this huge undertaking, as I don’t think I can handle 
any more work. Lately things have been so hard 
involving my motivation and anxiety to do things. 
 Now that I have this opportunity I am not 
sure if I can take it.  I glance out the window to see 
pouring rain charging into my window. I can feel a  



cool draft and hope this is the worst of the storm. I 
saw a weather alert on the television, “Heavy rain 
tonight, recommended to stay indoors.” I click the 
TV off and decide I should try to take my mind off 
things.  
 I change out of my work clothes and into 
slippers and sweatpants. I try to find motivation to 
work on anything I would like to. Anything at all, I 
have so many things I have been putting off, but I 
still have no motivation, so I think some food 
could help. I put some instant meals in the micro-
wave and just try to clear my mind. I have to look 
at the box to see it addressed to me, again my last 
name haunting me. I just try to ignore it and keep 
quiet, letting myself sink into the deafening        
silence.  I stop the timer right at one second  so the 
alarm doesn’t screech through the house. The 
steam escapes as I pick up the plastic container to 
peel off the layer of protective plastic. I sink into 
the couch, letting  my body go limp into the                 
cushions. After I finish my meal I decide I should 
try to just turn on the TV and escape reality. 
Though I glance at my phone to see, “Incoming 
call TYLER.” I pick up the phone and question if I 
feel like answering. I decided to, my uncle always 
helps me.  
 “Hey Ty, what’s up?” 

 “Hey Ry! No’in much here, just checking 
in. I know it’s been a lot lately.” 
 “Thanks bro. It’s been… ok I guess. Work 
has been so much and like I’ve told you, my            
mental health has been horrible lately. It doesn’t 
help that my manager offered me a raise. I would 
love, if not need, the money and he said it won’t 
be any additional work. Yet I feel like it still will 
be and I don't know if I can handle it.” I could feel  



my voice shaking, I tried to hold back the tears. I 
don’t allow myself to vent to him, he’s my only 
lifeline anymore, I’ve lost everyone else.  
 “Hey, hey, hey, calm down. Be proud of 
yourself for getting this!! It is your decision             
overall, but I think you should take it. If he said it 
won’t be more then girl take it!! Only if you think 
you’re ready of course.” 

“Thanks Ty, I think I’m gonna try to get 
some rest now.” 

“Okay Ry, g’night!” 

“Good night!” 

I know I can’t sleep anymore, usually Tyler 
helps me, but tonight he made things worse. I     
realize that I can’t handle this stress anymore as I 
trudge to my junk drawer. I open it to reach for my 
razor blade knife. I hesitantly slide it out and go 
back to my kitchen table. I think of all the things 
overwhelming my life right now and can’t seem to 
grasp a single strand of hope. Tears lightly flow 
down my face as I question everything. I slide out 
the knife only to stare at it, wondering. Wondering 
if life is worth it or I should do this now. I know I 
deserve to suffer and I don’t deserve this world. 
 My face burns with everything I try to           
ignore, everything I try to hold inside. It’s all           
boiling inside of me and my eyes turn into blurry 
lenses. I am stormed with how hard this has been 
and it seems as if I have nothing else to live for. I 
can’t take this anymore, and the thought of having 
more work throws me over the edge. Everything I 
wish I could change about myself and all of the 
things my issues have messed up in my life.                
Everything I have messed up and had to change 
just because I was lazy. All of the things that I 
couldn’t complete just because I didn’t feel like it.  



This world doesn’t seem worth it anymore. The 
taunting of my peers everyday. There is just too 
much anymore. I try to remember my reason of 
life, the few things I can keep to stay alive. The 
few reasons I am still here. I look down at the   
semicolon on my arm and remember these things. 
I again stare and the blade, now it is blurry, for 
tears in my eyes are trying to escape. I shakily 
slide the blade down and decide to lay in bed, still                        
wondering if this life is worth it. 
 As I lay my head on my pillow thoughts of 
the day storm in over my brain and overcome any 
thought of sleep I had. I remember why I don’t 
deserve to be here, I think of why I shouldn’t be 
here. I think about all the things I could have 
changed about what I said to my boss and all of 
the things I wish I would have said differently. The 
thought of this promotion somewhat haunts me, I 
just don’t know if I can handle it. I think about 
how much I could really use the money, as my 
apartment is quite nice, just not great. It’s not that 
I’m ungrateful, but my bed is in the kitchen which 
is the living room and next to me is the closet 
which is also the bathroom. It would be nice to be 
able to host my uncle over, it gets very lonely 
sometimes. Dry streaks from tears scratch on my 
face with my eyes are still sore. With this my 
thoughts drift me to sleep, leading to a rare             
peaceful night.  

