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Untitled 
- Anonymous 
 
Amya is the calming name that means the night rain. 
Black rain falls pouring down from the skies. 
I stop dead in my tracks and close my heavy eyes. 
When you're walking and feel the wet droplets on your skin. 
Hearing the “shhhhhhhhh” of the water whispering loudly. 
Amya is the way things will be. 
 
Amya is the name you hear singing.  
The one you hear when your warm and cozy lying in bed reading. 
The one that annoys but brings the fun out. 
Laughter, cheer, and food is the way things should be. 
 
Nicole is the name you hear that makes your skin crawl. 
The one that make you stop and shiver, processing what's been said. 
It makes your heart heavy and it makes a fearful, drumming melody. 
It's the names that makes you think you could be. 
 
 
 
 

 

 

How to use well grammer 

- Ryan Cohen 

First, listen to nothing I say. 

Second, think about what you is saying before you says it. 

Third, try to make it sounds smart. 

next, put your words in order right the. 

Then, always know you is logical 

After that, check you’re spelling 

Finally, you is ready! 
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Unique 

- Lena Argirovic 

 

You are as unique as everyone else, 

Everyone else acts like they are brand new, 

Brand new like blossoming love, 

As blossomed as a cherry tree, 

As blossomed as it can be. 

A cherry as red as blood, 

Blood like a cup of red water, 

Red water cold like ice in your heart, 

Can’t you see? 

Your heart is as solid as a stone, 

Stone cold like I wish mine would be. 

 

 

 

It’s Dead        

- Aria Merrill 

My best friend has passed away, 

My lifelong companion gone, 

Minutes turn to hours, 

The day is all too long. 

My heart is broken in two, 

My brain bursting with remorse, 

Every minute ticking by 

Feels as if kicked down by a horse. 

  

I thrash, I scream, I cry, 

My purpose in life growing smaller, 

And then I hear an angel’s voice, 

“Here, I’ve got a charger.” 

Ode to Jupiter 

- Mailynn Nguyen 

 

Oh Jupiter! 

Your tempest ever brewing, 

Your namesake 

Ever so powerful, 

Your stripes of red, white, and 

orange clouds 

Ever so alluring, 

Yet ever so lethal. 

Why, I want to travel on 

Your face, 

If one could call it that, 

But no! 

You’re poisonous gas, so 

I cannot. 

I’ll settle for 

Europa, 

Your moon with possible life, 

And hope to get a long 

enough glimpse 

Of your Great Red Spot. 

She praises you, oh Jupiter! 

She sings ever so long of her 

father’s beauty. 

Your size is ever so large, you 

know, 

Oh Jupiter, 

But even so, you’d float. 

Yet, as I’ve said, I’ll settle 

For your dear daughter 

Europa. 

Europa. 

Europa. 
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A bad case of the hiccups 

- Zofia Barry 

Oh! 

Hic! 

My! 

Hic! 

Goodness! 

Hic! 

I 

Hic! 

seem 

Hic! 

to 

Hic! 

have 

Hic! 

Hiccups 

HIC! 
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Expectations 

- Gabby Gilbert 

  

The wasn’t a piece of cake 

like the teacher said 

before I was jumping off 

the walls 

Now my eyes can’t stay 

open 

Trillion of questions 

Millions of pages 

I swear my hand is broken 

I studied 24-7 

day and night 

Didn’t sleep at all 

I’m gonna die if I get a bad 

grade… 

oh, I got a 100%! 

 

6 Ways of Looking at Your Sibling 

(Inspired by Wallace Stevens’ 13 Ways of Looking at a Blackbird) 

- Mike Villanueva 

I  

My brother and sister 

are my best friends  

till the end  

 

II  

My siblings are forever  

my rival and I’m always going  

to try and beat them  

 

III  

They are my responsibility  

to watch after and tell them  

what’s right and wrong.  

 

IV  

They are my students  

and they will continue  

to learn from me  

 

V  

They are my favorite  

they will always bring a  

smile and I will smile back  

and they bring me great joy 

 

VI  

They will always annoy me  

and will get me off task  

but no matter how much they bother me  

I will always love them. 
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I wish you could understand  

- Nadyah Ahmed  

 

You ask me why there is a thing on my head 

Your words blowing punches at me 

 

I wish you could understand  

 

You ask me why me why I never wear shorts 

When you have already asked a million times 

 

I wish you could understand  

 

You ask me why I am fasting 

Words like lightning 

 

I wish you could understand  

 

You ask me if I am leaving 

When I was born here 

 

I wish you could understand 

 
Percy Jackson and The Last Olympian Haikus (Based on the theme of the book) 

- Charles Ryland 
 

Spy revealed by death 
Luke tricks everyone well 

Clarisse kills dracon 
 

In New York fighting 
Battles rage very loudly 

Olympus ruined 
 

Hestia center 
Holds the jar of Padrona 

Rachel goes with her 
 

Titans got to fight 
Gods fight Typhoon in terror 

Death surrounds city 
 

Mortals cower at death 
Sally Paul and Nico fight 

Bull man dies by axe 
 

Hades comes to fight 
Gods are surprised by this 

Kronos dies by Luke 
 

Friends surround dead body 
Gods return to Olympus 

Immortality 
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Love that Girl 

Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Rand Almedwah 

Love that girl, 
Like the whale who loves the seas. 

I said I love that girl, 
 like the whale who loves the seas.  

Love her every night, 
Love her every day.  

When I see her,  
I would love to say 

“Hey there sis!” 

 

 

The Goalie 
By Christopher Argueta 

 
the chips 

people cheering. 
the turf in the soccer field 

the food I'm eating. 
me being out there one day. 

 

 

LOVE THAT CAT 

Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Brandon Charuc Cosigua 

 

I love that cat 

Like a cow likes to eat grass 

I said I love that cat 

Like a cow likes to eat grass 

Love to call him at night 

Love to call him 

“Hey there, Sparky” 
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Fall 

By Olivia Chong 

Crisp breeze in the air 

red, brown, yellow everywhere  

crunching under feet 

 

 

 

Balloon 

Inspired by William Blake 

By Elaine Chu 

 

Balloon! Balloon! a summer moon 

In the sky high at noon, 

Round and shining royal blue 

when will it be another hue? 

 

 

 

 

Fall Haiku 

By Brian Cordova 

Fall, the great season 

As the leaves fall, the wind blows 

Then, gently it rains 
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Just a Dream 

By Giana Corzo 

My hands feeling the wind, 

A million miles above the ground, 

Pretty white birds next to me, 

A song that the earth is singing, 

Then darkness, 

Bed sheets on top of me, 

Yells from the kitchen, 

It was just a dream, 

More yelling, 

Just a dream. 

 

The Cow 

By Raphael Garrido 

A tree in the wind  

The cow jumped over the tree 

A rock kills the cow 

 

 

This Town  

By Valeria Guerrero 

The snow is cold 
The sky is white 
I see the shadows 
Of the night 
This town is silent 
There is no light 
 

 

 

♥️Love that aunt♥️ 

Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Genesis Guzman Iraheta 

Love that aunt 

Like a tiger loves to run, 

I said I love that aunt, 

Like a tiger loves to run 

Love to call her in the morning 

Love to call her 

“Hey there aunt!” 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Scott Gowdy 

I’m from cookie crumble,  

From the car radio,  

Speaking softly at times, 

Hollering at others. 

I’m from the basement,  

Caked with memories,  

Of Happy times,  

And laughing times.  

 

I’m from the park down the street, 

Where I played with my father. 

From the Atari system,  

Where my siblings and I, 

Used to quarrel, 

Over nothing but high scores. 

I’m from the soccer field, 

My most glorious moments. 

 

 I’m from a game of jacks. 

From summer camps, 

Held on school grounds. 
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I’m from the television,  

Where my friends would congregate, 

For our favorite shows. 

I’m from the movies,  

Where I’d go on weekends, 

With the two dollars papa gave me 

 

On my parents’ faces I see laugh lines, 

And smiles a million miles wide, 

I’m from the know-it-all’s, the jokesters, 

The quizzical minds, 

Who pursue a future as bright as can be. 

 

                       

  

Five-Sense Poem 

By Diego Hernandez-Beltran 

People in the waves 

The salty water 

Laughing of people having fun. 

Sand burning my feet. 

Grilled food. 

Being successful.  
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Love that smile 
inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

by Chloe McCann 
 

Love that smile 
Like a girl loves to have fun 

I said I love that smile 
like a girl loves to have fun 

Love to see that smile in the morning 
Love to call it 

Hey there, sunshine 
 

 

 

Love That Song 
Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Nezar Mohammad 
 

Love that song, 

Like a dog loves to bark 

I said I love that song 

Like a dog loves to bark 

Love to play it in the morning 

Love to play it 

“Hey there, dad!” 

 

Where I’m From 

Inspired by George Ella Lyon 

By Ella Morales 

I am from art. 

From paper and pen. 

I am from salt water (dark, blue, it tasted like watermelon with salt). 

I am from fresh fruits. 

The juicy. 

The gone memories that were my own. 
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I’m from bread and soup, 

From Sassy and Odi. 

I’m from llama and deer  

And the party all nights. 

From 5 in the afternoon to 7 in the morning 

I’m from he who watches over me 

With a cross in his hand 

And one in my hand as well. 

 

I am from clothespins 

Bread and strong coffee 

From the Paydays my grandfather bought 

From the small store 

Where my grandmother bought her gum 

 

Under my toys is a box 

Full of old pictures 

Of my great family 

To drift in my dreams. 

An inspiration just for me 

To continue the family tree.  
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Five-Sense Poem By Emilia Owens 

Big blue ocean 

Freshness of the air 

Monkeys in the trees 

Calm gentle breeze 

It’s a beautiful day 

 

Where I’m From Inspired by George Ella Lyon By Jhon Perez Cristobal 

I am from tv screens to books.  

I am from 3:00 AM hearing “Woof woof” to “get up and get ready!!”  

I am from School grounds to soccer grounds.  

I am from giving up is not an option but moving forward is. 

I am from helping my mom wash the dishes to cleaning my room.  

I am from watching looney tunes to running outside with my dogs.  

I am from hot summer days in the pool to the cold nights at my table drinking hot chocolate. 

I am from “get out now!” to “are you ready to come back?”  

I am from GTA5 to need for speed. 

I am from tardys to detentions. 

I am from “where’s your homework?” To “C’s on the report card. 

I am from “let’s go Real Madrid” to “Barca you suck”.  

I am from “dare me to do it” to “naw man I can’t do that”. 

I am from leg injuries to broken arms 

A part of my family tree. 
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Leaves 

By Hammaad Sabir 

Leaves are fluttering, 

Darkened with a crimson hue, 

Winter is coming. 

 

Bird - Inspired by William Blake 

By Noelia Sales Valesquez 

Bird! Bird! Flying high 

 

See you soaring through the sky 

 

Hear you chirping through the night 

 

And see you flying past the light 
 

Love That Cat - Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Nathanael Scheer 

Love that cat 
Like a bird loves to sing  

I said love that cat  
Like a bird loves to sing 

Love to call him 
Hey there, Rat! 

 
Love That Tiger - Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Dino Taroc 

 
Love that tiger 

Like a lion loves to hunt 

I said I love that tiger 

Like a lion likes to hunt 

Love to pet him in the night 

“Do a stunt!” 
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Little Bird 
By Vaniala Andriamalala 
 
Little bird flying 
Wings are gliding in the air 
Cawing loudly now 

 

 

Where I’m From 
Inspired by George Ella Lyon 
By Isabella Arevalo-Blandon 

 

I’m from soccer fields 

and basketball courts. 

I’m from the turf burns on my knees. 

I’m from bacon dog treats 

(smelled kinda funny). 

I’m from the big tree in my grandparents’ backyard. 

 

I’m from eyeglasses and churros. 

From Jacqueline and Jose. 

From the know-it-alls and the pass-me-downs. From pass the ball! and keep on dribbling! 

I’m from the family picnics at the park. 

I’m from Virginia and Victor’s branch. 

Big breakfasts in the morning and Juicy steak at night. 

From the medicine my grandfather takes to the reading glasses they share together. 

 

In my grandparents’ attic are albums and albums of memories. 

I’m starting to remember. 

Faces that don’t look familiar. 

Stories that have been told to me a million times of the fallen leaves.  

 
 

 

The Peach Tree 
By Anna Beauchesne 

 
There stands the peach tree 

blooming each and every year 
to feed the hungry 
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The President - Inspired by William Carlos Williams 
By James Bissett 

 
So much depends upon the  

president 
 

Sitting down in the Oval Office waiting for his limo to 
arrive  

 
When he gets there, everyone is yelling  

boo!!!!!!!!! 
 

Because his last name is Trump 

 

 

The Moon - Inspired by William Carlos Williams 

By Thomas Chamberlain 

So much depends on that bright moon 

 

Glazed with rock 

 

Beside the stars 

 

 

Bullfrog - Inspired by William Blake 

By Zack Dabrowksi 

Bullfrog! Bullfrog! Flying by 

In the home of a guy 

What immortal hand or eye 

Could make a creature leap this high 
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Venice, Italy - By Alessandra Dinarte 

regal gondolas 
wood fired pizza 

musicians singing 
ocean breeze 

heavenly bolognese 
My happy place 

 
 

Fire 
With Apologies to William Blake 
By Tadashi Dodge 
 

Fire! Fire! Burning bright!  

In the forests of the night! 

What mortal hand or eye 

Can touch it without being fried? 

 
Baby - Inspired by Valerie Worth - By Sarah Eichorn 

On the rubber mat 

The baby flops around, 

Opens his small 

Mouth, screams, 

Bangs his fists 

As hard as 

He can; 

Rolls around, falls; 

Grabs, with tiny 

Hands, at a toy, 

Laughs, smiles 

Wide, 

Sighs, closes 

His eyes: sleeps 

For one hour 

In his green onesie. 
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Crying Sky - Inspired by William Carlos Williams - By Catalina Guerra 

So much depends 

upon 

a black 

crying sky 

rainwater glazing 

 the streets 

above a quiet 

house. 

Fall - By Cyrus Haywood 

It is getting cold 

Leaves are falling from the trees 

Now fall has started 

Washington D.C 
By Akua Konadu 
Tall buildings 

Street food 

Kids screaming 

Warmth of the sun 

Cotton candy melting on my tongue 

Today is a new day 
 

Guinea Pig - Inspired by Valerie Worth 
 

Under a wooden house 
The guinea pig lies down,  

squeaks his beautiful 
song, yawns, 

rests his small head 
carefully on  

the soft bedding; 
Looks sideways sleepily; 

looks back, with heavy 
eyes, closes his eyes, 

gets comfortable  
on his side 

sleeps  
all afternoon 

in his thick fur. 
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The Ocean By Marisol Lopez-Guevara 

The sky blue water 

The salty breeze 

The birds talking 

The sand around my feet 

Strawberries in my mouth 

The sun's heat 

This is the perfect place 

The perfect place for me 

 

 
My Brother 

Inspired by William Carlos Williams 
By Elaine McClellan 

 
Nothing depends 

upon 
 

My brother 
annoying me 

 
Beside the silver colored 

fridge 

 

 

Limerick By Yabsera Mulugeta 

I was riding my horse one day 

When suddenly something stood in my way 

Along came a car 

My scared horse ran far 

He ran far, far away 
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Dude By Annie Simoes 

The Julesie-dog barks 

And chases a brown bunny. 

She’ll never catch one. 

New York By Lidya Tibebu 

Buildings covered in billboards 

Freshly made pizza 

Honking taxis fading away 

A cold glass filled to the brim 

Bubbly cheese over crust 

This is New York 

Where I’m From Inspired by George Ella Lyon By Moya Zouhon 

I am from American Girl Dolls 
from basketball and board games 

I am from chocolate bars and pixie sticks 
(Blue, red, they tasted like heaven) 
I am from baking and straight A’s 

Written in red ink across 
my papers 

 
I’m from soccer balls and French dolls 

From Faber and Tisœr 
I’m from readers and writers 
From hopscotch and ice pops 
I’m from Le Chateau de ma Mère 

By Marcel Pagnol 
And a few books I can read myself 

 
I’m from Grandpére 

From swimmers and do-gooders 
From football watchers and soccer players 

From brochettes au pain on 
Grandfather’s Day 

Under the stairs, there is a door 
Separating old memories 

From the new 
I am from those memories 
Created right in front of me 

All mine to hold 

 



24 
 

Flowers By Nico Aguilar-Grandas 

Bright and beautiful 

They grow from the dirty ground 

Clean and elegant 

 

The Piglet Inspired by William Carlos Williams By Liya Ashenafi 

So much depends upon 

A pink piglet 

Running in the muddy rain 

Next to the gray horses. 

 
 
KFC By Jack Delcore 
 
Grease of the fryer 
Endless root beer 
Sizzling of the chicken  
Scaly chicken skin 
Refreshing soda 
Chickens live with a great future 
 

 

 

Apple 

Inspired by William Blake 

By Melanie Dominguez Felix 

 

Apple! Apple! Sweet and fair 

You are sweeter than I can bear 

Came from the brightest tree 

Who else could you be? 
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Alliteration ABC By Jack Delcore 

 

Amazing Alligators Ate Armadillos. 

Baboons Boo Babies. 

Chirpy Cats Carry Cutlasses. 

Dalmatians Damage Dams. 

Eagles Eat Elephants. 

Funny Foxes Faded. 

Ginormous Jaguars Jumped. 

Hyper Horses Happily Haggle. 

Ibex Instantly Ice Skates. 

Jackals Jab Jack. 

Kaiser Kangaroo Kayaks. 

Laughing Labradors Labor. 

Macaws   Make Messy Messes. 

Nice Narwhals Never Know Notes. 

Ocelots Obey Okapis. 

Pandas Poke Pterodactyls. 

Quaggas Quack Quietly. 

Reindeer Reinforce Rabbits. 

Saint Bernards Sabotage Slippers. 

Tigers Take Tiaras. 

Unicorns Unite Uniquely. 

Veeries Vandalize Vending Machines. 

Walruses Wake Wallabies. 

Xavier X-rays Xylophones. 

Yellow Jackets Yope Yaks. 

Zorses Zap Zebras. 
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My Dog By Katherine Herrada 

My dog 

The one who listens 

The one who help in times needed 

The one who cares about me just as much as I care about him 

The one who knows when I am happy or sad 

 

The one I have had since I was six 

 

I love you so much Charlie 

 

Even though you are not real 

 

I know you will be waiting for me on my dresser until I get home 

 

West Side Alexandria By Jordan Hickman 

Kids running from bullies 

Fresh BBQ from the neighbors  

Cars driving 

The soccer ball  

Fresh shawarma  

This is home 

Where I’m From 

Fall Haiku By Conleigh Johnson 

Red and yellow leaves. 

