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He left. He 
packed up his suit-
cases, and walked 
out our front door. No 
goodbye, no explana-
tion, no warning. 
We’re all so con-
fused, Mom especial-
ly. Late at night, I 
hear her crying, even 
though I’m supposed 
to be asleep. I’m only 
nine, so everybody 
treats me like a baby. 
They say things they 
think I want to hear, 
but I know they’re all 
lies. I think I’m smart-
er than them, and 
they just don’t know it 
yet. But I do just wish 
I knew why he left. To 
know it wasn’t my 
fault, and that I was a 
good daughter, even 
though deep down I 
know I was his favor-
ite. He would take me 
everywhere; show me 
his favorite places 
hidden away in the 
overwhelming city, 
and give me lessons 
on things that I could 
never learn in school. 
I still wish I was with 
him, so instead I write 
him letters, asking 

how he’s doing- even 
though I know he 
won’t respond. I don’t 
even know where he 
is, so I send them to 
random addresses all 
around the world. It’s 
comforting, to think 
he’s still out there; 
having the time of his 
life, maybe even eat-
ing those special can-
dies he used to bring 
me home. Dad was 
my best friend. That’s 
why I’m so surprised 
he left us. He used to 
play with my short 
brown hair, making it 
into a huge knot that 
Mom would eventual-
ly have to comb out. 
And every night be-
fore he tucked me in-
to my bed, he’d whis-
per, “Goodnight Kels, 
I love you”...I hope he 
really meant it. 

I count the 
days he’s been gone- 
143, which used to be 
code for  I love you. 
Maybe he’ll come 
back for us, and 
whisk us off to the 
paradise he’s been 
hiding in; deciding he 
misses us too much, 

and we’ll live togeth-
er, eating the pan-
cakes he used to 
make us every Sun-
day. But I doubt it. He 
barely ever kept 
promises. That was 
the only thing that I 
didn’t adore about 
him. I remember him 
and Mom fighting 
about that one time, 
though it was a long 
time ago. 

“You can’t just 
walk away from this,” 
I remember my mom 
saying to him. “I’m not 
walking away- we all 
need breaks some-
times. I promise I’ll 
come back,” was 
Dad’s reply. Maybe 
he was talking about 
this current situation. 
But I know he won’t 
come home, even if I 
tell myself he will. 
That’s how I know 
he’s a liar. But I love 
him anyways...so I 
want to go find him. 
But I’m only nine, and 
if I ran away, 
I  wouldn’t be any bet-
ter than Dad. 

 

AB ANDONED BY LAYL A F AR AGALL AH  
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I am strewn like a blanket upon the universe 

I dive head first into war and my fingers graze disaster 
I compete with hope and I demolish sanity. 

I thrive and flourish in the hearts of the weak 

In the darkness I march triumphantly 

My gun has unlimited ammunition. 
I am the immortal plant 

A seed from within. 
Until I grow. 

I grow and I posses. 
I crank the gears of the mind 

I tug and expose the impossible scenarios 

Until imagination cracks from the pressure. 
I cannot be received for I am long gone 

I am unreachable 

I am fear. 

 

      UNREACHABLE BY SABINE BOS           WHO AM I?  BY BEN HAL PERIN 

Page 4 

I am the driver 

that keeps you going 

through darkness. 
 
I am the light 
at the end of the tunnel 
that is your goal. 
 
I am the friend 

who keeps pushing you 

to get to the end. 
 
I am the helping hand 

that leads you through 

the highs and the lows. 
 
Through the mountains and valleys 

I lead you. 
 
I am the shoulders 

on which you climb. 
on which you reach for the stars. 
on which you achieve your wildest dreams. 
on which you rely. 
on which you defy all odds. 
 
I am where no become yes, 
where you can’t becomes you can. 
 
I am inspiration. 
 

Punches were thrown, 
someone must have broken a bone. 
Hair was pulled as if it were a rope, 
every good thing that day  
had all gone down the big slippery slope. 
The broken glass looked like crystals to my eyes, 
they’ve ruined all of my school supplies. 
There was a hole in the wall, 
it went right down the hall. 
My parents are divorced, 
but they weren’t forced. 
My dad went to South Carolina, 
I’m glad the fighting was ova’. 

FIGHTING BY ISHAN KALRA 



 There was a boy named 
James Parker who had no 
friends. He only had a mom, but 
she was always working. 15 year 
old James had Leukemia. James 
was diagnosed, with this often 
fatal disease, on November 24, 
2013 at the age of 13. This all 
happened when James started 
feeling a shooting pain suddenly 
going through his left arm. He 
was then rushed to the emergen-
cy room and, from that point on, 
his life was drastically changed. 
 
 Growing up in Chicago was 
a struggle for James. His mother 
had him when she was 18 years 
old. He was always picked on 
because he was extremely shy. 
His mom was never around, and 
his dad left him at birth. Once 
James grew taller and bigger, 
people stopped picking on him. 
Even though he was 5’ 6’’and 
135 pounds, he couldn’t play 
basketball because of his illness. 
When he was younger James 
only had one dream, which was 
to play basketball in the NBA for 
the Chicago Bulls. The Chicago 
Bulls where his hometown team. 
His dream college was Syracuse 
University. Now his only dream 
was just to survive. 
 

He was in the hospital on 
several occasions over the 
course of six months. Five of 
those months  were filled with 
devastating chemothera-
py.  James even lost most of his 
beautiful, blond,  hair. There was 
one up side to all of this. When 
James was in the hospital, not 
having chemotherapy,  the hospi-
tal allowed dogs for therapeutic 

reasons,  so he was allowed to 
spend time with his dog, Rico, a 
German Shepard. He also got to 
watch the Chicago Bulls play their 
games on television. On May 25, 
2014 James woke up to the sound 
of the birds chirping, four people 
crowded around his hospital bed. 
They were all doctors except for his 
mom. James was surprised to see 
his mother and all the doctors there. 
James then heard one of the doc-
tors say, “The cancer has subsided. 
You are fine for now.” James then 
said,  “ Stop pulling my tail. That’s 
not nice.” The doctor was not kid-
ding. James was in shock. He did 
not know what to say. His dog Rico 
leaped on to his bed and started 
licking him like crazy! James then 
asked the doctor if he could play 
basketball. The doctor replied, “Yes, 
but take it slowly, you will have to 
ease back into the game.” On that 
day James was allowed to go home 
from the hospital. He returned to 
school a week later. 
 

James came home from his 
first day back to school. At 3:45 PM 
that day James was surprised to 
receive a call from the Make A Wish 
Foundation. Tired and weary, 
James suddenly perked up. On the 
call, the Make a Wish Foundation 
explained that they would grant 
James one wish of his choice. 
James wished to meet Jimmy But-
ler, the starting shooting guard for 
the Chicago Bulls. The Foundation 
worked out a time and place for 
them to meet and spend the day 
together. 
 
         On June 18th James went to 
the Chicago Bulls practice facilities, 
 

located on South Woods Street, 
between Monroe and Madison 
Streets, to meet up with his idol Jim-
my Butler. Once at the practice facil-
ities James shot around on the court 
with Jimmy Butler. James started to 
realize that Jimmy was a really nice 
and thoughtful man. After the “shoot 
around”, Jimmy Butler gave James 
a signed jersey and a pair of custom 
designed  red and black Nike bas-
ketball shoes. James and his mom 
were then driven home by a chauf-
feur in a black limousine that the 
Make a Wish Foundation provided. 
Once home, James and his mom 
shared a big hug. Throughout the 
journey James realized that alt-
hough bad things may sometimes 
happen to good people, you can 
never give up and you have to keep 
fighting through the bad times.       
                                                          

THE WISH BY SAMUEL JOHNSON 
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One second. 
That’s all it takes for 
your whole life to 
change. You're just sit-
ting on the couch 
watching TV, and the 
phone rings. You don’t 
think anything of it. Just 
your mom calling to 
see what’s going on, or 
the dentist to see if 
you’re still coming to 
your appointment. You 
never expect a call 
from the cops telling 
you that your 18 year 
old sister was killed in 
a car crash last night. 
That’s the call I got 3 
years ago today. The 
worst phone call I’ve 
ever gotten. 

 

~~~ 
 

 “Brynn c’mon 
let’s go!” I yelled from 
the bottom of the stairs. 
 “Taylor, do you 
want me to look gross 
when they hand me my 
diploma?” She yelled 
back from her room. 
 “Honey if you’re 
not down here in two 
minutes you're not go-
ing to live to get that 
diploma,” My mom 
called from the kitchen. 
 “Shut up Mom, I 
was fixing my hair. 
Okay, I’m good let’s 
go,” She said as she 
walked down the stairs. 
I always thought she 
was the prettiest sister. 
Long blonde hair and 

tan skin. Of course I’m 
the pale, short sister. 
Yeah I have long 
blonde hair too, but it 
doesn’t fit me like it 
does Brynn. 
 “So proud of 
you baby, you're gonna 
do great!” My dad says. 
I always got the feeling 
Brynn was his favorite. 
 “God, she’s 
graduating from high 
school not winning a 
Nobel Prize.” I say, sort 
of under my breath. 
 “You’ll get your 
day Taylor, next year 
when you graduate,” 
my other sister, Cara, 
said to me. She’s in 
college, and she’s tall 
and blonde too. Looks 
like the two oldest in 
the family got the luck 
of having the tall jean. 
Both Cara and Brynn 
look like tall, sophisti-
cated, beautiful 20 year 
olds, whereas I looked 
like I was thirteen. Cara 
thought I always tried 
to steal the attention, 
but I didn’t. The atten-
tion was just ALWAYS 
on Brynn, so if I said 
one tiny little thing 
about myself, people 
thought I was trying to 
steal the spotlight. 
Truth was, I couldn’t 
care less about Brynn 
and her fabulous life. 
And I thought middle 
children were sup-
posed to be ignored 
the most. 

 

 “Congrats B!” My 
best friend, Ella, said to 
Brynn. We were only 
one year apart so my 
friends were kinda her 
friends, too. That was 
great. 
 “Thanks Ella! Uh 
I’m gonna miss you 
when I’m at Yale next 
year!” Said Brynn. She 
loved to brag about how 
she got into Yale and all 
the other eight colleges 
she applied to. 
 “Are you coming 
to the senior party with 
us Taylor?” Ella asked 
me. 
 “You’re going? 
You’re not even a sen-
ior,” I said. 
 “Yeah, but Brynn 
thought it might be fun 
for me to come.” 

 “No, I’m just gon-
na go home.” I said. 
“See you later B.” I said 
to Brynn. Though I didn’t 
know I wouldn’t be see-
ing her later, or ever 
again. 
 

 “Was that the 
phone?! Where are you 
guys going?” I asked my 
parents. I had heard the 
phone ring. They were 
running around looking 
for my father’s car keys 
at three in the morning. 
 “Um, we need to 
go Taylor, there’s um, 
something we need to 
take care of okay?” My 
mom said. 
 “Uh, at three in 

IN A SECOND BY ANI KESSNER 

 
“But then again if 
I had ten minutes, 
I wouldn’t let go. 
I would hug her, 
and hug her, and 
hug her forever.” 
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in the morning. What’s 
wrong with you?” 

 “There’s been an ac-
cident, uh with Brynn. We 
need to go to the hospital, 
but she’ll be fine. We’ll be 
back in a few hours okay?” 
She said nervously. 
 “Yeah, uh okay.” I 
said. I was still half asleep 
so I wasn’t really sure what 
exactly was going on. I wish 
I was more awake to realize 
that something was actually 
wrong. 
 

 When my parents 
didn’t come back by four in 
the afternoon I knew some-
thing was seriously wrong. I 
skipped school that day be-
cause I knew I wouldn’t be 
able to focus not knowing 

what was happening. Plus 
there were only two more 
days of school so it didn’t 
matter. I picked up my sis-
ters keys and drove to the 
hospital. 

 

 I will never get the 
image of Brynn’s limp, cold, 
dead body in that hospital 
bed out of my head. And I 
will never forget the look on 
my parents face when they 
wheeled her away. Never. 

 

~~~ 
 

 I’m in college now. 
Sophomore year. I’m going 
to Yale, where Brynn 
would’ve gone. Everybody 
in the family has made 
peace with her death. I talk 

to her now and then. About 
school, and guys, and just 
stuff. I know she listens, I 
know she’s there. 
 

 I still cry myself to 
sleep ‘cause I miss her. I loved 
her so much, and I never told 
her that. We never said stuff 
like that to each other. That’s 
one thing I will always regret. 
Even though we fought, we 
were still best friends. I would 
give anything to spend ten 
more minutes with her. Just 
ten minutes. Laughing and 
talking and hugging each oth-
er. I would give anything to 
hug her. But then again if I had 
ten minutes, I wouldn’t let go. I 
would hug her, and hug her, 
and hug her forever. 

 

IN A SECOND (CONTINUED)  

ART BY  

LAYLA FARAGALLAH 
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 My feet barely graze 
the floor, as I sit, legs hanging 
off the edge of my bed. I could 
attempt to distract myself from 
everything, but nothing can 
stop me from thinking, what 
happens next? Together we’ve 
had little time to spend, and 
even less is left. Reality has 
struck me with knowing it isn’t 
going to work out. These 
words are the ones I can’t 
compose with my voice. They 
are too real; and knowing that 
we have something that could 
last much longer, but can’t, 
because someone else can’t 
accept us, kills me. At this 

point we cannot do what we want, 
have what we need; we have to do 
whatever it takes. Not in our own 
opinion of what is right, but socie-
ty’s definition of what is “correct.” 
These guidelines of how we 
should be, what we should be do-
ing, they make us question our-
selves. They are brainwashing us 
into believing who we are, and 
what we are doing, are not moral.                           
Can this guilt inflicted by others, 
lead us to think that our significant 
other is not worth it, not worth 
being with them, if it makes them 
“wrong.” Something that I can’t 
seem to convince you is that even 

if these people can mentally de-
stroy me, and make me feel worse 
and worse as time goes on, every 
second I spend with you makes 
me happier than anyone else ever 
could. But, what happens next? 
when you are not by my side, as 
close as you could be. I could say 
I miss you, but I really mean tu 
me manques, you are missing from 
me. You are everything that is keeping 
me happy, and without happiness, I am 
empty. 

Welcome the sunlight filtering through the trees 

and let it warm your skin. 
Let the soft breezes relax your senses. 
Swing gently from side to side on a soft hammock. 
Gaze upon the trees swaying with the movement of the wind. 
Listen to the birds chirping in the distance. 
 

Swim in the cool, fresh water. 
Take pictures of the frogs and water salamanders 

and then watch them swim away. 
Cast out your rod to catch a sunfish. 
Look at the sunset up against the mountains 

as you sit in a kayak, in the middle of the lake. 
 

Warm yourself by the fire 

and roast marshmallows until they’re golden-brown. 
Sing happy songs 

and tell scary ghost stories. 
Wrap a blanket around yourself 
and gaze at the midnight stars. 

WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? BY DAIVENE VAVRA 

NATURAL VACATION BY MIA VEEFKIND  
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I keep my eyes 
trained on the clock. 
My foot bounces with 
anticipation. Every 
time I start to drift off 
to sleep I remember 
not to blink. Watch 
the clock. I tap my 
fingers anxiously. 
Drops of perspiration 
form on my forehead. 
The other people in 
the waiting room are 
probably wondering if 
I am a patient or a 

visitor. The wait is too 
much. 