I wake up the next morning at a usual 5:30 
to my alarm screeching in my ear. I pick my phone 
off and against everything in me, I ignore the 
snooze button and get out of bed. My feet slide 
along the floor, almost too weak to carry me. I 
start to make myself some toast and figure the best 
way to make the right decision is to think about it  



long enough. I pace around the room thinking 
about how detrimental or amazing today could go, 
and it worries me the fine line in between the two. 
I put the toast on a plate when I realize we are out 
of anything to pair it with. No butter, jelly, nada. 
Yet I still enjoy it, the slight crunch and the                  
melting flavors on my tongue.  
 I again try to tune out my peers all                    
surrounding me with horrible thoughts. I try to      
remember I don’t need their validation and trudge 
to my desk. Yet again I  approach my desk just to 
hide my name from the public, again. I again see 
an email from Ryan, “Come down if you’re ready, 
I want to talk to you. -Ryan” I venture my way to 
his office and take one breath of hope, the                       
suspense of his reaction pulling at my soul. 

“Good morning Ms. Locke.” 

“And to you too sir.” 

“As you are aware I left you with a big  
decision.” 

“Yes sir, I remember.” 

“Have you made any progress on said               
decision?” 

I feel the tears well up in my eyes. I feel 
my face burning and try to hold back what is                
boiling inside.  

“Yes, I have. But I don’t know if it’s the 
right one. As you know it is a lot lately and I am 
still unsure if I can fulfill the position. But as you 
said it will not be any extra work and you know 
that some days I just need a break. I have thought 
it over very much, maybe as a bit of overthinking. 
I do not feel as if I can take on anymore work, but 
I would appreciate it so much. That said, I would 
like to take the opportunity and appreciate what 
you have given me and hope I can offer what you  



would like to see from me in this role.” Instant                 
regret. I know I overspoke and repeated what I 
said. I know I’m not ready but I said yes anyway.  
 “I think that was the best decision for you. 
Like I promised, there won’t be much extra work. 
I hope this money will help you and I will gladly 
give you this opportunity, come to me if you ever 
need anything.” 

 “Thank you sir.” 

 “Have a great day Ms. Locke.” 

 Ow, my last name again. “You too sir.” 

 I sulk out of his office, his words hanging 
in my chest. He says he could help me, I know 
that’s not true but it’s great to know there’s people 
on my side. I appreciate this position and just hope 
I can handle it. I glance down at my wrist tattoo 
and remember all the reasons I’m still here and 
that I am deserving of this. I close my email and 
start on my next work assignment knowing I can 
get through it.  
 I reminisce about this encounter with my 
boss, and how he always refers to me by my last 
name. I think about how this name hurts me every 
time I hear it, how a single word can change how I 
perceive myself. How this name I have had my 
whole life continues to hurt me as much as it does. 
I think about how something as small as my last 
name can take me down every time I hear it. How 
every time someone brings it up, I automatically 
associate this with my mom’s old last name. How 
every time my taunters bring it up that I have to 
think about what my mom has done to me in my 
life. How I lasted years getting punched, smacked, 
hurt, and just because I was scared of her. When I 
had no one else to tell, Tyler was always there. He 
never pushed me but he knew something was             



going on. As a little kid this stuck with me forever. 
He was the one that was always there for me, as he 
continues to be. He pushed me to get help, he’s 
always there to talk.  
 All the people I’ve had to talk to, all the 
times I continuously have to hear this word, it’s 
like torture. All the times I just needed to call him 
just to vent to him and all the times he's just been 
there to listen. Every time I have to hear this 
treacherous name I think I’m like her, every time I 
have to know people think of me as this name, 
every time I have to hear my name it feels like a 
weight is put on me and I can’t get it off. Yet it 
still happens and I can’t change the past. I can’t 
change what she’s done to me, and I have to             
realize that I’m not her. I will never be able to 
change what she has done, but I can change how I 
want to perceive something as simple as a last 
name. I can’t change the fact that people know me 
as this name. Tyler has my last name also, he has 
let go of the past and has learned that this name is 
not her’s, but our’s. He tells me that we are what 
we think we are and a stupid name shouldn't           
bother me. I try to ignore it, but something as             
simple of a name haunts me. I decided to call            
Tyler and talk to him, I feel like I have the weight 
of the world on me today.  

“Hey Ty.” 

“Hi Ry! What’s up? How’d it go today?” 

“It went okay, I decided to take the                              
promotion. I just hope I can handle it. But that’s 
not why I called you. The last name thing is               
bothering me again. I’m sorry I know it’s                
annoying that I keep bringing it up, but my boss 
still refers to me by it and you know that I hate to 
hear that.” 



