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Meeting Hope
by Logan V.
We were leaving on a bright spring morning for a long road trip. For months we had
planned our excursion to the Mississippi, and we were finally leaving. The weeks of
planning and packing had been stressful, but today nothing could quench my
excitement. The morning sun, mocking the chilly night breezes, laughed in anticipation
of the glorious day. That sunrise held so much promise, not only of excitement and
anticipation, but also of hope. That morning, hope was something that I could only
squint at. My view was always muddled, like I was peering through a mist. I couldn’t
fathom hope that could persevere through adversity and go beyond suffering. My
experience that day changed the way I view trials; now I see how they can bring
renewal.
Car trips are always fun and surprising for my family. We can never guess what
we might stumble upon or discover. As we pass through different states, it’s exciting to
watch the landscape change. The rolling hills melt into rich farmland. Bright,
welcoming barns gradually shift into quaint, historic towns. Our conversations are
always just as entertaining as the varying terrain. That spring morning, my sisters and I
were giggling about the things outside the window.
“Hey look! There’s the Geico Lizard again,” Kayla pointed to a billboard. “He’s
so cute!” she cooed.
“Awwww. He’s just adorable,” I replied sarcastically.
“Umm,” Hayley remarked from the backseat. “Was it supposed to snow today?”
The car got quiet and everyone quickly turned toward their window. The
beautiful azure sky had unexpectedly been hidden by bleak, ominous clouds. Tiny
snowflakes drifted down lackadaisically on the gentle morning breeze. It continued to
snow all morning.
When we first saw it, the sign for the Flight 93 Memorial looked so
insignificant—brown sign, white letters, alone by the side of the road—yet it drew us in.
We were intrigued. “The snow isn’t going to stop anytime soon,” Mom commented
practically. “We should keep traveling while we still can.”
Practicality was overruled. Dad got off the highway and after a lengthy
excursion, finally found the state park. We slowly bumped down the gravel road. It
seemed like forever, but we eventually reached the wide parking lot.
I opened the car door slowly, but the frigid air was inescapable. Oooohhh, it was
cold. I frowned down at my shorts and flip flops in disgust. Never mind that the weather
was supposed to be in the ‘80s when we reached Ohio that evening, I felt really stupid
for not dressing more warmly. Reluctantly I climbed out of the car. Wind murmured
through the trees and snowflakes danced softly to the ground, while the frosty air, new
and clean, tickled my nose. Proudly, the stars and stripes hung high. Its crisp cotton
rippled and snapped, and slack ropes clanged against the metal pole. Every footfall
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down the stone path was muted. A squat, black triangular wall ran beside the path, and
snow slid down the slanted sides. I squinted over the field, noticing the large, rough
sandstone boulder that marked the crash site. Struggling with emotion. Hearing the
passengers’ strained voices saying goodbye. Envisioning their fearless strides to the
cabin doors. Watching the flames rise from the collapsing plane. Then fading away.
Snowflakes...still falling. Pale and ashen. I blink and swallow. Through muddled eyes I
read the names engraved on the memorial’s 40 tall, white marble panels and ran my raw
fingers down the frigid stones, tracing the final path of the plane. Approaching the start
of the wall, I peered between the unevenly hewn wooden fence posts representing the
trees that once stood there. I noticed a speck of color on the snow.
Surprisingly, that one small flower impacted me more than the impressive
memorial. It was a wildflower, headstrong and persistent, standing determinedly.
Hopefully. The snow and wind should have crushed it, but in the middle of desolation, it
was challenging expectations and growing anyway.
The attacks and the deaths could have crushed our country. Yet, beyond the
suffering, we caught a glimpse of hope and fought for it, rising above the adversity,
pulling together, and growing stronger. Until that moment, an understanding of
unwavering hope eluded me. Standing in that wide, hushed field, I saw true hope. Hope
that appreciates trials, knowing they will bring renewal. No longer did I have to squint,
straining to comprehend, because it met me face-to-face.
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July
by Casey S.
Here’s one for the grass cut by lawnmowers, and the nails hit by hammers, the roads
driven on by hot rods and station wagons.
For the empty jars, broken records, cracked mirrors, and the spider webs in the corner of
the garage.
For the lint in old jackets that spend too much time in the closet.
This one is for the socks inside shoes with holes in the soles and the movie tickets in
purse linings and the pictures kept in wallets.
For the crayons that kids use to decorate the walls and for the sand that’s still in your car
seats from last summer.
This is about the magnet on the fridge from the Chinese take-out place, and that postcard
your cousin sent you from France, and that back lot baseball game that was never quite
over.
