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The Change in the Person 

By: Madison Contreras 

 The rain thudded against the window pane like hardened clay. Years passed and the same 

man sat on the same couch in the same spot.  No family in sight, alone, as the darkness entered the 

room and stalked like a murderer. For the man knew of his mistakes. Family, pushed away as if 

they had no meaning to him. The man stared at a painting peeling on the wall. He and his sister 

were together as a family. To him though, it was too late to fix his mistakes, and he didn’t plan on 

it either. The man noticed a cheerful paper boy walk up the front steps to deliver a paper. The man 

harshly received his mail and a strange looking flyer. He shooed the paper boy away and went in-

side to his couch. He looked at his flyer; it was so fluorescent it burned the man’s eyes. He read the 

flyer, and it was as if a spark inside him blew up and faded at once into the darkness. “Really and 

ad for making changes and fixing your mistakes . . . please, this is a bunch of BALONEY!” The 

man yelled, tossing the flyer across the room and into the trash. It was kite in the wind and flew 

back into the man’s hands. The man was so furious he left the house and went to the class the flyer 

had advertised. “Wow, if this helps me then there are sorcerers,” he thought sarcastically. He got to 

the place and walked up the steps. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Lewis.” “Wait, how do you know my 

name . . .” “Mr. Lewis, just follow me to the office, please . . .” Mr. Lewis was suspicious about 

this place. He got to the office and sat down and talked with Larissa, his guide. She guided him on 

the right path, and she was surprised to see the man’s attitude changing. He became more cheerful 

and was trying to make changes in his life . . . 

1 year later . . .  

 The man worked up his courage and he called his sister to come over. She was delighted to 

hear from him and came over right away. The man connected with his family again and was happy. 

He thanked Larissa. “You’re welcome Mr. Lewis, and remember, all you need is a little motivation 

and to give things a chance and you will see that you can be happy again.” She walked off and so 

did the man. “A little motivation” he repeated that all the way home. And he kept that quote with 

him for the rest of his life. He was now a person with a new beginning. And you can be to because 

remember –just a little motivation. 



  

 

False Hope 

By Jennifer Tran 

 

Eat an apple a day, keeps the pain away. Eat an apple a day, keeps the pain away. 

Oh I apologize, that’s not the phrase. It’s “an apple a day keeps the doctor away”. 

But, it doesn’t matter. I don’t need a doctor to fix my heart. I need an angel to 

cure my broken heart. I go to church every Sunday. I pray at sunrise and sunset, 

praying for everyone in this world to have a smile on their face every day. I do-

nate to charity, with either money or baked goods. I give every single penny of 

my money to the homeless, leaving barely enough money for me to pay my bills. 

And, after doing all of this, what do I get in return? My husband, Blake, leaving 

me in the shadowy night with only the moon as the light to shine in my life. Why 

do I, the perfect replica of an angel, deserve to have my love leave me? I loved 

him with all my heart. I guess the pain in his heart was too much for him. My 

love for him grows stronger and stronger, but at the same time it goes darker and 

darker. Blake and I were perfect for each other, practically made for one another. 

My loved ones says that I should let him go, before this emotional damage cracks 

everything and breaks it apart. But, that’s the issue, I can’t let him go. I can’t let 

go of the most amazing person that entered into my life. I am in a living hell, try-

ing to cross the boundary that separates hell and heaven. I need go on to the 

staircase of heaven, and bring Blake down back to the ground.  However, the ex-

citing and one of kind memories we both created together will still be here, even 

if Blake isn’t. Have you ever heard of the phrase “If you love something, set it 

free. If it comes back it was meant to be.”? Well, whether I let go of him or not 

doesn’t matter. He isn’t coming back from the dead, from the grave. Maybe the 

sky’s the limit after all. I guess that phrase is just to give false hope. 



  

 



  

 

A Fateful Decision 

By Jo Gutierrez 

(Based on a true story) 

 

It all started when I called my mom. “We have a problem,” I told her. “I need to move to the 

U.S.” 

“Why?” she asked sadly. 

“Because,” I replied, “my sister is in Washington, D.C. and there are better opportunities 

there.” 

“Okay,” she said, finally. “But when do you leave?” 

“Next week.” 

 

The Following Week: May 31 

I packed my stuff and left Nicaragua. I started walking. After my first five miles, I met a girl. 

“Hey, what's your name?” she asked. 

“Name's Jose. And you?” 

“Maria,” she answered. 

 

June 1 

I wondered why Maria was following me. “Jose, where are you going?” she asked. 

“U.S.,” I replied. 

“Me, too!” 

How far away are we? I wondered to myself. Two seconds later, I answered my own question. 

Three thousand miles. 

 

June 20 



  

 

After 19 days of walking, we finally reached Mexico. A stranger on the street approached us. 

“Where are you going? What are your names?” he inquired. 

“I'm Jose, she is Maria, and we are headed to the U.S.,” I told him. 

“I'm Ricky. I'm also going to the U.S. Do you think I can tag along?” 

I paused. “Sure,” I answered. I regretted that decision only hours later, when Ricky wouldn't 

stop asking questions. 

 

July 3 

We walked, walked some more, and finally, hijacked a small truck, driving it only a few miles. 

We had almost made it through the desert. “OWW!” yelled Ricky. I spun around and ran to-

ward him. “A rattler bit me!” he cried. He looked terrified. I reached into my backpack and 

found the snake venom antidote that I had brought. I gave it to him, but he started to scream 

and cry. Ricky suffered for three hours, and finally fell asleep. 