 “First of all, congrats girl!!! I am so proud 
of you for getting this position and I know you can 
do it. As for the name thing, I’ll tell you what I 
always do, it’s okay. We are what we say we are, 
people don’t know your story so they can’t relate 
you to her.”  
 “Thanks Ty, that helps a lot. Honestly, I’m 
kind of excited for this. I think I can do this, and 
am excited for the fact that I might not need to 
worry about money as much.”  
 “Yes, that will be nice, just know I’m              
always here to talk. I am so proud of you for               
getting this.” 

 “Thank you, it means a lot. I think I’m 
gonna try to relax a little, good night!” 

 “Ok Ry, good night!” 

 I take his advice and realize this is an 
amazing opportunity and I shouldn’t worry about 
the small things. I will try to ignore my peers and 
not let them bother me anymore.  I am excited to 
be able to get this opportunity to show what I can 
do. I take this newfound confidence and try to               
carry it with me to this new era of my life.  

 

  



(Anonymous) 

 

1) Why? Just why. 
 

 It all started out a normal year. Everything 

was fine until March. They all started coming. All 

of them. It was an experiment that went out of 

hand. Nothing should have happened. Nothing! 

But of course it had to. It was like a new virus. It 

spread like a storm. They watch you. They. 

Watch. You. Everything was recorded, even in 

the bathroom. It was all sent somewhere                       

unknown. No one knows. The government denies 

everything. They don't like questions. If you went 

to school with the virus you would get bullied by 

students until you were sent home. They were  

terrible. In the night they crawled into your              

stomach and tracked your movements. Nothing 

has ever felt so worse than them being in your 

stomach. It's a lot more embarrassing when in 

class you throw them up. Everywhere. They were 

everywhere. It was even on the news! 

Whenever you catch this virus they eat 

you alive until you rot; everyday you wake up 

bloody until you're slowly dissipating from this 

earth. It's painful. It's. Painful. Everyday I like to 

track where they are and how many people have 

rotted from them. They turn your life into misery. 

I don't know who created them but they should be 

in jail. Why! Why did someone have to create this 

painful new virus? It's always ɁDid you ever catch 

 



that new virus thing? It's confusing when it 

doesn't even have a name, aye.ɂɯthey would say 

while looking down, they knew, just wouldn't tell 

me. 

(ɅÔɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌËȮɯÐÛɅÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÕÖÙÔÈÓȭ 

I don't understand this whole thing, I don't 

understand life. Why does everyone call me a          

ȿtard? My mom doesnɀt let me say the word                

because it's a bad word. 

Right, let's get back to that virus thing. 

They come around in bugs. They come into your 

mattresses and from under your dresser, every-

where. No, they are not bed bugs. Those are 

different. It's new. 

,àɯÔÖÔɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÓÐÒÌËɯÕÌÞɯ

ÛÏÐÕÎÚȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɅÛȮɯÐÛÚɯÞÌÐÙË 

I remind myself of that quote every day, 

it's stuck in my head on loop. I cant get it out.  

I'm sorry, I keep forgetting to finish what I need to 

say. This virus comes with many symptoms. One 

being memory loss, it starts when the bugs eat 

your brain. It's not ok and everyone knows that, at 

least some. A lot of people believe it's not going to 

get to them, so they don't do what the government 

says to do. When you have crappy citizens it's 

hard to make friends and follow rules. They all go 

their own way, just like the bugs. It spread so fast 

one hour you can be clear the next you could be 

dying from it. It's not ok. They are afraid of us, the 

virus does not like us and was made to kill. They 

come in centipede like forms and they start at  



your fingers ripping your skin off slowly, just 

letting the blood flow out and away. Sometimes 

they drink it. It keeps them living. People often 

forget that they feast off humans and they go             

outside, the next day they are reported either 

dead or injured. It always depends how many are 

on you at a time. 

 %ÐÝÌɯÖÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙ 

 I always remember this quote because it's 

what the theme of this virus is, five or more eating 

you at once and you're dead.  

 (ÛɅÚɯÕÖÛɯÕÖÙÔÈÓɯÈÕàÔÖÙÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÔÌÚÚÌËɯ

Ü×ȭɯ 

 $ÝÌÙàȭɯ3ÏÐÕÎȭ 

 Everyone believes in this quote because 

after the dumb scientist people have been tracked 

down and stalked, dead, and also in hospitals              

being eaten alive trying to be treated. No one              

believes in it until they have it. 
 