Jumping in piles, so fun! 

Fall is magical. 
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Inspired by George Ella Lyon By Cassidy Hudson 

I am from long plane rides soaring high. 

I am from a big dog  her tong the size of my face. 

I am from chocolate and eyeglasses.  

I am from sweet teeth and sharp minds.  

I am from marzipan covered in dark chocolate.  

I am from know it all’s and do it yourselfers.  

I am from pipe down and keep it to yourself.  

I am from the park across the street and the cherry tree.  

I am from family feuds.  

I am from the drummer and the dancer. 

I am from Patricia and Norm 

I am from the divorce that brought them apart.  

I am from Cuban cigars and hard scotch. 

I am from the diabetes that took my grandfather's life. 

I am from the dementia and memory loss that took my grandmother's sharp mind. 

I am that old Scottish chair. And those fleeing immigrants. 

I am from mound bars and almond joys. 

From the soccer games to home runs, to the penalty box.  

I am from sweet corn and black coffee.  

The coma and the blood clots.  

I am from Robert Burns to songs written long ago.  

I am from a Birnam Oak tree with branches as long as those before me on a shelf growing old as 

the dust collects and time goes by. 

Always to be remembered never to be forgotten.  
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The Beach By Nour Kandil 

Dark blue water 

food from nearby stands 

screams of kids playing 

the breezes of the wind 

saltwater 

I love this 
 

If Only 

By Daniel Meyer 

Peering out of my stable in the barn 

A surprise to my eyes 

A mountain of hay on a shelf 

way up high. 

I can only see strings of brown 

But my stomach sees things differently 

Hay is shining gold 

If only I could jump, 

If only I could climb 

The rickety ladder to the sky. 

 

 

Diamond 

By Estefano Miller 

Cold 

Cold, cold 

Cold, cold, cold, 

Cold, cold, cold, cold 

Shiny, shiny, shiny 

Sparkly, sparkly 

Stone, stone 

Stone 
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Alliteration ABC By Aidan Kroon 

Amateur artists are almost always anonymous. 

Bearded bandits bite black bears by bringing big bombs. 

Crashing clockwork creates catastrophic craters chronically. 

Domed dens distract drastically during dinner. 

Every exoplanet emits excess erbium. 

Frozen food ferments faster. 

Golden gophers grow glowing green gourds. 

Horses handle harmful halberds half-heartedly. 

I ignore illegal ideas. 

Jordan jars ginger jam jokingly. 

Kings kindly keep kayaks keeled. 

Ludicrous lumberjacks love lute lyrics. 

Many martians make most milk magnificently. 

No northern Namibia nomads know Ned. 

Amish ostriches oppose oppressive oligarchies. 

Premature pandas plant perfect petunias. 

Quite quails quit quarrying quartz. 

Running raccoons run rocky railroad races. 

Starchy sides salt stomach. 

Terrific tornadoes terminate terrible turtles. 

Unfortunate unicorns understand unpredictable urban uproars. 

Vexed voles vandalize very vivid vegetation. 

When whales watch, wailing wolves’ westward winds whistle. 

Xenophobic Xavier xylophones X-ray xerophytes. 

Young yaks yell youthfully. 

Zealous zebras zoned Zambia’s zoos. 
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Where I’m From Inspired by George Ella Lyon By Noe Oizumi 

I’m from cherry blossoms  

From smiles and hello’s 

I am from the traditions we perform  

I am from the cherry blossom trees and ginkgoes 

That grow outside 

I am from straight A’s and glasses 

From Capricorn and Cancer 

I’m from Criticisms and Know-It-Alls 

From be quiet! And Speak up! 

From “Hey Jude”  

And 307 songs, memorized and sung out loud 

I’m from Flint and Sendai, 

And Coney Island dogs and black coffee 

From the grandpa that left my mom for the world 

From the grandma who took care of her 

I’m from the grandpa that worked hard for my dad and his family 

From the grandma who loved him dearly  

In my basement, there is a shelf 

Overflowing with pictures, 

A sea of people I have never seen, 

To drift beyond where I do not exist 

I am from all these moments in time 

Some may have broken before I sprouted 

I am from my family tree 
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Love that Twin 

Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Perla Parada 

 

Love that twin 

like a sibling loves to play. 

I said love that twin 

like a sibling loves to play. 

Love to call him in the morning, 

love to call him 

“Hey there, twin!” 

 

Alliteration ABC By Nicholas Piepenbring 

Angry ants always are adorable.                 

Baby bearded beavers balance bacon. 

Crazy cactus can consume cabbage. 

Dumb donkeys don't do division. 

Evil elephants eat endlessly. 

Funny foxes fart forever fantastically. 

Goofy goobers get good grades. 

Happy horses have hardened haystacks. 

Ill insects infect icy icicles. 

Jumping jacks join Jesus. 

Koalas can keep carrying kayaks. 

Lions love looking like leaping ladybugs. 

Manatees make magic machineguns. 

Narwhals now know nickelodeon. 

Old ogres offend octopuses. 

Party pandas poop pasta. 

Quacking quagga quickly quack. 

Rapping raccoons regularly release reindeer. 
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Super salty Siberian salamanders safely sail seas. 

Talking tacos take tanks to Texas. 

United unicorns use unicycles usually. 

Venus vegetables vaporize valentines. 

Wacky whales wave with walruses while washing waffles. 

Xmas X-rays xylophones. 

Yawning yacks yell yay. 

Zero zebras zoom zombies. 

 
Cat - Inspired by Valerie Worth - By Mia Pisacane 

Next to the fire, 

The cat sleeps, 

Licks her tiny 

Paws, purrs, 

Moves sweet paws 

Above head, 

Gets up, lies 

Back down, 

Rolls around, 

Kneads the rug, 

Gently rings her 

Little bell, yawns, 

Closes her 

Eyes, sleeps all 

Morning, 

Next to her fire. 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Angie Raudales Fernandez 

I am from outside, 

From bikes and swings, 

I am from sweet and juicy 

(That comes from the store) 

I am from singing and dancing 

From my mom, that sings. 

Whose songs were full of love and delight I remember 

As if I was the one singing. 

I’m from clothes and laundry 

From Iris and Augusto. 

I’m from those who love coffee 

From dark coffee and milk coffee 

I’m from the ones that care about me 

And love me how I am. 

I’m from Marta and Lucas’ tree, 

Pictures of their kids. 

From the kids that they lost. 

From the pain that they had. 

Back to the happiness 

n my closet there’s a book 

Full of past memories when I was little 

For me to remember 

I am from those happy moments 

That make me laugh 

That reunites the family. 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Khalil Harris 

I am from music, from video games and television. 

I am from the voice inside my mother’s chest, (loud, strong it sounded beautiful). 

I am from the rose bush, the dandelion whose stems I know as if I grew them myself. 

I am from purses and cash, from Tara And Thomas, from the do gooders and the Deadbeats. 

I’m from the smilers and the jailbirds.  

From the music enthusiasts with an emotional rollercoaster and ten songs I can sing myself. 

I’m from Ennis and James, big hearts and cooking.  

From the life my grandfather lost to cancer. 

To the son my father lost to make a new family.  

Inside my closet is a box overflowing with cd’s, a sight of forgotten faces to wander inside my head.  

Listened to before I came, cracked branch from the family tree. 

The Apple - Inspired by William Carlos Williams - By Diana Rojas 

So much depends 

Upon 

A yellow apple 

Glazed with caramel 

Beside the great 

Potatoes 

 

The gallon - Inspired by William Carlos Williams- By Sakib Shafat 
 
So much depends upon  
 
A gallon of milk 
 
Glazed with cereal  
 
Beside the messy fridge 
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What is the point? - By Sakib Shafat 

What is the point?  

Is it playing video games all day 

Or is it doing something meaningful  

is it just being a boring person 

is it finding happiness      

Or is it being cool and sociable  

What is the point of life? 

 

Love that Bunny - Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Nathaly Terrazas 

 

Love that bunny, 

Like a soft and fluffy snowball  

I said I love that bunny 

Like a soft and fluffy snowball  

Love to play around with her all day  

Love to play with her 

“Hey there, Fluffy” 
 

 
Ode to the movies 

By Sophia Voulgaris 

 

Oh, movies 

 

How your screen flashes and flickers 

 

Always there after a long hard day 

 

There with a laugh, a cry, or a scream 

 

I can watch alone 

 

Or together 

 

Thank you movies  
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Summer 
By Kai Yaeger 

 
No school for all kids! 

Summer is the best season! 
Let’s go to the pool! 

 

 
The Fluffy Chicken: A Limerick - By Sanjar Alam 

There was once a very fluffy chicken, 

Whose owner was sickened 

So the chicken ran away 

And he ran for a day 

Then he decided to quicken. 

Alliteration ABC - By Demarco Blackmon 

Aliens ate awesome apples. 

Banana boy bounced basketballs. 

Creepy Carrot crushed cross country. 

Dizzy Demarco dashed down Delaware. 

Everybody’s elephant eats eggplants. 

Freddy’s french fries fried Freddy. 

Green goats get grapes gracefully. 

Halloween hamsters have humongous hamstrings. 

Idiots in Iceland ice igloos. 

Jumping John juked Jerry. 

Kanye kicked Kim Kardashian. 

Larry loves Lucy. 

Mickey Mouse makes mega millions. 

Nicky never needed negativity. 
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Our outstanding octopus outbursts. 

Peter Pan popped popcorn preciously. 

Quiet questions quickly quit. 

Rhinos run really ridiculously. 

Sandy stabbed Sam’s sandwich. 

Thomas talked to Tally Tucker. 

Ugly umbrellas under Uranus. 

Violet violins violently verified. 

Walruses went willowing when Willie walked. 

Xander x-rays xylophones. 

Young yeller yells. 

Zachary’s zany zombies zag. 

 

 

The Blue Egg 

Inspired by William Carlos Williams 

By Devyn Carlson 

 

so much depends  

upon 

 

a blue  

egg 

 

covered with warm  

feathers  

 

beside more blue eggs 
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The Lab: A Limerick - By Tyler Chamberlain 

The Lab is a dark dungeon 

Where DNA is bludgeoned 

To create genetic monstrosities, 

It’s really quite an atrocity 

A place where malice and knowledge come to a junction. 

(Disclaimer: I do not believe these things, as it is meant to be satirical) 

 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Sofia Dassouki 

I am from swimming 

From cooking and dancing. 

I am from the ocean 5 steps away. 

(Wherever I live I find a way to 

Swim) 

I am from the jasmine vines 

The garden of roses 

Whose thorns I remember 

Made me tear up 

I am from bikes and motorcycles, 

From Afaf and Maher. 

I'm from the know-it-alls 

And the rebels, 

From stand up straight! Look pretty! 

I am from delicious caramel 
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That I can eat all day 

That put a smile on my face. 

I am from Raghda and Osama 

From chocolate and strawberries. 

From a girl with a dream to be 

An interior designer, 

To the eye glasses all over the house 

Under my desk in a drawer 

Was a photo album 

Of endless memories, 

A picture for every smile, 

Every tear, and every frown. 

Moments that lie in the back of my head 

Not thought of 

I am from those moments, 

some taken before my first breath. 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Richa Dhakal 

I am from books and jump rope, 

From fantasy, realistic and dystopian 

I am from Taylor Swift and Ed Sheeran 

(the old Taylor can’t come to the phone right now) 

I am from the wispy old fig tree 

The fallen cherry blossoms whose pink-white 

Petals poured down in the spring 
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I’m from volleyball and marbles, 

From Mila and Kris 

I’m from cups of tea and buffalo milk, 

From Stop Reading! and Study Harder! 

I’m from science textbooks and arts and crafts 

I’m from Hima and Ryan’s farm, 

From freshly picked oranges and pineapples  

From hard workers and tree climbers 

And the ashes of my grandfather that 

Peacefully lay in the river 

Under my desk is an old album  

Spilling with new and old pictures 

A whole new world of memories 

And many more to come 

A new bud on the family tree. 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Sandra Gallegos Valdez 

I am from lost hairpins,  

From Pinol and Suavitel. 

I am from tree behind Auntie’s House 

(Green, slippery, 

Fell once or twice) 

I am from the ponytail palms,  

The house-shaped trees 
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Whose perfect cuts I remember  

As if I cut them myself. 

I’m from fruit and eyeglasses 

From Aguascalientes and Zacatecas. 

I’m from the smarty-pants 

And the hold-it-together, 

From the “tailon tailon” and “aparquando” 

I’m from he created us all 

With mud and dirt 

And ten verses I can say myself 

I’m from Maria’s and Hilma’s branch, 

Fried eggs and coffee with milk. 

From the broken foot my grandma had 

To the slippery floor, 

The hand My father used to carry stuff. 

On my phone is a photo carpet 

Spilling family pictures, 

A sift of long-time-no-see faces, 

To drift beneath my day. 

I am from those moments— 

Snapped when I was faraway— 

Another branch to the family tree 
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Dewdrops - By Jack Horne 

Wet dew on my feet 

Glistening in the sunlight 

Dripping off the grass 

Spring - By Amelia Jabo 

Petals blooming bright 

The sun is shining gold sparks 

I love the sweet spring. 

Virginia Beach - By Logiyen Khalil 

Bright sun 

Salty water 

Calming waves 

Light wind 

Cold refreshing smoothie 

A place that feels free 

 

 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Cristopher Laguna 

I am from rocky roads am dark nights 

I am from dark soil and snow 

(bright white it tasted like water) 

 

I am from running on fields 

And disappointment 

I am from caramel candies and mechanics 

From house to house I went on 

I am from working hard 

Playing sports and games 

 

I am from pop music 

From artist that are gone 

I am from falling off of scooters 

From tic tac toe 

 

I am from movies and loneliness 

Playing with myself in the park 

From being the famous of all 

(In family) 

 

I am from blood and sweat 

From laughing and crying 

From long lasting memories I will never forget 

I am from my family tree 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Fahad Mahmood 

I am from cricket 

From watching games on the night 

I am from oranges from Pakistan 

(I squished them to turn them into orange juice) I am from Pakistani money 

The founders’ faces on the money 

I am from candy and ice cream 

From the friends or the people 

I am from the backyard 

Playing cricket and game cards 

I am from Muslim festivals 

From all the people 

I am from the country that has some bad people 

From people that attack, sadly 

I am from schools that play cricket 

From Playing in teams 

From working together 

I am from dust and old on the floor 

From caring and loving 

From a box with pictures with my family 

I’m from my own family tree 

I’m from books, 

From nights straining your vision to read the 

last chapter or so. 

I’m from stuffed animals (the normal ones, 

not the weird mechanical type) 
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I am from the ilex tree 

The morning glories, 

The ones that bloomed each year, 

And grew wild in the summertime. 

I am from ginger snaps and chocolate bars, 

From Sean and Suzy. 

I’m from mind wonders, 

And technical whizzes, 

From “pity the fool” and “dynamite.” 

I’m from knowing the Apostles Creed by heart, 

And going to church each Sunday. 

I’m from Donna Jean and Alfred’s branch, 

Babe Ruth bars and plums. 

From my grandfather’s uncle passing, 

To my grandmother’s grandmother having her stroke. 

In a drawer in a bookshelf, 

Are pictures in a book 

Of times forgotten 

And times remembered, 

All at heart with the same meaning, 

And one day, 

Someday, 

Mine will be like theirs. 
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Alliteration ABC - By Kedus Mesfin 

A-Americans ate awesome apples. 

B-Big bananas bounce backwards. 

C-Cool cats cook chocolate chip cookies. 

D-David darted down digging. 

E-Elephants eat every entree. 

F-Fairy’s flip funny frogs from Finland. 

G-Green goats get grapes gracefully. 

H-Helicopters have horrible hand holes. 

I-In Iceland I ignore iguana’s igloo. 

 J-Jack just juiced Jamaican jackfruit. 

K-Kedus kicked kind Kenyan king’s crowns. 

L-Lion like little low life lemons. 

M-Men must make many mind machines. 

N-Now no nice nieces knit nothing. 

O-Open ovens on oxygen or Opossum. 

P-Pandas praise plant parts. 

Q-Quiet Quail quickly quack Quaggas. 

R-Red roses read radioactive ramie. 

S-Sad Sally saw Sam sink slowly. 

T-Tiny tarantulas trip tartan tanks. 

U-You use unicorns under unsunk umiaks. 

V-Very valiant vacuums vacate vacations. 

W-Whales will wait while waiter whack walls weirdly. 

X-Xylophone x-ray extreme xylems. 

Y-Your yellow yak yields younglings. 

Z-Zoo zebras zoom zapping zombie zones. 
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The Beaver - By Kryztien Loza 

The Beaver sits there 

Creates a complex dam 

The Beaver lives there 

 

The Light Brown Dog - Inspired by William Carlos Williams - By Johan Nilame 

So much depends  

upon 

a light brown dog 

glazed with rain 

water 

bringing the news 

home 

 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Grace Olivera 

 
I am from farming lands and city lights. I am from frames and old videos. From Bolivian 
music to singing with the radio. 

 
I am from sweet memories and long lasting moments. From speak up! and Quiet down! I am 
from volleyball tournaments and soccer fields. Sweat dripping all over our faces. And dirt in 
my shoes. 

I’m from fairy tale stories to essays. From my aunts cooking. From my mom's ideas. To my 
brother’s strength. 

 
I am from a never ending imagination. And one day making it come alive. I am from my 
mom’s memories. Full of laughter and love. I am from those long moments. The biggest of 
my family tree. 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Carsten Polestak 

I’m from old Barbie dolls, 

To dirty soccer balls left out in the sun 

Scorched lawn. 

I am from the sky-blue hydrangea bush 

(vibrant in the backyard.) 

The towering oak tree 

Telling me I am home. 

I am from the crispy butterfingers coated 

In chocolate and hot cocoa melting the cold away 

From Jami and Steve, 

I am from the goody two-shoes and the “don’t tell your mother” 

From the “stand up straight” or the “never give up” 

I am from the light-filled Christmas tree, 

Sitting in the corner of the living room 

I am Jimmie and Margie’s branch, 

Orange gummies and mother-watering Mound  

Candy bars. 

From the green painted log cabin my 

Grandfather waited in until his mother got 

Home at midnight 

To the dream of being a teacher my mother 

Gave up on 

On the shiny white shelf is a box of 

Things I love 

A pile of old memories I cherish 

To hold me through the toughest of nights 

I am from those times— 

My leaf will stay on the family tree- 

Until it is time to fall 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Carter Roll 

I am from Rick and Morty, 

From Gucci Gang and Rap God 

From the grass in my front yard  

(green, lively, it tasted like grass) 

I am from oak tree and maple tree 

Whose long-gone stems I remember  

like my own 

 

I’m from the secret of the clock, 

Fudge and cookies 

From now you're cooking with gas, 

The foreign service and Betty Grable 

 

I am from ring ding and kit kat  

From Robert and Margaret   

I am from the neatos and the groovy 

From the cool and the pipe down 

I’m from anything about dinosaurs  

With a Get Smarts 

And To Kill a Mockingbird 

 

 Doing my chores in the morning  

Scrolling through Instagram, 

Liking every picture  

To drift beneath the dark web 

I am tagged in those pictures  

Cracked my phone another dead leaf on the family tree 
 

Alliteration ABC - By Andrés Salinas 

As an apple, acronyms always amaze Andrés.  