 

July 4 

We reached the border. As we crossed, a stone whizzed by us and made a cracking noise as it 

hit a rock. I ran over to it and quickly realized that it was a bullet. “Run!” I yelled. I had heard 

about cops, the kind that patrol the border. Specifically, I had heard about one named Nick. 

Maria, Ricky, and I ran for hours, always looking over our shoulders to see if Nick was gaining 

on us. We eventually made it safely into the U.S., right into Texas. Maria and Ricky stayed in 

Texas. I found the buses and trains to Washington, D.C. 

 

July 6 

I made it. I crossed the border and made it. I arrived at my sister Nina's house. From that day 

on, I was able to live happily. 

 



  

 



  

 

A New Day’s Gift 
By Jeneze Romero 

 

 

Each day comes with the gift of a  
new start, new strength, and new 

thoughts 

 

Don’t take advantage of this day  
thinking about the past as it is the  

gift of a new beginning 

 

So instead of regretting the past 
use this gift of a new day 

by starting a new page 
in your story and making 

it the best one to ever be read 



  

 

Dear Journal, 

 

Last week was very scary and frustrating for me.  I have moved to Boston, and I have no friends yet.   

 

My father said, “Athleana, you know this job is important.  Please at least try to like it here.”  

 

“I will try,” I replied.  As I walked away he had a smile on his face.  

 

Monday came along which meant I had school, I also had a chance to meet new friends.  At lunch I 

sat at a table by myself.  A group came over to me, and I was nervous. 

 

“You’re Athleana, right?” asked one of the students. 

 

“Yes,” I responded quickly. 

 

“We heard you’re a pretty good athlete.  Would you like to join our track team? 

 

“Sure, I’d love to,” I told the student. 

 

“Great! I’m Emily.” 

 

On Tuesday I met more friends in my classes and joined a writing club.  I guess there was nothing to 

be scared of after all. 

 

Until next time, 

 

Athleana  

 

By Kathryn Orellana 



  

 



  

 

A Good Life Or A Nightmare You Regret  

 

Jessica Tran 

 

The one you thought was a bad apple changed his ways and became good. The person you 

thought was good got expelled the next day. Everything has a new beginning and everything 

was based off that beginning’s end. However not all beginnings are considered “good”. You 

could have the beginning of world despair or the end of world hunger. It’s up to us as humans 

to decide our path of good or greed. However if you're like me, you’ve been put in a position 

of a once in a lifetime deal. I’ve been granted a ticket to paradise where everything around 

you is success and happiness. I’ve also gained the access to all the wealth in the world but as 

always in order to gain something, something else has to be equally sacrificed in return. If I so 

must choose to obtain this, I would forget about my former life which I’ve cherished up until 

this point; it’s a harsh world out there. My living quarters consists of utter greed, betrayal and 

false hope. I’ve managed to survive even with all the negativity in the world with the help of 

the things I’ve been blessed with such as companions I can trust, the love of a parent’s care, 

and the ability to make a difference. This ability can also be a curse; whatever choice I make 

will affect the future. This is a crucial decision I have make. My companions and parents en-

courage me to take this opportunity but in return do they deserve the feeling of losing a loved 

one? Do they deserve any of this? What will happen to me when I’ve adapted to the heavenly 

lifestyle? Will I ever come out the same person as I’ve walked in? All these questions haunt 

me. I have twenty-four hours to make a decision and in the time given I should treasure the 

last moments I have in this world. I never knew one decision could cause an epidemic of sor-

row. The clock is ticking and I have five minutes to choose. Should I go for the start of a new 

life or a start of taking a stand? I’ve made my decision. I will take this opportunity; most hu-

mans are such harsh beings who only care about power and greed. In an average person’s 

mind, they would accept like there’s no tomorrow but some are clever and keen who are wise 

enough to see the other view of their actions. This was too good to be true so I’ve declined 

this offer with no hesitation. The only thing I’ve sacrificed was my selfish intentions to gain 

something worth wild. Have I made the right decision? If you were me, would you suppose 

otherwise? This is the beginning of a mindset that lets you state what you believe is truly right 

regardless of the sacrifices that comes with it.    



  

 



  

 

LOVE 

  

Sarah Comeau 

 

 

Separately we aren't perfect 

 but together we are correct  

My life without you would be a regret  

‘till the end? we accept  

You turned my gray skies blue  

when the world ends that's when I'll stop loving you 

You redirected my heart          

from the first kiss I knew we'll never part 

Our song on repeat  

With you my heart skips a beat 

 



  

 

“I believe in LGBTQ rights”. The bottom says “Love is 

Love is Love is Love is Love is Love is Love”.  Just be-

cause a person loves a person from the same sex you 

shouldn’t look at them differently. Just like Lin-Manuel 

Miranda said “Love is Love is Love is Love is Love is 

Love is Love, cannot be killed or swept aside”. You 

can’t kill someone’s love for another. If you are some-

one that is lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender, or queer, 

just know that no one should look at you differently just 

for liking the same sex. 

 

-Alisha Bautista 



  

 

Hello, My name is Frederick and I’m a slave. 

I was separated from my mom and, 

Things were never the same. 

The slave owner’s my dad 

Who would’ve ever knew he was this bad. 

All I ever wanted to do was make him quit 

But I can’t do that because he enjoys to hit. 

One day he whipped a woman so hard 

He made her bleed. 

The blood was rushing down her back at fast speed. 

She was crying for help but there 

Was nothing us slaves could do. 