2) The scientists are stupid 

 

 They created this stupid virus without a 

warning and no medicine or treatment if this goes 

wrong. They are mentally unstable. 

"ÙÈ×Ȯɯ(ɅÔɯÕÖÛɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ÛɅÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯ

ÊÈÓÓɯÔÌȭɯ(ÛɅÚɯÜÕÍÈÐÙȭ 

 I get bullied. People don't believe me when 

I say this. They call me stupid just like i call the                  

scientists. In class we have to use computers. 

There are no more buses. We stay home, I can't do  



this here. It's too loud. I don't like loud music. It 

haunts me. It tries to kill me, just like the bugs. I 

can hear them whispering. It's scary. Everything is 

scary anymore. Every since this stupid mishap 

everything has been messed up. They hurt me. It's 

not ok. No one believes me and only takes me to 

these scary hospitals. It's called a psych ward. 

They took me there. But, the hauntings are still 

there. 

 The virus is still there. All these kids are 

scared, hiding in their rooms away from it. Even 

though they can crawl under everything. Even the 

tiniest ant hole, you're never protected.  

 

3) I'm scared. Yes, they scare me. 
 

 I'm scared, all I am is scared. No one                       

believes what I see in the dark. In the psych ward 

they give me a mask, like an eye mask. I have to 

wear it like everyone else. It's like this virus will 

disappear if they can't see our eyes. My eyes have 

always frightened me. Even though it's a normal 

human feature it's just something about them. I 

see a light in them. Wherever I go the light follows 

me. I can see it. It can see me. It scares me to the 

point I remove every mirror in my room, and  

everywhere else in my house.  

  ÓÓɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚɯÐÚɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯàÖÜȮɯÐÛɅÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÎɯÖÍɯÈɯ

ËÌÈÓȭɯ"ÈÓÔɯËÖÞÕȭɯ8ÖÜɅÙÌɯŗÕÌȭɯ(ÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÛÈàÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȭ 

 Let it stay, they tell me, it will leave                

eventually they tell me. It never has. 13 years later  



and it's still here. It's never going. 

(ÛɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÔÌɯÈɯ×ÈÕÐÊɯÈŲÈÊÒɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɯ

3ÏÌɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÐÍɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÈÞÈàȭɯ/ÓÌÈÚÌɯÚÌÕËɯ

ÏÌÓ×ȭ 

 The light is really hurting me this year, 

even since they came. This year has been scary. I 

hate wearing masks. It creeps me out, the dark. It's 

the reason I haven't gotten any sleep lately. Iɀve 

been seeing things? 

 $ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÈɯÏÖÈßȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɅÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÌÕɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯɯ

ÐÔÈÎÐÕÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ(ÛɯÈÓÓɯÚÊÈÙÌÚɯÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒȭ 

 Itɀs all been off lately. It all hurts. This time 

is scary. 
 

4) April. 
 

Iɀve lost someone. My best friend. She died of this 

unnamed virus. I hate it. I don't like it. She didn't 

even die of being eaten and rotted. She got tracked 

down and killed. They stabbed her. They tracked 

her location and her blood remains on the walls. I 

was in the hospital when it happened, I cried. I 

hadn't cried in a while. I have to put her 6 feet 

under tomorrow. The feeling makes my stomach 

turn, feels like crap. It aches. 

 ɁI'm so sorry for what happened, you                

didn't deserve this. Just don't do anything because 

of it, ok?ɂɯthat's what they keep saying to me, why 

do they tell me to Ɂnot do anythingɂɯwhat does 

that even mean?! They say it with a smile on their 

face, is it sarcastic?  



I can't believe this. Why would they have trackers 

in them? She was even socially distant and stayed 

inside. They have already mutated twice. It                   

started out with them only being like fleas. Then 

they mutated into GPS trackers. 

 (ɅÔɯÚÊÈÙÌËȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɅÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÚɯ

ÔÌȭ 

 I used to say this to her every night before 

she died. 
 

5) The 3rd mutation. 
 

 They are humans. I hate people. They have 

evolved. They are hidden. I have learned to trust 

no man. No one. I have hidden from everyone. 

Every door shut, locked. Everyday all you hear 

from outside is ɁI found one!ɂɯNo one actually is 

speaking the truth. They lie to us.  