It’s been three 
hours. How much 
longer? This can’t be 
good. This is sup-
posed to be the best 
hospital in Washing-
ton! I stand up and 
start pacing around 
the room. I wish 
Chandler were here. 
He would be able to 
calm me down. I try to 
tell myself everything 

will be okay. Ugh. 
What do I know? I’m 
a college dropout. I 
don’t even under-
stand the risks I might 
have taken when giv-
ing the doctors the 
okay to proceed to 
surgery. What if she 
dies and it’s my fault? 
I wouldn’t ever be 
able to live with that. 
The only thing to do is 
watch the clock.  

ignore the urge to 
check my phone but 
ten more texts oc-
curred. I had to re-
spond. I took a quick 
skim around to see if 
there were any cars. 
Since there were no 
cars, I decided to take a 
hurried look at my 
phone. As I started 
turning the corner I got 
engaged in one of the 
texts and didn’t notice 
the huge pick-up truck 
coming my way. The 
man in the truck was 
listening to music and 
didn’t see me either. He 
came zooming at me. 
The truck pushed my 
car into a railing. My 
mind went black and 

The memories 
that buzz through my 
head every time I try 
and forget. The feel-
ing of being locked 
into place, and never 
going back. The 
thought that if only I 
wasn’t texting, I 
might of had a nor-
mal life. 

On November 
18, 2011 I was hit by a 
monstrous truck. I 
was in a small city 
driving home from 
school. Around me I 
heard various noises 
and words. Cars were 
lighting up the street 
with head lights. Sud-
denly the buzzing 
started, I got one text, 
two texts. I tried to 

everything became a 
disguised blur.  

The world was 
spinning in circles 
around me. I felt this 
blazing pain in my 
back. The tears were 
streaming down my 
pale face. My heart 
felt as if it had been 
shattered into a mil-
lion pieces. I heard 
screaming sirens 
bursting in my ear. 
Men and women 
dressed in uniform 
struggled to carry me 
into a white car. They 
took tests and talked 
quietly about types of 
injuries they thought 
I had encountered. I 

WATCH THE CLOCK BY SABINE BOS 

STUCK BY ALI MANLY  
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was rushed right into 
a room and people 
hovered around me, 
asking questions, 
comforting me, and 
explaining to me what 
I had just been 
through. Suddenly I 
screamed, I needed 
fresh air, I needed to 
run away and forget. 
But then it hit me, I 
couldn’t move. My 
legs would not budge 
no matter how hard I 
tried. 
 I woke up the 
next morning, shak-
ing and cold. The doc-
tors came in and I 
waited. I waited for 
all the information. 
One doctor finally 
told me I had been 
paralyzed. I stared at 
her in shock and then 
I asked, “That can’t 

be.  It just can’t. Am I 
dead? Is this a 
dream?”  
 The doctor 
spoke back to me in a 
kind voice and said, 
“You are not dead, 
you have your whole 
life ahead of you.” 
 “Maybe,” I 
said, “but is it worth 
living? I can’t move 
from my hips down!” 
She started talking 
again but I had zoned 
out. No words could 
help the pain I was in 
right now.  
 What the doc-
tor said next I would 
never forget. “But 
sweetheart, this, this 
is not a dream.” I 
couldn’t help but cry. 
My tears all just came 
pouring out. My face 
felt like a running wa-

terfall that would nev-
er stop dripping. 

Six months 
have passed and I am 
still stuck in this 
chair. There are limits 
to this disability, but I 
have overcome many 
bumps on this jour-
ney and made the 
best of what I had. 
Yes, my life is still 
alarming and rocky, 
knowing I will proba-
bly never be able to 
walk again. But there 
is a positive takeaway 
from this experience. 
I have learned an ex-
traordinary lesson, 
that no matter how 
hard I try, I can’t 
change the past. 
However, I can learn 
from it and change 
my future. 

Swish, yes that is all I hear 

Even when I am not near 

I can feel the ball going through 

without the hoop I would’ve never knew. 
 

Game winner! 
Go home to eat dinner 

At the sound of the rim I quiver. 
 

Basketball is what I do 

On gloomy days, or when the sky is blue. 
This sport is what I breathe 

without it I would not see 
that 

basketball’s the life for me.   

STUCK (CONTINUED) 

THE GAME WINNER BY SAMUEL JOHNSON 
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I am much more than what is shown 
the things I think and what I do 
are not known 
not visible to you 
 
Who I am  
can have many points of view 
to me I’m locked in 
inside tough skin 
 
a lover 
a fighter 
an angel with a shotgun 
 

the love, the fights, not over 
not done 
 
you think I’m always happy 
everything is “fun” 
 
but deep inside 
I just want to run 
 
away 
from every bad day 
 

keeping me wide awake at night 
days of terror 

days of fright 
 
To you 
who I might be 
is my physical features 
and what you see 
 
but the little things that make me, me, 
no one asks about 
 
I am a secret 
day in, day out 

Taking the shot  
with just 3 left on the clock. 
 
Winning the game at the last second. 

Dribbling the ball 
onto the wooden court. 
Shooting the three 

into the peach basket. 
 

Catching the rebound 

right off of the glass backboard. 
Running to the three-point line 

to get the shot in. 
Breaking peoples’ ankles 

with super speed skills. 

LOCKED IN BY DAIVENE VARVA 

BASKETBALL   BY ISHAN KARLA  
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I don’t like my 
parents. Actually, that’s 
not true. I love my par-
ents, but they are so 
stressful. Everything has 
to be a fight. They fight 
over who is driving me 
to baseball practice. 
They fight over who gets 
to spend the weekend 
with me. Like two days 
ago I missed my baseball 
game because they were 
fighting over the mort-
gage. I don’t know what 
the mortgage is, but it 
sounds important. That 
game was our baseball 
teams first loss. I am the 
starting short-stop and 
the fastest kid on the 
team.  A few days ago I 
overheard them fighting 
over who gets to keep 
me. That is what I don’t 
understand. Why would 
one parent get to keep 
me? The whole point of 
being parents is sticking 
together and taking care 
of me. So what is this 
talk of only one parent 
taking me? I found out 
yesterday after school. 
 
 Mom and Dad sat 
me down in the kitchen. 
It was the first time they 
have been in the same 
room and not been yell-
ing at each other in a 
long time. Dad’s long, 
bony fingers were trem-
bling. I had no idea of 
what was to come. Dad 
started to speak, but 
Mom cut him off. It was 
quite easy to feel the 
nervousness in the 

room. The air was stag-
nant, and nobody was 
breathing. Mom mum-
bled, “Tobey, your father 
and I are getting a di-
vorce.” 
 
 “A divorce!” I 
blurted, shocked. I had 
heard about divorces 
but I never thought it 
would happen to this 
family. It was clearly im-
portant because Lucky, 
my golden retriever, was 
sitting very still at my 
feet. He is very good at 
sensing feelings around 
him. 
 
 “Well, your 
mother and I both agree 
that it would be best for 
the two of us to no long-
er live together. That 
means we won’t be 
fighting,” my dad stated. 

 
 “I know what a 
divorce is, but why?” 
Neither of my parents 
answered. That was the 
end of the conversation, 
and both of my parents 
got up to do their own 
separate things. It was 
the first time in what 
feels like forever that 
they finally agreed on 
something. But I didn’t 
agree. I wanted them to 
stay together no matter 
what. The last three 
months finally made 
sense, like gears clicking 
into place. I should have 
seen it coming. My par-
ents fought at every 
chance they had. 

I was left alone 
in the kitchen, just star-
ing out the window. I 
started to realize that 
this divorce isn’t a good 
thing. It means that I 
won’t be around both 
my parents at the same 
time. Lucky came up to 
me and licked my hand. I 
felt that she was the only 
one who cared about me 
anymore. I got her just 
last year and she was a 
rescue. One of her ears is 
much shorter than the 
other, and her tail is 
crooked. Her soft furry 
ears on her head always 
gave me comfort. I gave 
her a pat on the head 
and whispered to her. I 
told her that it would all 
work out in the end. As I 
sat there, the cold winter 
air blew through the 
door as my mom left to 
go out to dinner. The sun 
was still just peaking 
over the horizon. I felt a 
tear drop onto my lap, 
when I realized that my 
dad tried to sugar coat it 
by saying that they 
won’t fight anymore. But 
I could care less about 
that; I just wanted my 
parents to live together. 
 
 My dad came 
into my kitchen to get 
dinner started. Mom 
went to her friends for 
dinner and to stay the 
night. She was doing that 
more and more now. I 
asked him,  “Will I get 
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to see both you and 
Mom after you get this 
divorce?” 
 
 Dad said, “Well, 
we will work it out, may-
be.” He said it in a way 
so he was hard to under-
stand. I think he was try-
ing to block out this di-
vorce in his head and 
move on. The house was 
shockingly quiet. All that 
you could hear was the 
sausage sizzling in the 
pan and my dad whis-
tling as he cooked din-
ner. He truly loved to 
cook. The smell made 
my mouth water and I 
could tell that Lucky 
would much rather have 
what we were having for 
dinner, not her dry pel-
lets. 
 
 After dinner, I 
bawled in my room. It 
finally set in: Mom and 
Dad don’t love each oth-
er anymore. Did they 
ever love each other? Do 
they still care and love 
me? How could they 
leave me to fend on my 
own? At least I would 
have Lucky. She stuck by 
my side through every-
thing. She licked my hot, 
red face, and I patted her 
head. She was the only 
dog I could ever hope 
for. Her golden fur kept 
me warm, and she was 
always there when I 
needed her to calm me 
down. I could hear her 
breathe deep, as she fell 

asleep on my lap, and I 
tickled her under her 
ear, her favorite spot. 

 
 “We won’t ever 
get a divorce, will we 
Lucky,” I whispered to 
her, as I drifted off to 
sleep. She smiled, as if to 
say, “No. We won’t.” 
 
 Last night I had 
the worse nightmare I’d 
ever had. Our family was 
going on a vacation to a 
tropical island. The boat 
ride over was pleasant 
and stunningly gor-
geous. I could just barely 
see the white sand on 
the picture-perfect 
beaches as we ap-
proached over the sides 
of the boat. I could never 
see anything coming, 
being so short. When we 
got to the island, we 
played on the beach with 
Lucky. The warm sand 
under my toes was 
pleasant and soothing. 
The next morning, I 
woke up and my parents 
were no where to be 
seen. Lucky was still on 
the foot of my bed, snor-
ing away. I had been 
abandoned on an island. 
I came with both my 
parents. Then they left 
me, left me alone. That’s 
all I remember from the 
dream. 

 
 When I woke up, 
the new day’s sun was 
poking through the win-

dow. Lucky was still 
there, her face laying 
across my lap. “Hey girl,” 
I whispered. Her eyes 
cracked open, and she 
looked at me. I could tell 
that she smiled and put 
her head back down as if 
to say, “Ten more 
minutes,” if she could 
speak. I picked up my 
book. I was reading The 
Big Field by Mike Lupica 
about a baseball team. 
All of his books are 
amazing. There hasn’t 
been a bad one yet. The 
stories are great, and I 
can imagine myself be-
ing each and every one 
of the characters. Mike 
Lupica can take me to 
another world. A world 
where parents don’t get 
divorced. Where sports 
are the problem, not 
family. 

 
 Just before lunch, 
my mom came home to 
drive me to the baseball 
game. It was the week-
end, and I was going to 
see the San Francisco 
Giants with my best 
friend, Eli, and his dad. 
This would be my first 
time inside of AT&T 
Park, and I was almost 
jumping off the walls 
excited. It was Opening 
Day, and somehow Dan-
ny, Eli’s dad, had gotten 
tickets. I know how hard 
that is because for the 
last three years I had 
been trying to get tick-
ets, but my dad always 
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said, “They’re too ex-
pensive,” or, “They are 
already sold out.” The 
Giants were playing 
the Arizona D-Backs. 
When we entered the 
stadium, I got to see 
the fresh cut green 
grass, and smell the 
popcorn and hot dogs. 
 

 The players 
were warming up in 
their crisp, white uni-
forms. In these mo-

ments, before the 
game started, anything 
could happen. The air 
felt different. It was 
filled with joy and ex-
citement for our de-
fending World Cham-
pions. I could feel the 
hot rays of the sun on 
my pale skin. Normal-
ly, I’d be worried 
about burning, but to-
day, today I was going 
to bask in the sun of 
this magical 

place.  This is what I 
wanted to do. I wanted 
to live here in this 
world, where my trou-
bles had vanished, 
where I didn’t need 
books to be transport-
ed to Mike Lupica’s 
world. I was in his 
world, right then, and 
there were no troubles 
of family. In this 
world, there was no 
such thing as divorce. 
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I was in his world 

right then, and 

there was no trou-

bles of  family. 

BY MIA VEEFKIND 



I enter your mind at night 

You may hate me 

Because I give you fright 

It’s all your opinion 

But you are warned from the start 

Before we begin this petrifying story, 

Remember, I will be back. 

 

I wrap my arms around you, 

So nobody but your mind is known. 

Nothing will stop this image 

Until everything is no longer shown. 

I give you nightmares, constantly 

Until the memory is soon to be condemned 

I will see you later or maybe not 

It just matters how you find yourself 

Repeating it all over again 

 

As if you didn’t know,  

my name is fear. 

FEAR BY DORIA MAURO  
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When my sister and 
I get home from school, 
our mom comes to us. She 
looks very sad, and I know 
something is wrong.  

“You guys, Grandpa 
is dead,” she says.  

I am perplexed. I 
can’t move. I can’t even 
say one word. We all are 
very upset. We cannot 
move. I know we will have 
to do something but it’s 

just too much. So many 
fun times with him, and I 
can’t think of what it will 
be without him. 
Mom said there will be a 

funeral service for him, 

and it will go on in a cou-

ple of weeks. I look at my 

mom, and she looks at 

me. Her eyes are all 

glassy, like she is about 

to cry. I hug her, and hug 

her, and hug her. “Why?  

Why did it have to be 
Grandpa,” I ask myself. 

Still broken. Still 
have the same aching 
feeling in my heart. This 
pain will not go away. I 
wish this would have nev-
er happened. I wish he 
was still with me. I wish, I 
wish, I wish. 