Who knows where she is now  

But may God be with you. 

I never got to know my mother 

She was a stranger to me. 

I saw her once or twice  

But it was too dark to see. 

Hello, my name is Frederick 

and I am now free. 

And, I think this is the way 

It was supposed to be. 

 

By: Mirgelyz Sustache 



  

 



  

 



  

 

Hansel and Grethel: A New Perspective 
By: Anthony Evelyn 

 

I suppose you can say that I was a very foul and vicious creature. I was an old woman with special 

powers, therefore people saw me as a witch. I killed simply because I wanted to. I used to put a curse on peo-

ple that made their lives miserable. So, I guess I was a witch. The name didn’t bother me. Being evil was my 

passion. Seeing people in pain gave me joy.  I was not sure why I was so vile. Perhaps it had something to do 

with my childhood. I was an orphan my whole life. I was always on my own. As a kid, the children would 

never talk to me. I despised those children. I hate children still today. They are rotten, and ungrateful. Luckily, 

they didn’t know that I was a witch. Whenever a child annoyed me, I would sneak into their house in the mid-

dle of the night. I would go up to their room and decapitate them, all without making a noise. I would steal 

food from people. I also burned down people’s houses for fun. Many years had gone by when people started 

to figure out who I was and what I was doing. They chased me deep into the woods. I had found an old, aban-

doned cottage to stay in. I set deadly traps for those who came looking for me. After a while, people stopped 

searching, and I could continue my diabolical acts. I would go back into town at night and trick people to fol-

low me into the woods. Then I would murder them and bury their bodies. Sometimes I even buried them alive. 

Suddenly, I grew older and more tired. So, I started to put curses on people that controlled their lives. That got 

boring after a while. One day, I noticed there were children just outside my cottage. That’s when the thought 

came to my mind. Instantly, I abducted the children, and I put them in the oven. Once they were baked, I ate 

them. That’s when I decided to start feeding on children. I realized that the children needed to more obese for 

me to be fully satisfied. Since food was scarce at the time, the children had very little to eat. However, I was 

very astute and mischievous, and I conceived an idea. I found a way to draw in children deep into the woods, 

and get them fat enough to make a good meal. “I shall build a house made entirely out of sugar and desserts”, 

I said to myself. I spent the rest of the night planning out my horrific plot. 

   I decided to transform my cottage into the sugary house I desired. I worked all day on my horrible 

and despicable trap. I cast a spell that made the roof out of the most delectable triple-layered chocolate cakes, 

smothered in frosting, and topped with small pieces of candy. Then I raised four two-hundred pound pieces of 



  

 

gingerbread out of the ground, thirty feet in the air, for the walls. I blew on the walls, which made windows 

made from transparent sugar appear on them. I made the door knob a cherry flavored lollipop, and the door an 

oversized wafer. Inside the house, I filled the counters with giant plates of cookies and brownies, stacked three 

feet high. In the dining room, there were bowls of apples, nuts and sugar cubes. With a snap of my finger, I 

instantly made five plates of pancakes, in which there were too many to count, and two pitchers of very rich 

milk, appear on the table. Upstairs, there were only two rooms. One room was for me, and the other was for 

my victims. I decided to have the children sleep through the night after they had their massive meal, just to 

make them feel safer. When they woke up, I revealed myself to them, and then lock them up in a stable. I 

would then give them a lot of food to get them fat. The next day I would determine if the children are fat 

enough by the thickness of their finger. If they are fat enough I would eat them. No one was as powerful as me. 

I had no weaknesses. My power was limitless. I am unstoppable. I am immortal. I am smarter than everyone. 

Nobody can beat me. 

 My foul play continued for several years. My trap worked every time. I had eaten hundreds of children. 

I was proud of my nefarious plan. My sinful deeds pleased me deeply. The fattened children were satisfying 

for me. Then one day, while I was sleeping, I sensed something. I had a keen scent, so I knew people were 

coming. I knew they were children. I quickly blew a bird to life, a bird that followed my every command, and I 

told it to lead the children back to the cottage. “I have them, and they shall not escape me”, I said to myself, as 

they bird flew off to entice my next victims. 

 I swiftly prepared the house for the children. I made the tall stack of cookies and brownies appear on 

the counter by clapping twice. I made a small gesture with my hand, and the five plates of pancakes, and the 

very rich milk, appeared on the table. I rapidly made the beds for the children to sleep on. As I was going back 

downstairs, I heard a small crunching sound. The children have arrived. I went to outside to greet them. When 

I went outside, I saw a boy and a girl nibbling on pieces of my roof and my window. The children were fright-

ened, but my friendly smile and soft voice put them at ease. “Oh, please come inside and stay awhile. You will 

be no trouble at all”, I said to the children. I led the children inside, and the children were overwhelmed by the 

amount of food I had laid out for them. “Do tell me your names”, I demanded. The boy answered, “I am Han-

sel. This is my sister, Grethel.” The children ate almost everything. When the children could eat no more, I led 

them to the bedroom of my victims. Completely unaware of my plans for them, and the fact that I was a witch, 



  

 

the children happily fell asleep. In the morning, I took Hansel and put him in a stable. I went back for Grethel, 

and shook her awake. “Get up lazy-bones”, I said to her. “Go get water and cook something good for your 

brother. He is in the stable and needs to be fattened up. Once he is fat enough, I will eat him.” I made sure that 

the best food was cooked for Hansel, leaving Grethel nothing but crab shells.  