Beautiful bellies bake bicycle bacon buns briefly. 

Cucumbers challenged chalkboard crocodiles. 

Don’t destroy delicious donuts. 

Eerie, electric, egg-headed eyes eat editors.    

Four firefighters fought facial facilities. 

Glossy gnomes grew Germany. 

Happy habitats hate hagfishes who hack. 

Ignorant idiots invest in illegible idioms.  

Jackals jump joyfully. 
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Kings can create kids. 

Lizards like licking laps. 

Messi makes marvelous mangos. 

Never nuke narrating narwhals. 

Ocelots occasionally overestimate oceans. 

Peter Pan placed Peter Parker perfectly. 

Quebec quickly cut cool kids kites. 

Raccoons redeem ranting rectangles. 

Soccer saves super sacks. 

Tactical tadpoles tickle tasteful tummies. 

Unicorns underwear under Uranus. 

Vacant verbs vaccinate vacations. 

Whales will wait while waiters whack walls weirdly 

X-rays exiting xylophones. 

Yesterday, Yellowjackets yielded yellowish yards. 

Zeus’ zipper zoomed. 

 

 

Love that Rabbit - Inspired by Walter Dean Myers - By Raiden Smith 

Love that rabbit like a son loves his mom. 

I said I love that rabbit like a son loves his mom. 

Every morning When I wake up I say 

“Hey there, Zeus.” 

 
 

Love that Taco - With apologies to Walter Dean Myers - By Roman Zawadski 
 
Taco! Taco! Tasting well 
When you’re served, I love your smell 
Meat so juicy like a heart  
You’re so pretty you're like art 
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5-Sense Poem - By Jordan Alejo 

people running in my sleep 

some tunes in my phone 

birds chirping in my ears 

wind breezing in my face 

it’s Summer time. 

 

El Salvador - By Leticia Argueta 

All my family 

All the food 

All the animals and people 

The cool breeze 

The tortillas 

I would love to live here 

 

Love that Sister 

Inspired by Walter Dean Myers 

By Komari Austin 

Love that sister like a cat that likes to eat 

I said I love that sister like a cat like to eat 

love to call her in the morning  

love to call her 

“Hey there, sister!” 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Yalguun Baterdene 

I am from chlorine water, 

everyday till bed. 

I am from skin tight swimsuits, 

Down to the knees. 

From carrying school work with books to carrying  

Caps and goggles. 

I am from my precious spare time reading books 

with a fuzzy blanket that reaches my ankles. 

 

I'm from fixing unfixable things and  

Playing volleyball till sundown, 

From Otgonchimeg and Baterdene. 

I'm from the cleanest of the cleanest  

From don't do this! and no do it like this! 

I'm from an adventurous but  

Closed couple. 

I'm from you could go much faster! and the always gonna be there type.  

I am from Otgoo, 

my loving aunt. 

From the smell of dumplings  

In the mornings. 

I'm from her laughs and 

The past stories she talks about 

On the phone. 

I'm from her Russian Barbie’s  

That she used to play with. 

Till the times passed and 

My cousins were here. 

 

On the shelves are my  

past and present, 

Albums of happy times  

tucked away for the future. 

I am from moments of 

Happiness clicked away, 

Tucked away, 

Waiting for my branch to grow 

 

 

 

Ode to My PlayStation - By Jacob Bayer 
 
Oh, my PlayStation. 

How I love you so. 

Your there for me after a bad day, 

And have taught me so much. 
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You bring me closer with my friends, 

And I adore the late nights I spend with you. 

You see my dear PlayStation, 

There is nothing I love more, 

After a long week of learning,  

Than a Friday night with the boys, 

And I could not do that without you. 

 

Summertime - By Henry Bui 

Summer days are warm. 

They are very beautiful. 

No stress in my mind. 

 

My Old Home - By Gisella Cabrera Sanchez 

Painted walls 

Fresh cooked food 

Yelling of my sisters 

My dogs smooth fur 

The sweet food 

I should've said goodbye 
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Ode to Lebron James - By Jack Couture 

You score for the Cavs 

Dunking and shooting, 

Scoring so many points 

All in one game 

And it all pays off 

When you and the Cavs win 

And you kept dunking and shooting 

Bob the Unicorn - By Dalai Davaatseren 

There was a unicorn named Bob 

Who started a magical mob, 

The mob disbanded, 

Then he demanded, 

A big, fat juicy kebab 

Free Verse - By Natalie Diaz Vasquez 

There's this girl 

Full of big dreams 

She never holds back 

To the people that want her to 

She never gives up 

On her passions and dreams 

From failing and failing 

To accomplishing her dreams 
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A Basketball Court - By Lucas Flynn-Hansen 

An orange ball, moving down the court. 

The leather of the basketball 

The bounce of the ball 

The rush of running down the court 

The air of the court 

I picked a good sport 

June Lake - By Max Gerber 

Shimmering silver water 

Fresh air 

Birds chirping  

Gentle touch of wind 

Smoked trout 

What a lake 

 

Alliteration ABC - By Matthew Gookin 

Aardvarks are always awesome. 

Bob bought big brackets. 

Can cool crackers cook cakes? 

Dalai doesn’t dig dirt. 

Elephants eat every enchilada. 

Frank forfeited five foolish fights. 

Games gain giant garages. 

Horses hate hungry hookworms. 
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Irregular Iroquoians irritate Italians. 

Jaguars join Jerry’s jumpers. 

Kangaroos kick crazy koalas. 

Lucas likes lighting lamps.  

Mountains make many muffins. 

Naughty newts never neigh. 

Onions omit oozy opals. 

People punch persimmons 

Quakers quarter quetzals. 

Rick reviews rockets. 

Samuel says summer school sucks. 

Tractors tow two trucks. 

Under UFOs, uncles undress. 

Vague vacations vary. 

Wagons wade wacky water. 

Xenophobic xylophones X-ray xenon. 

Yellow yaks yawned yesterday. 

Zoo zebras zig-zag. 

Texas Joy - By Marco Sanchez 

green trees in the fresh air forest 

rain drops in the cool air 

sweet peaches that grow on trees 

chirping birds in the morning tree 

onions in the ground. 
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My Love  - Inspired by Robert Frost - By Zainabe Guzman 

She is with me every day 

She makes me feel this way 

Never gone for too long 

Always there for my days 

 

We get along 

She is never wrong 

I miss her mostly but we will see each other soon 

Together we are strong 

 

She is like my everyday tune 

I bet we can be a cartoon 

She can never be a blur 

We will see each other again on the next blue moon 

 

She is that piece of my mind that I cannot stir 

She is the lion and I am her fur 

I cannot live without her 

I cannot live without her 
 

Alliteration ABC - By Aidan Lahlou 

 

Angela ate an animated animal. 

Barbra bites bedazzled baloney. 

Colorful comrade came carrying chairs. 

Deformed ducks decorated dumbbells. 

Ermine escapes eruptions. 

Fortunate Fish fly forever. 

Germans generate gems gently. 

Hippos heal headaches. 

Immortal imps import iPhone. 

Jellyfish jog joyfully. 

Kangaroos keep kettles. 

Lamprey love Ladybugs  
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Mason manufactured Mazes. 

 Narwhals never navigate Nigeria.  

Octopods organize olives. 

Pandas pass up pretty pastries. 

Quails question Queens. 

Reindeers refrigerate repulsive Reptiles. 

Salamanders saved small sandals. 

Triplets trouble triceratops. 

Unnamed Unicorns upgraded unique onions. 

Vicuna views vine. 

Walrus waits wanting water. 

Exordia Xeroxes xylophones. 

Yaks yank yarn. 

Zainabe zaps zombies. 

The Journey Home - Inspired by Robert Frost - By Sami Stewart 

Walking down the moonlit road, 
I know, soon, I must be home. 

Stars, twinkling in the night, 
Giving trees an eerie glow. 

 
Past a lake, a pretty sight, 
Fist go left, then go right. 

Down the path, a light appears, 
Blinking, twinkling, not a fright. 

 
There's a meadow, wide and clear, 

With fireflies, buzzing near. 
The trees seem to be asleep, 
Cold and calm, it may appear. 

 
Back into the woods, so deep, 

Down a hill that's slightly steep. 
Bounding down, my house I meet, 
Bounding down, my house I meet 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Oriana Ortiz 

I’m from TV and video games 

I’m from books, 

From friends 

I’m from the cherry blossom 

Whose flowers are so bright 

I’m from the hardworking 

From the strict and kind 

I’m from the smart-alecs 

And fun 

From no! To yes! 

I’m from them making my soul 

With love and courage 

And I love them 

I'm from Maria and Fermin 

Pastries and mosquitoes 

From their happiness from laughter 

And the fun we have together 

From these moments, I was born 

From dad 

To mom 

A thick branch on the family tree 
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Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Anh Phan 

I am from Rubik Cubes, 

from twisting and turning until it’s solved. 

I am from roller blades  

from going forward and backward in circles. 

I am from the desserts I make 

from Jello to cakes, 

so sweet  

and so delicious. 

I am from singing and swimming, 

from Thieu and Hoai. 

I am from a big family  

and the scientist and teacher,  

from good grades! And do better! 

I am from a beautiful family, 

a successful one,  

and now we just need to continue with it.  

I am from Viet and Hieu’s branch, 

Cooking and eating peanuts. 

From the courage it took my grandfather  

to fight 

in the Vietnam War.  

Under my bed is a colorful box 

spilling with beautiful pictures of my family, 
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many little objects, 

to remind me of my childhood. 

I am from these moments 

more generations to come,  

to add to the family tree. 

Home - By Ellie Ryan 

Furniture surrounding me 

Cooking of my mom’s meals 

The barking from my dog 

Warmth from blankets that cuddle me up 

Fresh cereal for a new day 

I love it here. 

Where I’m From - Inspired by George Ella Lyon - By Harriet Shapiro 

I am from sports 

from soccer and basketball 

I am from Snickers  

laying hard in the freezer 

(smooth but 

crunchy at the same time) 

I am from reading quietly in my room 

sitting on my swinging chair 

From jumping on my trampoline 

flying high with my sister 

I am from Three Musketeers and Cheese popcorn 

from Emily and Jon 

I’m from editors and optimists 

From You can do it!  

and Never give up! 

I’m from long plane rides 

and I love yous  

whispered to each other  

as the flight comes to an end 

I’m from Bill and Ginny’s branch 

Orange rolls and hot chocolate  

From lottery tickets Christmas day  
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to Chinese food 

the next Christmas Eve  

On my shelf are books 

bursting with memories 

of vacations we’ve had together 

to remind me of our adventures 

I am from those moments 

capturing our happiness 

Just one small leaf on the family tree 

 

 

 

Winter - By Samuel Surafeil 

The foggy window  

The snowy owl by the street  

The icy winter 

 
 

Argentina - By Aidan Rodriguez Riquelme 

 

All the animals running around 

Nice fresh air in the morning 

Birds chirping when I wake up 

Soft wind on my face when I go outside 

Delicious food my mom and I ate 

I never want the day to end 

 

 

Leaf - By Dahlia Turner 

a leaf falls slowly 

from the tall, thick, brown tree branch 

to the ground below 
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McDonald’s - By Diego Vera 

McDonald's 

People waiting in line 

The smell of the salty fries 

Sizzling sound 

The smell of the fries hits my face 

Super good fries 

I’m coming again tomorrow 

 

 
Fall - By Seble Bedassa 

 
The leaves are falling 

 
A strong wind is howling 

 
Time to go back in. 

 

 

The Beach - By Kenya Palma 

Beautiful blue water 

The fresh air of the beach 

The seagulls flying by 

Soft and hot sand  

The salty water 

This is the perfect place 
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Valentine’s Day - By Rebqa Yohannes 

Happiness is aloft, life is everywhere 

I am one with love, and love is one with me 

The refreshing joy in the air and the  

Warm touch of love pulling me into its arms  

Beating gallop of my heart fluttering like the  

Most beautiful butterfly there is 

Rosy red hearts seen throughout the country  

The world has sucked me into a universe 

A universe that will never stop loving 

 

Isaac 
With apologies to Valerie Worth 

By Jason Doll 
 

In a soft white bed 

 Isaac lies asleep 

opens his mouth widely 

yawns, tucks his face in the blanket carefully on his stuffed panda; 

 looks up, with wide eyes; 

 waving his brother away,  

winks, puts his head under his blanket, 

 yawns, closing his eyes: 

 sleeps for another hour  

with a smile on his face. 
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The Coffee maker - Inspired by William Carlos Williams - By Jordan Sales 
 
So much depends  

upon 

 

The coffee maker 

 

Filled with hot  

coffee 

 

Next to the white powdered doughnuts 
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Nonfiction 
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The Call 

By Andrew Argote Veliz 

 

When I heard the words on the phone, I froze. I dropped the phone. Everyone else was asleep, and I was all 

alone. The sounds of silence were breaking me apart. I needed to tell someone. I went into panic not believing what I 

heard. I felt like I was in another world… 

 

Earlier that week: 

 

“Mom we’re here! Come on get up! Let's go!” 

My mom got up, and a few minutes later we were finally into the La Paz Airport. “Okay now that we’re off the 

plane can we go to my uncle's house?” I asked her. 

“No,” my mom said. “We need to go see your grandmother in the hospital. She's got lung infection.” 

Once we got to the hospital, they didn't let me see my grandma because they said I was too young and I could 

get a disease. I was so mad I couldn't see her. While I was waiting for my mom, I looked out at the big snowy mountains 

surrounding La Paz. 

Finally, they let me see her, but I only got to see her once before she transferred to another hospital. The new 

place seemed better: you needed a source of identification like a passport or ID card to see a patient, and they were 

treating my grandmother and us more kindly. 

A couple days later, once things were more settled, I finally got to go to my uncle’s home in Oruro, my mom 

couldn't go with me, because she wanted to stay with my grandma, so she called my other grandma, Blanca. 

We took the bus. It was a long, four-hour trip, and even though I was so happy I could go to Oruro and visit 

everyone, the feeling that Grandma was all alone and away from the family made me sad. 

The next few days I had more mixed emotions. I was having fun with my cousins, but on the other hand I was 

worried about my grandma, Martha. Then one day I woke up, and the phone was ringing. I answered it quickly because I 

knew there could be some important news for someone.  

When I picked up the phone, it was my mom. I was surprised and happy to hear from her. “Mom, how are you?” 

“She's dead”. 

“Who?” I asked. 

“Your grandma.” 

“No! She didn't...” 

“I'm coming to Oruro to pick you up.” 

She's not dead!!! I started to cry. She seemed to be getting better when I saw her last!! 

“Andrew stop crying.” 

“But she can’t be dead! This isn't fair!!!” My mind exploded. 

My mom got there the next day. I was still in shock from what happened. I couldn’t believe that I was going to 

go to a funeral for my grandma. When I saw her in that coffin lying there, I still couldn't believe she was dead. As I stood 

there, I knew there was something special I needed to tell her. 

She died September 6th, 2017 at 8:00 am in a hospital room in La Paz. I was so mad at myself for not spending 

more time with her before she died, but the nurses would not let me see her. I was so sad I would never see her face 

again.  

I softly sang “Let it Be” by the Beatles to her as she lay there. “Speaking words of wisdom, let it be.” 
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Does it Really Matter? 

By Malek Ben Hammouda 

 

Up until I was nine years old I’ve viewed everyone by the cover, how they looked like on 

the outside. I believed that I couldn't do the same things as my peers or they could not 

do the same things as me skills wise just because of how they looked, if they looked 

tough I would have a vision of their personality and skills, that the person can do 

everything, that person is strong and more. I lived by a mantra I judged everything and 

everyone by the cover... Does the cover even matter? 

 

The summer after fourth grade I took a look at myself.  I made myself have a mental 
injury. I was scared to find the truth. The inner personality of myself and others, my 

reality was fake. Summer break means one thing. Summer basketball! In summer basketball, 

you are just assigned a random basketball team. Soon enough it was the first Basketball 

game. I saw everyone, they were taller than I expected. My initial thought was that I was 

going to get crushed. I thought that they were much stronger than me and that I could do 

nothing skill wise compared to them. My heart dropped, 

all I wanted to do was leave. 

 

Meanwhile, after the basketball game was over I looked at the score... we won! I realized 

that I have made most of the points other than my twin Nour and some of my other 

teammates. 

 

BUM, BUM BUM.. BUM.........BUM. My heart pounded and I was breathing abnormally fast. I 

finally felt relieved.  We were about to go home when the referee tapped on us to ask us 

a question.... “Do you mind playing with the eighth graders? We only have four people on 

each team. My mind got lost at “play with eighth graders.”  

 

I thought it through. Bum bum, BUM,BUM!!!! 

I lost it. My eyes were slowly shedding tears one by one. Each drip slid through my face, 

as it falls on my mouth I taste the salty taste of each and every tear. I hid behind my 
parents. I ran into the car.  We all went into the car. Unfortunately, Nour, my twin 

didn’t do it because I didn't do it. Twins come in a package! The car ride was silent. My 

hands were still shaking furiously from the thought of what happened. We made it home. I 

ran 

straight to my room. I furiously punched my bed by the anger of what just happened. I 

jumped under my light, fluffy blankets. I cried myself to sleep. 

 

I soon woke up in the middle of the night.  I felt trapped, I believed I couldn't jump 

through the box.  I took a deep breath, In and out, in and out. I soon steadied my 

breathing. I realized how trapped I was in my own defeat. I wasn't brave. I believed that 

I couldn't do the same things as others just because of the cover. I now believe that I 

can do anything. I can do anything as long as I put my mind to it and stay brave and 
strong. 
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The next week I played amazing, we won!  It was such a coincidence because Nour and I got 

asked to play with seventh graders. I positively thought it through and agreed. Nour then 

agreed as well. The game started my hand shook out of nervousness, not sacredness. Nour 

and I played against each other. Little did you know Nour and I each made the first 

basket for our teams. The seventh graders were really nice to us.  Nour’s team won. 

Although her team won I am happy about the experience I got and that I took it. 

 

This I believe means many things to me. I believe that we can do anything, from sports, 

to smarts, anything is possible if we put not only our head but our heart to it. If you 

don't do what you really, actually want to do you are putting yourself in defeat. You 

won't feel proud of yourself of what you learned, you will live a bland life. From 
setting goals, to making it your New Year's resolution, you will get there. Just ask 

yourself “what do you 

Really want to do and what is keeping you from doing it?” 