This one is for the Halloween candy that hangs around until Easter and the dirt under
fingernails.
For the missed phone calls, and the messages that don’t get answered. For the two old
men playing checkers in the park every day and never keeping score.
For the girls who’ve always loved that one somebody and the boys who go to dances
with strangers because it’s better than being alone.
This is for the mosquitoes biting during the fireworks on the Fourth of July, because it
wouldn’t really be a holiday without them.
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A Boy Called “Me”
by Christopher P.
I once saw a boy,
Whose depression was destroyed,
And replaced with anger,
Which stayed with him forever.
Soon his depression came back,
And he began to slack,
In school,
He became the fool.
Everything changed when,
He met the girl
Who changed his whole world,
He would do anything for
Her, his angel,
‘Til she walked out the door.
Then what he did next,
Will surprise you the most,
He texted that girl,
And found out she overdosed.
Now when he visits her grave,
It’s only because he’s brave,
Because he knows,
Somewhere in the skies she soars,
But the sad thing is he can’t see her anymore.
After a while,
I took a look at this boy,
And I now see,
That boy is me.
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No Longer a Failure
How to Successfully Teach Your Dog 5
Simple Commands
by Kayla V.
Bixby came to our family as a failure.
We adopted him because he couldn’t be the service dog his trainer had hoped for, but it
turns out that he’s equipped to help others in a different way. I’m training him to be a
therapy dog.
Don’t confuse a therapeutic dog with a service dog. Bixby wasn’t able to be the latter
because he has bad hips, and service dogs need to be able to carry heavy loads. A
therapy dog, on the other hand, doesn’t have to have perfect hips, only a sweet
personality. A service dog helps deaf, blind, or disabled people accomplish daily tasks.
These are tasks that most would view as easy, but to someone who is disabled, they’d be
impossible without help. A therapy dog, on the other hand, visits a hospital, nursing
home, or anyplace where they can encourage someone who needs it. All the dog has to
do is coax a smile and brighten up somebody’s day. All I have to do is be Bixby’s
handler. I’m excited about this opportunity because I want to go into a therapeutic field
and own a therapeutic horse ranch. I think I can learn a lot from this. But before we were
ready, I had some things to teach my 70-pound Labradoodle puppy.
If you have a doggie you want to train, I thought what I recently learned about each of
these commands may help you.
Sit
Sit is a basic command that all dogs should learn. It’s easy to train with some patience.
We tried several ways to train Bixby to “sit,” but in the end this way worked best for us.
Hold a treat in the palm of your hand. Raise it above your dog’s head. As your dog's
eyes and nose follow the treat, he will likely sit down by himself. At first it may take
him awhile to sit, but don’t give up. When he does sit, tell him “sit, good sit” and reward
with a treat. Eventually, just saying “sit” or holding your hand above his head with your
palm up (as IF you were holding a treat) will lull your dog into a sit position.
Lay or down
After your puppy has mastered sit, you’ll want to teach him to lie down, right?
Ask your dog to sit. Then encourage him to lay down by holding a treat by his nose and
slowly moving it forward and down toward the floor. He’ll want to follow it. Once he’s
down, he won’t want to stay for long most likely, so quickly say “down” and give him a
treat.
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Stay
Stay is a really important command. For us, it’s a must-have especially in the rainy,
mucky months, because we need our dogs to stay in the laundry room while we go get a
towel to clean their paws.
Tell your dog to sit or lay. Say your dog’s name and a loud, clear “stay,” while holding
one hand out, palm out (as if to give a stop signal), for 1-2 seconds. Tell your dog “good
stay” and give him a treat. Release your dog by telling him “okay,” encouraging him to
move. Ask your dog to sit again. Give you dog the same “stay” command, back up a
step, and hold your hand out for 2-3 seconds. If your dog stays, give him a treat. If not,
repeat this over again.
Repeat these steps often, gradually increasing the distance between you and your dog, as
well as the time period between “stay” and “okay.”
Off
If you have the same problem we did with Bixby, your dog gets really excited and jumps
on you when you let him out in the morning. And when you have a muddy 70-pound dog
on your shoulders, you’re not the happiest person on the planet, are you? So here’s how
to train your dog to not to jump on you. (Off isn’t exactly a command; it’s something
your dog needs to learn to do. If you teach “off” well, you may not ever have to actually
use the command.)
When your dog leaps up, simply look away and ignore him. Whatever you do, don’t
under any circumstances, talk to him or make any sort of eye contact. This would be
rewarding him for jumping up. Also you can get down to his level to pet him, because
he’s less likely to jump on you if you’re at his level with him.