 (ÛɅÚɯÜÕÍÈÐÙȭɯ(ɯÏÈÛÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯ6ÏàɯËÖɯÛÏÌàɯÓÐÌȳɯ

6ÏàɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÌɯÊÙÌÈÛÌËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɅÚɯËÌÈËÓàȳ 

 Everyone knows that once you find a               

humanoid one, they find you, kidnap you and kill 

you in the lab. It's where they all return to. It's    

basically their ÏÖÔÌȭɯ  

 ,àɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÙÐÌÚɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÛÌÊÛɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯ

ÊÈÕȭɯ2ÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɅÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯËÐÌȭɯ'ÌÙɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÞÈÚɯ

ÓÌÍÛɯÛÖɯËÐÌɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÕÖɯÖÕÌɯÌßÊÌ×ÛɯÔÌȭ  

 

6) Final ending. 
 

As it lies on the ground, the gravestone with the  



final ending. ɁUnder this tomb lays Misaki 

Shun.ɂɯ It states that she had schizophrenia, and 

sadly knew about her ending before she could tell 

anyone. She had been having intrusive thoughts              

before the age of 12, and died at 18. In her despair 

she ending her own life, by overdose. Nobody 

knows why because she would keep too much to 

her self.  

ɁMommy? What does overdose mean?ɂɯa 

child at the funeral shouts, 

ɁHoney! Not so loud, we need to be polite. 

Iɀll explain everything to you later.ɂɯthe mom 

whispers back, whilst looking down with tears in 

her eyes. 

 
 



UNWANTED 

By Nelle Verity 

 
Snowboarding.  The best cure to stress, it 

melts any tension right off your shoulders.  The 
mountains are the perfect place to be free and          
forget about everything.  That is exactly what I 
was trying to do; I was trying to escape the mean 
girls.  It didn’t help that my only friend who had 
invited me on this trip invited them too.  I don’t 
have many friends, and I don’t even know if the 
one friend that I have even really likes me.  I mean 
would John invite my ‘bully’, his sister, and her 
little friends if he cared about my feelings? 

Time to get off the ski lift. John and I were on the 
same lift but hadn't talked the entire time.  We              
lifted the bar and scooched to the end of the lift.  I 
placed both my feet on the board, this felt like 
walking to me because I go snowboarding so                
often.  The board hit the snow, compressed from 
people constantly riding over it.  I go to turn and 
lift my foot a second too early.  I fall, no big deal, 
but as I stand up I hear a crack.  I might need to 
take a look at that. 
 “That was embarrassing” Marisa, my bully, 
said while laughing at me. “ You ready to go down 
the black diamond, or is that too scary for 
you?”  She was cold and heartless and did                 
anything she could to make fun of me and this was 
the perfect opportunity. 
 “I don’t know if I am going to go down this 
one” it sounded as if I was asking for her approval. 
“Yeah, no I am going to sit this one out.” sounding 
more sure of myself now.  I was scared she would 
think I am a coward.  I was just scared that my 
binding would break and I would only embarrass  



myself more. 
 “What are you scared of?  You know you 
didn't have to come with us, we didn’t ask for a 
chicken to come on this trip” Marisa said as she 
gave me a disgusted look.  It was as if she had             
invited me and that she was regretting her decision 
of doing so.  She gave a glance to John who was 
right behind her. 

“Bak, bak, bbaauk.”  Polly and Terisa, 
Marisas’ little posse, mocked me while they 
flapped their arms.  They weren’t very good at 
snowboarding and only started because of Marisa, 
but they liked to act like big shots jumping into the 
conversation whenever they could.  They pushed 
with one foot and slid by. 

“I think my bindings might be broken,” I 
replied.  I think she thought I was lying she looked 
at John who was now next to her.  The glance said 
your friend is lame.  I wonder what John thought 
of me. 

“Excuses, excuses.  No one would make 
fun of you if you chicken out now” Polly, Marisa, 
and Teresa all said in sync. 

“Fine, I’ll go” I couldn’t back down.  I 
would have John with me.  I wouldn’t be alone I 
would be fine. 
 “You don't have to do anything you don't 
want to do,” John said, giving an annoyed glance 
to his sister.  I wanted to impress him, not for him 
to pity me. 
 “I am going” I replied all I wanted was for 
them to like me. 
 “Well If you want to prove yourself go 
down it alone.” She dared me.  Her brother gave 
her a glance I knew I would be fine.  I had gone 
down this mountain many times before, and she  



knew it, she just wanted me to back down. 
“I am fine with that, '' I said, trying to sound as 
calm as possible. 
 “Ok we will go down a different way,” She 
said smirking at me, “ see you at the bottom.” 