 

One thought can make all the difference. 
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Lesson Learned - By Bethanya Mekedim 

In the early years of my life I truly believed everything in life was fair. That everyone had a chance to be 

whatever they want, even if they didn't have the education or the requirements. Unfortunately, reality hit too 

soon. It wasn't a huge event but I count it as one because, it did make me realize a huge thing that was going 

to come my way eventually. 

That day was going as slow as a turtle on land. that whole day I was planning on how I was going to get to 

that one specific doll before any other of the girls did. I was planning my every move how I was going to grab 

it like my whole life depending on it. So, I went through my day peacefully, did my work, napped for a bit, and 

then... it was time. 

The teacher finally let us up from the rug for play time. I ran with all I got and I was the first one at that station 

with the doll in my hand. I felt so accomplished so relieved, when that one girl came up to me! 

She came up to me and asked me for the doll. Of course, I said no and I explained to her that it was only my 

second time playing with that doll the whole year and that I would appreciate it if i could play with it once 

more. Well you see that didn't go so well as I thought it would. She started crying and everyone around the 

play area started to comfort her, and they started giving me those dirty looks like, “What have you done?” I 

actually didn't know why she was crying so much like I didn't do anything.  

One of the teachers saw and came over. I was the most scared I had ever been. I thought I was going to get in 

big trouble (I still had that doll in my hand). The teacher asked the girl what was wrong and she said that I 

wouldn't give her the doll. Which was true so when the teacher asked me if that was true I said yes, I wasn't 

even thinking about lying. Since she was crying the teacher asked me to give the doll to her and that I could 

have it tomorrow, but I knew I couldn't say no or I would look like the bad persons I started crying also. It was 

like a funeral was happening. 

So, turns out we both couldn't have the doll because it was causing too much drama. After that day on I 

absolutely despise that girl with all my heart and I was only 4 or 5 years old, and she was the girl that got that 

doll every single day before that day and from that day on. You might be wondering how I remembered all 

that from 7-6 years ago. Well it was a big moment in my life even if I didn't realize it. From that day on I fought 

for everything I wanted (not physically) and most of the time I got it but not always.  
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This I Believe 

By: Olivia Bartrum 

To be moral is hard to be. To know right from wrong differs from everyone’s perspective. This 

value is hard to master. I have acquired this belief from a nerf gun “incident” that happened 

in my basement.  

This “incident” taught me that I need to think about things before actually doing them, 

especially if they seem wrong. 

It was December of 2016. I was 10 years old and my family had just gotten back from a trip 

to our house in New York. I had won a little nerf gun from a game, and was eager to try it 

out. A few days after we came back from the trip, I sat on the couch in our basement and saw 

the dart gun, just lying on the counter. I was the only one in the basement. I didn’t think 

about what I was doing and picked the dart gun up. It was yellow, with blue spots on the 

outside. I had held it up to the wall with the foam tip pointing out of the gun, just thinking, 

It’s just a test shot, it doesn’t really matter. 

Slowly, not knowing what was going to happen, I pulled the trigger. The nerf dart zoomed 

into the wall and flopped off the wall. I noticed something was different on the wall. I walked 

over where the dart had hit, and it seemed that it had chipped a small section of paint that 

was on the wall. At that moment, I felt guilt-ridden and really terrible. 

Before the shot was fired, I hadn't even thought about what was going to happen to the wall I 

was firing at. I didn’t even think about what was wrong with what I was doing. At that exact 

moment, I realized that I needed to think about what I was doing. I realized I needed to add 

a value to my life: morality. I decided this because of what I learned of the nerf gun 

“incident”. When I think about what happened now, it makes me feel weird but good, 

knowing that I learned a value that is now important to me, but it still feels weird, knowing 

that it even happened. Some values that were important to me then include enthusiasm, 

creativity, fun, patriotism and humor. Some values that are important to me now include 

humor, morality, patriotism, family, fun and honesty. 

Morality is an important value because it can help you make the right decisions if you truly 

think of morality as a value. A simple act of morality can change a perspective or a view of 

someone’s. Morality is also an important value because it can help build good relationships, 

as well as professional lives. 

Overall, I am not perfect at being able to tell right from wrong, and I make mistakes. The 

nerf gun “incident” helped teach me a value that is very important today and will most likely 

be for the rest of my life. Just because of this. I believe in morality. 
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Runaway Superhero 

By: Brendon Tindall & Max Robinson 

Huff, huff, huff, huff. He sprinted down the stone path in the shadows towards an apartment building. He turned to 

catch a glimpse of what horrors lie behind him. He stumbled and fell but this was not the last of him as the large 

looming shadow covered over him. A small note fluttered down to the cold wet ground this not read: See me after 

dinner Ben! -Jess 

12 Years Later… 

Huff, huff, huff, huff. “Hey, wait for me!” The boy exclaimed.  

“You’re just too slow!” The taller girl running ahead of the boy replied gleefully. They finally reached the doorstep of 

their townhouse. They breathed heavily to catch their breath before stepping inside.  

“Alexa?” said the boy, as he finally got control of his breathing.  

“Yes?” she replied.  

“Do you think Ben will come back? He disappeared like 12 years ago!” They entered the townhouse and dumped 

their bags on the floor.  

“Can we eat first?” asked Alexa. The door clicked shut. 

“What are you two talking about?” asked their Aunt Luna, as she followed Alexa and Michael to the kitchen. Their aunt 

stood at the pantry searching for their favorite pasta shells. “Anyway, the only thing I heard was eat, and I’ve got food! 

Now, go wash your hands, I'll have sketti minetti ready in a Jiff!” 

After Alexa and Michael washed their hands, they sat down at the dinner table and began to dig in to their favorite 

meal; sketti minetti. It was something that they always ate since their aunt was part Italian and had practically perfected 

it. It seemed to be the normal tasty dinner night when Michael asked “Auntie Luna. Where is Ben? Whenever I ask, 

you just change the subject.”  

“Yeah.” Alexa agreed. “Tell us the truth.” 

Suddenly their aunt swiftly stood up and grabbed a note from a shelf. “This all that the police said that they found.” She 

explained holding back tears. “So young…” she wept starting to unveil held back tears. “All I know is that Ben is not 

coming back.” said their aunt Luna solemnly.  

Alexa quickly got up and ran to Aunt Luna to comfort her as Michael stared, horrified, at his aunt.  

“I don’t mean to scare you but that’s not all. As soon as your mother was informed of the tragic loss of her son she 

couldn’t take it. After your dad died, she was on the edge; however, with Ben...” Aunt Luna wiped tears from her 

weary face. 

Alexa lay on her bed. She and her brother had gotten ready early because of what had happened at dinner. Suddenly 

there was knocking on the door. Aunt Luna walked to the door she looked through the peephole of the door to see a 

strange man on the porch. Their aunt Luna slowly opened the door and the man quickly pushed through the door 

along with several other men, also clothed in black. Aunt Luna tried to push them back but the men were simply too 

strong. “Hey, are you police officers? You need a warrant to search my house!” cried aunt Luna.  

“We are here on official business, Ms. Laurent,” said the man in the front. “Now step aside and where are the kids!”  

“I don’t have any kids.”  

“No, the adopted ones!” the man shouted in frustration.  

“I have the right to remain silent!” she shouted in response. 
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Aunt Luna quickly dashed up the stairs and ran to Michel and Alexa’s room. “Quickly hide here!” She hustled the two 

of them into a closet “Look, behind there is a latch. Open it and it will lead to a shelter. Hide there until I tell you to 

come out.” The siblings did as their aunt said and sure enough, the latch was there and it led to a small shelter with 

gray musky walls. Along the walls were dusty cans of beans and other canned food. There was also a small bathroom 

to the side and several large jugs of water occupying a corner of the shelter. 

Soon, the children heard footsteps outside of the closet “Quickly! Open the latch.” whispered Michael.  

“No don’t open it!” whisper-screamed Alexa.  

The closet door slid open. “It’s okay kids, come out now.” said their aunt Luna.  

“What happened to those guys?” asked Alexa as she climbed out.  

“They’re camping outside the house,” said Aunt Luna. “Come, there’s something I need to show you.” 

She led them to the cabinet that they had not paid much attention to. Aunt Luna looked around as if she was 

checking for anyone else who might be around, she grabbed a key from her pocket and unlocked the first drawer. 

Inside were a few small crumpled pictures and a yellow file. She picked up the pictures and it showed a man in a coat 

with a hat on that obscured his face. Along with the man was a woman in a ball gown, and in her hands, she held a 

baby bundled up in blankets. “Mom…” said Alexa hopefully as she touched the face of a young woman in the 

photograph.  

“Your mother was a normal person until your father came along. He was a man that had just strolled along with no 

background, a real mystery…Despite that, she fell in love with him. But soon after he simply never came back from 

work, of course we didn’t know where he worked so we didn’t have anybody to get answers from. And he left her 

with a newborn named Michael.” She nodded towards Michael as she said that. 

“Your father was referred to as a ‘superhero’.”  

“Stop messing around auntie!” Exclaimed Michael in disbelief.  

“No! It’s true! Raise your hand Alexa.” Alexa did as she was told to do. “Now close your eyes and think deeply about 

me.” She did that also and instantly in a zap she was teleported to a weird place. An endless void.  

“Where am I?” asked Alexa in confusion.  

“You’re in my mind” echoed aunt Luna’s voice. Then suddenly, she was back where she was originally.  

“WHAT… WAS… THAT?”  

“Alexa, you have mind powers. Now Michael, you have duplication powers. Think as hard as you can about having a 

second body. Sure, enough, Michael closed his eyes and in a flash, right next to him appeared a second him. “Whoa! 

We’re the same!” both said in unity.  

“Ugh now there are two of you!” Alexa said in disgust.  

“Alexa, you must protect Michael. Now I’m going to have to say goodbye…” said aunt Luna with tears at the corners of 

her eyes. They all settled in for a hug. The kids then snuck out the back door and headed for the road. 

Aunt Luna pulled out of the driveway in her old Toyota Corolla knowing that many things could go wrong with their 

plan. The men in the vehicle across of their apartment building quickly drove over to the car to stop her. “Hey where 

are the kids?” Asked the man. “I told you I don’t have any kids.” She said simply. “Quit playing, now, where are they?” 

The answer to the man’s question lie on the side alley of the apartment building; there, the two children set of on their 

journey to nowhere in particular. 

2 Days Later… 
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“Alexa, I’m tired.” Complained Michael. “Can we stop somewhere and eat?” They had been slowly walking in the hot 

summer sun along the long, winding roads with wheat farms from left to right while trees lined the edges of the 

farms.  

“I told you we can’t just stop by anywhere to get a snack, Aunt Luna gave us only enough money to eat two meals 

per day for a week!” cried Alexa and promptly smacked Michael on the back of his head.  

“I was just hungry…” mumbled Michael rubbing his head.  

“Fine, we’ll stop at the next gas station just to rest.” Alexa concluded. 

Soon they found a gas station. They both trudged in and were relieved that the store had air conditioning. They 

stepped aimlessly along the aisles until something in particular caught Alexa’s eye. She picked up a small bag of chips 

and went to the counter. As she walked by she saw Michael examining the candy section, she tried to look non-

conspicuous but it was no use, Michael had a hawk’ eye for junk food.  

“Hey! Alexa! What's that you got there?” asked Michael slowly.  

“Nothing.” Alexa responded quickly.  

“Fine we’ll share it.” Alexa said defeated. 

They both walked up to the counter, the cashier started slowly to process the items; above the cashier there was a TV 

that was playing the news. Breaking news, two children by the name of Michael and Alexa… “Maybe that’s a different 

us ...” said Michael hopefully.  

But, sure enough, pictures of them flashed on the screen. They have run away and please call if spotted or found. 

Unfortunately for them, the cashier had already called the police. Michael and Alexa made a run for it being pursued 

shortly after by police cars. At a turn in the road lead to a house, the two quickly turned sharply and ran but the cars 

were simply too fast and one ran right in front of them to block them off. Then, PFFFFT! Something flew something in 

the air as a sharp pin struck the leg of Alexa and, after piercing pain, she became more and more sleepy… 

As she started to wake up she noticed that Michael was already awake and sitting glumly in the cage next to her. 

“You’re awake,” noticed Michael.  

“What happened?” asked Alexa, rubbing her leg.  

“We were hit by these.” Michael explained. He held up a small dart with a feather on the end of it.  

“Where are we?” asked Alexa.  

“Well we’re about to find out.” Michael was right because as he said that an engine, that had been humming and 

wheezing quietly, came to a stop and a door slid open letting in a blinding light. 

The kids then walked through the halls of a what seemed to be empty building. They were guarded on both sides by 

buff body guards with what seemed to be some pretty heavy artillery in their hands. They were also handcuffed. “How 

dangerous do they think we are?” thought Michael.  

Finally, after what seemed to be hours of walking, they entered a dark room. There in the middle stood a figure of a 

man. The two body guards uncuffed the kids and closed the doors behind them as they left.  

“Finally, we meet.” Said the man. His voice seemed strangely familiar to the two kids. “Alexa, Michael,” continued the 

man in the dark.  

“How d-do you know us!” exclaimed Michael trying his best not to wimp out.  

“Ahh, you don’t remember me?” said the man with some hurt. “Well maybe I should shed some light.” He clapped 

and suddenly the bright lights flickered on. There where the man had been standing stood someone in a cloak with 
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his hoody; his face would have looked normal except for his one eye that had turned completely black around it and 

instead of a blue eye like the other one it was blood red. “My name is Ben.”  

“What happened to you!” cried Alexa.  

“We wanted you back!” she sobbed. 

 Michael ran over to comfort her much like how she had to Aunt Luna.  

“I had simply embraced the dark side of power!” Ben exclaimed. “Now I am here to offer you the same opportunity I 

was handed.”  

“No,” said Alexa promptly. “Because you are not my brother. Now give him back!” she shouted.  

“Ah so the little girl has figured it out,” said a much more different voice from Ben’s mouth.  

“Do it!” shouted Alexa as she ran to the side.  

“Never tried this before, hope it doesn’t get me killed!” yelled Michael in response. He closed his eyes and thought of 

having duplicate bodies. Suddenly POOF! There standing around Ben in circles and circles were clones of Michael 

hundreds of them.  

“This can’t be possible! You’re too young!” cried Ben staggering back.  

“Well now it is!” shouted all the Michaels in unity.  

“Attack!” commanded one Michael  

“ATTACK!” all the others repeated as they surged forward. Soon there stood a huge dog pile of Michaels were Ben 

had once stood. 

Then once again POOF! All of them disappeared except for the one real Michael, standing next to Ben who was 

sprawled out on the floor with bruises and tears in his clothes all over.  

Then Alexa showed up and hugged her brother. “That was amazing!” she said gleefully.  

“Now you’ve got to do your thing,” Michael said as he nodded toward the heap of Ben. Alexa knelt and touched 

Ben’s hand and closed her eyes. 

A few minutes later, the dark shade around Ben’s eye started to disappear. Alexa got up. “I got rid of the dark power 

thing, but he’ll be out for a while.”  

“Where do we put him?” asked Michael.  

BOOM! Part of the ceiling collapsed producing a hail of rock and dust as well as the bright sunlight. Then, a large 

helicopter descended into the large warehouse room. When it landed, a man with a hoodie trench coat and a mask 

and yellow lights as eyes on his face dark from the hoodie hopped off. On his back was a pole with glowing blue 

strips. “Hello! I’m Shadow! And I will be your valet driver for today. You are Ben, Alexa, and Michael, right?” Shadow 

exclaimed.  

“Yes,” Alexa answered.  

“Awesome!” Shadow shouted. He led them to the roaring helicopter. “To the training academy!” he told the autopilot 

as they had all boarded.  

“What’s the training academy?” asked Michael.  

“Let’s find out!” said Alexa. 
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Amber Unlimited 

By Natalia Zeballos-Valenzuela 

The short story Humming through my Fingers by Malorie Blackman is about a girl named Amber 

who takes a boy named Kyle around the school ground blindfolded to show him what it is like to use 

your other senses besides seeing to see things. She does this so he can see what life like hers is like. 

She does not want sympathy, but instead wants empathy. “He was still looking at me with the eyes of 

someone who could see me. Not a blind girl. Not someone to be be pitied of patronized. Not someone 

who had less than him. But a girl who could see without using her eyes.” Amber is diabetic, and 

became blind because of it. Amber also has synesthesia. The short story shows that even though 

Amber can change how people see her, she does not let other limitations stop her because she is 

calm about being blind, she is confident and most of all, because she is positive about herself. 

Amber is calm about being blind. She was annoyed when Kyle asked if she was born blind. 

Amber was not, and explained that she was one of the few people who became blind because they 

were diabetic. Amber also shows being calm about being blind by saying to Kyle, “Being blind is like 

jumping off a cliff with the water below kilometers deep and kilometers down- except you jump not 

knowing what is on the other side of the cliff. Everything is an adventure for me. Walking along the 

street, going to a shop, meeting new people, even reading a book. I never know what I'll come across 

or what I'll find, whether I'll be delighted or disappointed, hurt or happy. ...”. She said this all so calmly. 

Also, she said, “...always assuming I've lead us to the right stream, of course.”. She said this to Kyle. 

Kyle then got a bit worried. Then Amber said, “I'm only winding you up,” gleefully. As you can see she 

does this all calmly. 

Another reason that Amber does not let limitations stop her is that she is confident. Amber 

walks around the school without hesitation. She is confident about where she goes around there. After 

she had Kyle jump across the stream blindfolded, she did the same, only not blindfolded since she is 

blind. After she jumped across she thought, “In a way, I'm sorry Kyle didn't see me. A sighted person 

couldn't have done it better.”. She also leads Kyle around. She knew where she was going and she 

didn't encounter any problem. This all show that she is confident. 

The last reason that Amber does not let limitations stop her is that she is positive about herself. 

She found the bright side to being blind. Well, at least for herself. She said “Your eyes work. Never 

forget what a gift that is. I can taste light and feel colors and I am grateful.” then she said “I see things 

in a way you can't and won't because you don't need to. I'm grateful for that as well. Because I can still 

appreciate the things around me. Maybe even more than a lot of sighted people do.” She is positive 

about being blind because she knows that it doesn't change who she is. 

Many can argue about what this story shows. Some may say that Amber has let it get in her 

way. For example, she doesn't go to her old school anymore after she became blind. She also closed 

herself from Kyle in the beginning. But here are the weaknesses in those claims. She closed her self 

from Kyle because she knew his intentions were to win a bet. Also, she didn't want to start trouble by 

staying at her old school. Lastly, she can do almost anything a seeing person can. Maybe even better. 
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Even though Amber cannot change how others see her, she does not let other limitations stop 

her. She is calm about being blind. She is confident. Lastly, she is positive about herself. This sums up 

that almost nothing can stop Amber! 
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The Lady in the Woods 

By Zachary Roman 

“And you are sure you’ll be safe?”  Mom asked 

“Yes Mom, we will be fine.”  I replied. 