 I’ve always been afraid of 
heights, let alone being stuck, all by 
myself, without anyone to help me. And 
that is my current situation. I signed up 
for rock climbing camp, thinking that it 
would be fun to be out in nature, be-
cause I’m not really an outdoor person. 
I’m usually not motivated to do things, 
and my mom is always saying how lazy 
I am. I thought that rock climbing would 
help me be more active, and possibly 
help conquer my biggest fear of 
heights. But I doubt that is going to 
happen, because now, I am stuck in a 
rock crevice 50 feet away from the rest 
of my camp. It’s all thanks to this one 
evil boy: Raphael. He acts nice, espe-
cially around grownups, but in reality, is 
very devious. He told my counselors 
(knowing about my fear of heights), 
that I had been interested in a chal-
lenge. So Kelly, one of the chaperones, 
took us both to the most advanced part 
of the natural rock landscape. I told her 
that I was nervous, but she quieted me, 
and stuck me in a harness.  
 Now of course I’ve barely ever 
been rock climbing before, and my very 
small frame and weak arms are not 
helping. I’ve gotten halfway up, but my 
shoe got stuck in a small crack, and 
now I can’t move. I’m trying extra hard 
not to look at the ground, in hopes that 
I won’t fall. The other issue is that I can 
barely see, because Raphael 
“accidently” lost my glasses while trying 
them on, and I’m near sighted. I don’t 
know what he’s done with them, but 
they’re probably broken. I sigh in utter 
disgust just thinking about Raphael, 
when I suddenly feel something brush-
ing up against my foot. I can’t tell what 
it is, so I scream at Kelly instead. 
 “Kelly!! There’s something on 
my foot, but I can’t move or see!” I yell. 
I realize how lame and over-dramatic I 

sound, and that Raphael will most like-
ly make fun of me if I ever get back 
down. That’s the least of my worries 
though, so I attempt to edge my foot 
out of the crack and whatever creature 
lives in it. I hear a pop as my foot is set 
free, but I think the sound comes from 
my breaking ankle. I’m probably over 
exaggerating, but I yelp loudly in 
hopes that someone will hear me. 
Sadly, no one comes to my rescue, so 
I’m still dangling in the air, thanks to 
the rope that’s holding me in case I 
fall. But I’m having a hard time finding 
my next move, because there are no 
foot or handholds in the natural rock. I 
sigh, and beg to be let down for the 
fourth time. Kelly’s answer disappoints 
me. 
 “Charlotte, I refuse to let you 
down. You need to make it to the top- 
after all, you wanted to do this.” I groan 
in frustration, because I did not want to 
do this. So I look up hopefully, sure I’m 
at least halfway up, and instead see 
Raphael dancing at the top. Anger and 
determination pulses through my body, 
and I decide that I will get to the top. 
So I attempt to climb. I half slip, half 
pull myself up semi-blindly to the next 
natural platform and get going from 
there. I’m completely surprised that I 
was able to move more than four feet 
without getting stuck, and a wave of 
confidence sweeps over me. I was 
sure that I could not move any higher, 
but I did. So I keep going, my new-
found determination powering me. And 
eventually, my perseverance pays off, 
and I’m finally three-fourths of the way 
to the top. I wipe the sweat from my 
forehead and grin proudly. I look down, 
and suddenly see a blurry silhouette of 
what looks like majority of my camp 
watching me. Oh no. I completely for-
got about the time. Embarrassed, I 
struggle to the top. My sweaty hands 
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make it even harder. Every part of my body 
aches. I panic, and feel my face turn red as I 
remember that everyone is watching me. I 
breathe deeply, and focus on a small plant lo-
cated about five feet away. You can do this, I 
remind myself. I start setting more goals for my-
self, because this strategy is actually working 
for me. I struggle onward, until I finally spot the 
top of the rock. It feels like forever until I can 
finally pull myself over the edge. I survey my 
progress, and although it took me awhile, I’m 
extremely proud. I can’t believe that I have 
made it to the top, and achieved what I was 
sure I couldn’t do. Someone yells, and I smile 
and wave. I abruptly realize that it isn’t a sup-
portive scream, so I turn around. In utter dis-
may, I notice that I am in fact not at the top. 
Tears leak out of my eyes, and I understand 
that there is no way I can finish this course. 
Suddenly I hear Raphael shouting something, 
and I try to make out the most likely hurtful 
words. But then I realize that he’s cheering me 
on. 
 “Go Charlotte! You’re almost there, keep 
going,” He yells. I smile as more people start 
yelling for me. Even though I’m slightly embar-

rassed, I continue to the top. It’s not long before 
I reach the very end, and I make sure it really is 
the top. 
 “I did it,” I shout, extremely proud, and ac-
tually thankful for Raphael. I lean over the rocky 
edge and suddenly feel myself falling. I scream 
as if my life depended on it, although it actually 
might. I suddenly come to a stop, with a very 
painful jolt. I remember the rope holding me in, 
and I laugh at myself. I’m almost at the bottom, 
and Kelly lets me down the rest of the way. All of 
my limbs ache from the climb, and I groan. 
Raphael come and hugs me, but then runs away 
quickly before I can even realize what hap-
pened. I understand that Raphael isn’t actually 
mean, and probably just didn’t have any other 
friends. The other counselors come and yell at 
me for taking so long, and the rest of the camp-
ers look at me awkwardly. I grab my glasses 
which are resting on a nearby rock, and sigh in 
satisfaction. Although it took me two and a half 
hours to get up, I embarrassed myself in front of 
most of the camp, and every single part of my 
body is in extreme pain, I smile because I actual-
ly achieved my goal.  
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I am there when you need me most 
I add a voice to the mute 

My mouth takes over and seizes your brain 
I have stepped on your toes 

I’ve condemned you 
I have lifted you 

I have gone unnoticed 
I’m not always present, but when I am, I am bold 

I have slayed dragons 
I have been slain 

I have seen the tinted 
I have seen the pure 

But I will strive for greatness 
my ugly face will show 

I am beautiful 
I am courage and I am there when you need me most 



I feel my eyelids 
open. I would say it’s all a 
blur, but I would be lying. 
Everything is black. I can 
hear a faint beep. I can hear 
people murmuring in the 
room, but I can not tell 
which direction it is coming 
from. There is a ringing in 
my ears. I try to grasp it, as 
if it will bring me light. I 
have no avail. I start to 
sweat because of nerves and 
because of the intense sum-
mer heat that I know is shin-
ing through the window. I 
reach out and grab for any-
thing familiar. I subcon-
sciously feel my hand knock 
something off the table be-
side me. The sound of a 
glass breaking fills the room, 
but the noise is distant. I 
lose all self control, flailing 
my arms around wildly. I 
can’t see. I can’t see. I can’t 
see. The beeping picks up. 
What is happening? 

I suddenly feel a hand 
gently refrain me from 
breaking anything else. 

“Jamie. Stop.” 

Is that Doctor Gar-
cia? My mind begins to 
function appropriately, and 
I realize several things: One, 
I must be in a hospital; Two, 
I have bandages wrapped 
tightly around my head. 
That must be the reason I 
can’t see. Though some-
where in my mind I know 
that’s just an excuse. 

“Am I blind?” I ask 
with a shaky voice. 

 

August 23, 12:13 am 
 

 The moment I step into 
my dorm I knew things would 
not be the same. People clear 
the hall for me. The tap tap 
tap of my walking stick rings 
as loud as Big Ben. At least 
that’s how it feels. I grip the 
cold, metal pole tightly in my 
hand. Tap. Tap. Tap. I can feel 
the stares of my peers on the 
back of my neck. Usually I 
walk these halls with my head 
held high. Today it hangs low 
with shame. I have this nag-
ging feeling that nothing will 
ever be normal. I will no long-
er be the outspoken leader 
that people look up to. From 
now on I will be known as the 
almost-hero who became 
blind after a tragic accident. I 
used to be respected. Now I’m 
pitied. 

My first step into my 
room is like a punch in the 
face. The familiar scent fills 
my nose and the memories 
come flooding back. I guess 
nothing lasts forever. My 
roommate even left before I 
arrived. 

Not one person could 
look me in the eyes anymore. 
Partially because of the black 
opaque sunglasses that sit on 
the bridge of my nose, and 
partially because they know 
that I am not the same person 
I was before. I don’t know for 
sure obviously, but I can feel 
it. One of the effects of being 
blind is that you rely more on 

your other senses. 
My nimble fingers 

trail along the edge of my 
desk, picking up dust. I 
sink into the mattress 
where I used to sleep. The 
familiarity of it gives me a 
tingling sense of nostalgia. 

Something wet drips 
down my cheek. I haven’t 
cried since my surgery. I 
quickly wipe away the stray 
tear with my sleeve because 
I know if I let myself cry, I 
won’t be able to stop. 

I gather my belong-
ings and I walk out the 
door, waving so long to the 
memories, and my studies, 
and my future, and my 
past. 

 

November 14, 3:54pm 
 

 It feels like some-
body died. An overwhelm-
ing feeling of grief and des-
pair has taken over my be-
ing. I stay in bed for most 
of my days, despite the fact 
that insomnia decided I 
was its next victim. Why 
would I go out if there is 
nothing to see? The beauti-
ful gift of sight has been 
taken- no, stolen from me. 
I am just beginning to un-
derstand when people say 
you don’t know what you 
have until it’s gone. People 
take it for granted. Now 
that my vision is, well, 
dead, I would die to get it 
back. I guess that would be 
kind of counter-intuitive 
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though. I scoff to myself. 
Three months of staying 
inside is really dumbing me 
down. 

Ever since the acci-
dent I have been lost. Lost 
with no job and no friends. 
I am lost and stuck in a void 
of nothingness. Sometimes 
I try to go outside; to breath 
in the crisp winter air. All it 
does is remind of what I 
don’t have. Even when I try 
to walk into my kitchen, the 
tap, tap, tap of my walking 
stick reminds me that I 
should not be here; living 
in my apartment alone. I 
should be saving lives. 

I was almost done. 
This month is supposed to 
be exams. I only had a cou-
ple more months and then I 
would have been a surgeon. 
My dream job since middle 
school. My genius grades 
and hard work have all 
gone to waste. 

It’s like a game of 
Sorry. Just when I get close 
to the finish line, I am sent 
right back to start. Then I 
lose the game. Everyone 
feeling sorry for me that I 
can no longer play. So now 
as my friends and family 
get to keep going, keep 
playing until they lose, I am 
sitting on the side wishing 
we had never started the 
game in the first place. 

 

December 5, 7:27pm 
 

 Just as I am about to 

put the first spoonful of the 
cheesy, creamy macaroni in my 
mouth, there is a loud knock 
on the door. I cautiously make 
my way towards the door in 
fear of potential danger. Some 
may call me paranoid but I say 
better safe than sorry. The only 
reason for my especially vigi-
lant behavior is because no-
body ever comes. The only peo-
ple I have made contact with 
for the past couple of months 
are the employees of the res-
taurants I order from. 

I no longer use my walk-
ing stick around the apart-
ment. I have lived here long 
enough to know the layout. 
This time though, just in case, I 
pick up the now unfamiliar 
metal pole. I don’t do this to 
find my way around, but as a 
weapon for defense. 

The door opens with 
a slow, groaning, creek. 
 “Jamie! Long time no 
see, huh?” The loud booming 
voice of my former roommate 
shocks me. I hastily throw my 
walking stick to the side, em-
barrassed by my behavior. 
Why is he here? 

 “Uh,” my voice cracks, 
“what are you doing here?” 

 “It’s bowling night!” I 
almost laugh. Almost. 
 “And?” 

 “We’re going bowling!” 
He shouts enthusiastically. 
 “Why are you inviting 

me?” I question him with a 
neutral voice. 
 “Why wouldn’t we?” He 

challenges. 

 “What about every oth-
er bowling night over the past 
couple of months? You didn’t 
think to invite me then?” 

 “We didn’t go. It was-
n’t the same without you, 
man. So, are you coming?” 

 “I think I’ll just stay 
here tonight.” Maybe I’ll just 
keep it casual; like I do stuff 
all the time and was in need 
of a night in. Why would they 
want to take a blind man 
bowling anyway? 

 

December 5, 9:01pm 
 

 The room erupts in 
laughter as I aimlessly toss 
the ball down the lane, and it 
goes into the one beside us. 
How did I get here? Bowling 
with my college buddies as if 
the accident had never hap-
pened? I don’t care. I am liv-
ing. That is something I have-
n’t really done in a long time. 
I don’t want this night to end. 
My friends wouldn’t leave me. 
Why did I ever think that? All 
those days spent being 
cooped up in my room were 
pointless. Now I know that 
my disability should not stop 
me from feeling alive. With 
some work, if I dig deep 
enough, I might just reach the 
old me. I let out a chuckle. 

I never would have 
thought bowling night would 
be my restitution. Who knew. 
Maybe I’m not as alone as I 
thought. 
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My bright green eyes 

tear up 

slowly 

while I read 

the letters from 

Joffrey Ballet 

School of American Ballet 

and American Ballet Theater 

They make my brain 

drive crazy 

with one thought 

Food is weakness 

Food has made you fat 

Food made sure my future failed 

I will not eat for days 

I’ll push myself beyond the limit 

I’ll train myself when I am supposed to be sleeping 

Just because 

Your technique is bad 

SAB says 

Your feet are horrible 

ABT says 

You have a bad turnout 

Joffrey says 

You’re too fat 

All of them say 

 

Look what you’ve done to me 



I am an invisible thread,  
tying two beings together. 
 

I am the dependence of relying on another. 
A certain knowing and liability of connection. 
 
I hold secrets and stories, 
Feelings, never spoken otherwise. 
Kept safe in the corner of the mind. 
 

I am a net when you fall,  

the sureness of presence, 
I am unquestionably devoted. 
 
But genuineness is rare 

And if broken, I leave devastation 

I am hardly reinstituted. 
 
I am acknowledged as a symbol  
of deep friendship, 
 

I am trust. 

TRUST  BY LAYLA FARAGALLAH  
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My parents fought a 
lot so I wasn’t very sur-
prised when they got di-
vorced. They didn’t always 
fight like this. They started 
to fight a lot almost one 
year ago when I was 13 
years old, and now I’m 14. 
I’m not sure why this start-
ed to happen. Nothing can 
cheer me up. They have 
been divorced for two 
months now. I feel heart-
broken. I know they would 
keep fighting if they got 
back together, but I still 
hope that they would and 
that I could be happy 
again. 

 

I have bright red 
hair like my mother and 
blue eyes like my father. 
Right now I’m at my fa-
ther’s house for the week-
end. I can see the sun set-
ting through my bedroom 
window. I’m sitting on my 
bed. I think about it quite 
often, my parents not be-
ing together. I think about 
what it would be like if they 
never fought and we were 
still a happy family. Some-
times I even start crying. 
This is one of those times. 
I know it might seem child-
ish, but I can’t help it. I on-
ly see my father once eve-
ry two weeks. He lives one 
hour away from where I 
live. I live in a house in 
Florida with my mother 
and my five year old sister 
named Karen. She doesn't 
really understand that 

mom and dad are di-
vorced, but she still 
misses him when we 
are home. Thankfully, 
she isn’t there to see 
me cry. It turns out I 
spoke too soon. 

 

 “Why are you 
crying, Amelia?” asks 
Karen. 

“No reason. Why 
don’t you get ready for 
bed,” I say. 

“You aren’t my 
mom,” Karen says. 

“I know, Karen. 
I’m sorry, but mom isn’t 
here right now,” I say. 
 

 She did what she 
was told then came 
back to talk to me. I just 
wish that she would 
leave me alone right 
now. I love Karen, but  
sometimes when she 
talks about mom and 
dad she makes me 
more sad then I was 
before. Once she asked 
me if mom and dad still 
love each other. I say 
yes but I don’t want to 
lie to her. I feel Karen 
doesn't have anyone to 
be there for her be-
cause mom and dad 
are so busy with t heir 
jobs. So that’s my: job 
to be there for her. I try 
my best to make her 
happy when mom and 
dad aren’t around. I 
sometimes even walk to 
her school to pick her 

up. 
 
Karen likes to 

talk. Right now, she is 
blabbing on about some 
TV show she was 
watching earlier today. 
It’s the most boring con-
versation I’ve had all 
day. But I still listen and 
respond. Karen has 
brown hair and the 
same sky blue eyes as 
my father and I. I no-
ticed that it’s silent and 
that my little sister had 
stop talking. She is star-
ing at me. 

 

 “Are you okay, 
Amelia?” she asks me. 

 

 I look at the 
clock. It was already 7 
o’clock. My dad isn’t 
home from work yet. 
There are still many 
things to do. I have to 
do my homework and I 
have to put Karen to 
bed. That’s my job 
when my parents work 
late. 

 

 “Time to go to 
bed, Karen,” I said in a 
cheery voice. 

 

 She is still staring 
at me. After a moment 
of silence I get up and 
lead her to her room. I 
put her to bed and turn 
off the light. I go back 
into my room and start 
to do my homework. 
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 It is Saturday night. My 
mom is picking Karen and I up 
tomorrow morning. I hear the 
sound of my dad’s car coming 
up the driveway and the flash 
of the headlights come in 
through my bedroom window. I 
look at the clock I see that it is 
8 o’clock. He came home two 
hours late, again. He doesn't 
bother me when he comes in. 
He goes right to Karen’s room 
to see if she is asleep. Then he 
thanks me and goes to his bed-
room. 

 

 I’m not tired at all, but I 
decide to go to sleep anyway. It 
takes almost two hours for me 
to fall asleep. But it happens 
eventually. When I wake up, 
the sun is in my eyes. My mom 
wakes me up. At first I am very 
confused. Then I guess that I 
overslept. I look at the clock 
and discover I’m right. It is 
11:30, and I was supposed to 
be picked up at 11:00. I always 
oversleep when Mom comes to 
pick me up early in the morn-
ing. Of course, 11:00 isn’t at all 
early, but it’s the weekend and 
I get to oversleep. 

 

 “Time to get up,” Mom 
says as she throws my blan-
kets on the floor. 
 “Please don’t do that, 
Mom,” I say in a tired voice. 