This wouldn’t be much different than going down 
with people but the way she smirked at me made 
me second guess myself.  They have left now.  I 
was all on my own.  I sat down and strapped              
myself into my board.  All these thoughts running 
through my head, what was I thinking saying I 
could do this.  I am a chicken. Marisa was right. 
I start down the mountain worse come to worse I 
leave after this run they won’t even know I can just 
leave.  But then I will be a chicken.  I try to think 
of other things.  Wow, the snow is fresh.  I am the 
only one on this mountain.  I need to pay more   
attention to what I am doing. 
 I was flying down the mountain snow. The 
snow was fresh and powdery under my hard board 
holding all my body weight.  I don't know why I 
was so scared to go down this mountain.  Side to 
side, side to side, side to side down the mountain. I 
can't wait to get to the bottom to prove Marisa 
wrong.  The last turn is coming up, then a long 
stretch for me to practice my moves.  

Zoom!  I need to control my speed.  I                 
wobble.  I regain my balance just to lose it 
again.  Here comes the turn.  My binding is 
loose.  This isn’t going to be good.  I brace myself. 
 Wham!  I laid there; my head was                
spinning.  It felt like a hot knife was being held to 
my skin.  I heave my body up and search for 
blood.  My eyes are foggy and my head is spinning 
but I think it is only the unbearable pain in my left 
leg that is injured.  I unstrap my snowboard.  I had  



forgotten about my broken bindings. They are 
fried now. There is no way I will be able to make 
it the rest of the way down the mountain.   I try to 
stand up, I use my right leg to try and get my left 
leg   under me.  Then I realized it cannot support 
even the slightest bit of weight.  I sit back down, 
the pain worsening with every breath I take.  I look 
back to see how far off the trail I am.  
 I feel my face flush with the color of the 
snow.  I see that I fell down a hill and to get back 
up I would have to climb back up that hill.  I tried 
to crawl, but I couldn't bear the pain.  I laid 
down.  I rest my eyes. 

I wake up to be greeted by the awful pain 
in my leg.  I was almost fully covered in 
snow.  How long have I been asleep?  I have to get 
out of here.  I sit up and decide I will try to crawl 
back to the mountain.  I start to make it about 10 
yards before the pain stops me.  I rest and try again 
and again each time making it not as far as the 
last.  The snow is building up higher and higher.  It 
is too high for me to crawl now. I try to dig. I am 
making it nowhere.  I lay down again.  I think of 
my family and John. I wonder if he is looking for 
me.  Did he even notice I was gone? 
 I decide there is no worth in trying to make 
it out.  I can't believe I am giving up this easily. I 
feel like a failure all I am doing is proving Marisa 
right.  What if John is looking for me and what if 
he will miss me.  We had only known each other 
for a year even though he was my best and only 
friend doesn’t mean I was the same as him.  I 
could have just been one of his not-so-close 
friends.  Or I could have been the same to him as 
he was to me.  To me, he was like a lighthouse in 
the middle of a hectic ocean.  I might just be one  



tiny ship but he is keeping me on track and saving 
me from getting lost.  I felt weak and my eyes 
started to close. 
 I can picture John with his family on the 
phone, at first he looks confused like he doesn't 
know who he is talking to.  Then that confusion 
drops into regret in a matter of seconds like all it 
took was one word to make him like this. I might 
know what that word is. He still seems slightly 
confused, like he is looking for something,              
searching for hope. He falls to the floor, tears 
come like rain, then like a river, like the entire 
ocean crashing down on you at once.  Unable to 
get up for air, he is stuck.  He lets out a scream of 
agony.  His mother rushes into the room soon             
followed by his sister then his dad. They all looked 
concerned he muttered something to them, their 
face flushed with color.  They tried to comfort 
him, stroking his back whispering everything will 
be okay.  He was stuck under the water; attempts 
to save him were drowned out by his churning 
mind being swept away in the tide, and he was 
pulled in a different direction.  He got up and went 
to his room.  His family tried to grab him to pull 
him back to the surface.  But he was too far                
under.  He fell onto his bed and grabbed his pillow 
and held it against his face.   Slowly he started 
floating back to the surface.  When a boat spotted 
him they pulled him on board and made their way 
to the shore.  He was no longer under the weight of 
the ocean but he was still soaked and shivering. 
 I open my eyes to bright light.  Marisa is 
standing over top of me, and an IV bag is next to 
me. “He’s awake,” she says while smiling 

 “Where am I,” I ask my voice sounding 
groggy. 
 “Safe” she replied tearing up. 
  