We were getting ready for our camping trip.  My best friends and I were going 

camping in the woods for one night by ourselves and we were getting ready for my 

parents to drop us off.  

“If you need anything, we will be 5 minutes away in a hotel.  Just call me if you 

need anything.  What about phone charging batteries do you have those?” 

“Mom, Mom relax, we will be fine.  We can take care of ourselves.” 

“Luke, Marco, you guys ready?”  I asked. 

“Yeah we are.” They replied. 

They walked to the car and got in.  I followed them. As we drove to the campsite, 

I watched all the scenery.  Beautiful tall trees, with leaves just barely growing 

from the small red buds.  Once we finally got there, my dad helped us unpack our 

bags and set up our tent. 

“Make sure you check in with me every 2 hours.”  My Mom said.  She still sounded 

worried. 

“Yes Mom, I got it.” I hugged her goodbye and watched them drive away.  

I looked at Luke and Marco. “What do you want to do?” I asked. 

They both shrugged.  Our campsite was in a little clearing in the woods.  The 

tall oak trees towered over us.  Our tent was directly in front of the fireplace 

my father made for us. Our tent was huge.  It had room for at least three 

sleeping bags and some extra room.  It was about 7:45 in the evening.  The sunset 

just barely peeked through the branches.  We talked and laughed and ate s’mores.  

Then we realized it was almost 10:00 and we should check in with my parents. 

After I texted them telling them that we were okay, we got into our tent and 

talked for a little longer.  

“Do you guys want to hear an urban legend about these woods.” Luke asked.  

“Sure.” Marco and I replied,  

“So, 15 years ago, a husband and wife went camping in these woods.  They were a 

happy couple and they hiked up the trail to the top of the mountain and looked at 

the view.  Suddenly the husband snapped and pushed her off the cliff.  She fell 

to her death.  The husband was never found guilty and 2 years later went back to 

that cliff.  He mysteriously fell of and died.  Legend has it, that her spirit 

pushed him off.  Over time more and more people went up that mountain.  But only 

men are mysteriously falling off.  People think that she pushes men off that 

cliff to get back at her husband who killed her.  No one’s hiked that trail for 

years.  Anyone who has dared to hike it, has been found dead, in mysterious 

places.” 
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“That sounds like a bunch of crap.”  Marco said skeptically. 

“I have to agree, Luke,” I said.  I didn’t believe in this.  

“Well if you don’t believe it, let’s hike that trail,” Luke said. 

“Come on, it’s late I’m tired.  We really shouldn’t,” I said. 

“Well, I guess we could.  Plus, I want to prove Luke wrong.”  Marco says. 

“Yeah come on John, let’s go hike it,” Luke said. 

“Ugh fine,” I said.  

I knew in my heart, I made the wrong decision.  I guess we were unaware of the 

mistake we had just made.  

We started the long and hard hike up the mountain.  It was a peaceful hike.  The 

only sound was the crickets chirping.  As we were walking we heard a twig snap.  

We jumped and turned our flashlights in that direction.  Nothing there.  God.  I 

thought I was gonna die there, I thought to myself.  We finally got there.  We 

walked around the top of the mountain looking for the cliff.  We found it.  A 

clearing in the, what looked like endless pine trees.  There, in the clearing was 

the silhouette of a lady.  My heart froze.  I didn’t know what to do.  I tried to 

take a deep breath and rationalize what I was seeing.  Maybe it’s just a shadow 

that looks like a lady, or maybe it’s an actual person but just in the shadows I 

thought to myself.   

Just then my eyesight started going static like a broken television.  Then they 

blacked out for a second.  When my eyes started to see again.  She was closer.  I 

tried to speak to Luke and Marco.  But I couldn’t speak.  I tried to scream.  

Nothing came out.  My heart raced.  I didn’t know what to do.  I looked at Marco 

and Luke.  They seemed to be struggling again.  My eyesight went black 

again.  She was closer.  We all turned and ran.  I didn’t look back.  We ran as 

fast as we could.  We got back to the camp site and hid in our tent.  We got in 

our sleeping bags.  I covered my face with the sleeping bag.  After, what felt 

like hours, removed the sleeping bag from my face.  I looked at Marco and 

Luke.  They were sound asleep.  I looked at the door of the tent.  On the tent, 

was the silhouette of a lady. The same one. It was as if, my heart was slammed 

with a giant 50-pound weight.  I stared at the lady.  My eyes went static.  I 

blacked out.   

I woke up the next morning.  Marco was still asleep.  But I couldn’t find 

Luke.  Oh my God.  Did that thing take him? I thought.  I walked outside.  The 

police were there.  Talking to Luke.  I was confused.  

“Hey, Luke what’s going on?”  I asked.  

“Um, just talk to the police.” Luke said.  His face, pale.  

“Did you notice anything strange last night.” An officer asked.  

“Um no, why?”  I replied.  My heart racing.  I remembered what I saw last night 

at the cliff.  And what I saw on the tent.  

“We need to take you down to the station.”  The Officer said.  
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“Can I call my parents.” I said.  The Officer nodded.  I called my mom and told 

her to meet me at the police station.  When we got there, my mom hugged me and 

asked us what happened.  I told her I’d explain later.  The police had us take a 

polygraph test.  We somehow all passed.  

“Now that we had to go through all that crap, can you tell us what happened?” 

Marco asked angrily. 

The officer hesitated. “We found a body outside, near your campsite.  A young 

man.  About 30 years old.” 

“How did he die?”  Luke asked.  

“A fall from height.” The Officer replied. 

My heart froze.  I looked over at Luke, his face was pale white.  Same with 

Marco.  

Since that day, I haven’t gone camping.  neither have Marco and Luke.  Fast 

forward 20 years.  I was 33 and I went back to those same woods.  I hiked through 

the brush and leaves and branches, back to that little clearing with those same 

tall oak trees towering over me with those small little buds growing from the 

branches.   

Suddenly it was night time.  I saw three boys in front of a fire, laughing, 

talking and eating s’mores.  One of them looked at me.  It was me.  My younger 

self.  Suddenly the three boys slowly faded away.  And the silhouette of a lady 

slowly faded in.  I had almost forgotten about her.  My breathing slowed.  My 

heart started pounding and pounding.  My eyes went static for a moment and the 

lady disappeared in an instant.  I heard a twig snap behind me.  I whipped 

around.  There was a body.  A man.  He had broken bones and blood all over 

him.  There was a note, nailed to his head with an old nail.  On the note, in his 

own blood it said, “If you ever come to these woods again, you’ll end up like 

him.”  I realized something: This urban legend wasn’t some stupid thing three 

teenagers went to investigate.   

It was real.  
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Out of the Hole 

By Amelia Gonzalez-Coopman 

 

Hi, I am Ammy, it is the year 2018 and my little sister is bugging me to put My Little Pony on TV for her. Can’t she live 

without that? Guess not. So back to the story. Right now, I am at home (as you may guess). I live with my mom, my dad, 

my little sister, my littlest brother and my pet fish. I go to middle school, I am 6th grade and I am 12 years old. Speaking 

of school, my mom wants to check my grades. So, I grab My school iPad and open the grade book on the iPad and… OH. 

NO. My grades have dramatically dropped!  

 

So, back to where I was, oh yes, MY GRADES HAVE DRAMATICALLY DROPPED!!! I have all As and Bs except for the big, 

fat C on Math! My mom is telling me that this is unacceptable and my dad is telling me that I am going to have to get my 

grade up. My little sister is making fun of my grade. So, the next day, I get to school and I have a good day until I get to 

math, the teacher hands out the tests we did on Friday and I FAILED at my math test! Can my grades get any worse? 

Okay, I should have not asked that question because the teacher asked us to look at our grades, and with a knot in my 

stomach, I checked my math grade again, which changed again and this time to a D, as in you are Doing badly. Can this 

day get any worse, I guess it could, because I was not prepared for what was going to happen next? I got to Social 

Studies and the teacher announced “There is a quiz today!” Everyone groaned, and unusually, I did too, which is weird 

because I always ace my Social Studies tests, unlike Math tests. The teacher also said that report cards are coming soon, 

and everyone groaned again. I just got stressed, I have to do my Social Studies quiz, get my Math grade up and keep it 

that way for my report card. Oooh!!! I feel like I am falling into a hole of bad grades! 

 

At least I aced my Social Studies test, so I have one thing less to do. So, it is the end of the day and luckily for me my 

math teacher has a tutoring today, so I can finish my missing work! I just finished my work and I gotta check my grades! 

OMG!!! Math is at a B! This day is not so bad after all! (Yay me!) The report cards are here! I got an AB honor roll! My 

parents are taking me to my favorite restaurant! I forgive my sister for laughing at me. My little brother hugged me. He 

is sooo sweet! I am so happy! So, this is how I got into a hole and climbed out of it in 1 school day. 
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The Biggest Bass 

By Joseph Oliphant 

 

   Brrrriiinggg! The bell sounded as George Hendricks entered the classroom. “Late again, Hendricks!” 

Mr. Hawkins glared at George as he took his seat. Jack Black and his sidekicks, Guth and John 

snickered as George spluttered in protest when he took his seat. “Quiet, boys.” It was no fair. Mr. 

Hawkins favored Jack Black and his cronies over everyone else in the class, even though they bullied 

everyone, but especially George. 

 

    At lunch that day, Jack shoved George’s lunch to the floor. “Mr. Hawkins!” Jack yelled. “George 

tried to shove my lunch out of my hands!” 

 

    “Boy!” “You’re coming with me!” George could feel the beads of minty-tobacco scented spittle on 

the back of his neck as Mr. Hawkins yelled at him. The man dragged George out of the cafeteria by his 

ear, all the way up to the assistant principal’s office.  

 

   “Why?” Molly Hendricks, George’s mother, asked about the incident in the cafeteria over the phone, 

as George sat in the assistant principal’s office.  

 

   “He did it!” “I didn’t do anything…” 

 

    “I don’t want to hear it, George! This has happened too many times! Once more, and you can’t fish 

after school for a month!” The emphasis on the last syllable told George that she was serious. It didn’t 

help that his mom had worked with Mr. Hawkins in the past, and would believe him over George any 

day. This statement crushed George’s heart. Fishing was the only thing that he could do to escape Jack, 

Guth, and John, and the only thing he could do to escape school, for that matter. Well, he didn’t 

actually avoid the bullies. In fact, fishing was the only thing he was better than Jack at. Well, he was 

better than him at sports, but P.E. was a subject that not many people cared about. In the swamplands 

of Georgia, where George lived, fishing was the only thing that mattered. 

 

    Every year, during the largemouth bass spawn, one lucky fisherman hooked “Big Bertha” the biggest 

bass in Lake Oklachowee. There was a tradition in George’s family, every generation caught Big Bertha 

once. George’s father had caught her, and his father before him. Big Bertha was fabled to have lived 

for one thousand years, and George believed it. The most mysterious thing about this giant fish is that 

she was only caught once a year.  

 

   George sighed as he left the assistant principal’s office. He needed to get Jack and his friends to stop 

bullying him. It was extremely frustrating that his mom wouldn’t believe him. He brainstormed ideas 

for the entire hour he was fishing after school. He caught a bunch of one and two pounders, and one 

five pounder. “Ugghhh…” he thought to himself. “Now homework.” 

 

   “George. I can’t believe you did that!” George’s mother, preparing dinner, was still mad at him for 

pushing Jack’s tray on the floor, even though he didn’t do it.  

 

   “I didn’t!” George was getting really mad now, because no one believed him! 

 

    “All right, all right. I’ll talk to your principal. Who did it?” George’s mother’s voice had gained a 

softer tone, and George knew he had to make his case now. 
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    “Jack Black.” George said his archenemy’s name flatly. 

 

     “George, stop lying!” Unfortunately, George’s mother worked at the same insurance firm as Jack’s 

mother, and the two mothers often talked while their boys “played” which usually took the form of 

Jack beating up George in the backyard. 

 

    “It’s true!” George, exasperated, left the kitchen, just as his father, Jeremy Hendricks, walked in.  

 

   “Let’s watch the news, shall we?”  

 

   George and his father watched the six o’clock news every night, it was a tradition that they had kept 

for years. George hit the ON button on the remote just as Doreianee Scloorde, the announcer said, 

“And now for a special report brought to you by Bob Squarckle!”  

 

   “Good evening, southern Georgia!” “I’m Bob Squarckle, your six o’clock special reporter! I’m here at 

Lake Oklachowee, home to the famed Big Bertha largemouth bass! Here, standing right here beside 

me, is the city head of wildlife and fisheries, Joanne Smith. Tell us what you have to say.” 

 

    “Well Bob, as you and everyone at home watching well know, Big Bertha is the biggest Largemouth 

on planet Earth. Each year, one lucky fisherman or woman manages to hook into her. Every year, this 

bass breaks the word record for largest bass. One of the laws we have at this lake is absolutely no one 

is ever allowed to keep this giant bass. However, this year we will be changing the law so the 

fisherman or woman who catches Big Bertha will be able to keep her. This is a big change because that 

person will be able to not only hold the world record for years to come, but also be able to mount 

this fish and have a whole lot of bragging rights.”  

 

   “Wow. What a big change. Thank you, Joanne.”  

 

   “And thank you Bob.” 

 

    “My pleasure. Now back to you, Doreianee…”  

 

   George hit the MUTE button just as the view switched back to the announcer. George and his father 

stared at each other in shock for almost a minute before his dad stuttered out, “George, do you know 

what this means?” George nodded, still in shock from the importance of the message.  

 

   The crazy thing about this new rule was that it hadn’t changed for more than 300 years, when Big 

Bertha was first caught. George thought it was some sort of prank at first, but when he went to school 

the next day, everyone was talking about it, even Jack and his minions. Jack’s father owned a giant oil 

business, (who also wanted to get at Lake Oklachowee’s oil, and George suspected he was behind the 

new rule) and the family was extremely rich. Not that George was poor, his mother and father both 

worked and had a steady income, it was just that Jack’s dad was an actual billionaire. Jack would 

always wear the latest, hottest designer clothes, had birthday parties that blew a day at the trampoline 

park with unlimited pizza out of the water, and, much to George’s dismay, a 50th anniversary, limited 

edition, TRACKER luxury bass boat. This boat was estimated to have a value of over 100,000 U.S. 

dollars. George didn’t own anything over 500 dollars, his bed being his most expensive possession. 

Jack Black was the most spoiled kid in the school, and he wasn’t humble about it either. He would 

brag about how much awesome stuff he had until even the teachers told him to shut up.  
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   Today, the subject of Jack’s bragging was how he was going to hook Big Bertha. He dragged on 

about his boat, his 2500 dollar plus rod and reel arsenal, his limited-edition lures, and anything else he 

could think of. George knew all this was true, he had seen all of this once when his mom told him he 

had to go fishing with Jack, but it more took the form of, “Hey George! Jack’s mom is coming over 

today, but Jack is going fishing instead of coming over! His mom invited you, and I told her you 

would love to go! Now come on, she’s here already…” George winced at the memory. Jack had 

purposely hooked him in the arm on purpose when he was casting, and he had to go to the E.R. 

because the hook was buried so deep. It was then, remembering that painful moment, that George 

told himself that he was going to catch Big Bertha. He would not let Jack have the satisfaction of 

having the world record Largemouth Bass. 

 

   Every day, after school, George would fish for an hour straight. The days flew by, Jack’s bullying 

becoming almost routine. George would often see Jack fishing from his boat, and he would always 

wish with all his might that he had a boat. None of the fish he caught were huge for Lake Oklachowee, 

the largest he caught being 7 and a half pounds. But one day, everything changed.  

 

   School had been all right for George. It was June third, twenty days away from the end of school, so 

he didn’t have much homework, only 1 page of basic algebra from math. Jack had mostly stayed away 

from George, his bullying only taking the form of taunts and teasing. It was a partly cloudy day, and 

George decided he would try the lure that his father and grandfather, etc. had caught Big Bertha on, a 

5-inch-long minnow lure named Ol’ Mama. He was in a sort of cove with lots of lily pads and moss. 

George casted as far as he could into the swampy lake. He slowly reeled in the lure, doubting the 

performance of this ancient bait.  

 

   Then, a massive tug on his line told him he had a fish. He put all his weight on his line as he set the 

hook, knowing that this was a massive fish. The rod was torn out of his hands, the lanyard he had on 

his wrist the only thing keeping his rod from being dragged out to the middle of the lake. George 

finally got his hands back on the rod grip, and held on tight as he was dragged into the water.  

 

   George’s shoes sunk into the thick mud of the swamp. He took his shoes off and threw them on the 

bank, hoping they would dry out soon. The boy tried to reel the fish in, but it resisted, making George 

wonder if he could ever reel it in. George tried almost every reeling technique that he knew, not 

gaining any line. Finally, he tried the technique that he had seen fisherman use in videos where they 

battled huge sharks. He put the rod between his legs, his feet firmly planted in the moss under the 

water, and “sat” on the rod. He then reeled as he brought the rod back down, and repeated this 

process multiple times. After many repetitions, he got some line back on the almost-spooled reel, and 

finally started to think he might have a chance to get this massive fish in.  

 

   Then, the bass on the end of his line jumped. It must have jumped almost 4 feet in the air, and this 

moment was when George was finally one hundred percent sure that it was Big Bertha, the fabled, 

world record largemouth bass of Lake Oklachowee, Georgia. He could see the massive bulge of a 

stomach the two and three-quarter foot long fish had. The fish plunged back into the water and pulled 

ever harder on George’s line, letting him know the fight was far from over.  

 

    The fight went on for over an hour, but finally, he managed to drag the giant bass closer to shore, 

but it took all of his strength, which was waning by the second. His legs had sunk into the thick mud all 

the way up to his shins, and he wondered if his parents were starting to get worried.  

 

   Finally, after over an hour and a half of tireless reeling and fighting, George managed to grab the 

tired fish and throw it onto the grassy bank of Lake Oklachowee. He could not believe the size. It was 
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as long as his torso was tall! George’s hands shook as he took his scale out of his backpack. He put the 

fish gripper into Big Bertha’s mouth, and clamped down. His arms screamed from pain as he lifted the 

fish up with the scale. 

 

   23.6. The scale clearly said it. George absolutely could not believe he caught the fish, Big Bertha, and 

on the year where he could keep it. He started crying, he was so in shock. He abandoned his bike, and 

ran home with the giant bass in his arms.  