 

 She just stares at me 
with a glare in her eye. I roll my 
eyes and get up. I go into the 
bathroom and look at my 

messy hair in the mirror. I try 
to fix it as best as I can. 

 

 I go to my room and 
pick an outfit to wear. While 
I’m getting, dressed I hear 
my mom and dad talk to 
each other with friendly voic-
es. That’s strange. I leave 
my room and walk into the 
kitchen. They stop talking 
immediately once they see 
me. I give them a strange 
look and eat breakfast. I say 
goodbye to my dad and rush 
out the door just as mom 
starts the car. My mom 
seems nervous as she 
drives. When I get home she 
is still acting strange. I have-
n’t spoken to her all day. 
Night comes and I am tired, 
so I get ready to go to sleep. 
She comes into my room 
when I get into bed. 
 

“I love you, Amelia,” 
she says. 

“I love you too,” I say. 
“Sleep well,” she says 

as she walks out. 
 

 Just as she leaves my 
room I am about to tell her 
that the divorce is bothering 
me but choose not to. Maybe 
it’s better off that I don’t. I’m 
sure I’ll have to tell her 
someday. Or maybe she and 
dad are going to get together 
again. They have been act-
ing more friendly towards 
each other. I dismiss the 
thought almost immediately. 

That will never happen. It 
won’t happen. I turn my light 
off and put my head on my 
pillow. I am about go to sleep 
when mom comes back in. 
She just says it without any 
preparation. 

 

 “You’re father and I are 
getting back together. I want-
ed to wait until tomorrow to tell 
you but I can’t,” she says. 

“Okay,” I say with a big 
smile on my face. 

 

 I don’t ask why. All that 
matters is that its happening. I 
try not to make a big deal out 
of it, but I am the happiest per-
son in the world at this mo-
ment. She just leaves me to 
go to bed thinking about it. It is 
unbelievable. I hoped things 
would get better. They finally 
have. 

HOPE (CONTINUED) 
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 Today is Allen 
Schneider’s first day in 
second grade. His 
messenger bag is 
packed with colored 
pencils, tissues, folders 
and a tuna fish sand-
wich. His blonde hair 
has been cleanly cut 
into a hairdo with 
bangs by the man at 
the barber’s shop just 
last week. 

Allen’s parents 
have gone to work. 
Dad at the hectic car 
sales office, and Mom 
at the busy boutique. At 
the moment, Allen is 
eating Nutella on toast 
with a glass of orange 
juice. The bus is ex-
pected to reach his 
house in half an hour. 
He watches Tom and 
Jerry on the little TV on 
the kitchen counter. 
He cannot wait to see 
Jamie and Eli, his best 
friends. Allen will tell 
them about the trip to 
the Evergreen Water 
Park in Oregon. He 
wonders how Jamie’s 
travel to Spain went. Eli 
must have a little Stat-
ue of Liberty with him 
from New York City. He 
has the video of the 
wave pool that his Dad 
took with the camcord-
er. 
 Ten minutes un-
til the bus takes him to 
Sterling Elementary 
School. He sits on the 

bottom step while tying 
his new doodlist con-
verse. They are black 
hightops with white doo-
dles complimentary of 
Charlie, his 19 year old 
brother. Five minutes un-
til the bus comes. Time 
to go to the corner of 
Billingsley and Paradise 
Lane. Where will he sit? 
With Jamie and Eli of 
course! Middle seats just 
as always. The 30 
minutes it takes to go on 
route to school will pass 
as quick as a flash with 
Allen’s best friends. 
But wait! Where’s the 
bus? It should be here by 
now. 3 minutes pass. It’s 
been 10 minutes since 
the bus was supposed to 
arrive. Why has it not 
come? 

 His hands are 
dripping with sweat. Allen 
paces along the green 
lawn. 

“Oh no!” Allen 
screams to himself, “I’m 
gonna be late for Ms. Ru-
bin’s class.” 

Maybe he can go 
next door to Nicole’s 
house. She has a car; 
she could drive him over, 
right? 

 Where’s Nicole’s 
blue Hyundai? Allen runs 
over to the house as fast 
as his little legs can take 
him. There’s the doorbell. 
The barks of Nicole’s 
German shepherd fill the 
air. But no one comes to 

open the door. Allen tries 
once more. Still no an-
swer. 

The roar of an en-
gine races by. Who is it? 
Rick Jensen, Jamie’s fa-
ther! Allen races to follow 
the old, red truck. Allen 
catches Rick’s hazel eyes 
in the side view mirror. 
Finally, Rick begins to 
slow down. 

“Hey there. Aren’t 
you supposed to be on 
the school bus, Al?” 

Allen explains how 
complicated his morning 
has been to his big, tall 
friend. Rick sees the anx-
ious and worried look in 
those bold, blue eyes. He 
knows that Al needs a ride 
to school, but how can he 
do that with such a filled 
truck. All his work things 
are taking up the bed and 
booth. There isn’t any 
room for even a small boy 
like Allen. 

“If I could bring you 
over to Sterling Elemen-
tary, I would. I’m so sorry, 
but all my tools and books 
are in the way of where 
you might sit. Maybe Luke 
can take you. I’ll call him 
right now.” Rick can see 
how much this disappoints 
Allen. 

Luke is Rick’s 
younger brother. He lives 
in the Jensen’s basement 
suite until he can get a 
sufficient and steady job. 
He got laid off from the 
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Faulkner Office downtown. 
The managers thought they 
had too many people to pay 
and not enough money to 
go around. He was one of 
those seven guys because 
he does not “work or try as 
hard as some other em-
ployees.” Also, Luke is not 
the world’s best driver. 

“Hey, Luke.” 

Allen can’t hear what 
Luke replies. 

“Can you drive over 
to the Schneider’s and take 
Allen to school? The bus 
never came over here.” 
Rick asks his younger 
brother. 

“Really? You’re go-
ing in for an interview with 
the Mr. Godfrey?” Rick is 
impressed. 

Mr. Godfrey is the 
head of the largest tech in-
stitute in all of New York. 
He almost never has the 
time for interviews. Most of 
the times his assistant is 
the one who gives inter-
views. 

“Well of course, you 
should get right over to his 
office. I’ll try to find a differ-
ent ride for Allen. I wish you 
luck,” Rick reassures his 
brother. 

To Allen he says, “I 
guess you’ve heard the 
good news, eh, Al? So, 
Luke can’t drive you either.” 

Allen looks at his 
new waterproof watch. It 
reads: 8:57. That means all 
of his friends are at school 

by now. Fortunately school 
hasn’t yet started. There is 
still 30 minutes for the 
morning playground. If Rick 
can get someone on hold 
for Allen within the next 10 
minutes, he’ll be in class by 
9:30. 
 Rick is calling every-
one in his contacts that 
might be able to take Allen 
to Sterling Elementary 
School. Finally, someone 
picks up. It’s Kate, his sis-
ter. She says that she’s just 
finishing grocery shopping. 
 “Wonderful. Allen’s 
with me on Billingsley 
Street. So you’ll be here in 
15 minutes?” Rick asks 
Kate. 
 “ Yup, I should be 
there shortly. I’m pulling on-
to Harrow Ave,” she replies. 
“See you soon, Rick.” 

 Allen can’t hide his 
beaming smile. He’s only 
going to be 15 minutes late. 
He can make a grand en-
trance into Ms. Rubin’s 
classroom. 
 “We’ll have you in the 
classroom real soon. Just 
hang tight,” Rick assures 
Allen. 
 Right then, Kate ar-
rives with her bright blue 
hair pulled into a bun. Her 
hazel eyes beam with pride 
for being the hero that 
saves the day. Classical 
music flows softly from her 
car radio. 
 “Don’t we have a 
class to catch? Get in, get 

in!” she exclaims. 
 With that Allen is in the 
white car, heading over to 
Ms. Rubin’s class. 
 “You tell your mom 
and dad what a crazy day 
you had when they get back 
from work, alright?” Kate 
makes Allen promise. 
 “I promise, Kate,” he 
replies, “Why wouldn’t I?” 

When they come to a 
halt in front of the entrance to 
the school, Allen jumps out of 
the car with his backpack 
bouncing on his shoulders. 
After a quick goodbye, he’s 
racing through the halls. 
There it is, Room 15. Allen’s 
fist hovers over the door. The 
faint knock-knock doesn’t 
bring anyone to the door. He 
tries again, this time louder. 

KNOCK-KNOCK. 
There is a creek as the 

door slowly swings open. 
“Welcome,” the wom-

an says. ”You must be Allen. 
I’m Ms. Rubin.” 

“Sorry for being late, 
Ms. Rubin. The bus never 
came to my stop,” Allen apol-
ogizes. 

“Don’t worry about it. 
We were just about to start 
drawings of what we love. Sit 
wherever you’d like. ” 

ALLEN (CONTINUED) 
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Step out onto the rugged green grass 
Let the wind brush against your face as you run 
Embrace the stinging cuts on your knees. 
Breath hard and fight for the ball, 
Launch the ball right towards the woven white net 
Listen to the rattle when the ball smacks the crossbar 
 
Put on your game face 
Sprint until your legs fall off 
Tie your shoelaces tight and pull your socks up. 
Hear the referee’s high pitched whistle 
Watch the goalie make an outstretched diving save 
Notice all the fans cheering and booing 
Try out skillful moves and glide around the opposition’s defender. 
Dribble past the goalkeeper and shoot the ball at the top corner 
 
Take in the stunning acrobatic goals 
Touch the crest on your jersey. 
You will represent this team 
Score for this team. 
You will play for this team 
Dedicate yourself to this team through good times 
and bad. 
Be the best one walking off that pitch. 

SOCCER BY KASSA MCALLISTER 
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I hold all the knowledge of the past, 
And am waiting to create the future 
I am what haunts you at night, 
And what makes you smile on a bad day 
I am the winning goal you made that won the championships, 
And the day when you had to move away from your friends 
I am the warm hot chocolate that you would drink on cold winter nights, 
I am all that will be left of you one day, 
I am memories. 

MEMORIES BY SARAH GOVIER  



PASSION BY ANI KESSNER 

I lay down with you at night, 
and wake with you in the morning. 
I overcome obstacles to achieve what greatness I can. 
 

I know all about giving up. 
I know all about pain, 
But my presence can make all of that go away. 
 

My touch can open a hundred different doors and opportunities. 

Having me in your heart can make a life worth living 

Having none of me can cause disinterest in everything you do. 
 

I rush through your body when you say you want to quit 
I make your heart race with excitement 
and won’t take no for an answer. 
 

I am what makes you look forward to something you care about 
I carry you on through thick and thin 

and I never back down. 
 

I am… 
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 The water was already six inches 
high. It rose higher and higher, seeping into 
her skin and tugging her downwards. The 
door had disappeared. She didn’t know 
where the water was coming from. 

The water was now two feet deep. 
The room was only about 15 feet high, so 
there wasn’t much time left before the entire 
cavern was filled with icy cold water. Now the 
water was four feet deep. It seemed to be 
bursting out of thin air, rushing in faster than 
ever. 
 Six feet. She began to tread water. 
 Seven feet. The ceiling grew closer 
with every minute. 
 Nine feet. The girl didn’t know how 
much longer she could stay afloat, for she 
was getting tired. 

Twelve feet. She now knew there was 
no hope. Another three feet of water and 
there would be no air above the water for her 
to breath. 

She didn’t want to drown. “Drowning,” 
she thought, “is one of the cruelest ways to 

die.” 
The water was now thirteen feet high. 

The watery depths swirled beneath her, beck-
oning her, seeming to say, “Come with us, 
come with us.” 

Fourteen feet. The girl’s attempts to stay 
afloat were weak and she didn’t see much point 
in staying afloat anymore anyway. 

Fifteen feet. The girl’s head went under, 
and her flailing stopped. She lay at the bottom 
of the cavern. 

She had only been underwater now for a 
minute, but her lungs were burning. She could-
n’t breath no matter how much she tried. The 
water sapped her strength. The water pressure 
was squeezing her, and her ears were popping 
like mad. She knew she was going to drown. 

The world went black. 
 

 A young girl bolted upright in her bed in 
a cold sweat. She was breathing heavily. For 
the third time that night, she had dreamed of 
drowning.  

NIGHTMARE BY MIA VEEFKIND 

FEAR BY KASSA MCALLISTER 
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I am everywhere: From the top of a mountain to the cold blue seabed 

I don’t fill the heart with love, but sadness instead 

I am why the boy hesitates before he gets on the school bus. 
I am why the girl is afraid to know who to trust 
I abduct people in my void of darkness 

I am the sounds of screams and the imaginative figure no one creature can harness 

I am the dagger that cuts a wound in a one’s boldness 

Who am I? 

 
I am  
 



NO ONE ELSE CAN UNDERSTAND BY DAIVENE VAVRA 

BRAVERY BY ALI MANLY 
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It’s hard to hold someone who isn’t there 
show them that you actually care 

 
gaze into the deep eyes that show 

days of every high and low 
 

Depressed. 
They want to run away 

you only want for them to stay 
 

Compressed. 
Feelings locked inside 

if you couldn’t talk they might have died 
 

Everything you know about them is true 
But they only open up to you 

 
One wrong act and hearts are shattered 

the two are all that ever mattered 
 

People treat love as if it’s a game 
society puts pairs to shame 

 
For each other 

My ambition overcomes the fiery eyes of fear 
My solution is heard not said 
My meaning gives trust to what one can do 
One will not be struck by anxiety under my mindset 
I give opportunities to people who need me most 
I watch over the world to share encouragement 
I let victory appear in every challenge 
The terror of failing is shattered.  



Dear Ernestina, 
 
 It has been three years since we’ve left each other and each day my soul weeps for 
you, but each day its weeping decreases. I wrote this letter because I missed you. Or maybe 
that’s a lie, maybe I wrote it because I feel myself being less and less able to miss you. 
 
 I’m not sure if this is how you felt, probably not, I was there to remind you until the 
end. Now when I wake up I have an imprint of another body to look at rather than a ‘good 
morning’. It’s strange, I don’t feel as much sorrow as I used to, you left me, went away, but 
here I am, alive and kicking. Should I even care you’re gone at this point? 
 
 We have memories I grow less fond of each night when I sleep, and a dog who grows 
more sickly each day he arises. I feel… or rather… I don’t. 
 
 What’s the point of thinking of you now, we had loved and lost and I feel almost 
nothing. Sustaining such a feeling is a waste of time, as you said. I find myself unable to 
disagree with each passing moment. 
 
 The thing I do regret though, is my arrogance. In the end it hurt my pride, I thought 
we were special, that I was special, but I know now that it’s almost time. I’ve heard stories 
of After Love and now have tasted the water for myself. I admit, I am not different from 
the rest. I miss you, but not like I have, not like I feel my chest will collapse or that the 
world will end. No, nothing like that, I still miss little things. Like your cooking, the smell 
of your perfume, the way you’d decorate the house with flowers when I was away. You 
were a good wife, who stopped loving, whom I stopped loving as I get older. I will not re-
member what I felt for you once I reach The Age, so I’ve decided to write this now, convey 
my feelings, I do remember, I do not feel, I CANNOT feel, but I do remember. 
 
 We so desperately wanted children, but instead we got a dog, deciding not to bring a 
life into the world that was doomed to live in the After Love Stage. We wanted to move to 
Boca. And Italy. And Brazil. Honduras was on the list too. My sweet Ernestina, we had 
such plans, such goals we can no longer reach, I miss being able to. 
 
 I have 3 days before I can no longer feel what it is I’m feeling. 3 days until 70. 
 
Goodbye, my love¿. 
 
 
After Love is the action of being in the After Love Stage. 
 
After Love Stage comes after becoming 840 months old, or 70 years, where you stop comprehending what love is completely, it 
is slow progressing and the process begins when you are born. 
 