Early the next morning, I went to the stable and said, “Hansel, stretch out you finger so that I can deter-

mine if you are fat enough.” When Hansel held out his finger, it was as skinny as a bone. Every morning for 

four weeks, whenever I went to see if Hansel was fat enough, his finger was the same size. That’s when I lost 

my patience. I told Grethel, “Now, quickly go get water. Whether Hansel is fat or not, I shall kill and cook him 

tomorrow.”  I laughed at my atrocious plan. Seeing Grethel cry delighted me. Once again I, the invincible 

witch, will have another child in my teeth.  

The next morning, I made Grethel get up, put water in the kettle, and make the fire. “First, we shall 

bake the bread”, I told Grethel. “The oven is already heated, and I have already kneaded to the dough.” My 

real plan was to trick Grethel into getting into the oven, trap her inside, and let her bake. However, Grethel 

said, “I do not know how. How shall I get in?” This irritated me. “Stupid little girl”, I said. “The opening is big 

enough to get in. I could fit in myself.” I stooped down and put my head in the oven. Suddenly, I felt a quick 

shove, and before I knew it, I was in the oven completely. I heard the oven door shut. “Aaaaaaaaaaah!” That 

was the last word that I screamed out over the excruciating pain of being burned alive. I had one last thought 

before my life ended in that scorching oven. It was a thought that left me baffled in my final moments on the 

earth. It was the fact that I have been outsmarted by a little girl.  

 



  

 



  

 

A New Beginning 

 

A new beginning is like starting a new life but everyone knows that it is kind of 

true but it can mean more like starting a new school or starting a new job or busi-

ness and more. Here’s an example, every day is a new beginning probably and 

mistakes from yesterday are just memories of lessons to be learned, and never be 

afraid to start over. It is a chance to rebuild your life the way you really want it to 

be all along. Here is another example, in a blink of an eye, everything can change. 

So forgive and love with all your heart. You may never know when you may or not 

have the chance again in life. We see life everyday but we will never know what 

will happen the next day because life has surprises. Here’s a thing that everyone 

should know about life, life changes in a second or in time so never be afraid to 

ask for help or forgiveness and anything else about life. Life is hard, but keeps try-

ing your best to succeed in life. 

 

Love, 

 

Zahra Al-Warshani 

 



  

 



  

 

Light 

Anonymous 

 

 What a cruel world, don’t you think? This world is just 

dark, full of hatred, overcome with lies. There’s no one you can 

trust; no one in this cruel world who is sane. I went everyday 

through this darkness, this cruel reality. I saw something; it was 

small and faint but real. I walked towards it timidly and there it 

was . . . light. It is beautiful and one of a kind. It’s amazing. It 

reached out to me. I stuck my hand out and held the light. It felt 

amazing and my smile appeared and brightened. My eyes saw 

light and the darkness faded away. My life was bright. I could 

see again. Now I hold onto my light, never to lose it again. I love 

my light and it loves me and there is nothing more perfect. Now 

my light, we will start a new chapter in our lives. 



  

 



  

 

NEW BEGINNING 
BY: Amani Benouardia  

 
You look out into the gloomy world where the birds aren’t chirping where 
the trees have lost all of their leaves and the smiles have all turned into 
frowns but you never liked it that way you always wanted there to be a 
NEW BEGINNING. You always wanted the birds to sing there elegant song, 
the trees to be filled with the colorful leaves, and there to be no dull mo-
ment in the world. But life would never be that way. One day the world 
got sadder the thunder thudded the wind blew and finally the whispers 
stopped, all you could hear was nothing. It was like every animal, crea-
ture, and human life was gone. The new beginning that you always imag-
ined, hoped for, desired was all gone. It was like a one day there was so 
much hope you could feel then the next second it was gone. The world re-
buffed you’re hopes and wishes and threw it in the trash. You often heard 
that the world was better that way it was better if everyone was depressed 
it was much calming if everyone was melancholy it would be much quieter. 
The world was so capricious it would one day make you think that every-
thing would go perfect but the next it was everything was going wrong. 
But what you told yourself and still will is that,” There doesn’t have to be a 
new year or an end to be a new beginning”. After that eye opening mo-
ment you decided that people aren’t always right. You should do what you 
thing should happen because if you don’t try something it will never be 
done. You’re action is what makes a difference in the world. You changed 
the lightless world into a world that shines brighter than the sun because 
you never gave up and you made the new beginning you’ve always want-
ed into a reality. 



  

 

New Beginnings 
By Nathaniel Mercedat 

 

I feel a new beginning coming towards me 

And-- 

I am running to it 

with my arms open. 

 

But I Thank You 

for the Grace 

of being alive 

this morning. 

 

I Thank You 

for the speed 

that refreshed me. 

 

Thanks for a chance. 

For a new beginning. 

 

Starting today 

I need to forget what’s gone 

Appreciate what still remains 

And look forward 

To a new beginning. 

 



  

 

Every story has an end. 

But in life 

every end  

is an open door 

for a new 

beginning. 

 

 



  

 



  

 

New Beginning!!! 
By Jael Cruz 

 

Today is a new beginning 

The past is in the past 

Leave everything behind 

 

Today is a new beginning 

The beginning of a great year 

The beginning of a blank page 

The beginning of a story that already ended 

 

Every end is a new beginning 

So live every moment that you got 

Laugh everyday as much as you can 

And love everyday of your life 

 

Never give up on your dreams 

Remember everyday is a new beginning 

Everyday’s a new beginning 

Everyday is a new blank page 

 

So live every moment of your life!!! 