Escape the Ttime 

By Violet Vitelli  

  
 Escape rooms. Fun. Exciting.               
Challenging. But who knew they could be so             
dangerous. A group of friends Liza- Smart, 
Nice, Funny, Danny- Athletic, dumb, truthful, 
Vanessa-Kind, popular, Caring, Blake- Smart, 
thoughtful, trustworthy. They go to an escape 
room for a break from the serious world, 
where they can just have fun and win. But 
what looks like an amazing day to them                 
actually turns out to be life threatening. A 
game of trying to get done in time turns into 
where not getting done in time isn't an option 
or it will cost their life. The door shuts as the 
group walks in and closes, slowly grimacing at 
them as they walk through.  Great lead! 

The employee lets them into a room and 
explains the rules, which they already know. 
He shuts the door and starts the timer. When 
he gets back to his desk he turns the cameras 
on to watch them. He goes on his phone for a 
few minutes scrolling through everyone's                  
Instagram stories watching everyone have fun 
while he is stuck at work. Humor!! Love this 
because it is reality. 

 BOOM, BOOM!! The employee goes 
down and blood splurts out. “Click” The door 
to the escape room locks, the kids are trapped 
and confused. A dark figure appears on the 
camera. “Well, well, well,” he says.  
 “Who are you?” Liza asks, confused.  



 “I am your worst nightmare, you must 
complete the escape room in a certain amount 
of time but if you fail I will come in and well 
you know what happens next.” The group 
starts freaking out, being very confused and 
scared.  
 “Come on guys, we have to try and       
escape.” Vanessa says optimistically. The 
group walks to the next clue frantically.  
 “ The Robber UnderstaNds the conse-
quences he faces but still decides to rob                
people. Why?” The group sits there for a                
second trying to figure out what the clue is 
saying.  
 “He probably just wants attention.” 
Danny replies. “There has to be something 
more to it though.” The group looks around the 
room for more clues while Liza re-reads the 
clue.  
 “Wait, I got it!'' The group runs over to 
see what she found. “Its deciphers, the R,U,N 
are all capitalized, I think it's telling us to run.” 
The group stands silent for a few seconds                     
as the countdown starts to go down. 2:45:30 

“Come on guys, we have to think,” says 
Blake. “ If robbers like to run, is that a code or 
something?” he says.  
 “ Hmm, what if one of us tries to run 
into the door to knock it down?” Danny says. 
 “No way,” Liza replies. “Look around 
for a three letter code!” The group looks 
around the room rummaging through every-
thing.  



  “ I got it!” Vanessa says. She slowly 
puts the code in and then BANG. 
 Something falls off the wall, behind it is 
a little hole. “I’ll climb through it.” Vanessa 
says. She slowly moves towards the tiny 
cramped hole. She is panicking on the inside 
but makes sure not to show it. She steps up 
while a  thousand bad thoughts come to mind. 
The hole is dark and scary with a pungent 
smell coming through the vents. She takes the 
step down to the other room. It's a small room 
with barely any light coming through, behind 
her the door she came through locks.  
 A voice announces, “You fell for my 
trick, I guess your friends aren't as loyal as you 
thought.” Vanessa looks around puzzled. 
 “Who are you and what are you doing 
with me?” Liza, Danny, and Blake stand out-
side of the room waiting for Veronica to say 
something. BOOM. The group goes to the 
door yelling for Veronica but the room falls 
silent. Liza starts to cry because she              
didn't think an escape room would turn into a 
death trap.  
 “We have to keep moving guys, the 
time is running low.” Danny reminds them. He 
is right Liza looks up at the clock and sees the 
bright lights the board looks like it's yelling at 
them. 2:00:24.  
 They move on to the next clue, as Blake 
reads it the lights shut off. They hear a sound 
come from the speaker. It's a bloody scream 
and they hold their ears. “Its Vanessa!” Danny  



yells. “What have you done with her?” The 
speaker shuts off and the lights slowly come 
back to life. They figure out a bunch more 
clues as the clock starts to count down, lower, 
lower, and lower. “There is only one room 
left.” They stand outside of the door like they 
are waiting for something to pop out at them, 
but they know they have to face whatever is 
behind the door eventually. “I'll go in.” Danny 
offers. “Its not like I’m helping us anyway, in 
fact I’m slowing us down being so dumb,” 
They stand quietly as Danny puts a code in the 
door.   
 BUM, BUM,BUM Liza’s heartbeat 
comes out of her chest fighting to come back 
in. He creeps into the room and the door             
closes making a high pitched sound. “Help!” 
Danny screams. Liza runs over to the door            
adjusting the knob to open it but it doesn't 
move. It's like a boulder is laying in front on 
the other side, laying restless like it will never 
move again.  
 The time is thundering down each                    
second it moves. Blake grabs a knife that was a 
prop and tries to pry the door open. But it 
doesn't matter how much they try, the door is 
not budging, not even the slightest bit. They 
know what is going to happen next when the 
clock reveals 1:15:10.  
 That was the last room but with the 
door locked they didn't know what to do. “If 
we can find a way to get outta here and be 
back in time, it will save the two of us from  