The Age is the age you reach the After Love Stage 

AFTER LOVE BY LUCY MCNALLY 
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 It was like any oth-
er summer day. Who 
could have expected it to 
turn out so badly. As usu-
al I woke up at 7:31 sharp 
and watched my regular 
cartoons. I made myself a 
tall bowl of Cheerios and 
sat in front of the televi-
sion. Once the comical 
talents of Spongebob had 
finished, my mom sat me 
down. 

“This is never easy 
to tell you, but you’re a 
big boy now and I know 
you can handle it,” my 
mom said going right into 
it. 

I began to sweat. I 
didn’t even know what it 
was but I knew it couldn’t 
be good. It was never 
good. My mom looked 
pained. My whole body 
flushed. I thought up eve-
ry possible scenario that 
could have taken place. 
Questions swirled in my 
head. Does she have 
cancer? Has someone 
died? Am I in danger? All 
of these scenarios were 
scary, but nothing could 
prepare me for what hap-
pened next. 

“We’re moving to 
Boise,” blurted my mom 
looking as worried as I 
was. My heart lurched. 
My stomach churned. My 
brain became foggy. My 
big brown eyes watered, 
and my very small knees 
gave in to my very small 
stature. I felt a weight on 

my head where my 
messy brown hair 
should be. I was aston-
ished. 

I could not be-
lieve my ears. The 
words we’re moving 
resonated in my brain. I 
could not believe that 
we were departing once 
more. We had just 
came here to New Brit-
ain, Connecticut a year 
a go. I had finally made 
friends when suddenly 
we were moving to No-
wheresville Idaho, or 
whatever my mom 
called it, for her job! 

Let me back up a 
bit. My name is Mo 
Theodoropoulos-
Pinkston. I am 10 years 
old. I relocated from 
Durham North Carolina 
one year ago. I was 
devastated. I had lived 
there my whole life until 
the dreaded day my 
parents told me we 
were leaving. I was just 
easing into the year 
with all of the new kids, 
new teachers, and of 
course the grief about 
my name. My mom is a 
well known Professor 
who has been 
“headhunted” as my 
dad called it to teach at 
Boise State University. 
We were forced to 
move to allow her to 
accept her dream job. 
Even if it is her dream, 
it is my nightmare. It 

seems pretty rotten to 
have to move for a silly 
job. 
 She had already 
had jobs at Central 
Connecticut State, and 
Duke University. Why 
couldn’t we stay? Any-
thing is better than mov-
ing again. I would rather 
get 20 shots, which I 
am dreadfully afraid of, 
then move to Boise. I 
am going to hate it 
there! 
 I called over Jay-
Shawn, my best friend. 
As always, since he 
lived two houses away 
from me, he was over 
before I could turn off 
the television. 

“Sorry, I made it 
here as fast as I could,” 
JayShawn said renew-
ing our little inside joke. 
As we strolled over to 
our secret palace, my 
treehouse, where we 
always hung out, 
I mumbled, “We need to 
talk.”  

“What did you 
say?” questioned Jay-
Shawn. 

“We need to 
talk!!!!” I practically 
shouted just to get it out 
in the open. 

“What about?” he 
asked like nothing was 
the matter. Unfortunate-
ly, that was not the 
case. Now was time to 
spit out the four hardest 
words I would ever 
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have to say. 
“I am moving to Idaho!” 

I yelled now sobbing. I buried 
my head in my hands and 
wailed. I was out of control. I 
coughed and sputtered and 
screeched, and did anything 
else but stop. 

JayShawn just stood 
there. His long jaw was 
dropped, and his oddly small 
blue eyes were wide. He 
struggled to take everything 
in. 

As if by magic, he sud-
denly began to cry. We just 
sat in the middle of my tree-
house and cried. He had no 
questions, those would come 
later. That moment was for 
letting everything out emotion-
ally, and sadly physically. It 
was the most tears and mucus 
I had let out since I was a ba-
by. 

Last year the news 
wasn’t fun, but I wasn’t very 
happy in Durham. This year I 
was happy. I’d found my 
place, but now it was ruined. 

I vowed that moment to 
destroy any plans to move. 
This was no time for crying, I 
needed to kick into gear and 
get moving before anything 
was final. I was going to stop 
this madness! First off in my 
master plan I needed a tape 
recorder and a box of Oreos. 
The tape recorder was to 
catch my dad’s doubts about 
moving on tape, and the Ore-
os were because I love to eat 
them. 

My uncle was coming 

over to help us pack and look 
around the house for stuff to 
store in his basement. My 
dad was bound to tell him his 
doubts. Just last year when 
we moved, I heard my dad’s 
conversation with my grand-
parents in which he told them 
how vehemently he didn’t 
want to leave. Since he works 
as an architect, he left his firm 
last year, and never rejoined 
another firm here in Connecti-
cut. He is sure to be skittish 
to have to move and look for 
another job. 

After what felt like for-
ever waiting for my family to 
come, my brother arrived in 
his brand new Jaguar, a 
beautiful, expensive car 
which he bought a few 
months ago. He is an NBA 
player. He plays for the 
Brooklyn Nets, so I get to see 
him a lot. Yet another reason 
to stay put. 

As my dad and uncle 
traveled to the living room to 
catch up, I took my position 
behind the couch. I was in 
perfect position with my re-
corder on when I heard it. 

“I can’t wait to move,” 
stated my father. I was sick-
ened. It was the exact oppo-
site of what I had planned. 
Why was my dad in such a 
rush? Unfortunately I got my 
answer. 

“A firm called Harry, 
Gary, And Larry Corp. hired 
me to be a head architect. 
Instead of freelance, I don’t 
have to worry about not hav-

ing projects every minute. I 
am secure. And now with 
Janine at what hopefully 
will be a secure job, we will 
be in Boise for the foresee-
able future. Best of all, I 
have a project to renovate 
Boise State Stadium. It is 
going to be the job of the 
lifetime!” 

I couldn’t believe 
what I was hearing. I had to 
play it back. The tape bare-
ly had begun, when I real-
ized the mistake I had 
made. My dad was coming 
over to me. 

“What was that? 
Were you taping our con-
versation?” 

“No,” I whimpered. 
Even I didn’t believe me, 
how could he. My dad 
quickly snagged the lady-
bug shaped recorder from 
my hand and pressed play. 
I couldn’t listen as the bug 
mimicked all that had been 
said in my father’s conver-
sation. I felt small and pow-
erless. My dad was the gi-
ant, and I was the dwarf. I 
felt the blood flush from my 
head. What could my pun-
ishment be? 

All my dad said was, 
“Why?” I wasn’t prepared to 
tell him that I hate Boise 
and that mom should give 
up her job for me. All I 
could think about was lying. 
 “A school project,” I 
fibbed. 
 “What class?” asked 
Dad. 

MOVING AGAIN (CONTINUED) 
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 “Home and careers,” I 
said getting deeper and deep-
er into lies. 
 “What project?” 

 “We are supposed to 
spy on someone we look up 
to, and see what they say 
when they are with different 
people from yourself.” I was 
lying through my teeth. Hope-
fully by saying I looked up to 
him, he would forget how ludi-
crous this project is. 

“Okay,” my dad leaked 
out very quizzically. I got 
away with it, but it was really 
close. Too close. I couldn’t be 
found out until the perfect 
time when I present all my 
evidence. I had two days until 
we moved into the house, 
and I wasn’t going to give up. 
The next day marked a new 
start, and a new plan. 

After a restless night’s 
sleep, I got to work. I wrote 
up a plan. I brought poster 
board and markers up to the 
tree house and began to plot. 
first off, I drew a father and 
crossed him out. Dad was a 
lost cause. Second and sadly 
last in line was mom. She 
may understand my doubts 
and agree with them. It’s 
worth a shot. I snuck into the 
kitchen and was welcomed by 
my mom’s loud phone call 
with her friend Portia Patter-
son. 

“This is a great oppor-
tunity. My dream has been 
realized. I can finally provide 
for my family…., but I am 

scared. I am terrified. What 
if I fail, what if I can’t pro-
vide? What if?” 

This was a ray of 
hope. My mom was worried. 
I had a teammate. All I had 
to do was execute this well, 
and goodbye Boise. I ap-
proached my mom trying to 
hold in the smile. 
 “Mom?” I said. 
 “What’s up hun?” 
asked my mom once she 
excused herself. 
 “We both don’t want 
to go to Boise, so why are 
we leaving Connecticut?” I 
questioned. So much for 
saying this delicately. 
 “Where did you get 
that idea?” my mom chal-
lenged, looking as pale as 
the beige Crayola. 
 “I heard you on the 
phone with Portia, and you 
said you're terrified. I am, 
too. I love it here. I don’t 
want to leave. Most im-
portantly, I don’t want to live 
in Boise. I’ll be made fun of, 
and I’ll have no friends. For 
gosh sake, who wouldn’t 
make fun of the name Mo-
ses Hemingway The-
odoropoulos-Pinkston. I 
sound like a biblical jester, 
or a clown!” I was riled up, 
and I wasn’t even sure what 
I was saying anymore. 
“Honey, calm down,” she 
whispered. “We are all 
scared about change, but 
being scared doesn’t mean 

it isn’t the right or the best 
thing to do. I am terrified, but I 
am also excited. I know it will 
all work out. You will be okay. 
Just like when we moved 
here it will take some time, 
but you will make friends. You 
didn’t want to come here a 
year ago, and look what’s 
happening now. You have 
made a great friend, and you 
are begging not to leave. You 
will feel the same about Boi-
se,” replied Mom. 
 Well that made me feel 
even worse. I was leaving my 
best friend in the world, and I 
had no one on my side. I was 
out of plans, and time was 
running out. Soon we were 
going to the new house to 
settle in. I was stuck. 
 The time leading up to 
moving away was a blur. I 
said goodbye to all my 
friends, and hung out with 
JayShawn one last time. It 
hurt more than a baseball to 
the groin, and lasted a whole 
lot longer, to say goodbye to 
JayShawn. It was like losing 
the progress on your favorite 
video game. You have strug-
gled mightily to get to this 
point, you were finally enjoy-
ing it, and you lose it all. You 
are so heartbroken, you don’t 
want to start over. The only 
problem was I had to start 
over. Back to the tutorial. 
Back to square one. 

MOVING AGAIN (CONTINUED) 
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 My mom came up to 
get me as I watched Jay-
Shawn fade into his house 
from my bedroom window. 
Goodbye old friend. 

I may have been out of 
options, but when my mom 
came to get me I wasn’t going 
down without a hard fought 
battle. As my mom arrived at 
the entrance of my room, I 
braced myself and latched my 
arms to the straggled remains 
of what was now just the 
frame of my bed. Mom had a 
distinct facial expression of 
being both quizzical and wor-
ried at the same time. She 
calmly strolled over to me and 
bent down right in front of my 
face.  

“You know how I stand 
on this and a little boycott isn’t 
going to change my mind. Re-
member what I said earlier. 
You're going to love it in Boise. 
You're going whether you like 
it or not, so we can do this the 
easy way or the hard way.” 

I had been defeated. 
My last weapon had been 
drawn and used with nothing 
to show for it. My army had 
been slain. I slowly unlatched 
from the bedpost and 
schlepped downstairs to my 
doom. I walked right into the 
car and plopped down on the 
seat. I may have been sad, but 
I didn’t want to spend a twenty 
hour car ride behind a loud, 
slow moving truck uncomforta-
bly. I curled up in my seat, and 

in an instant, I was in 
dreamland. Before I knew 
it, I was roused by my 
mother. We were at the 
gates of hell, or as most 
people knew it, Boise. I 
said hello to my new life 
and goodbye to my old. I 
was an Idahoan now and 
I would always be; that is 
if we don’t move again. 
Worst of all, we hadn’t 
even arrived at our house 
yet and I had to go to 
school like everybody 
else. It was so unfair. I 
thought moving would at 
least act as a doctor’s 
note, but no, there was no 
silver lining, no pot of gold 
at the end of the rainbow. 
My life had reached a 
dead end and I was only 
ten. I thought I had to be 
in my fifties to hit a dead 
end. Old or not, I was en-
rolling in Kagan’s Elemen-
tary for fifth grade. Tomor-
row was a big day so I 
had to get some sleep as 
if I hadn’t slept twenty 
hours in the car. 

Again, I somehow 
fell right to sleep. The 
next morning I got right up 
and was driven to school. 
I was anxious, but I found 
going and doing it made 
me feel better. 

I was worried 
about being noticed, but 
what I found out was that 

being ignored was ten times 
worse. Through the first six 
periods I was invisible. Then 
it was time for lunch. Every-
one scurried to the cafe to 
catch up with their old 
friends. I dreaded this very 
moment, so I used my invis-
ibility powers to get to an 
empty table unnoticed. After 
about five minutes had 
passed, I turned around to 
see a chubby kid wearing a 
sweater vest that look like it 
was picked out by his mom. 
He sat down right next to 
me and said the most heav-
enly words I had ever heard. 
 “Hi, I’m Brandon, do 
you want an Oreo?” 
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Stretching, stretching, 
Preparing for the anticipated 
greatness. 
Pressing heels and toes into 
the hardwood floor. 
Balancing, making sure to never fall 
Keeping your head up, pretending 
it’s easy. 
 
Then, 
 
Striding across the floor, 
Leaping, full of power, as to embrace 
the strength that is being felt. 
Spinning, an ever-lasting twirl that creates 
a dizzying escape from the rest of the room. 
Falling. When the control is taken away and 
launched into a chaotic mess. 
Staggering pain, but only for a second, as a taste 
of the ground overwhelms you..then... 
Laughing, at yourself, at the fun, and at the 
determination to try it again. 
Going on and on and on, until everything is perfect. 
 

DANCE BY LAYLA FARAGALLAH 
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The mirror displays what I look like 
A mess of greasy, boring brown hair, 
A too big, flat nose, 
Oddly shaped ears, 
Forever dry lips, 
Chubby cheeks , 
Small, sunken eyes that are too far apart from each other, 
Hairy fingers and arms, 
Big feet, 
Too long legs, making me look more like a falling branch than sleek, 
Needy, yet lonely 
 
Or perhaps, 
Lustrous, chocolate flowing hair, 
A nose that is perfect for the rest of my features, 
Ears that hold sparkly earrings, 
Glossy lips, 
Defined cheekbones, 
Dramatically almond shaped eyes, 
Nimble and precise fingers and arms, 
Large feet, yes, but feet that suit my body fine, without having to worry if 
they’re too big or too small for my age, 
Long legs, making me look thin and willowy, 
Generous and kind 
 
Then again, maybe, 
Straight brown hair, pulled into a ponytail, 
An average nose (whatever that means), 
Hair tucked behind my sharply sensed ears, 
Chapstick layered over my lips, 
Cheekbones are slightly visible, 
Pretty almond shaped eyes, but are puffy and have circles underneath 
them from lack of sleep, 
Strong arms, 
Rough feet with calluses from walking barefoot, 
Long legs, perfect for climbing and jumping, 
Strong and confident 

THREE SIDES OF THE S AME MIRROR BY MIA VEEFKIND 
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The mirror displays what I look like 
But the mirror has displayed three different people 
Yet I was the only one standing in front of the glass 
So who am I? 
Am I the ugly, needy girl? 
The beautiful, kind girl? 
Or the confident, strong girl? 
My peers say I am the ugly, needy girl 
My family says I’m the beautiful, kind girl 
My friends say I’m the confident, strong girl 
Who is correct? 

 

I am faint voice, scratching at the back of the mind 
A reminder of everything done wrong 
My fingertips trace over mistakes 
Because I am an illusional creator of self-doubt 
Part of a thought, but grounded in reality 
Searching 
Searching for the worst 
Picking out the wrongness 
And controlling, overwhelming the goodness of it all 
I dominate the mind, but only when allowed 
But no willingness to resist makes it easy 
 
I am negativity, the controller of the mind 

THREE S IDES OF THE SAME MIRROR (CONTINUED) 
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It was a nice sunny day at 
the pool and my mother and I 
were swimming and playing 
games. Until her phone rang. She 
had to get out of the pool and 
answer it. 