 

After 

   George smiled as he ran down the stairs for breakfast. His parents greeted him, and his mom gave 

him a generous portion of bacon and eggs. “Thanks mom!” George was in a great mood. It seemed he 

had been unusually happy ever since he had arrived home, soaking wet, at six forty-five in the 

evening, one month ago.  

 

   He had stumbled home, fatigued and exhausted, only knowing that he had been able to catch the 

world record largemouth bass. His parents, frantic with worry, saw him come into the driveway, 

without his bike, head bowed, and arms crossed, and they had thought he had been beaten up by 

someone, and that person had stolen his bike. Only when they ran out to greet him, asking what 

happened, did they see Big Bertha in his arms. They were extremely happy, and his parents and he 

went to go get his bike, which was fortunately still there.  

 

   The days that followed were a blur. He was on the cover of countless magazines, had his picture 

taken with famous fishermen and women, interviewed by countless T.V. journalists, and given a 

Guinness world record certificate. Jack, Guth, and John were silenced, and went out of their way to be 

kind to George. Jack realized he was doing a lot of wrong, and even invited George fishing, which 

George eagerly accepted. George didn’t get in trouble with Mr. Hawkins anymore because Jack was 

nice to him. But easily the best feeling of all was seeing the fish, his fish, as the centerpiece of their 

living room.  

 

   George smiled as he dug into his breakfast, his eyes never leaving the polished body of the fish he 

caught on Lake Oklachowee.  
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Jerry By: Sidney Portillo 

“Hello Jerry! It's a beautiful day. Got any plans later?” Jerry turned his head towards the new manager, Julie. “Nope no 

plans tonight, I've decided to watch American Idol all night!” Jerry grabbed a few wet wipes and started to wipe off the 

counters.  

 

Julie nodded her head in understanding, she knew how much Jerry loved anything that had to do with music, especially 

singing. As Julie locked up her office and turned off the lights, Jerry was still cleaning down the counters. “You know 

Jerry, you're one of my best employees. I sure would love to see you on that show one day.” she paused to pick up a 

paper and throw it in the trash. “You've got the voice of an angle. I'd hate to see it go to waste” Julie then walked out of 

the restaurant, leaving Jerry hoping.   

 

Jerry walked along the sidewalk never going too far from the buildings. He started to whistle a small tune he had heard 

when he was a child.  

As a child Jerry always wanted to be a singer, but as he grew older he realized that he had missed his chance one too 

many times, 18 came and went and suddenly he was 57. His time to be a star was over. Many people had told him he all 

he needed was motivation, and that his age didn't matter at all compared to his star like voice.  

 

Jerry opened his heavy red door, walking into to his small yet comfortable, New York apartment. His dog, Danny ran 

towards him with great joy. “Come on Danny, let’s watch American Idol!” The two took their comfortable places on 

the large couch. Jerry flickered through all the channels until finding his favorite show. American idol, slowly falling 

asleep.  

 

The next morning, the two woke up to a loud knocking on the door. “Hello! Is Jerry Derokko here?” Danny started to 

bark loudly, fully waking Jerry up.  “I'm coming.” 

Jerry opened the door to a very professional woman, dresses in a maroon and gold pantsuit. 

 

“Hello, my name is Teresa Way and I am a Hollywood manager!” 

Jerry's eyes widened. This was the girl who passed by him just months ago. Jerry remembered how he was singing his 

heart out, while waiting for the bus.  

“Yes I remember you. How did you find me?” 

 he paused to pat Danny softly.  

“I didn't give out any of my personal information.”  

 

Teresa laughed loudly.  

“I'm a Hollywood agent. I can find anyone.”  

Jerry nodded in understanding  

“After hearing you sing, I knew I had to find you and at least let you know that I was interested.”  

Jerry nodded once more, still feeling overwhelmed.  

“I have business cards and pamphlets you can fill out for my agency.” 

 

Although Jerry was flattered he knew that he could never truly become a musician.  

“While I appreciate the offer, I feel my time to become a star is long gone.” 

Teresa looked shocked but she knew how difficult it would be to change his attitude.  

She nodded sadly, “Well, if you change your mind, you know where to find me” 

Jerry held onto the business card, laying it down in his granite counters.  

If only  

 

As Jerry was getting ready for work he remembered the Hollywood manager. He truly wished he had taken his chance 

when he was younger, but now it was too late. Danny’s ears perked up as he heard the door knob snuffle, a ring 

followed.  

 

“Who could it be at this time?” 

Jerry opened the door to a tall, blonde woman in a black dress and a stunning red necklace.  

“Hello my name is Lola, Lola Derokko” 



87 
 

Nothing seemed unusual about her name at first, but they shared the same last name. Millions of thoughts were rushing 

through his head. Who was she? Why did they share the same name? How closely were they related? 

“I’m sorry, I don’t believe I know you, but please come in.”  

 

He stepped aside letting her in. As Jerry closed the door his forehead slighted touched the cold door. Who was she? 

Had he finally found his family? Years and years of not knowing, who he was or what he came from... all felt like they 

were adding up. A small cough came from the couch.  

 

“I know this may be a bit odd, but I'm your younger sister.” 

Silence filled the air. Jerry didn't know what to say. At least now one of his questions were answered.  

“Let me explain. Mom and dad put me up for adoption too, the only contact I have with the family are our 

grandparents.” 

 

Grandparents, Jerry had grandparents. Of course, he always knew he had grandparents. But he had never known them.  

 

“The reason I came here was because, I've heard you sing and oh my, you have a talent.” 

Jerry smiled a little knowing that he at least made his sister a little proud.  

“I also know that you feel it is too later, but trust me. I have someone who will inspire you and give you the push that 

you need to become perfect.” 

 

“Oh well, I’d love to meet this person, when do you think we can go?”  

“Right now” Lola said, “he’s waiting in the car” 

Jerry knew he had to be at work soon, but knowing that his family had something familiar and that just gave him so much 

hope.  

Lola started to walk outside, Jerry following.  

“Danny go to bed; I’ll be back soon”  

He closed the red rustic door, leaving all discouragements behind.  

 

Jerry walked down the stairs and still he almost knew nothing about this girl, and he was going to get in a car with her. 

Was this the best idea? What if she wasn’t his sister? What if she was trying to harm him? With all these scary questions 

in his head, he continued to follow her because a voice in his head said, “take your chance” 

 

“Jerry! Oh, why, the last time I saw you was when your parents gave you away. What a morbid day.”  

An elderly man around 92 came up to him. 

“I heard you’ve got talent. Well, let me show you a little something.” 

The man started to sing a most beautiful song, he hit all the right notes and didn’t miss a beat.  

“You’d think I’d be a star, right?”  

Jerry nodded, awestruck by his talent. 

“Well, I never took my chance and here I am. 93, and almost dead.” 

Lola turned her head, “Grandpa don’t joke like that!”  

The three of them laughed until Jerry finally raised the question that was running through his brain.  

 

“What do you need me for?”  

Lola smiled, glad that he was interested.  

“Well, a good friend of mine had told me that she came by your house yesterday with a great offer,” Jerry knew that this 

had to be Teresa.  

“And well, she told me that you didn’t take the offer. And we think you should.” 

His grandpa nodded his head. He had always known that one day his grandchildren would make it big. Though he never 

thought they’d be so old, when they finally made it.  

“Well, if I have family by my side.” He looked to Lola and Grandpa “I guess I could take the chance” 

 

The next few months went by fast, audition after audition, show after show. Until finally he got a record label. At one 

show in Florida a record agency was there recruiting, young and great artists. While Jerry was far from young he was 

great and his songwriting skills were impeccable. Lola became his tour manager, but sadly his grandpa died of a heart 

attack. A tragedy was what truly pushed Jerry to follow his dreams.  
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The Chosen One By Sora Spencer 

 

          There was a time in my life when I was Chosen to save my People. When I 
understood why, I accepted my Destiny and went along with the Prophecy because every one 
billion years the Dark Mass would appear and swallow half the population of my people 
because there is a Time Limit that specific People that were born in specific Times. It 
was like matching pairs together, but the thing was that the people that were swallowed 
were treasured dearly as family members of Special Kinds of families that helped people 
from getting sick and poor. My People aren't immune to diseases and being poor. It's very 
bad because all the Treasured Family Members that were born in the Specific Times were 
swallowed. And that affected my People badly that caused the Time Limit to decrease 
enough to extinction. It takes a lot of generations to get Treasured People. 
          I am known as the Chosen One, part of the Youngest Generation to help my 
People, the Manipulators of Time, to expand at least two times more. I was Chosen because 
as part of the Youngest Generation, I have more enthusiasm which fuels the source to 
control Time. The reason why my People are called the Manipulators of Time because there 
is a Republic City. The Republic City has different people from all over the world that 
had the ability to control different Elements, Fire, Earth, Air, Water, and for my 
People, Time. Since, Time is even more important or valuable than the other Elements, 
they called my People, the Manipulators of Time. 
          I learned how to use my Ability properly in an Element School and got chosen to 
go on a journey to help my people expand by getting Wisdom from the world. The Element 
School lets in all children that needed assistance on their Element. As my Source got 
stronger as the Chosen One, I was Assigned to go on the Journey to get Wisdom from the 
World to help my people. 
          My People prays to Time Spirits to help guide me to the Wisdom to help expand 
the Population of my People. This Time Spirit chooses the Youngest Infant every 
1,000,000,000 years to help expand the Population when Time goes by. My People pray to 
the Time Spirits daily because of the Black Mass. Every 10,000,000,000years, my People 
would thank the Time Spirits for choosing an infant to help Them. I fear that my People 
won't make it if I fail to do this. Before I die, I want to make sure my People won't 
have to worry about extinction ever again. 

*********** 
          “I was chosen to help my People! I will accept my Destiny! Therefore, it would 
help my People a lot if I do this! This is my Oath to all of Them!” I just found out that 
I was Chosen to help my People for about a week and a half, now. I was shocked and 
anxious when my Grandparents told Me that They prayed to the Time Spirit, and the Time 
Spirit was pleased that my Grandparents prayed more than the rest of my Population 
because my Grandparents believed, ever since, They even heard that the Chosen One was 
coming 2 more Generations later, that their Grandchild or 1 of their Grandchildren would 
become the Chosen One because they were Gifted enough to Train or had plenty of money to 
at least afford an average school that could help Me manipulate my Ability better to be 
prepared for the Worst that is coming in the Future.  
         So, ever since, I had to encourage myself aloud to not be too overwhelmed. For 
example, my oath, I’ve been chanting for a week and a half because as the Chosen One, I 
should focus on helping my People and to prepare for the Future that can be also known as 
the Worst. This depends on the Choices that I will make. 
          “My People has called Me the Chosen One! I am part of the Youngest Generation! 
I am Honored to help my People expand! I am also happy that the Treasured will have a 
chance of having a longer Time Limit when I, the Chosen One, will succeed to expand the 
Population of my People! My People are very Special!” After a while, I started chanting 
more comforting words to encourage me even more. I felt more confident than before. I 
started blushing. 
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          “I need to go to School to become the Best Chosen One there ever was! I will go 
to the Journey, soon if I practice hard to strengthen my Source!” I was determined to go 
to School with a positive attitude.  
           As soon as I’ve arrived, I was excited to see my Teacher. She helped me and 
others out on the Lessons on the Level we were supposed to Master. She is an Average 
Teacher, but She helped Me Master what I needed to Master, in order, to become prepared 
to Train with my Grandparents for the Journey. 
          “Good Morning, Teacher!” I said happily.  
          “Good Morning, the Chosen One!” She said happily back. 
          “What will I be doing Today?” I said. 
          “You’ll be doing a Special Challenge for the Level with the Class to assist You 
to prepare for the Training for the Journey,” she said with a smile. 
          I was eager to start Class. Ever since, I've even heard of the Journey for the 
Chosen One of the Youngest Generation, I’ve always wanted to know what it was like to go 
on the Journey. 
          I don't have a Name. I was wondering why my Classmates from different Races had 
Names except Me. Until, my Parents and Grandparents told Me one day, “Ever since, You 
were Chosen as a Baby, the Time Spirit wanted Us to wait until you've completed the 
Journey to create a Name that describes every aspect about You that was Displayed in the 
Journey.” I was surprised to hear that my Name will be given after the Journey and 
anxious to go to the Journey just to help my People, experience what's it like to go, and 
have an actual Name. 
          I was preparing for the Instructions for the Special Lesson for the Level, so I 
will be ready for what will be Coming… 

*********** 
          The Lesson started by the Teacher splitting the Class by teams into mixtures of 
different Races. There were 20 of Them, and she divided Them by 5. The Classroom was big 
enough for Us to do our usual tasks, properly, which meant the classroom was 2x as big as 
an average classroom. She didn't include Me in anyone of the teams. “I have something 
Special planned for You, “she said softly. I smiled softly and knowingly. 
          “Good Morning, Class! Today, you’ll be having a Special Challenge to control 
Your Own Element and to Challenge the other Classmates to get at certain point to 
Challenge, the Chosen One, to help her prepare for the Training of the Journey! Since, 
You All are in 4 groups, You’ll Challenge 2 groups to 2 groups, eliminate the 2 losing 
groups, group to group, eliminate the losing group, 2 teammates to 2 teammates, leaving 
the 1 teammate that was, known as, your Leader that supported the team, eliminate the 2 
losing teammates, teammate to teammate, eliminate the losing teammate, then Leading 
Teammate to One of the Best Teammates, and finally, whichever Won will Challenge the 
Chosen One! Before, you start the Special Challenge, you’ll practice your Abilities, and 
I’ll be with the Chosen One to see if she’s ready to Challenge the Winner! We’ll go to a 
Special Room for the practice! “She said as she led me to the Special Room.  
          As soon as We arrived the Special Room, it’s just as big as the Classroom, but 
it showed that it was used in a Special Way..., like it showed that the room helped 
people Train for an even bigger training... like the Training for the Journey. 

To be continued... 
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Different is Better 

P. Wagner 

 

    ...Which makes me think of Wonder. Those are my thoughts. 
 

Finally, I'm finished with my English homework!  
 

   We are reading Wonder because my teacher is totally obsessed with it.  
 

Now onto math. 
 

Example: 12+a=12+4.    4=a              If  34+b=34+6 then what is b? 

 

Easy! 

 

b=6 

 

It feels like my homework is getting easier and easier.  
 

     It was Monday morning and I was finishing up my homework from the weekend. It was 

6:47. I know, I get up early. I'm supposed to get up at 7am, at least that's what my parents think. 
 

      Oh, it's 6:50! I should go back to bed.  
 

     I pretend I'm sleeping. 
 

     “Noah, wake up! It's 7!” 

 

     “I am Dad.” 

 

     “Okay.” 

 

     I got out of bed and walked to the kitchen. My little brother was eating Eggo waffles. I got a 

bagel and put in the toaster. When the toaster beeped I took out the bagel and spread cream 

cheese on it with a knife. 
 

     “Noah, can you scooter with me to Ian’s today after school?” 

 

     “Sorry, Mickey, I can't. I’m going to Juan’s to study.” 

 

     My dad walked out. 
 

 “Noah, you are going to pick your brother up from school and bike with him, then you can bike 

from there to Juan’s. It's not that far.” 

 

“Fine” 
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   Later, I walked into homeroom and sat down next to Juan. 
 

“Are you still coming over to my house this afternoon?” He whispered. 
 

“Yeah, but I have to pick Mickey up from school and take him to his friend’s house. Then I'll 

come over.” I whispered back. 
 

“Okay.” 

 

“Alright class, if you have any homework you need to finish you can get it out and start 

working. We have thirty minutes until homeroom period is over.” Said Mr. Andrews. 
 

 

     English is my period after lunch, 6th period. I have that period with Nathaniel Sandry. 

Nathaniel, Juan Tadio, Sam Kali, and I are best friends. We are all in the BSTC (Boy’s Stuff 

Talk club). I sat down next to Nathaniel. 
 

“Hey, Nat, Juan asked me to ask you if you want to come over to his house after school to 

study.” 

 

   I winked. He knew what I meant. We usually don't study. We play video games. Sam knows 

how to code and I'm learning how to. So are Juan and Nathaniel. After school, we code 

sometimes. We all hate English class. Honestly, I like English class, but I hide it. I don't know 

why. I guess to fit in.  
 

“Settle down class, settle down.”  
 

   Ms. Bake can do that thing where you make your voice loud without yelling.  
 

“Hey, Noah, did you read the two chapters of Wonder for the weekend?” Nathaniel whispered 

to me. 
 

“Yeah. Why?” I whispered back. 
 

“I forgot to. Do you think she will notice?” 

 

“Oh man, you’re in big trouble!” 

 

“Is it really that bad?” 

 

“Who would like to answer question number one?” 

 

   Ms. Bake’s voice echoed down the hallway. Ms. Bake’s eyes shot around the room to look for 

who wasn't listening. Lio Pert’s hand shot up. Ms. Bake ignored Lio’s hand waving around 
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frantically in the air. Her eyes landed on Nathaniel, who had just turned back to the front of the 

room.  
 

“Mr. Sandry, how about you.” 

 

I heard Nathaniel gulp. It was one of those gulps that you do when you're nervous. 
 

“In the book, why does Jack Will punch Julian?” 

 

“Uh.” 

 

There was an awkward silence. Ms. Bake smiled. 
 

“Perhaps you would like to phone a friend?” 

 

Nathaniel looked around. The only person raising their hand was Lio Pert. 
 

“Lio?” 

 

“Because Julian was being a jerk!” Bursted out Lio. 
 

Lio seemed super excited to get to answer the question. 
 

After class Ms. Bake pulled Nathaniel over to talk to him. I waited by the door.  
 

“What was that about?” I asked when he walked over. 
 

“She wants me to read the two chapters by Wednesday and I have a lunchtime detention.” 

 

“Today is Monday, do you think you can finish the chapters in time?” I said sarcastically. 
 

“Ha ha. Very funny, Noah.” 

 

I smirked at him. 
 

          After school, I biked over to pick up Mickey. His school is only nine blocks from Anida 

Sproll Middle School. That's where I go. I'm in 7th grade. Mickey goes to Kelling Springs 

Elementary School. That's where we live. Kelling Springs, Ohio. I love it in Kelling Springs. 

My friends and I all live in the same neighborhood. I can bike to their houses. I bike to school. 

Then I bike to pick up Mickey, sometimes. Mickey was waiting outside the school for me. He's 

in third grade. He had on his bike helmet and he was holding his scooter. Mickey doesn't want 

to learn how to bike. He prefers to scooter.  
 

“You ready?” I asked him. 
 

He walked straight past me and started scooting. 
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“It was a joke. Sheesh, Mickey. Can't you take a joke?” 