 



  

 



  

 

Snowstorms 
By Juan Chivalan 

Snowstorms Snowstorms 
It is a sign of no school 
They are different than thunderstorms 
There is silence among the neighborhood 
Nobody is out there, 
just silence. 
The snowstorm finished you look out the window and  
you see pure soft snow. 
That is when 
there are laughs, giggles, hahahahaha 
all the kids are playing  
in the snow. 
You see snowmen 
snowball fights. 
You see the kids going 
home later at night. 
You hear the trucks 
plowing the snow,  
The next day the kids are giggling again, hahahahaha 
Everybody finishing the snowmen 
and their snowball fights. 
And then, 
more snow, 
there is another snowstorm. 
All the kids go home 
stay home and drink 
hot chocolate. 
It’s been two wonderful  
snow days for all the kids in  
the neighborhood.  

 



  

 



  

 



  

 



  

 



  

 

“The Banana Tree” Revisited  

By: Jaskaris Yncio 

 

“Where am I?” asked Gustus as he finally awoke from his sleep. 

“You’re in a hospital, Gustus,” Mr. Bass said as Gustus turned his head to face him. 

Gustus seemed to be laying in a hospital bed with his mother, father and brothers and sisters 

beside his bed. 

“How does your arm feel,” asked Mr. Bass with concern. 

“My arm feels fine,” said Gustus in a laid-back tone. “It hurts a bit but not too much.” 

Gustus stayed silent for the next hour or so, listening to his parents discuss how they would 

rebuild their house after the hurricane. The only thing Gustus was thinking about was his ba-

nana tree. 

“What’s with that face, Gustus?” asked his little sister who was looking at him with a gentle 

smile 

“Oh, Its’ nothing,” lied Gustus. 

“Is it because of that tree you had?” 

“Y-yeahh.”  

“Don’t worry,” said his sister. “We’ll replant it, and it’ll grow big again and strong!” said his 

sister with confidence and a reassuring smile. His sister always made him feel better. She al-

ways made the anxiety and fear vanish. 

 

One month later after the hurricane . . .  

 

“Eight . . .nine . . .ten! Ready or not, here I come!” shouted Gustus’ brother cheerfully as the 

children all played hide and seek. 

“I found you!” he shouted. He had found one sibling then another and another until finally . . .  

“I found you, Gustus!” He had finally found Gustus. 

“Whew, let’s take a break,” suggested Gustus who was tired from all the running. 

“Gustus, I have to talk to you for a moment,” said his father. 

“About what?” 

“About your banana tree.” 

Mr. Bass wanted to talk to Gustus . . . about the banana tree? 



  

 

“What about it, Dad?” 

“I read your journal. It said how you wanted to sell bananas for a pair of those shoes that you 

want.” 

“Well,” said Gustus, “I had wanted to before the hurricane but the tree was destroyed. I just 

wanted to be able to play with my friends. I want to be a normal kid.” 

“You keep doing that, son. I’m very proud of you that you want to be independent,” said his 

father solemnly. 

Gustus thanked his dad and hugged him, running out the door to his tree. He picked the bana-

nas off the tree and put them into bags, five at a time. He walked to the shopping district carry-

ing his load. 

One bag sold. 

Five bags sold. 

Thirty bags sold. 

Fifty bags sold. 

A couple of days later he had enough. He had enough for his shoes, so he could play cricket.  

Before he knew it, in just a few weeks, he was at a cricket filed with his family and friends. 

“So, what’s this game called again, cricket?” asked his father who was confused as to how the 

game worked. 

“Yes, Mr. Bass,” said one of Gustus’ friends who didn’t mind showing Mr. Bass the finer 

points of the game. Mr. Bass gave the game a try himself. They had a lot of fun for the next 

hour or so until the sun began to set. 

“Gustus, I think it’s time we head home,” suggested Mr. Bass. 

“Your father is right; it’s getting dark.” 

“Will we come back another day?” asked Gustus’ mom. 

“Of course, honey, we had a lot of fun today,” beamed Mr. Bass. 

“We can see why you wanted those shoes now, Gustus,” said Mr. Bass. 

At the end of the day they were just shoes and they weren’t very important. The only thing that 

was important to Gustus besides his family was his tree. 

His little tree. 

The banana tree. 

 



  

 



  

 

The Cat and Tree 
By Bernardo Sanchez 

 

Oh, tree! Oh, tree! 

Please 

let me rest 

on your 

roots. 

I am an old, 

tired cat 

longing for a nap  

for the rest of my  

days. 



  

 

The Life of an Unfortunate Man  

By Adam Yee 

 

 He was told that he was diagnosed with a case of retrograde amnesia which is a case of 

amnesia where the person has lost past memories. His amnesia was so severe that he forgot 

everything that happened previous to this loss. Because of this he was given this dilemma: to 

either continue his former life and try to regain his memories or to leave the country and start 

a new life there. The country was something of his choice as well, although he might not even 

remember countries. He always dreamed of living in Shanghai, China. So naturally, that was 

his final decision. The trip was set and done. The man arrived in China and was told to go 

somewhere to get his name changed and a new ID. And so he did. His new name was now 寶

藏 (pronounced Bǎo zàng) which in translation meant treasure. With the money that Treasure 

had brought, he moved into an apartment and was visited by some doctors every once in 

awhile to make sure that Treasure’s memory condition didn’t decline. Five years passed and 

since then Treasure had lived a content life. He worked at a McDonald’s and worked his way 

up to be a manager. Not a single day passes that Treasure regrets choosing to go to China. But 

what he doesn’t know is that with his decision, he left behind two children, a girl and a boy, 

his wife, and his spot as a CEO of a company. But all that didn’t matter now. 