Then suddenly I heard 
her scream. “No this can’t be 
right!” 

Soon after, tears 
streamed out of her eyes just like 
a downpour. I rushed to her as 
fast as I could. I was so scared. 
What if my sister or brother got 

hurt or something much worse?
But by the time I got there, she 
hung up the phone, and uttered, 
“Dad is dead.” 

I was shocked with fright. 
I couldn’t believe anything like 
this would ever happen. I could 
never imagine that these words 
would come out of my mother's 
mouth. This is what happened 
when kids grow up and get older. 
I just couldn’t stop crying and nei-
ther could my mom, so we both 
hugged each other. As I was hug-

ging her, I kept thinking how this 
doesn’t typically happen; usually 
she would be hugging me, com-
forting me. 

After several moments, 
we went home and I called all my 
friends telling them that my dad 
had passed away. I thought about 
how lucky they were for having a 
dad. In my mind, all I kept think-
ing was that on June 27,2012, at 
1:27PM my dad was no longer 
living. And it sticks with me to 
this day. 

THE LAST TIME BY DORIA MAURO 

WHO AM I? BY FELIX SPROCK 
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A ball of cotton, wrapped in iron 
Strong, powerful 
But can easily be broken 
 
I am made of love 
But madness can overcome 
I will fight hard 
Yet, I may lose 
 
Very secretive 
 
Some may never know me 
 
Magnificent 
Scary 
Many Ideas 
 
Two sides 
Yet some people may only know one 
This is me 
 



CAMPFIRE BY SABINE BOS 

SUMMER CAMP BY BEN HALPERIN 
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Sway with the rhythmic strum of the guitar 
 

Drape your arms around one another 
 

Create unity amongst strangers 
 

Feel the subtle but persistent heat of the contained flames 
 

Sing along even if the words are unknown 
 

Jump when the sparks make the sharp, welcoming crack 
 

Let your smile infect those around you 
 

Your personality roams free when surrounded by liberated minds 
 

Embrace the together 

Be who you really are 
because nobody judges. 
Friends become family 
in this pristine world. 
 
Sing in the dining hall 
showing your camp pride. 
Swim in the lake 
with the water splashing over you. 
Bound through the forest 
scraping your legs on rock. 
Fly across the pond 
brushing your hand in the water 
in the little sailboat. 
Laugh around the campfire 
as jokes are told. 
 
Liberate your mind from 
the confines of social pressure. 
Exit the life of worries. 
Enter the limitless opportunity. 



Tension mounts 
while Shively Modified 
Football Team is losing 
by five and isolated on 
the fourth down. A cold 
autumn breeze chills the 
air and the leaves  
crackle as they hit the 
ground. Sweat drips 
down thirteen year old 
Wilfried Jackson’s face. 
Not only is he exhaust-
ed, but he is nervous. 
The whole game is rest-
ing on his shoulders. As 
wide receiver for Shively 
he has to make catches, 
touchdowns, and runs. 
The other team’s defen-
sive linemen are large, 
muscular, and willing to 
do anything to keep 
Shively from scoring. 
Wilfried on the other 
hand is very short and 
not very muscular. But 
he has something the 
opposition’s defense 
doesn’t have. Wilfried’s 
strengths include speed, 
agility, and stamina. The 
clock ticks down, but to 
Wilfried it is ticking ten 
times faster than normal. 
The coach is trying his 
hardest to think of a 
play, but he can’t think 
of one that can possibly 
be successful. 

 

Then the quarter-
back yells, “Hail Mary!” 
It’s a gamble, but they 
are willing to take the 
risk. “Hike!” the quarter-
back barks. “Go long!” 
At that split second Wil-
fried runs and cuts in. 

He makes an amazing one
-handed grab and runs. 
Now all Wilfried has to do 
is run twenty yards to seal 
the win for his team. 
Sprinting with all his might 
his muscles tighten and 
stinging pain rushes 
through his body. Yet, Wil-
fried keeps going. His feet 
ache and he becomes 
short of breath. He runs as 
fast as his legs can take 
him. As he sprints his 
blonde hair bobs up and 
down. He makes it all the 
way to the 8 yard line and 
stumbles on a divot in the 
grass. His pace significant-
ly slows down. Suddenly a 
huge player from the other 
team runs up right behind 
Wilfried. He can hear the 
boy’s cleats trudging on 
the green turf and thinks 
how far behind me is that 
guy? Can he tackle me? 
Then, in a split second, the 
opposition goes for a ruth-
less tackle on Wilfried’s 
side, smashing right into 
his left leg. Abruptly every-
thing goes black. 

 

Wilfried wakes up 
lying on a hospital bed in 
full body shock. He finally 
sits himself up on his arms 
and feels weakness and 
aching pain. He looks 
around constantly squeez-
ing his eyes shut to clear 
up the haziness. 

 

Confused, Wilfried 
asks, “Where am I?” 

“Everything is ok,” 
his mother responds. 

 “You're in the hos-
pital honey. At the football 
game earlier you were 
tackled and you broke 
your leg. The surgeon put 
rods in your leg so that 
the soft tender area where 
you broke your leg can 
stabilize and straighten 
out.” 

 

Wilfried announc-
es, “Oh, that’s why my leg 
hurts so much.” 

 

All of a sudden, he 
vomits in the bowl the 
nurse put next to the bed 
in case he needed to hurl. 
After all of the nausea and 
haziness fades away Will 
looks at his leg. It looks 
straightened and normal 
except it feels different. 
He tries moving it but his 
leg feels frozen. Wilfried 
doesn’t want to mess any-
thing up so he just lets it 
go. He lifts himself out of 
the hospital bed and tries 
to walk but falls. His moth-
er and the doctor come in 
with a wheelchair. 

 

Wilfried’s mother 
says, “This is how you 
can get around the hospi-
tal. Today you will need to 
spend the night here after 
being sedated and you 
need to let your leg get 
used to being in a cast 
first.” 

 

“Okay fine, but I 
have a question.” Wilfried 
mutters, “Will I be able to 
play sports ever again?” 

THE BROKEN DREAM BY KASSA MCALLISTER 

Then in a split 
second the 
opposition 
goes for a 

ruthless tackle 
on Wilfried’s 

side, smashing 
right into his 

left leg. 
Abruptly 

everything 
goes black. 
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“Yes,” the doctor re-
sponds, “there is a good chance 
of that if your leg heals like it’s 
supposed to. However due to a 
torn ligament and a major frac-
ture of the tibia patella you will 
be sitting out for about a year. 
This is so the injured area can 
fully heal as expected.” 

 

Wilfried wakes up the 
next day still exhausted and 
very torn apart physically and 
mentally. His mother walks 
through the door and announc-
es, “Kevin Ware will be coming 
to visit you. He wants to comfort 
you by sharing a situation he 
experienced last year. Plus I 
made some stuff happen with 
the Make-a-Wish Foundation.” 
Wilfried widens his eyes as 
large as two watermelons. 

 

“Really, he is coming to 
visit me,” Wilfried says in shock. 
“Like the shooting guard for Lou-
isville?” Before Will almost ex-
plodes with excitement there is 
a soft knock on the door. 

 

“Looks like he’s here 
now!” Will’s mom exclaims. The 
door slowly opens and the 
NCAA star walks in. 

 

“Are you Wilfried Jack-
son?” Kevin says. Wilfried can’t 
believe his eyes. 

 

“Yes, I’m Wilfried Jack-
son! I can’t believe you’re here!” 
he shouts. 

 

“I heard about you in the 
news and you are all over social 
media,” says Kevin. “People are 
sending the best of hopes for a 
good recovery. I wanted to give 

my best wishes to you in person.” 
 

Still staring at the college 
star Wilfried babbles, “Thank you 
so much for coming, Kevin! It re-
ally means a lot to me.” Both 
Kevin and Wilfried knew they 
would have a special bond be-
tween them and they talk for 
hours about football and basket-
ball. 

 

Wilfried asks, “You really 
think Chris Bosh is better than 
Anthony Davis?” 

 

“No doubt about it,” says 
Kevin, “even including that amaz-
ing game-winner basket Davis 
scored last night. Well I have to 
hit the hoops for practice, but it 
was great talking to you.” 

 

Will’s mom announces, 
“Kevin seems like a very nice and 
bright young man. But guess 
what’s even better? We can 
leave the hospital! You have 
been discharged! You ready to 
go honey?” 

 

“Oh, I am more than 
ready to go,” Will adds. 

 

“Okay,” his mother re-
sponds, "Let's go home.” 

 

Wilfried gets in the wheel-
chair and his mother rolls him to 
the car. A week goes by and Wil-
fried seems to be back to normal, 
except for his leg. He still has 
very painful stiffness in his left 
knee. Good luck and sympathy 
mail comes flowing into the mail-
box everyday like a tidal wave, 
powerfully washing up on the 
shore. He reads one from the 
football team. It says, We wish 

you a speedy recovery. This 
makes Wilfried smirk knowing it 
will not be speedy at all. All the 
players signed the card, and 
that means a lot to him. He 
knows his teammates are think-
ing about him. After reading the 
card Will becomes a bit more 
cheerful and the rain cloud 
above him gives way to sun-
shine. 

 

Every day at school it 
sounds like the other kids are 
talking around him about going 
to play two-hand touch. But, 
Will has to go home, do home-
work, stay inside, relax his leg 
and do absolutely no sports. He 
comes home one day and does 
his homework. He is lying on 
the couch when he hears a little 
squeak outside. It’s a baby 
making its first steps in the 
neighbors’ yard. After he looks 
back, tears fill his eyes. He 
clenches his fists making them 
as hard as rocks, and stuffs his 
face behind his fists. His only 
wish is to go play football again 
or even walk without a huge 
cast and crutches. 

 

“It’s not fair! Why did this 
have to happen to me!” Wilfried 
yells. His mother runs down the 
stairs and sits next to Wilfried. 
She puts both arms around him 
and holds him as if he were still 
a baby.  

 
The year long recupera-

tion goes by in slow-motion for 
Wilfried. Month after month his 
leg heals slightly. Anger boils 
inside, and jealousy erupts from 
Will. He can’t handle it. It feels 
like the kids at school are 
mocking him. 
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One day when Wil-
fried’s mother comes 
downstairs to make dinner 
she mentions, “The doctor 
says if you want to stay in 
shape you must do physi-
cal therapy. Doc recom-
mends a therapist who 
lives right here in Shively.” 

 
“Well if that is what 

can get me back on the 
football field I’ll try it out,” 
Wilfried replies. 

 

A week later he 
meets his therapist. She is 
a young woman with brown 
hair and glimmering hazel 
eyes. Wilfried is mesmer-
ized. Her beauty manipu-
lates him.  

 
“Hello there,” she 

looks at her papers. “Hello 
there, Wilfried, my name is 
Sheila.” She adds, “I heard 
about the injury, and it still 
gives me shivers thinking 
about it.” 

 

“I know,” Will re-
sponds. “It hurt so much I 
thought I was going to die!” 
He then goes back to star-
ing at Sheila.  

 
The appointment 

begins with a slight mas-
sage of his leg and then 
Sheila starts the exercises. 
Leg lifts, small steps, and 
for the last exercise she 
puts an elastic band on his 
legs. He has to stretch his 
legs apart. After he finishes 
the exercises he ices his 

knee and walks out the door.  
 
“My god, is that wom-

an pretty or what?” Wilfried 
says to his mom. 
 
 Wilfried’s mother 
chuckles and says, “Yeah, 
she is a very pretty young 
woman.” 

This becomes the nor-
mal routine. Week after week 
Wilfried’s mom gets home and 
drives him to therapy. Every 
day Wilfried puts an X on his 
calendar marking another day 
closer to getting the cast off. 

 

To Wilfried the months 
begin going by quicker than 
ever. He only has to wait two 
more weeks until the cast 
comes off. Every day is full of 
anticipation for Will. The cast 
is extremely frustrating, it 
smells, it itches, and most of 
all it is heavy. Finally that spe-
cial day comes, the drive to 
the doctors is unusual. This is 
the first, and hopefully the on-
ly, time Wilfried will ever be 
excited to go to the doctor’s 
office. 

 

“Okay, you ready Will-
power?” the doctor exclaims, 
calling Will a nickname they 
made up when he was little. 

 

 “Oh I am ready, let’s 
go!” says Wilfried. The doctors 
starts sawing off old plaster 
and boy did it stink in that of-
fice. But, after it all came off 
and everybody’s noses start-
ed working properly again, 
Wilfried found the right size 
boot and put it on. 

“You only have to wear 
that boot for four weeks. When 
you get it off that doesn’t 
mean you can go play on the 
football team, but you can 
throw a football around with 
friends. You don’t want to re-
injure yourself,” the doctor 
says. 

 

 Excitedly Will replies, 
“You got it doc!” 
 

On the last day of the 
four weeks, Will and his mom 
celebrate his recovery from 
the injury. The next day Will 
goes to school confident and 
happy. After school Wilfried 
can go play catch with his 
friends. Throwing that ball 
makes Wilfried feel alive again 
and like he is able to do what 
he loves.  

 
Then Wilfried’s friend 

Gareth asks, “Hey you gonna 
play football? The signups are 
this Thursday.” 

 
 Wilfried looks at Gareth 
and tells him, “Nope, I don’t 
want to injure myself again. 
I‘m not going to play for a cou-
ple of years until Junior Varsi-
ty. I’m not that comfortable 
playing because of my injury.” 
 It’s hard for Wilfried to 
hear all about the school’s 
football games but, for now, 
he knows he made the right 
decision. Not just his leg, all of 
him needs to heal. 
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the sound of a car honking. I grabbed 

my things, left the house and got into 

the passenger seat, of my aunt’s car. 

When we arrived at her 

house, she dropped me off and told 

me that she was going to go buy din-

ner. I walked up the wooden stairs to 

the front door. I heard a loud creek 

every step I took. I walked inside and 

looked around. The house was really 

big, the walls were painted brown 

like the outside of an almond and 

white like marshmallow. I took off 

my shoes and walked up the huge 

stairs. The ceilings were super high, 

and there were chandeliers that 

looked as if they were going to fall. I 

walked down the hallway and chose a 

room right next to the bathroom. It 

was a small room. It had a small twin 

size bed with black blankets. I like 

this room, I thought to myself. It re-

minded me of my room. 

This does not make sense, I 

said to myself. Maybe my aunt was 

lying. Soon, Mr. Z arrived. He told 

me about where my mother was and 

what happened to her.  He told me 

that she had a sudden stroke when 

she was waiting in line at the grocery 

store. He also told me that she was at 

the hospital, and she was going to be 

ok. The way he told me made me feel 

like he was not telling the truth alt-

hough I hoped he was right. 

That night, falling asleep was 

much harder than I thought it would 

be. I woke up at around 6:00 AM and 

could not fall back asleep. My aunt 

came into my room and told that I 

was not going to school. She ex-

plained that she was taking me to 

visit my mom. I brushed my teeth, 

combed my hair, and got dressed.  

We parked the car and 

walked through the sliding glass 

doors. A nurse brought me to my 

mom’s room.  She looked terrible. I 

said, “Hey mom, how are you.” I 

walked closer to her and held her 

hand. I noticed she was slowly falling 

asleep, so I tried keeping a normal con-

versation that we would generally 

have. It felt weird talking to her. She 

replied with one word answers. Then, 

suddenly, an alarm like noise started. It 

scared me so I jumped. Out of no 

where doctors rapidly floored the room 

and ordered me out of the room. I 

screamed and charged toward my mom 

in her bed. A nurse picked me up and 

dragged me out of the room. It all hap-

pened so sudden. 

SO SUDDEN BY MAX FROMM 

It was at 1:15 when it hap-

pened. I was outside my math class-

room waiting for my teacher. I am 

usually early, but Mr. Z, my teacher, 

is always here before me. Mr. Z is 

my 2nd cousin. He is always happy 

and never mean. He is a great teach-

er. Sometimes it feels awkward to 

have my cousin as my teacher. I 

guess I got use to it after a while. Oh, 

there he is, I said to myself. As he 

got closer I noticed his face was red 

and he had wiped his face. It looked 

like he was crying. I wonder why? 