getting hurt.” Liza states. “Good idea, let's 
look around.” They scope out the room being 
sure to not miss anything because their life's 
on the line here. The clock is giving them no 
time to spare before the psychopath comes in 
and takes one of them again. Blake picks 
something up. It is long with a sharp end to it 
and it shines when a light is reflected off of it, 
as he holds it it runs off his skin while                
twirling between his fingers as he moves it 
about, examining what to do with it.  
 “There is a tiny door over here!, it looks 
like they painted over it so it wouldn't get 
used. I'm pretty sure it's an emergency door. 
Every room needs one.” Liza yells. The door is 
small and dark and unknown where it could 
lead, it jumps out to welcome Liza into the 
other side and makes her feel welcome.  
 “I will use this tool to get it open!” 
Danny swiftly walks over to the door gripping 
the tool in his hands, he puts it where the lock 
is and maneuvers it until he hears a click.  
 “ Yes, you did it.” Liza opens the door 
and looks through it. It leads to outside. I'll go 
to the police, text me if anything bad happens, 
and if the guy comes in you need to hide!” 
 Blake  points to the timer. “ You have 
50:18 left, be quick and make sure not to get 
caught, you're our only hope of making it out 
alive. Liza runs out of the building  crouching                     
low when she passes a window; she looks at 
the GPS she plugged in her phone she is         
almost there. When she gets there she runs to  



the cop and tells him all about what happened                
and how they need help. She has to sit in a 
room, it's small and it smells like coffee, all 
she hears is the ringing of phones and sound of 
frantic voices, she checks her phone for a text 
from Blake.     
 Back at the escape room Blake sits on 
the floor as he watches the time tick down, 
45:30, 45:15, 45:00.   Then he hears a door-
knob turn. He listens to what Liza says and 
runs to a spot in the corner, and using a blanket 
that covered a clue before, he put it over his 
head and hid behind a box; he stopped               
breathing for a second. He saw a figure               
walking slowly around the room carrying a 
small handgun in his hand. He stopped in front 
of Blake's hiding spot but then moved away 
before he left.  
 He looked out the window. Red and 
Blue flashed. Sirens went off. He didn't 
run.   Blake sat still in his hiding spot, the              
police kicked down the door in one try. “You 
are under arrest for kidnapping, abuse, and            
attempted murder.” The guy just stands there,  
then he lets out a laugh as the police get him in 
handcuffs and take him out of the room. Blake 
gets up and follows Liza outside where the guy 
gets sat in the cop car still laughing.  
 A police officer walks over to them.                
“We are very sorry about that, if there is any-
thing we can do please let us know.”  
 “Actually officer, can you unlock these 
doors for us? Our friends are in there and we  



just want to see them even though they are 
dead.” The police officer follows them inside 
to the door Vanessa was last seen in and he 
unlocks it.  Liza and Blake step inside and 
they see Vanessa lying on the cold dark floor 
crying. The room is twisted and grueling; it 
screams torture and has no way out. “Omg, 
Vanessa!” She turns around, her face is 
bruised purple and her mouth is taped shut as 
she is tied to the corner of a chair. They                      
instantly go over and help her and get her to 
her feet.  
 “It's ok Vanessa, we are here now.” 
Says Blake. They walk over to Danny's door 
and open it when they step inside. Danny is 
lying on the floor in the same condition they 
go over to him. His face is purple and his eye 
is swollen shut and in his abdomen there is a 
knife in his stomach the size of a pen. Blood is 
dripping out of it.           
 “We are here now.” Liza says. “We will 
get you help.” Blake replies.  An ambulance is 
called and they fix Danny by taking the knife 
out and stitching up the wound.  
 “You are safe now buddy.” The para-
medic assures him. 

 The group stands traumatized but at 
least now they will have each other, the bright 
sun that shines off of the tears reflecting onto 
each other, it acts as an open passageway  to 
each other's feelings and mind. They all come 
together for a hug.  
 “If we can overcome this, we can                



overcome anything.”  They all agree and just 
hold each other for a minute like they are 
scared what will happen to them if they let go. 
They are huddled together like a group of   
penguins trying to stay warm but this hug 
means more than that it's not just a hug but a 
warm embrace trying to comfort each other. 
No one knows what will have happened on 
that day. A group decided to go to the escape 
room only few people who will ask them will 
truly know.  The door they entered earlier was 
now the same door they came out of , and one 
they never went into again.  
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