 

          He glared at me. I started biking and he struggled to keep up on his scooter. My bike is 

dark blue with neon yellow streaks on it. It has “specialized” spelled across it. Mickey has a red 

Razor scooter. After I dropped Mickey off at Ian’s house I biked to Juan’s house. Sam was 

already there. Sam and Juan where playing Crusaders of the Ark 2.  
 

“Where's Nat?” I asked as I walked in. 
 

“He texted me.” Sam said, his eyes focused on the game. “He had to run by his house really 

quickly.” 

 

“Okay.”  
 

          Juan’s eyes were glued to the TV. I grabbed a controller and entered myself in the game. I 

sat down next to Juan on the couch. Juan has a nice house. We usually go there because his 

parents let him do anything and his mom doesn't get home till 5pm. Juan is an only child. Sam 

has twin younger brothers and Nathaniel has an older sister.  
 

“Hey Sam, could you grab the bag of Fritos from the kitchen?”  
 

Juan nodded toward the kitchen. 
 

“Why can't you or Noah get it?” 

 

“You're closest to the kitchen.” 

 

“Fine, but you have to pause the game.” 

 

Juan paused the game and held his hands in the air like he was being arrested.  
 

“Darn Juan, I was almost at 42 points.” 

 

I dropped my controller to show that I was mad. 
 

“Blame Sam.” 

 

Sam scowled at Juan, then got up and walked into the kitchen. Just then Nathaniel walked 

through the door.  
 

“Hey guys!” 

 

Sam walked out with a bag of Fritos. 
 

“Hey Nat.” He said, putting the Fritos on the coffee table. 
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          Juan opened the bag eagerly and got out a big handful. Juan loves Fritos. After that we 

played more video games and ate more Fritos until Sam had to leave. Sam leaves at 4:30. 

Nathaniel and I both leave at 4:40. Nathaniel and I live next to each other, so we walk home 

together. At 4:40 I gathered my stuff. I walked my bike because Nathaniel didn't have his. As 

Nathaniel and I walked home we talked about homework. We traded excuses for not having 

homework finished. When we got to my house I said bye and then I walked up to the front door. 

The door was unlocked so that meant dad was home. That also meant Mickey was home. I 

walked inside. 
 

“Hello?” 

 

“Noah, lock the door behind you.” 

 

I heard Dad's voice coming from his bed room. I locked the door and then I got a text. It was 

from Nathaniel. 
 

 

Nat: Hey Noah, do you want to come over on Wednesday afternoon after school? 

 

Sure, wut 

time?                                                                                                                               Send 

 

I sent the text. Then I walked to my room and got out my homework. First, English homework.  
 

Answer these questions about the chapters we read from Wonder over the weekend. 
 

Why do you think Jack Will punched Julian? 

Julian was being a mean jerk, like Lio said in class. And Jack Will was mad at him. 

 
 

Why does Julian think Jack Will punched him? 

 

I don't know. Why are you asking me? Why don't you just read the darn book. 

 
 

Wait, let me try that again. 
 

Why does Julian think Jack Will punched him? 

 

I don't know. Why are you asking me? Why don't you just read the darn book. Julian thinks 

Jack Will is going crazy and is a crazy person and has mental stuff. 
 

I think that's good enough. Now math. This should be easy. 
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If 23+b=42   Then b=? 

 

b=9 

 

If d-45=34   Then d=? 

 

d= 

 

I'll finish that tomorrow morning. Social Studies.  
 

Why is our school named after Anida Sproll? 

 

 
 

What has Anida Sproll done? 

 

 
 

I'll do that tomorrow morning.  
 

My phone buzzed. Nathaniel again. 
 

Nat: Does after school to 4:30 work? 

 

Let me ask my dad. Sending… 

 

I walked into my parents’ bedroom. My dad was at his desk on his laptop. 
 

“Hey Dad, can I go to Nathaniel’s after school on Wednesday?” 

 

“Yes, but be home by 5.” He said, not moving his eyes off his laptop screen. 
 

“Nathaniel said till 4:30. Does that work?” 

 

My dad stopped typing and looked at me. He took off his reading glasses. 
 

“Noah, I said be home by 5. You asked if you could be home by 4:30. Do you think that 

works?” 

 

“Yes?” 

 

I shrugged. My dad nodded. 
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“Of course it works, Noah!” 

 

“Okay, thanks Dad.” 

 

I walked out of the room. My phone buzzed for the third time. It wasn't hard to guess who it 

was. 
 

Nat: So, can u do it? 

 

Yeah, I can do it! :) Sending... 

 

 

          My mom came home at 6:30 like usual. We had spaghetti for dinner. After dinner, I went 

into my room and did my Social Studies homework. My brother and I have separate rooms. We 

have a big house. Most of the houses in my neighborhood are big. I have a desk in my room. I 

also have a laptop. It's my dad’s old laptop, but it's a good one. I don't know why, but my 

brother is obsessed with Harry Potter. He even has one of those fake wands. Last year he made 

me take the Harry Potter house quiz. I'm in Ravenclaw. Then for my birthday he got me a 

Ravenclaw hat. I like to read. I have a bookshelf full of books like Marshfield Dreams, Brown 

Girl Dreaming, Found, Matilda, Girl Stolen, and Winn Dixie. My brother has the Harry Potter 

series. I also own Wonder. Ms. Bake loves me because I do. I don't like nonfiction books. I 

prefer fiction. I love the Secret series and the Bad series. I have five posters of the Bad series 

and three posters of the Secret series on my wall. They are written by Pseudonymous Bosch. No 

one knows who he is. I think he's cool. Of course, I also like coding and playing video games 

like Crusaders of the Ark 2. I grabbed Bad Luck and started reading chapter six. It's the second 

book in the Bad series. Did I mention I'm obsessed with the Bad series? 

 

          The next morning, I got up at 6:15 and finished my math homework. When I walked into 

homeroom I sat down next to Juan, like usual. Everything went like usual. At lunch, we sat at 

our usual table. When English class came, I sat next to Nathaniel, like usual. Then after English 

class as I was exiting Ms. Bake pulled me over. 
 

“Noah, I would like to talk about your homework.” 

 

Uh oh. 
 

“It seems to me that you wrote something and then you crossed it out.”  
 

She showed me my paper. 
 

Why does Julian think Jack Will punched him? 

 

I don't know. Why are you asking me? Why don't you just read the darn book. Julian thinks 

Jack Will is going crazy and is a crazy person and has mental stuff. 
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I got nervous. I had never gotten detention before. I looked out into the hall. Nathaniel was 

waiting for me. 
 

“Why did you write this.” Ms. Bake asked with a stern face. 
 

“I don't know.” I murmured. 
 

          I was going to get detention for sure. Will it go on my permanent record? I might not get 

into a good collage. Then I won't get a good job. Then I won't make enough money to raise a 

family. MY LIFE IS A FAILURE! 

 

“Well, I don't want you to do it again.” Said Ms. Bake. 
 

I snapped back to reality just in time to hear what Ms. Bake said. 
 

“Wait… so I'm not getting detention.?” 

 

“No.” 

 

“And I don't have to do any extra work?” 

 

“Well, if you want to do extra work.” 

 

“I'm okay. Thanks Ms. Bake.” 

 

“You're a good student, Noah. You should keep being a good one. Don't let your friends change 

you.” 

 

“Okay. Thanks again Ms. Bake!” 

 

I walked up to Nathaniel. 
 

“What happened? Did you get detention?” 

 

“No… I didn't!” 

 

I started walking down the hall. Nathaniel followed me. 
 

“Any extra work?” 

 

“Nope!” 

 

“A call to the parents?” 

 

“Nada!” 
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“A talk with the principal?” 

 

“Uh, uh!” 

 

Nathaniel stopped walking. 
 

“Nothing?!” 

 

“Nothing!” 

 

Nathaniel was astonished. I just smiled and kept walking. 
 

When Wednesday came, I went to Nathaniel’s house. Sam was there too.  
 

“Is Juan coming?” I asked as I walked in. 
 

“He has a piano lesson.” Replied Nathaniel. 
 

“He does piano?” Sam asked. 
 

“Apparently.” I said. 
 

“Huh.” Sam shrugged. “I didn't know.” 

 

We hung out and at 4:30 Sam and I left. 
 

“Hey Sam, Noah! Don't forgot! BSTC meeting at my place tomorrow!” Nathaniel shouted from 

his door as we left. We have our Boy’s Stuff Talk club meetings every Thursday.  
 

          The next morning, I got up at 6:30 and finished my Science homework. Later I stepped 

outside and walked next door to Nathaniel’s house. He and I had just started biking to school 

together. 
 

“Hey, Noah!” Nathaniel said as he stepped outside. 
 

“You ready?” I asked. 
 

“Yeah.” 

 

When I walked into homeroom I sat next to Juan. Regular day. 
 

“Class, there is someone new joining us. Her name is Marly Windrow.” 

 

Mr. Andrews looked at a girl in the second row who I didn't recognize. 
 

“Why don't you stand up Marly? 
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Reluctantly, Marly stood up. 
 

“Hi, I'm Marly.” She said, very quietly.  
 

          My eyes widened. I realized that she was kind-of cute. Her light brown hair that went 

down to her shoulders. Her blue eyes. Her voice. Then she sat down.  
 

“Marly will probably be in some of your other classes.” 

 

Yes! 

 

“So feel free to show her around.”  
 

I will! 

 

Nathaniel nudged me. 
 

“Hey, you okay?” 

 

I looked at Marly. 
 

“Yeah… I am.” 

 

          After Social Studies, which is my 4th period class and the class before lunch, I saw Marly 

in the hall. I walked up to her. 
 

“Hi, I'm Noah McCall.” 

 

“Oh uh, I'm Marly Windrow.” 

 

I know. 
 

“I think we are in the same homeroom.” 

 

“Really? That's nice.” 

 

Play it cool, Noah. 
 

“Yeah, well, Mr. Andrews said we could feel free to show you around, and I thought why not.” 

 

Darn. Shouldn't have said that. 
 

“Oh, um… well where are we going to start?” 

 

“Oh, let's start with Mrs. Malcom’s classroom. She's the science teacher.” 

 

We started walking down the hallway. 
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Good recovery, Noah, good recovery. 
 

          After school, I went to Nathaniel’s house. Juan was already there and Sam and I had 

walked there together. 
 

“We are now beginning our club meeting and as we remember, last time we voted on new 

members. There were more parents than kids and the all parents voted for yes, so we have new 

members. Lio Pert and Kent Denner. Please sign your name here.” Said Nathaniel. 
 

Boy’s Stuff Talk Club! 

 

1. Nathaniel Sandry 

2. Sam Kali 

3. Noah McCall 

4. Juan Tadio 

5. Lio Pert 

6. Kent Denner 
 

“Lio, your name is spelled with an I?” I asked. 
 

“Of course it is.” Lio scoffed. 
 

“Yeah, I thought it was spelled L-E-O.” Said Kent. 
 

“Dude seriously? L-I-O, and you’re not messing with us?”  
 

Nathaniel seemed very serious when he asked that. 
 

“Yes, I'm not messing with you. My name is spelled L-I-O. What's so wrong with a that?” 

 

“Nothing, it's just…” 

 

“It's just what, Nathaniel?” 

 

Lio seemed really mad. 
 

“It's just a little weird, man.”  
 

Juan finished Nathaniel’s sentence. 
 

“But that's okay.” Sam cut in, as he elbowed Juan. 
 

Juan rolled his eyes at Sam. 
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          The next few months went by quickly. I had school. I hung out with Nathaniel, Sam, and 

Juan. I went to Church. I'm Catholic. At least, my parents are. Sam is Christian, too. Nathaniel 

is Jewish and I don't know what Juan is. Sam’s parents are divorced and he goes to Church with 

his mom, which is why I don't see him on Sundays.  
 

          On Monday, I walked into Science class, 2nd period, and Kent waved me over. We had 

become good friends. Turns out he lives across the street.  
 

“Good morning class.” Said Mrs. Malcom. 
 

“Good morning Mrs. Malcom.” The whole class said in unison. 
 

“Today I will be assigning seats, and I don't want to hear any awes.” 

 

Marly is in the same Science class as me! 

 

“In the first row, Jacob, Madeline, Alex D., Sophia, and Denis.” 

 

Please be next to Marly, please be next to Marly. 
 

“In the second-row Kent, Penelope, Marly, Silvia, and Evan.” 

 

Darn it. 
 

“In the third-row Zack, Thomas, Noah, Alex C., and Quin.” 

 

Yes! I'm behind her! 

 

“Is everyone in their spots? Okay, today we will be starting a project today. The project will be 

with a partner; I will draw two names out of this hat at a time.” 

 

Please be with Marly. 
 

“Quin and… Sophia”  
 

        I saw some of Quin’s friends make kissing faces. Quin rolled his eyes at them. 
 

“Jacob and Evan.”  
 

Jacob and Evan are best friends, lucky them. 
 

“Zack and… Alex D.” 

 

Alex D. is the girl Zack likes. 
 

“Marly and…” 

 



102 
 

Please, please, please. 
 

“Noah.” 

 

Yes!!! 

 

          I was so excited I didn't even here Mrs. Malcom call the rest of the names. When the 

period ended, I walked up to Marly. 
 

“Hey, I'm Noah.”  
 

“Yeah, I remember you, Noah.” 

 

“So um, Marly, do want to come over to my house tomorrow to work on our project?” 

 

“Sure. Do you want to trade phone numbers so we can text each other? I mean if you have a 

phone…” 

 

“Yeah I have a phone.” 

 

“Okay, good. What's your phone number?” 

 

Marly took out her phone, ready to type in my phone number. 
 

“614.” 

 

“Yeah.” 

 

“230.” 

 

“Okay.” 

 

“4563.” 

 

“Got it. So, I'll just text you tonight? Is that okay Noah?” 

 

“Yeah, that's good.” 

 

I said bye and then walked away. I was so proud of myself. 
 

          That afternoon I went to Juan’s house. I walked there with Kent. Kent had sort of become 

part of our little group. Then, at 4:30, Sam left. At 4:40, Nathaniel, Kent, and I left. As I walked 

inside my house I saw my dad. 
 

“Hey Dad.” 

 

“Hi Noah.” 
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He was sitting on the couch, typing on his laptop. 
 

“Dad, tomorrow can Marly come over to work on our science project?” 

 

“Who's Marly?” 

 

“She's my science project partner. She's also a new friend.” 

 

“Are you sure you don't like her?” 

 

“Dad!?” 

 

“Okay, what time does she have to leave?” 

 

My phone buzzed. 
 

Unknown: Hey, it’s Marly. 
 

Hey, wut time do u have 2 leave 2moro?Sending… 

 

I added Marly to my contacts. 
 

“What time does she have to leave, Noah?” 

 

“I don't know. I just texted her.” 

 

My phone buzzed again. 
 

Marly: Is 5 ok? 

 

“Is 5 okay, Dad?” 

 

“Yeah, 5 is okay.” 

 

 

5 is ok. See u 2moro. :DSent 

 

 

Tomorrow, I walked into homeroom and sat down next to Juan. 
 

“Hey, dude, do you want to come over after school today?” Juan asked in a whisper. 
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“Can't, I have to work on my Science project. My partner is coming over to my house. Sorry.” 

 

“That's okay. We’ll have an awesome time without you.” 

 

Juan giggled at his joke. I just rolled my eyes at him. 
 

          In Science class Marly and I got started on our project. We are researching animals in 

class. The Animal we are researching is seals. 
 

 

Seal Notes                   Marly Windrow and Noah McCall 
 

-Seals like to eat fish and squid. 

-To protect themselves, seals swim away from predators.  

-Seals communicate by making a noise with their throat. 
 

 

 

“What else?” I looked at Marly as I asked her. 
 

“Um, it says here that some of the seals predators are the orca and killer whale.” 

 

          Marly was reading an article on the laptop that the school owns. The school owns a lot of 

laptops that they keep in carts. The laptops are for researching and typing things and other stuff 

like that. The laptops stay at school.  
 

“Time is up class. Put your laptops in the computer cart. Don't forget to plug them in. Then go 

back to your seat.” 

 

After school Marly and I walked home together. 
 

“So where do you live?” I asked her. 
 

“Oh, I'm just, like, seven houses down.” 

 

“That's cool. So, you could walk over here on the weekends or I could go to yours. Your house, 

I mean.” 

 

“Yeah, that would be cool, Noah. It's nice of you to do this.” 

 

“Do what?” 

 

“Well no one at school has really talked to me.” 

 

“Oh, well…” 
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“So you're, like, my first friend.” 

 

She called me her friend! 

 

“Well, I just thought you might need a friend, Marly.” 

 

We arrived at my house. 
 

“We’re here.” 

 

          We walked up to the door. No one was home yet, so I took out my house key and 

unlocked the door. 
 

“My dad and little brother will be home at 4.” 

 

At 3:58 dad and Mickey walked inside. 
 

“Dad, this is Marly. Marly, this is my dad.” 

 

“Nice to meet you, Marly.” 

 

Marly shook my dad’s hand. 
 

“Mickey, this is Marly. Marly, this is my little brother, Mickey.” 

 

Marly bent down so she was the same height as Mickey. 
 

“Hi, I'm Marly” 

 

“I'm Mickey. Do you want to see the Lego Hogwarts I'm building?” 

 

“Sure!” 

 

Mickey led Marly to his room. 
 

“Marly seems nice.” Said dad after Marly and Mickey left. “Are you sure you don't like her?” 

 

Marly and Mickey were coming back. 
 

“Dad!?” 

 

“My favorite book is the fourth one.” Said Mickey. 
 

“Really? I like the third one, The Prisoner of Azkaban.” 

 

“Oh yeah! Remember the part when Harry and Hermione rescue Sirius?” 

 

Mickey seemed excited that Marly likes Harry Potter.  
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           At 5, Marly left and I went to my room to read. We had done all our homework and 

worked on our project. Before I could start reading, my dad walked in. 
 

“Marly is awesome. I like her and I think your brother does, too.” He said as he sat down next 

to me. 
 

“Yeah, she's cool.” I responded. 
 

We did the secret handshake we made up. I like my dad. He's cool. 
 

My dad got up and started to walk out of my room. He looked back at me. 
 

“Did you finish all your homework, Noah?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“That's unusual.” 

 

“Dad!?” 

 

          I smiled as he walked out. I hate to admit it, but it was unusual that I finished all my 

homework already. Hanging out with Marly was different than hanging out with Nathaniel, 

Sam, Juan, and Kent. I liked hanging out with Marly.  
 

          The next day I got up at 6. Then I realized I had no homework to do so I went back to 

sleep. It was a regular day. At homeroom, Juan asked me if I could come over. I said sure. The 

bell rang for lunch and I stepped out into the hall. I went to my locker and put my stuff away. I 

saw Marly at her locker which is 12 lockers down from mine, not like I counted or anything. I 

walked up to her. 
 

“Hey, Marly.” 

 

She looked up. 
 

“Um, hi.” 