As he approached me, I 

asked him if he was okay. “I am fi-

ne,” he answered. 

He unlocked the door and let me in. I 

sat in my favorite seat and waited for 

my classmates to arrive. When the 

whole class arrived, Mr. Z handed us 

a warm-up sheet. I was starting the 

second question when I was buzzed 

to go to the main office with my 

things. I ran straight to my locker, 

grabbed my things and walked calm-

ly back to the main office. 

When I arrived to the main 

office, I saw my aunt. She told me 

she was going to drive me home to 

get my clothes and items. I asked her 

why, but she simply explained that 

my mom was in the hospital. I ex-

claimed loudly said, “WHAT!” and  

stomped on the floor. She told me she 

would explain in the car. When I got 

into the car she told me my mom had 

a heart attack. I could not believe it. 

How could this happen all of the sud-

den? 

 When I got to the house, I 

walked through the front door, 

walked up the stairs, turned left, and 

entered my room.  Once I got to my 

room I took most of my clothes out 

of my dresser, folded them and put 

them into a bag that was in my closet. 

I also packed my computer and some 

pictures. I sat in my room next to the 

window watching my neighbors 

swim in their creek. I was startled by 
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Grip the bars with your hands 
as tight as you can. 
Run on the floor as you begin your routine. 
Jump on the trampoline 
to the highest you can go. 
 
Roll the chalk in between your fingers. 
Drink cold water in between events. 
Hurdle before a cartwheel, a flip, or back layout. 
 
Don’t give up if it gets harder. 
Push through the pain in you arms, legs, and toes. 
Flip through the air, 
stick your landing perfectly. 
 
Smile at your score when it’s up on the board. 
Take your medal, gold, silver, or bronze. 
Wear it proudly around your neck. 

GYMNASTICS BY ANI KESSNER PROCRAST INATION BY MARY ALEINER 

If you do as I say 
Your future will go 

nowhere 
Your life will slowly 

fall apart 
My enemy 

will tell you to 
stop 

pushing back 
everything you have to do 

But 
I 

will drive 
you crazy 
with guilt 

because you are slowly 
failing 

The longer you wait 
the harder to break 

the 
feeling 

of 
not wanting 
to do what 

you have to do 
 

I am procrastination 



I was only 11 years old 
when it happened. Mother 
got me off of the bus, and 
right then and there I knew 
something had happened. 
Usually, Mother didn’t come 
home until 5:00 and it was 
only 3:00. I kept on asking 
why she was home so early, 
but she never answer me; 
she was just silent. I kept on 
asking and thinking that may-
be she would surprise me by 
saying that we were going on 
vacation. Once we got into 
the house, she sat me down 
on the couch and told me. 

“Jessie, your grand-
mother died this morning.” I 
didn’t know what to do after 
hearing those terrible words 
except to cry. 

I cried right into Moth-
er’s arms and asked, “Does 
Danielle know yet?” 

 Mother replied, “Yes 
she does, she is down the 
street with your dad, aunt, 
and uncle at your grandmoth-
ers house.” 

 “How did Dad find 
out?” 

“The nursing home 
called this morning while dad 
was in the shower. They said 
that she had died early that 
morning, and one of the nurs-
es found her when she was 
bringing breakfast.”  

I put my stuff from 
school down and went with 
Mother down to my grand-
mother’s now old house. 
Once we went inside, there 
was silence. It was as if no 

one was in the house. We 
went to where everyone was 
sitting and thinking. For the 
next 5 minutes, the house was 
in complete silence. 

I finally decided to 
speak up and said, “Why are 
we all sad? If Grandma could 
see us, she wouldn’t want us 
to be like this.”  

My sister Danielle 
agreed and said, “Yeah. 
Grandma wouldn’t want us to 
be like this.” 

We decided to do 
something nice for Grandma. 
Instead of being so sad we de-
cided to take a bunch of pic-
tures and glue them to a board 
and make a big mural of all of 
the pictures to show everyone 
how much she was loved. My 
dad, aunt, and uncle had all 
started to plan the funeral and 
wake. They decided that the 
wake was going to be the fol-
lowing Saturday and Sunday, 
and the funeral would be on 
Tuesday. 

Danielle and I worked 
on a poster that showed all of 
what Grandma had done in her 
life. We started by explaining 
what she had done for the 
town. She was the District 
Clerk for the Hastings school 
district for 13 years, and she 
owned two stores: the Paper 
Shoppe, and the Cup ‘n’ Sau-
cer. Soon we had to go back 
home. It was getting late and 
we still had homework to do, 
showers to take, and to get to 
sleep. 

The next day was pretty 
hard for us. We would usually 

go and visit Grandma before 
we went to school, but we 
wouldn’t do that anymore. We 
just got dressed and went with 
Dad to the bus stop and wait-
ed for the bus. Once we got 
into school, we were pretty 
quiet throughout the whole 
day. I was only 11and in 5th 
grade. Danielle was 13 and in 
7th grade. I was so sad, I 
wouldn’t even talk to my best 
friend Jennifer. My parents 
had made an appointment for 
both Danielle and I to be with 
the Guidance Counselor for 30 
minutes. We would both go at 
the same time. My parents 
thought it would be best for us 
if we could talk about it togeth-
er. When we were in the Guid-
ance Office with Ms. Turq, we  
talked about how we felt and 
how we could make ourselves 
feel better. After bout 30 
minutes, we were allowed to 
leave and then we each went 
to our next class. 

Soon, it was the first 
day of the wake. I had asked 
Father why it was called a 
wake, but Father replied, “I 
don’t know sweetie.” When we 
got to the funeral home, we 
walked into the room where 
Grandma was. Once I walked 
into the room, I started to cry. 
Just from seeing my grand-
mother in the casket, looking 
so peaceful, made me sad. I 
was thinking, why was it her. I 
didn’t know. We were at the 
funeral home for both days, 
since many people wanted to 
express their sorrows and ask 
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how we were feeling. The second 
day was easier because we were 
all used to seeing grandma in the 
casket, but we all still cried at 
times. I think I lost 2 pounds from 
crying so much.  
 It was the next day, and we 
had the funeral for Grandma. It 
was kind of bittersweet because 
when we got into the church, it 
was decorated with everything 
that grandma had liked. There 
was a Mets symbol designed with 
Grandma’s favorite flowers, lily's. 
There was a big mural for people 
to write about how great she was. 
When the funeral started, my fam-
ily got to sit in the front row. My 
dad wasn’t sitting with us because 
he was one of the people carrying 
in the casket from outside. I 
begged my dad to let me come, or 
maybe just walk in with him or 
hold some of her favorite flowers. 
My dad said that that was a good 
idea, but we didn’t have any of 
them. I started to look around. 
Then, luckily, I found some. 

I picked them up and said, 
“Here now I have some.” My dad 
smiled, and I was allowed to walk 
in with him. 
 

*~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~* 
 

It’s been a week since 
Grandma died. We have all gotten 
a lot better. My dad says that he 
will take me every year on 
Grandma’s birthday and on Octo-
ber 7th, the day she died, to go 
visit her and bring her flowers. I 
felt bad for Danielle because her 
birthday was on October 16th. The 
funeral ended on October 11th, so 
everyone was still healing and 

mourning from her death. 
Danielle still had a party 
though, and Grandma had a 
gift for her even though she 
wasn’t with us anymore. 

It was a box that my 
Grandma had given to my 
dad and said, “Take this and 
give this to Danielle on her 
birthday. I might not be there 
physically, but I am always 
with her in her heart.” 

What Grandma got 
her was a gold heart locket. 
In the locket was a picture of 
Danielle and Grandma. I 
thought that it was really 
sweet and pretty. 

I still miss Grandma a 
lot because we had so many 
memories, and I want to 
make more memories with 
her. One memory that we 
had was when she would 
pick me and my sister up off 
the school bus, and we 
would go down to her house-
which was down the street 
from mine. We would go 
there and play something 
that we called “restaurant”. 
One of us would be the serv-
er, and the other would be 
the chef. We wouldn’t actual-
ly cook for Grandma though. 
We would get paper and cut 
it up to make it look like food, 
but it really wasn’t. I love that 
memory with her the most 
out of all of them. 
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 I am walking to 
the beach. My house is 
two miles away, so 
every time I want to 
surf I have to walk 
those miles, there and 
back. It takes me so 
long to get there. I wish 
I could live in one of 
the houses that are 
right next to the ocean. 
I would get to swim 
and surf all the time, 
with no walking. 

At the beach  I 
am run towards the 
water. I start swimming 
into the ocean. The 
beach is getting farther 
and farther away as I 
get closer and closer to 
a wave. It is the big-
gest wave I have seen 
in days. 
 I jump up onto 
my surfboard as the 
wave comes in. I take 
one long breath, and 
as I let it out the wave 
swallows me. I am now 
riding one of the great-
est waves I have ever 
seen in my seven 
years living in Florida. I 
have been living here 
ever since I was ten 
when my mom left my 
dad. We thought that 
Florida would be a nice 
place for a new start, 
so we could “begin 
again,” as my dad of-
ten says. 

I feel the water 
splash against my 
face. Through my 

storm grey eyes I see 
my brown hair being 
tossed around by the 
wind. My hand gently 
skims the water and 
after those torturous 
days of not being able 
to surf, I finally feel 
free. I close my eyes 
and for one moment I 
become a part of the 
wave. 
 When I open my 
eyes I see the sun 
peeking up from behind 
the beach. I am so at 
ease in the middle of 
the ocean I almost do 
not see the shark com-
ing. I spot the shark’s 
fin out of the corner of 
my eye. 

The shark ad-
vances quickly, but my 
instincts kick in. I start 
to swim away faster 
than I ever had before. 
I see someone running 
towards the ocean. 

“DAD!” I scream, 
“Help me!” But he 
doesn’t. He just stands 
there not doing any-
thing. It’s like someone 
put him on pause. 

I feel something 
sharp slice across my 
right leg. It doesn’t hurt 
so I think that I am fine. 
I am kicking even hard-
er now but it is not 
easy. I make the mis-
take of looking back at 
the shark and I see it. I 
see the big black eye 

that is darker than night 
staring at me. I am terri-
fied. The shark is swim-
ming with such ease, 
while I am getting even 
more tired with every 
stroke. 

I am almost at the 
beach. All I need is to get 
there and then I will be 
safe. 

I finally reach the 
beach. The sand sticks to 
my skin as I roll out of the 
water. I sigh. I did it. I got 
away. I start to wipe the 
sand off my skin. First my 
arms, then my stomach, 
then my legs. No not legs, 
leg. There is only one leg. 
From the knee down on 
my right leg, there is noth-
ing. Why didn’t I notice 
this before? The sand is 
now covered with blood. 
My blood. From my leg. 
That was bitten off by the 
shark. I am still trying to 
process this. How is this 
happening? I don’t feel 
any pain in my leg. 
Shouldn’t I be in terrible 
pain? I don’t know what to 
do. I am still in disbelief of 
what just happened to 
me. I try to get up on my 
one leg so I can reach my 
father, who is still frozen. 

“Dad!” I plead, 
“Help me. Call an ambu-
lance!” All he does is 
stare at me. He is not go-
ing to do anything to help 
me so I start to scream 
again. 

MY LAST WALK BY SARAH GOVIER 

When I open 
my eyes I see 

the sun 
peeking up 
from behind 
the beach. I 

am so at ease 
in the middle 
of the ocean I 
almost do not 
see the shark 

coming. I 
spot the 

shark’s fin 
out of the 

corner of my 
eye. 

Page 49 



“Help!” I scream with what 
little strength I have left, “HELP!” 
Then everything goes black for 
what seems like only a minute, 
but when I open my eyes I am in 
a bed in the hospital. I see a 
nurse in the hallway. When she 
sees me she smiles. 

As she walks in to my 
room she says, “How are you 
feeling Piper?” She has a smile 
on her face but her eyes look 
worried. 

“Ok,” I say. I don’t know 
why she looks so sad. Truthfully, 
I do feel fine. 

“How is your leg doing?” 
she asks me. 

“My leg!” I exclaim. I 
quickly rip off the bed sheet and 
look down. I had a tiny hope that 
the doctors would be able to fix 
my leg, but I know they didn’t. 
They couldn’t because the shark 
bit it off. 

“Would you like me to 
bring your father in to see you?” 

the nurse asks. I am about 
to say yes when I see the 
walker next to me. 

“No,” I say, “I can go 
to see him.” 

The nurse quickly 
runs to my side and tells me 
not to but I don’t listen. I try 
to move the leg that was not 
harmed by the shark but I 
can’t. Then I try to slide out 
of bed but the minute my 
foot hits the ground I crum-
ple. The nurse calls the doc-
tor in to help me up. They 
then explain to me that when 
the shark bit my leg the top 
half that was not bitten be-
came paralyzed. 
“What about my other leg?” I 
ask, “Why can’t I move it?” 

The doctor sighs and 
says, “We don’t know yet. I 
am sorry but we don’t think 
you will ever be able to walk 

again.” I don’t know what to 
say. 

“I can’t….I can’t walk?” 
I ask. I think the doctor says 
something else to me, but I 
am not listening. I am too fo-
cused on the fact that I can 
never walk again. My mind 
goes back to my walk to the 
beach this morning when I 
wished I would never have to 
walk again. Now I really can-
not walk. 
 “Walk...I can’t walk.” I 
say. I can’t stop saying this. 
This word keeps on haunting 
me. “I can’t walk. I will never 
be able to walk again?” I say 
this like I am in a trance. Al-
most like my dad was when 
he couldn’t save me. When 
he just stood there. At least 
he could stand. I will never be 
able to stand up. I’ll  never be 
able to walk again.  

MY LAST WALK BY SARAH GOVIER 
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I am up then I am down. 
I change, though I do not make a sound. 

I fuel people’s choices. 
You feel me, but I don’t use voice. 

I am with you all the time. 
I help people understand, 
because that's who I am. 

People just push me away, 
though I always seem to stay. 

Sometimes you can see me, sometimes not, 
I am underneath your thoughts. 

 
Who am I? 

I am emotion. 

EMOTION BY SAM JOHNSON 



 I sit up in bed- 5 am. I am 
not a morning person… some-
thing’s wrong. I run down stairs, 
but suddenly I stop when I hear 
crying. I peek into Mom and Dad’s 
room, but strangely no one’s in 
there. I’m usually very positive, but 
suddenly some very, very dark 
thoughts creep into the back of my 
mind. I continue into my sister’s 
room- empty. I’m suddenly pan-
icked, tripping down the stairs, call-
ing out my family's’ name. But I 
stop when I see my parents, both 
sitting on the couch, looking may-
be three years older. There are 
wrinkles around their eyes, their 
foreheads are creased with con-
cern, and tears are leaking out of 
their eyes. Mom and Dad are both 
deep in conversation, so I creep 
closer to eavesdrop. I hear some-
thing about my sister- wait where 
is she? I run to the kitchen, which 
is empty as well as the dining 
room. So this is the problem. I go 
back to the living room, and let my 
parents know I’m awake.  

 “Hi… where’s Lexi?” I ask 
tentatively, semi-scared to hear the 
response. Mom starts crying again 
and has to leave the room. 

“Kelsey! You’re up. Thank 
god,” Dad responds, his body re-
laxing. I repeat my question, frus-
trated. “...We don’t know, honey. 
We heard the door shut about hour 
ago, waking us up, and now your 
sister’s gone,” Dad responds, his 
voice shaking. Now I’m scared- 
was she kidnapped? Or did she 
run away? Long threads of 
thoughts cloud up my head, trying 
to find an explanation for how 
she’s disappeared. I struggle to 
resist the urge to cry, and climb 
onto Dad’s lap. 