One day Treasure, while at work, slipped and hit his head at that point it all came back 

to him. He remembered everything that he had forgotten about. Hastily, he takes a business 

trip back to his former home to come back to his family. But what he finds is not his family 

but instead he finds an empty plot. Nothing is there. Treasure has come back to nothing. Sad-

dened by his choice during the amnesia, he continued his life back in China. He continued 



  

 

with regret each day. When the doctors came to visit he told them that he had regained his 

memories. Shocked by this news, the doctors called the government back in the U.S. to inform 

them that Treasure regained his memory. The doctors asked Treasure if he wanted to see his 

family. And of course he replied with a delighted confirmation. So the doctors asked the gov-

ernment about Treasure’s family’s whereabouts. Treasure glared at the men with anticipation. 

But what he got was a saddened face and a reply telling him that his family died in a car acci-

dent three years ago. The doctors gave their condolences and left Treasure in solitude. Strucken 

by this painful news. He continued what is now his dreadful life. Treasure holed up. He refused 

visitors, neglected work and barely went outside. This man had lived in depression for months. 

But finally, driven by this depression, Treasure had an idea. He had thought of a way to reunite 

with family. He went with no hesitation and join his family. The next day it was time for his 

checkup. After ignoring them for months, the doctors decided to bust down the door and see 

what was going on. Surely the doctors thought no man could ever be okay after hearing that 

their family died right when they recovered from amnesia. They busted down the door and 

found Treasure. He was hanging down from a ceiling fan over puddle that has dried from the 

night before. At last after six years of being severed from his family, Treasure and his family 

are finally now together. 

 



  

 



  

 

The Puzzle Key 

A Short Story by Haleigh Newton 

 

“We just had to move here,” I said as I rolled my eyes. 

 

“Calm down, JJ,” said my father. 

 

“This house is creepy!” 

 

“I don't care what you found on the internet, it is perfectly fine,” my father retorted. My broth-
er and I had found out that there were ten deaths in the house – coincidentally, when the 
people were all alone. The bodies were never found. There is definitely a ghost. 

 

“Hey, can you bring the Christmas decorations to the attic, JJ?” my dad asked. 

 

“Sure, but if I die...just know I love you,” I replied sarcastically. I went up into the attic and 
found a weird puzzle – it gave me the spooks! The puzzle was a picture of our attic, except 
with the wall seemed to swing out like a door. 

 

Two Months Later 

 

“Hey, honey, can you get the summer party decorations?” dad asked. 

 

“Sure, but this is around the time when the ghost supposedly kills everyone, though!” I 
walked up the stairs. When I reached the top, the attic wall was open like a door. I couldn't 
breathe. My heart was racing. Is this it? Am I going to die? I ran as fast as I could out of the 
attic. 

 

“JJ, what is the matter?” 

 

“I just saw a secret entry in the attic. I think the stories are true and there is a ghost or a 
murderer in the house!” 

 

My dad paused. “OK, JJ, let's go look.” When we got to the top of the stairs, it was closed. 
He sighed. “I know you've been creeped out lately, but it's okay. I'm sure you were just par-
anoid about the whole thing.” 

 



  

 

“Ok, Dad. Maybe you're right.” I went to my room to relax. Everything had happened so sud-
denly and my stomach was in a knot. I felt like throwing up. All I could do was gasp for 
breath. 

 

No, I told myself. This will not happen. I'm not going to be scared of a house. I'm going to go 
up to the attic and relax. I will not be scared of an attic. 

 

When I got to the attic, I wasn't afraid any longer. I was up there because I wasn't going to let 
that attic get the better of me. I played with the puzzle picture, which helped me relax. The 
minute I finished it, though, the wall opened up. The secret door, again! I walked through it. 

 

When my mom died, my family helped me out. I wasn't about ready to just stand there, help-
less, when there was the possibility of someone hiding in the attic who could hurt them. I 
went down the dark hallway. No light, cobwebs, insects. At the end of the hallway on the left, 
there was a room. Inside the room there was a bed, a whiteboard, a chest, a bureau, a night 
stand, and a rusty old lamp. I looked through the chest and found written plans to murder 
people – the ten deaths I heard about – and knives. 

 

BAM! The chest cover slipped from my hands and slammed shut. Someone in the bed 
stirred – 

I hadn't seen him before when I entered the room. “AHHHHH!” I screamed. The man from 
the bed ran over to me. I grabbed a knife from the chest and stabbed his leg twice. I ran to 
the other side of the room and screamed at the top of my lungs. I pulled the lever by the door 
and ran down the attic hallway. It wasn't long until the man caught up with me. I ran, barely 
catching my breath. I suddenly felt a sharp pain in both of my arms. I instantly became 
sleepy, and fainted. 

 

Four Hours Later 

 

“Where am I?” I whispered into the darkness. I felt sick, like I was about to vomit. My legs 
had scratches and bruises. I spotted the knife I had been using and used it to cut myself out 
of ropes. I walked out of the small room I was in and ended up back in the room with the 
bed. That lazy, good-for-nothing pig was sleeping. The creaky floors told him I was awake 
and trying to leave. He jumped like a rabbit and ran up to me. He tried to grab me but I evad-
ed him. I ran down the hallway, barely escaping his grasp as I slipped through the secret 
door. “Somebody call 911 – help!” I screamed. 