 

“Are you doing anything this afternoon.” 

 

Noah, you can't ask her that, you're going to Juan’s. 
 

“No, I don't have anything.” 

 

“Well, do you want to come over?” 

 

“Sure.” 
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But, she said yes! You can make up an excuse for Juan. 
 

“Are you sure your parents would be okay with this last minute, Noah?” 

 

“It's fine.”  
 

“Okay, see you then.” 

 

She started to walk away. 
 

“Bye Marly.” I said. 
 

          After school Marly and I walked home. I told Juan that my dad was making me stay 

home and finish missing work for school. I have no missing work, but he doesn't know that. At 

4:47 my dad and little brother came home. Marly and I had finished our homework. We were 

having a snack and watching TV. 
 

“Oh, hi Marly. I didn’t know you were coming over. It's fine though.” 

 

She smiled at me.  
 

I told you he'd be okay with it. 
 

“Is it okay if I leave at 5?”  
 

“Yeah that's fine. Do you need a ride home?” 

 

“No thanks. I live a couple blocks down.” 

 

“Okay. Noah, your brother and I went to the animal shelter and we saw a puppy that we love.” 

 

Did I mention my family is getting a puppy? 

 

“You guys are getting a puppy? What breed?” Asked Marly.  
 

“It's a cavapoo. A mix between a Poodle and the other thing.” Said Mickey. 
 

“A mix between a Poodle and a Cavalier King Charles Spaniel.” Finished my dad.  
 

“We have a picture of it here. We also got an info sheet.” Said dad. 
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Name: Lincoln                         Date found:6/12/14                          Guessed age: 9 months 

 

Guessed age of when found: 3 months                                                       Not yet adopted                       
 

Guessed breed: cavapoo                                                                                    Gender: male 

 

                                                         Kelling Springs Animal Shelter 

 

 

“He's so cute! Would you guys rename him if you got him?” Asked Marly. 
 

“I like the name Cookie!” Said Mickey. 
 

“I think we should keep the name Lincoln.” I said. 
 

“You boys will have to decide together. We are getting the dog tomorrow.” My dad said. 
 

“You chose the dog without me?”  
 

I made a sad face.  
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“Sorry, Noah.” Mickey said. 
 

Then he hugged me.  
 

“Oh, it's 5. I got to go. Good luck with the puppy.” 

 

Marly picked up her stuff. Mickey ran over and hugged her. 
 

“Bye Marly.” He said. 
 

          The next day I biked to school alone. During English, Nathaniel asked me if I was 

coming to the BSTC meeting that afternoon. 
 

“Of course I am!” I replied. 
 

“Good. You've just been kind-of distant recently.” 

 

          After school, I was walking to the bike stands with Nathaniel. We were getting our bikes. 

My phone buzzed. I looked at it. 
 

Dad: Noah, your brother is in the hospital. I'm coming to pick you up. You can't go to 

Nathaniel's today. No questions. 
 

 

“Hey Nathaniel. I can't go to your house today.” 

 

“Seriously, what's your excuse this time?” 

 

“My brother is in the hospital.” 

 

I showed him the text. 
 

“I bet you got your dad to do that so you didn't have to come to the meeting. Is he really going 

to pick you up?” 

 

My dad beeped his car horn as he pulled over. I hopped in. 
 

“Bye Nat.” I said.   
 

“Sorry he can't come over, Nathaniel. Mickey is in the hospital.” Said my dad. 
 

I shut the door and we drove away. I looked back. Nathaniel was just stood there. He looked 

very awkward.  
 

“How did Mickey get in the hospital?”  
 



110 
 

I had to know. 
 

“He was at Ian’s and Mrs. Hanks had taken them to Kelling park.” 

 

Ian Hanks is Mickey’s best friend. 
 

“Mickey and Ian were playing on the big playground. The one with the monkey bars. You know 

that fireman pole? The tall one? Mickey and Ian were sliding down it. At the top Mickey 

tripped and he fell forward. One of his teeth got knocked out and he has a minor concussion. 

Mrs. Hanks called 911. Then she called me. We are going to the hospital now. Your mom is 

there and she is waiting for us.” 

 

          We arrived at the hospital. We walked into the room Mickey was in. It was one of those 

shared rooms. Mickey was lying in the bed closest to the window. His mouth was bleeding. 

There was gauze in his mouth to stop the bleeding. His head was propped up. He had his 

Hedwig stuffed animal (from Harry Potter). My mom was sitting in one of the chairs. I glanced 

at the other bed. No one was in it. 
 

“Hi Noah.” Mickey attempted to say, but it sounded more like “I oah.” 

 

“Hi, Mickey. How are you feeling?” 

 

“Ood.” 

 

I smiled. He had tried to say good. 
 

“Oa, ould ou ext arly a-out ee?” 

 

He said, “Noah, could you text Marly about me?” 

 

“Sure.” 

 

I took out my phone. 
 

Hey Marly, my brother is in the hospital. He wanted u 2 know.Sent 

 

 

She texted me back almost immediately. 
 

Marly: OMG!!! Is he ok? I hope he gets better. :o 

 

He's ok. Thx.Sending… 
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“She says she hopes you gets better.” 

 

          Mickey smiled. It looked like he was trying to open his mouth really wide. 
 

“Oa, an ou o a-opt ah uppy.” 

 

He said, “Noah can you go adopt the puppy.” 

 

“Dad can we go adopt Lincoln?” 

 

“Sure we can.” 

 

We got in the car. 
 

“Dad, can we also get the puppy a collar and the tags for the collar?” 

 

“Sure, Noah.” 

 

We arrived at the animal shelter. 
 

“Hello, I'm Carl, how can I help you?” Said one of the front desk people. 
 

“We would like to adopt a puppy. We came here yesterday and saw one we really liked.” Said 

dad. 
 

“What breed?” The man started typing on the computer in front of him. 
 

“Cavapoo.”  
 

I just stood there while the exchange was happening. 
 

“We only had two cavapoos and one of them was adopted this morning, so I don't know if we 

still have the dog you're looking for.” 

 

          I got nervous. I really wanted Mickey to get the puppy he liked. The man led us to a room 

in the back. There were a bunch of puppies in crates. Each of the crates had a paper pinned to it. 

There was a door to a fenced yard outside. I could see through the window. There were two 

people outside playing with some dogs. We walked up to a crate. 
 

“This is our only cavapoo left.” Said the man. 
 

I looked down at the dog. 
 

“We will take it.” Said dad. 
 

It was Lincoln! 
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          We got Lincoln a red collar because red is Mickey’s favorite color. I carried Lincoln up to 

the front desk and my dad carried Lincoln’s crate. My dad handed Carl all the papers he filled 

out. 
 

“Would you like to purchase a name tag? We have a name tag printer in the corner.” Said Carl. 
 

“Sure, we'll purchase one.” Dad replied. 
 

“Okay, so you pick out a tag from over there next to the machine.” 

 

Carl pointed to the rack of tags next to the machine. 
 

“Then you come over here and buy it. After that you go back to the machine and tap start on the 

screen. It will tell you what to do from there.”  
 

“Thank you Carl.” 

 

          We walked over to the rack and chose a tag. It was a yellow dog bone. We bought it and 

then went up to the machine. Dad set down the crate and pressed start. It said, did you purchase 

a tag? My dad answered yes. Then it said, insert the tag into the slot, top first, facing up. It 

showed a picture of how to insert the tag on the screen. My dad inserted the tag. The machine 

said, type in the box what you want on the front. My dad looked at me. I nodded at him and he 

typed it in. Type what you want on the back. My dad typed in the full name of Lincoln, 

including our last name. He also typed in his phone number and our address. Then he pressed 

okay. It showed our tag layout on the screen. My dad selected print and the machine carved the 

words and numbers into the tag. It was kind-of loud and some people looked over. I was still 

holding Lincoln. When the tag came out I looked at it and smiled. Dad put the tag, along with 

two others from the animal shelter, on the red collar. He held the collar as we walked to the 

door. 
 

“Thanks Carl.” I said as we exited. 
 

           When we returned to the hospital I asked the front desk person if we could bring Lincoln 

to my brother’s room as a present. They said yes, so I carried Lincoln upstairs.  
 

“Aww.” Said mom as we entered the room. “He’s so cute!” 

 

          I walked up to Mickey. The gauze was out of his mouth and his mouth had stopped 

bleeding.  
 

“I thought you might want to put his collar on him.” 

 

“You got a red collar! That's my favorite color.” 

 

          I just smiled. My dad handed Mickey the collar, he leaned over and snapped it around 

Lincoln’s neck. 
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“Can I hold Lincoln?” He asked. 
 

I smiled. 
 

“Read the tag, Mickey.” 

 

He read it.  
 

“Cookie.” 

 

          He smiled a big smile that spread from one ear to his other, and it looked like a smile this 

time. 
 

“It says Cookie! You used the name I wanted.” 

 

I put Cookie in his lap. He hugged Cookie. I felt really good.  
 

I just did something nice for Mickey. I love being nice. 
 

The next day Juan asked me to come over to his house and I said yes. 
 

“You promise?” 

 

“Yes, plus my brother is still in the hospital, so that can't be an excuse.” 

 

          I went to Juan’s house after school. When I got there, I saw that Kent, Juan, and Sam 

were playing video games. I was about to ask when we were going to start our homework, but 

then I remembered that they don't do their homework while hanging out. Nathaniel walked out 

of the bathroom. 
 

“Hey, I figured you weren't coming.” He said. 
 

“Why?” 

 

“I don't know, maybe ‘cause you were late. We all figured you were having another date with 

your girlfriend.” 

 

“My girlfriend? Oh, you mean Marly? We're just Science project partners.” 

 

“Sure.” 

 

“Are you saying I like her?!” 

 

“No, I'm just saying you love her.” 
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          I didn't know what to say. I was so mad. I really wanted to punch him. He smirked at me 

as I stood there, silent. I wasn't going to punch him. 
 

“OW!”  
 

            He fell to the ground. I had barely kicked him in the shin. He was really overreacting. 

Kent stood up. Sam and Juan ran over to help Nathaniel stand up. Nathaniel pushed them away. 
 

“I'm fine.” 

 

          Nathaniel stood up. He held his hands in front of his face in fists, ready to fight. I didn't 

want to fight. That would get me in a lot of trouble. I looked at Kent. He was staring at me. I 

could tell, by his face, he wasn't surprised by what I'd done. He looked sort-of impressed. I 

knew what to do. 
 

“Nathaniel…”  
 

I started out slow. 
 

“I just have to say…” 

 

Nathaniel put his hands down. He was expecting an apology. 
 

“YOU’RE A JERK!”  
 

          I still had my backpack on my back. I ran to the door, yanked it open and sprinted down 

the block. When I got home I went inside. My phone buzzed. It was a picture from Nathaniel. 
 

Nathaniel: 
 

Boy’s Stuff Talk Club! 

 

1. Nathaniel Sandry 

2. Sam Kali 

3. Noah McCall 

4. Juan Tadio 

5. Lio Pert 

6. Kent Denner 
 

You had to cross out the three too?Sending… 

 

Nathaniel: Of Course! :P 

 

Tongue sticking out? Seriously?Sent 
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          I blocked Nathaniel’s number from my phone. Then I started my homework.  
 

          The next day, after 8th period, band and the last period of the day, Mrs. Sollier told us we 

needed to take our instruments home to practice. I play trombone. When I was walking out of 

class, Kent walked up to me. He's also in band. He plays clarinet. 
 

“Hey Noah, I just want you to know that what you did was awesome. I mean how you stood up 

to Nathaniel. I didn't really like him. He was not cool to me. I don't think he really excepted me 

as part of the group.” 

 

By the time Kent finished talking we were at my locker. I unlocked it. 
 

“Yeah, Nathaniel can be mean.” 

 

“What did I just hear?” 

 

Nathaniel walked up. Sam and Juan were following him. 
 

“I'm sorry, I meant to say you're a butt face.” 

 

Kent gasped. Sam stepped forward. 
 

“I could punch you right now. I'm not scared to get in trouble, like you are.” 

 

          I put my hands up like Nathaniel did the other day. Sam and I made direct eye contact 

with each other. I elbowed Kent. 
 

“Now’s your chance, tell Nathaniel how you feel.” I whispered to him. 
 

Nathaniel pushed Sam back. 
 

“What? Trying to turn Kent on us? I don't think it's working.” He smirked. 
 

Kent got up in his face. 
 

“No. He was encouraging me to tell you something.” 

 

“And what is that ‘something’?” 

 

“That I think you are annoying and self-absorbed and a jerk and a bully.” 

 

“Have you been making a list?” Nathaniel scoffed, then looked back at Sam and Juan. 
 

“You're right Juan, I am popular.” He said. 
 

They laughed at his joke. 
 



116 
 

“Your nickname is Nat, correct? People call you that?”  
 

          Kent had more to throw out there. I gathered the rest of my stuff. I figured we would be 

leaving soon and Kent already had his backpack and clarinet. 
 

“Yeah, people call me Nat. Why? You like it?” 

 

“No, I think the people who call you that are right.” 

 

Nathaniel looked confused. I could tell this was going to be a good burn. 
 

“They are right. You are a nat. A senseless, rude, boring, disgusting, tiny nat.” 

 

I high fived Kent.  
 

“He's not that short.” Said Juan. 
 

“Dude, seriously?” Said Sam. 
 

I slammed my locker closed and we started to walk away. 
 

“Yeah? Well… um. You're out of the club, Kent. And the group! You too Noah!” Shouted 

Nathaniel. 
 

“Who cares!” I shouted back. 
 

          Kent and I walked home together. I told him about how cute Marly is. He wanted to meet 

her, so I invited her over. 
 

“Kent, this is Marly. Marly, this is Kent.” 

 

          When Marly first saw Kent as she walked through the door I could tell she liked him. 
 

“Hey Noah, could I use your restroom?” Marly asked. 
 

“Sure.” 

 

She walked into the bathroom. 
 

“You're right dude, she's totally cute.” 

 

He punched me in the arm. 
 

“I think she likes you.” I said. 
 

He stopped smiling. 
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“What?” 

 

“I think she likes you. She has a look in her eyes. I'm very observant.” 

 

“No, way! I'm totally gonna ask her out! Are you okay with that, dude?” 

 

“We're only in seventh grade. But yeah, I'm fine with that.” 

 

“Don't worry Noah, you'll find your one.” 

 

Kent was grinning now. Marly came out of the bathroom. 
 

“Marly… would you like to get ice cream with me tomorrow?” 

 

Marly looked surprised. She looked at me and I nodded. 
 

“Yeah! Yes! But can Noah come?” 

 

“What? Me? I think it's supposed to be a date.” 

 

“I know, but I saw you guys fighting with Nathaniel and his minions earlier and I figured you 

don't really have any other friends than me and Kent.” 

 

“Yeah Noah! You can be the third wheel!” Kent said excitedly. 
 

“You were my friend when I had no one. I'm just returning the favor.” 

 

I smiled at Marly. 
 

“Please, Noah. Pleeeeeeeeeeeease.” Kent begged. 
 

“Fine.” I said, still staring at Marly. I was really doing it for her. 
 

“Yes! My pleading worked!” 

 

Kent held his hands in the air. Marly and I laughed. 
 

          After Kent and Marly left, I checked my phone. There were a bunch of mean texts from 

Sam and Juan. I blocked their numbers. I didn't care what they thought about me and Kent.  
 

           The next day was Saturday. Marly, Kent, and I met at the Ben and Jerry’s in town. It was 

March. The next few months we all hung out together. 
 

 
 

“Hey Kent, finish up your ice cream.” I said. 
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          It was summer and school was out. The year went by very quickly. The beginning was 

mostly hanging out with Nathaniel and them all. Marly had come around March. That's also 

when my brother got injured. He's out of the hospital now. I enjoyed these last few months with 

Marly and Kent. Nathaniel moved away and I haven't seen Sam or Juan in a while. But, like I 

told them, who cares. 
 

“Noah, Kent, my mom told me we are staying in Kelling Springs, instead of moving away. 

They like it here.” Said Marly. 
 

“That's great!” I said. 
 

“All finished!” Said Kent as he crumpled up his napkin and tossed in the trash. 
 

We walked back to my house. 
 

“Noah look! Someone new is moving in next door. That's Nathaniel's old house.” Kent said as 

he pointed to the house next to mine. 
 

My dad and Mickey walked outside. 
 

“Hi guys, Mickey and I were just going to give the new neighbors these chocolate chip cookies 

that we made. Would you like to join us? I think they have a girl your age.” 

 

“Sure, we'll join you.” I said. 
 

          We walked over and knocked on the door. We knew they were moving in because there 

was a moving van parked outside. They weren't moving anything in at that moment, though. 
 

“Hello?” 

 

A lady answered she had blond hair and was very tall. 
 

“Hi, I'm Alvin McCall. These are my kids, Noah and Mickey McCall…” 

 

My dad pointed to me and Mickey as he said our names. 
 

“And these are Noah’s friends, Marly Windrow and Kent Denner. We all live in this area.” Dad 

finished. 
 

“Oh, well nice to meet you all. I'm Lacy Frinch.” 

 

A man walked up to the door. He is also tall with blond hair. 
 

“Who's here honey?” 

 

“Some of our new neighbors.” 
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“Hi, I'm Rob Frinch.” Said the man. 
 

“We brought you cookies.” Said Mickey. 
 

“Thank you young man.” Said Lacy. 
 

Dad handed Rob the cookies. 
 

“I'll go get Mia.” Said Lacy. 
 

          She left. Rob and dad started talking. Lacy returned with a girl. The girl had strawberry 

blond hair and hazel eyes. I liked her a lot instantly. 
 

“This is Mia.” Said Lacy. 
 

Mia waved at us. 
 

“Why don't you show Mia around the neighborhood, Noah. I think you guys are in the same 

grade.” Said dad. 
 

Mia, Kent, Marly, and I left. 
 

“So Mia, are you in seventh grade going into eight grade?” I asked. 
 

“Yeah. Do you go to Anida Sproll Middle School?” She asked. 
 

“Yeah, we all do.” I pointed to Kent and Marly. 
 

“Can I ask you something, Noah?” She asked. 
 

“Ooooooooo.” Said Kent. 
 

I rolled my eyes at him. 
 

“I was hoping to go to the ice cream place, Ben and Jerry’s I think, do you want to come with 

me?” 

 

“Double date!” Whispered Kent in my ear. 
 

“Sure.” I replied to Mia. 
 

We all started walking in the direction of Ben and Jerry’s. 
 

          Life is full of changes. It's our choice to accept them or not. Being in Nathaniel's group 

kept me from experiencing those changes. It wasn't until Marly came that things started to 

change. She got me away from the Boy’s Stuff Talk Club. I felt different hanging out with a 

girl. I was different. I was better. 
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