Even though I’m only nine, 

I’m already extremely worried 
and trying to come up with a so-
lution. We should find her right? 
My dad’s trying to calm me down 
by putting his hands on my jos-
tling knees. It’s not working. 

“Did you call the police 
yet?” 

“Yes they’re on it right 
now. They’ve sent out a search 
party already.” 

“Can we do anything?’ 
“Not currently. We just 

have to wait.” 

Dad’s answers are no 
where close to satisfying. I hate 
waiting more than anything. So 
instead I close my eyes and think 
of all the good times I’ve had with 
Lexi. Strangely, I can barely think 
of anything. I look up to her, alt-
hough she’s usually really mean 
to me. I wonder if I was too an-
noying, and that’s why she left. 
Butterflies erupt in my stomach, 
as I chase the thought out of my 
head. I think harder but now I do 
remember a time, maybe two 
years ago. I cannot believe I for-
got. Out in the countryside, kind 
of near our house, there’s this 
small tree with a rock cave be-
neath it. She always called it the 
peace tree, because if you stand 
next to it, you can see what 
seems like all of England; and it’s 
so peaceful. I know we’re not the 
only ones who’ve been there, 
because necklaces, colorful yarn, 
and all sorts of fabric and jewelry 
are draped around the tree’s 
branches. It’s my favorite place 
to go, but you need to take a 
long hike to get up to the top of 
the hill where it’s planted. I won-
der if that’s where she is. I rush 
to tell my parents, even if it 
means exposing our little secret 

hideout. 
“Maybe she’s there?” 

“Where is it honey?” But I 
realize I don’t know where it is. I 
rack my brain, trying to scavenge 
any information that could give 
us the exact location. I feel my 
big brown eyes begin to water as 
they slowly drop to the ground. 
“I...I don’t remember how to get 
there,” I whisper so that they 
can’t hear me. But they do, and 
their loud sighs make my already 
rosy cheeks flush with embar-
rassment. I wish this was just a 
bad dream. I decide to pretend 
that I’m tired, and go up to my 
room.  

My alarm goes off, as it 
does every morning at 7:00, usu-
ally waking me up for school. But 
I’m already awake, and I doubt 
school will be an option today. 
So I hide under my covers and 
try not to cry. I imagine what life 
would be like without Lexi, even 
though I know it’s silly. It’s only 
been three hours since she’s 
been gone… maybe she decided 
to go get us an early breakfast. I 
laugh bitterly at my unrealistic 
excuse, suddenly imagining her 
out in the cold snowy streets, all 
alone. I feel like I’m going to 
throw up, so I tie my short black 
hair into a ponytail- just in case. 
I’m scared out of my mind. My 
entire life would be torn apart if 
Lexi never comes home. My par-
ents, eternally depressed, and 
everyone pitying me for the ma-
jority of my life. But I decide I 
need to stop being so negative. It 
won’t do anyone any good, so 
instead I wish. I hope and wish 
that my sister will come home. 
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What’s there to see with your eyes opened and your mind closed 

You feel to touch but not to impose 
What is a gift if you do not receive it 

A candle is there but it isn’t lit 
Open your mind and don’t close the door 

You will be exposed to so much more 
No steps back, keep running forwards 

Knowledge is dangerous 
A sharp precise sword 

Don’t open your mouth to say nothing at all 
Respond to nobody’s beckon call 
You are yourself and no one else 
A thick, unique book on a shelf 

Don’t rip out the pages 
Acknowledge the thought 

It’s a lesson that must be eternally taught 
Questions corrections directions they cut 

Don’t let them catch you 
Just stand up 

SAM JOHNSON 



The Johnsons drive onto 
the sandy gravel parking lot after 
the treacherous drive from New 
York. The fist fights and screams 
were now over, and the family 
were in awe of the breathtaking 
view. In the distance, dolphins 
gallop through shiny water, side 
by side, as if a marathon has just 
begun. Josh is the first to leap 
out of the car after it stops. He 
takes in the fresh air and is the 
first out of the four to wiggle his 
toes through the sand. Jake is 
the next to jump out. He runs 
over to the edge of the parking 
lot observing the wood planks 
lined up symmetrically leading to 
a huge gazebo overlooking the 
beach. Once the Johnsons are  
settled on the beach, both boys 
ask at the same time, “Can we 
go in?” 

Jake and Josh's father, 
Andy, replies, “ Of course. Just 
be careful.” This is the first 
beach they had been to on Cape 
Cod. 

Brothers, Josh and Jake, 
run from the scorching hot sand 
into the ice cold water, panting, 
feeling their small feet burn slow-
ly. Once both boys have finally 
leapt into the refreshing water, 
they are pleased after not taking 
a swim for months. 

Josh and Jake frolic 
through the clear water as the 
torrid sun broils their necks. 
Their matching bright green 
swim trunks reflect off of the wa-
ter, creating a turquoise shade in 
the ocean. 

Observing all the other 
families at the bay enjoying 
themselves on that summer day 

puts a smile on the twins’ 
faces. Jake watches a 
group of four kids playing 
with a ball that glides 
through the water. He 
doesn’t take the time to ask 
if his brother Josh is up for 
it, too. After several minutes 
have gone by, Josh is snor-
keling assuming that his 
brother is beside him. 

When he stands up 
he stops after he feels that a 
pain in his foot. Glancing 
down, he notices the water 
becoming brighter shades of 
red every second he stands. 
Josh realizes he is alone 
and is having a panic attack. 
He screams while tears fly 
down his face. Jake knows 
right away that it is his 
brother. 

Both parents of the 
nine year olds, Andy and 
Amy, start running towards 
their young child as fast as 
a bullet, screaming, “ What 
happened!” Finally Andy 
swoops Josh up and runs 
towards shore. Jake thinks 
to himself, why wasn’t I with 
my brother. 

Jake runs over to 
him. “ Are you okay?” 

“What... do, do you 
think?” Josh replies whim-
pering making a scene. 

“Sorry,” Jake re-
sponds. 

Once everyone is on 
shore there is a trail of blood 
behind the family of four as 
if a snail or slug is be travel-
ing from place to place. Oth-
er families visiting the bay 

watch the young boy suffer in 
agony from the long cut. 

Both children are now in 
the car, wailing. Josh repeated-
ly asks, “ Am I going to be al-
right?” Both parents work hard 
researching on their cell 
phones, trying  to figure out 
what they should do. The fami-
ly is staying on an island that is 
inaccessible at high tide be-
cause the bridge to travel on 
and off of becomes flooded 
with water. Luckily the bridge is 
able  to be crossed. As the car 
leaves the island, Andy de-
cides to drive to the nearest 
hospital going far above the 
Cape Cod speed limit. 

At the small hospital, the 
nurse escorts the Johnsons to 
a room for immediate medical 
help. While all of this is hap-
pening one family member is 
left behind in the waiting area. 
Jake is alone, worried, and 
hoping everything is alright. 
When the doctor walks in confi-
dently eyeing the foot from a 
distance, he waits some time to 
fully examine it. 

He announces “Oof, 
looks like a mollusk sliced up 
one of your walking helpers,” 
The doctor tries to lighten the 
tension with humor. 

“Really?” Andy ques-
tions. 

The doctor answers wip-
ing the blood off of the nause-
ating foot, “ I’m afraid so.” 

 As the doctor procures a 
long white towel to clean up the 
blood. He has a grin on his 
face as if he has done this ath-
ousand times. He then contem-
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plates what he should do to 
the cut, if he should use 
stitches or not, while the 
parents wait with worry for 
their young child. Amy and 
Andy assume stitches. 

Finally he cleans up 
the crimson red foot. He 
then takes a small container 
full of ointment and rubs it 
along the cut describing 
what the peculiar substance 
is. 

“ I am just going to 
lightly rub this glue up and 
down his foot. It is a medi-
cal glue used when the cut 
isn’t that deep. No need for 
stitches to patch this up,” 
the doctor explains to 

Josh’s parents. 
The doctor is wearing 

a white lab coat with a pock-
et full of scissors and pens 
and a huge blood stain 
across the right side of his 
jacket. He is wearing blue 
khakis and his feet are 
wrapped around red, 6 laced 
Doc Martens. 

Both parents are anx-
ious for their weeping child 
lying upside down on a hos-
pital cot. The blood stain 
makes the family uncomfort-
able.  
 In the waiting room, 
Jake is crying all alone , hop-
ing his brother will be okay. 

He says repeatedly, “It was all 
my fault. I should have stayed 
with him.” 

Back in the other room 
after the glue has dried, Josh-
ua's mother asks the doctor, “Is 
he going to be alright?” 

 “Yes, perfectly fine, just 
try not to put too much pres-
sure on it… Oh, also before 
you leave would you like some 
extra glue?” The doctor ques-
tions. 
 Both parents sigh in re-
lief and state, “Yes, please.” 
 

 

 

Mom reassured me. 
“So then why are we in a doctor’s of-

fice?” I challenged her. 
“Mel, here they have special reading 

evaluators who can help you.” I didn’t know 
what she meant, but I nodded as if I did. A tall, 
young man came out a few minutes later and 
called my name. I went up to him and intro-
duced myself. 

“Hi, Melanie, it’s nice to meet you,” he 
said softly. “My name is Dr. Smith.” 

“Nice to meet you, too,” I said shyly. 
“Here, come into this room over there,” 

he motioned to a room down the hall. 
“Okay,” I said, grabbing Mom’s hand. 

Dad followed us in, too. 
    The room wasn’t really an examination room; 
it was kind of like a playroom. It had a lot of 
books, a computer, and even some toys! I didn’t 
know if I was allowed to play with them, so I 
stood next to Mom and Dad instead. Dr. Smith 

Mom gripped my hand tighter; she 
seemed tense. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked her. 
“Nothing,” she replied hastily and 

picked up the pace. We weaved through 
Boston’s streets until we came in front of a 
big square glass building. Dad filed in be-
hind us. It looked like some of the doctor’s 
offices I had been before. Maybe they were 
taking my blood, I thought to myself as Mom 
pushed the heavy doors inwards.  I stepped 
inside and discovered that it was, in fact, an-
other doctor’s office. It wasn’t like the other 
ones, though. Other doctor’s offices were in 
hospitals and stuff like that. Dad sat down in 
one of the stiff chairs and waited. Mom 
sighed and did the same. Dad motioned to 
me, so I sat on his lap. 

“So why did we come here again?” I 
asked, turning to Mom. 

“We are just here for a reading test,” 

THE SLICE (CONTINUED) 

NOT ALONE BY ALLIE JOBE 

Page 54 



came in behind us and shut the door.  
 “Melanie,” he said, “go and play with 
some of the toys while I talk to Mom and Dad 
here.” I let go of Mom and walked to one of the 
pirate ships. I could tell that Dad wanted me to 
read one of the books, but I don’t like to read. 
Reading used to be easy, but man, 2nd grade is 
hard! Mrs. Morrison is a good teacher, but 
sometimes I get frustrated with her for making 
me read hard words. I launched a cannon from 
the ship and it hit Dad. 

“Ouch,” he pretended to be hurt. I 
laughed and went to go pick it up. 

Mom and the doctor were talking about 
something serious, and I heard them say some-
thing about a learning disability, whatever that 
meant. I reloaded the cannon and was about to 
shoot it when Mom came over to me. 

“Hey, honey, I’m going to leave the room 
now. You listen to what Dr. Smith says for you to 
do.” 

I nodded. 
“Okay?” Dad assured. 
“Yeah, I’ll listen,” I replied. 
“Ok, good” Mom said. They left the room 

and shut the door behind them. I wondered what 
exactly I was behaving for. 

“Alright, Melanie,” Dr. Smith spoke up, 
“You and I are going to take a series of tests.” 
Uh oh, this was a blood test. 

“No, please get my mom. She’s always in 
here for blood tests.” 

He laughed, but I didn’t understand why. 
“No, Melanie, this is just a reading test,” 

Dr. Smith assured me. He brought out some re-
ally easy books; the first book he showed me 
was a level J and I am a level L. It was a book I 
already read, Clifford the Big Red Dog, so it was 
really easy because I knew all the words. Dr. 
Smith agreed, he said I did really good. Now for 
the harder books. 

I picked up the next book and started 
reading. I got through the first and second pag-
es, but got stuck on a word by the third page. 
I’ve seen this word before, I know I have. Why 

can’t I read it now?  It was too much pres-
sure, I quickly mumbled ‘because’ and moved 
onto the next word. What was happening in 
the story? I couldn’t tell, but I kept going be-
cause that’s what the other kids do. Dr. Smith 
stopped me. 

“Melanie, that word there,” he pointed 
to the word I couldn’t read, “that says before, 
not because. Now the next time you can’t 
read a word you tell me and I’ll help you in-
stead of you just guessing words you already 
can read.” I just stared at him. “Okay?” I nod-
ded, even though I knew he was just pretend-
ing to be nice. I picked up from where I left 
off, but he wanted me to start from the begin-
ning of the page. 

After a long, boring hour the tests were 
finally over. I ran out of the room and sighed 
deeply, this made even blood tests look fun. I 
stopped and looked around for mom, but I 
saw my babysitters, Iris and Rose, instead. I 
ran over to Rose. 

“Where’s mom?” I asked her, she 
hugged me instead of answering. 

“How was it?” she asked, still ignoring 
my question. 

“Awful.” Rose laughed as she pointed 
to another row of chairs. 

“Mom is over there with Dad talking to 
the evaluator.” I walked over to them, but Dr. 
Smith was saying more long unnecessary 
words to Mom and Dad, so they shooed me 
away. As I was walking away, I heard some-
one behind me start to cry. It was Mom. I ran 
over to go hug her, she shook in my arms 
and then pulled away. 

“What’s wrong Mommy?” She looked 
really upset, I tried my best not to cry, too. 

“Everything’s fine honey,” Dad inter-
jected, “now why don’t you sit down so Dr. 
Smith can explain something to you?” I want-
ed to say I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t even 
though I had reasons not to. Mom dried up a 
little bit as Dad told Rose and Iris they could 
go now. Rose put up a fight, but Dad made 
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her leave. 
 “Melanie, the reason your mom and dad 
brought you here today is because they know 
you are a very smart girl, but they have started 
to notice that your reading hasn’t been improv-
ing like it used to.” I nodded, I had been notic-
ing the same kind of thing. I couldn’t under-
stand what he was getting at though. He con-
tinued, “I also noticed the same thing that your 
parents described to me. I also realized that 
when you get stuck on a word, you get frustrat-
ed and say the first thing that comes to your 
mind.” I remained silent, I didn’t like where he 
was going with this. He was saying that I didn’t 
try my best, but that’s not fair to me. My best is 
still my best, it just isn’t always as good as oth-
er kids’ best when it comes to reading. “I’m not 
trying to say that you’re not trying hard enough, 
but I do think you need to be more patient with 
yourself. Especially because reading and writ-
ing is going to be harder for you.” Now I was 
just confused. 

“Why?” 

“Because you have dyslexia. It is a very 
common thing in people of all ages, all it does 
is make it harder for you to read.” I stared at 

him blankly. Mom started to tear up. Dad con-
soled her. Dyslexia? No. 

“Isn’t that the thing when you see mov-
ing letters?” I asked, “Cause I don’t see mov-
ing letters.” 

“No, it’s just your brain processes dif-
ferent letters in different ways than most peo-
ple see.” That made more sense, that ex-
plained a lot, too. 

We pulled open those same heavy 
doors. It was good knowing that I wasn’t alone 
There were a lot of really smart people who 
had trouble reading and spelling. Dr. Smith 
said that Thomas Edison had dyslexia, too. 
His teacher once sent him home with a note 
saying ‘he’s too stupid to learn’, but when he 
grew up, he invented the lightbulb! Mom still 
seemed upset about it though, so I slipped my 
hand into hers. 

“It’s all going to be okay, Mom. I prom-
ise,” she bent down and kissed me on the 
forehead. 

“I know Mel, I know.” She squeezed my 
hand as Dad grabbed my other one. We 
walked home together, hand in hand. 
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