 

The next few hours were a blur. The man who secretly lived in the attic went to prison and 
was charged with ten murders. While I wouldn't recommend this experience, it certainly 
made me appreciate my family, and I'll remember this for the rest of my life. 



  

 



  

 

To: My very best friend who is in heaven now. 

 

You’re gone now I’m sorry 

Now I’m just not happy. 

You left my side 

Now I feel empty inside. 

I wish I could see you face to face, 

But now you’re in a better place. 

I know you don’t want me to be mad, 

But just the thought of you gets me sad. 

I know I will see you again, 

Someday then we will see, 

Each other and pray, 

That the others we knew, 

Were all fine, too. 

You’re in a better place and there 

I will soon go, 

But for now I see you in the rainbows. 

I see you in my reflection, 

You were my best possession. 

Having a friend like you was great, 

But I will see you in that better place. 

 



  

 



  

 

The Wild Blast 

By Iverson Som 

As I and the group were on the hill,  

we were minding our own business until something struck.   

We were all feeling the ground shake like something moving  

until we sighted the mountain’s north face sliding off  

like the largest landslide on earth.   

Then came a huge explosion, but there wasn’t a single sound.   

Just dead silence.   

The ashes were running through the woods.   

The trees started to fall when they were hit by the ash.   

When we had left the area, all we saw was the ash flying  

upward to the sky.    



  

 

When We Disappear 

By: Leilani Eth 

 

A sound of silence 

Of a booming fire 

With no more violence 

But only the sound of screams getting higher 

 

Electric power will shut down 

Buildings tumble 

Booming and crashing down 

The sky grumbled 

For he is the new King 

With thunder and bolts of lightning 

 

The animals sing a song of pleasure 

While fish surround the sea shore 

For all animals laugh of the treasures 

Of mankind dying in the fire 

 

The earth will be cured once again 

From the extinction of mankind 

For this shall happen when we disappear 



  

 



  

 

Yet Another New Beginning 

Grade 8 / Jamie Jewkes  

 

February 13th 

Today is the day, starting school again. Dad has done this since we were little, but it is not his fault. They have to move 

him where they need him. We are the largest (and quite possibly the saddest) military family you will ever meet. Ugh. 

What if the kids at school hate me? What if they think I am weird? Maybe I will drop out of school. LOL, like they would 

ever let me do that! 

Just getting off the bus. It was awful with a capital “A”. I never want to go back. Why must I start again and again? I want 

to drop out. The teachers gave me so much homework. Couldn’t they give me a break on my first day?! Maybe I’ll write 

here again tomorrow. I am getting used to having no one else. 

February 15th 

My phone broke yesterday – Happy Valentine’s Day to me. A girl “accidentally” tripped me and I dropped all of my stuff. 

My phone smashed into a million pieces like my tired heart. Magee Regional High School is so great! Why wouldn’t I 

love it? Oh, I so don’t love it! 

February 20th 

There is this one girl; her name is Britney. She is the one who broke my phone. There is no one meaner and I don’t know 

how she has friends. She even yells at teachers. Who does that? 

February 28th 

It has been a week. I still hate it. 

March 13th 

It has been a month. I still hate it. 

April 13th 

I met a girl and a boy today. Their names are Elizabeth and Josh. They are pretty cool and listen to old rock and weird 

classical crap. They were actually nice to me. The only ones. 

April 27th 

Me, Liz, and Josh have been hanging out a lot. Life is improving at Magee. 

May 21st 

I have nothing to complain about today and no words to type here. 

June 29th 

School ends tomorrow. 

June 30th 

Today is the last day of school. It has indeed been interesting. With the company of good friends, everything is better! 

 

 

 

Please look for future dates and entries such as: 

September 2nd - Senior Year! 

June 15th - Graduation! I’m so happy I stuck it out.  

 



  

 



  

 

“First Day” by Tirzah Suribory 

 

Beep! Beep! Beep!  

My eyes popped open. I rubbed my eyes and turned my alarm clock off. I just 
wanted to go back to sleep. I mean, I’m used to waking up this early, but still!  
3Ugh, this is torture. My big sister, Evelyn, opened the door to my room. She 
was still in her pajamas. I count that as a good sign. Her glasses were out of 
place. I also count that as a good sign. “Eli? You awake yet?” I am 1oo% sure that 
my alarm clock was the thing that woke her up. “Yeah,” I replied. She turned on 
the lights. “You excited for middle school?” I just gave her a look that said, 
“seriously?”. She could tell what the look meant because she shook her head with 
that smirk of hers. She told me to get ready, so I did. Evelyn, or Eve, is a Fresh-
man in high school. I’m just a 6th grader. 

We waited for the bus. It didn’t take too long for it to arrive. Eve had to get off 
first. Before she got off, she hugged me. I smiled and hugged back. She got off 
and I was alone. Well, not really. There were some middle schoolers on the bus. 
The bus reached my school, I got off and waited ‘till they opened the doors. I 
arrived at 7:20, which meant I had to wait for 10 minutes.  

They opened the doors and I came in. We were supposed to go to the auditorium. 
So, I did. I tried to blend in with the crowd. We all entered the auditorium and I 
sat down. The principal had to say a few words. After that was over, homeroom 
teachers started to call out names of students. I recognized some of them. A 
teacher called out my name. I walked up to her, just like what the other kids did. 
She had a smile on her face when I walked up. I wasn’t sure why. After all of 
that was over, we walked to our homerooms. I sat down, but then this girl came 
up to me. She seems filthy rich. “Uh, excuse me. Move over.” Is this girl out of 
her mind?! I was a pushover. So, I just moved my seat and apologized. She just 
rolled her eyes. Soon after that, this really (when I say really, I mean really!!) 
cute boy sat beside her. No wonder why she wanted me to move.  

The homeroom teacher came in the room and started to introduce herself. 
“Hello, students. My name is Mrs. Feeley and I will be your homeroom teacher 
for the rest of the year.” She seems like a nice lady. “While I prepare all the 
things you need for today, you may talk and introduce yourself to your neigh-
bors.” I looked around. Everyone was at least talking to someone. I just put my 
head down and stayed quiet. Mrs. Feeley started to pass out these books. I as-
sumed that it was the agenda book. When Mrs. Feeley gave mine, she looked at 
me with a bright smile. “You look a lot like your sister.” 



  

 

“You know my sister?” She did go to this school. But, I didn’t know that she had 
this homeroom teacher. “Yep, I do. How is she?” I smiled, “She’s great!” She 
slowly hands me my agenda book. “I believe she’s in high school?” I nodded. She 
smiled brightly and started to pass out the other agenda books. Well, now I know 
that one teacher’s nice. Soon after that, the principal’s voice came on the speak-
er. “Homeroom teachers may now pass out the locks.” The speaker turned off. I 
just shrugged and put my head down. As I start to put my head down, someone 
tapped my shoulder. 

I quietly groaned and turned around. My cheeks turned red when I saw who 
tapped my shoulder. It was that cute boy from earlier! “U-Um, yes?” I couldn’t 
stop stuttering. Should I be panicking? Oh my gosh. “I’m kind of new here. My 
name’s Lincoln, but I’d rather be called Lin.” I just blushed and put on an awkward 
smile. “I-I’m Eliza, but p-please! Call me Eli.” He had brown and short hair. Some 
of it were covering his left eye. He blew that piece of hair aside. “S-So, you said 
you’re new?” He nodded and was about to answer until… “Oh, Linny!” …that girl 
came. 

I looked at her with a fake smile. She looked back at me with a disgusted face. 
Excuse me?! Who does this girl think she is?! The principal’s daughter or some-
thing?! Lin broke the ice by saying, “Oh, hey Eli. This is my friend, Callie. Callie, 
this is my friend Eliza or Eli.” I looked at her again, this time she had a fake 
smile on her face too. Gosh, she must’ve won an award for being the best smile-
faker ever. I lend my hand out and said, “Nice to meet you, Callie!” She shook my 
hand and said with a very cheerful voice, “Nice to meet you too, Eliza.” I heard an 
angry tone in her voice when she said my name. 

The bell rang. I assumed that we’re supposed to go to our first period. I looked 
at my schedule that was in my agenda. I have history first. I saw Lin walking to-
wards the same class. I looked around. No Callie! Whoo! A class without her! The 
bell rang again, I came in and sat in the chair next to Lin. He smiled at me. I 
smiled back. The teacher came in the class. He looked like a fun guy. “Hello, class! 
Welcome to history! I am Mr. Ace and I will be your history teacher for the rest 
of the school year.” I like this teacher. He took attendance and the same thing 
happened. He asked me about Eve and yeah. After a few more minutes, the bell 
rings again. I checked my schedule and it said I have science. I walked to science 
class and all the same things happened. 

The day went on and it was lunchtime. My mom couldn’t pack me any lunch so I 
had to buy lunch. I came in the lunchroom, and the first thing I saw was Callie…
with Lin. I just ignored them and sat at a place a little far from where they were 
sitting. My table was called and we were able to buy our lunches. I stood up and 



  

 

bought my lunch, and then sat back down. Callie sat at a different seat. I just sat 
there and minded my own business.  

Suddenly, someone tapped my shoulder. Lin was sitting next to me with his tray in 
front of him. Which meant that he was sitting next to me at lunch! I couldn’t be-
lieve it. “Hey, Eli. Do you realize that you’re in all of my classes?” I nodded. That’s 
right, ladies and gentlemen! He’s in all of my classes. The bell rang. I stood up, 
but before I walked away Lin held my arm. “Hey, Eli. Mind waiting for me after 
school?” My heart is beating so fast and my mind is racing. I replied with a smile, 
“Oh, of course!” He smiled back at me and let go of my arm. I walked to my next 
class with red cheeks and a bright smile. 

After two more classes, the school day ended. I waited for Lin outside of the 
school. I waited for a good 25 minutes. I thought he wasn’t even going to show up. 
I decided to just leave and make my way home. As I started to leave, I heard Lin 
talking to Callie, but he sounded a little mad. I heard a few words. He said, “we’re 
not dating,” and “stop it.” Honestly, I was shocked. I saw him running over to me.  

He grabbed my hand and turned me around. “Eli, I am so sorry! Callie was forcing 
me to walk her home. Again, I’m so sorry.” I just looked at him with a smile. I re-
plied with a soft voice, “It’s fine, Lin.” He looked at me with a surprised look and 

then hugged me. I felt like my cheeks and heart were going to explode. I hesi-
tantly hugged back. After that, he decided to walk me home. Oh! It turns out 

that he’s my next-door neighbor. I came in my house, ran towards my room, lied 
down on my bed and wrote everything down. Well, let’s wait and see what tomor-

row has in store for me. XOXO, 

Eliza Easterling 

 



  

 



  

 

Additional thanks to Stephen Boyd. Your generosity made a 
group of teachers and students very happy.  