Come
It was very important to me that Bixby knew how to come for two reasons. #1 our older
dog doesn’t come, and it drives me crazy! #2 I wanted to be able to trust Bixby off a
leash to come back to us so we could take him to a place where he could be let off his
leash.
Walk away from your dog telling him to “stay.” Then call him to you. You can
encourage your dog to come to you by using verbal encouragement, clapping, or kissy
noises. Then tell your dog “Good come,” and give him a treat.
Bixby is no longer a failure around here! Learning a new command is a beneficial
challenge for a dog, and so far he’s been up to that challenge. I think he’ll make a great
therapy dog. I can’t wait until he can start visiting places and spreading joy and smiles.
He’s a natural. With love and patience, you can help your dog be a success too.
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Teardrops
by Brooke F.

Coldhearted
lies grip my
heart. Nothing
but emptiness fills
my soul. Betrayed and
broken, unsafe and alone.
Vulnerability clenches my
hand and drags me away.
Soaks the ground, drenches
it all. Swimming in a pool of
tears. Drowning, drowning in
a pool of tears. My tears won’t
stop, they can’t stop. No one
comes to save me. I can hear
the cries of others now. A
stream of tears, then a
river. Crying more.
Teardrops flow.
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Absent From the Body
by Bethany G.
The house was just as I remembered. The recycling boxes and bags were lined up
behind the door, with pieces of newspaper spilling over onto the gray tile. The right set
of steps went down to the basement (which I usually avoided because it smelled like
mold and the old piano was hopelessly broken), and the left set led up to the living area.
The same mint green carpet, sagging couch, and dusty pictures greeted me as I
went upstairs. Nothing had moved an inch in years and years, not even my dad's college
graduation picture, with his all-black beard, much-fuller hair, and continental smile.
But this time, it was silent. No whistled hymn was coming down the hall to welcome us
and cheer up the stuffy, dim house.
I walked down the hall in silence, and when I entered the room, the hospital bed
was empty. My grandfather was sitting in the old recliner, slumped down, head on chest,
dozing off in the way he always had. I wondered for the hundredth time how anyone
could ever sleep that way.
He must have heard us come in, because he looked up and managed a small
smile. "To be absent from the body is to be present with the Lord," he said softly.
We said our greetings, then left my dad alone with him while we went to go find
my aunt. I could hear my dad singing "Amazing Grace" and my grandfather singing
quietly along. He had confused my dad's name with my uncle's and didn't remember
mine, but he still knew the hymn by heart. When it ended, I heard him say again, "To be
absent from the body is to be present with the Lord."
Later, Dad called Seth and me back into the room. "Grandpa has something to tell
you," he said, and I saw that he was crying. I had never seen him like that before-something must be very wrong.
"To be absent from the body is to be present with the Lord," my grandfather told
me. And I knew then that he was not afraid to die.
The next time I saw him, he was a cold shell lying in a coffin, absent from the
body.
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Flowers for Nana (card) by Leah O.
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The Journey Begins
by Amanda D.
Your work has finally paid off
Your dream of serving the country is coming true
You were grateful when you were a child
Thought you may not have known it all
They risk their lives for our freedom
They know what’s at stake and now you do too
You know their families pray for their safe return
You have many family members at home praying for you
Your family sends you letters to tell you they’re doing ok and to ask if you’re ok
You see the enemy and think of their family and friends back home
You’re praying your side wins
Yet you want the enemy to be able to reunite with their families too
You can’t not kill the enemy either that’s what your there to do
Your hand is sweating
Your heart is beating
You see an enemy in the scope
You pull the trigger
You see him go down
You feel your heart almost stop
You think about what would happen if you were that person
You imagine your family crying when they get the news
You’re not paying attention
BANG!!!
You touch your side
Your hands a little bloody
You can barely make it back to the medical tent
That when you learn you might not make it
“I want to go home” you say
“You’re not allowed” they say
You see it get dark outside
You look around and see all the other wounded soldiers
You think to yourself “as soon as I’m able to leave I’m going home”
You start to get tired
You close your eyes
The next morning your family gets a call
The person on the phone tells everyone the news
They try to explain it to the younger kids
“He went to see god” they say
They finally understand
“Yeah”, someone says, “he went to see god”
You watch over your family from heaven
“Soon they will know what I know”
“At least I served for my country”
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Trapped in my Fantasy
by Arlene Marie O.
I was reading under a tree on a beautiful Sunday afternoon. The sky was a light
shade of blue, the clouds bright white and puffy like cotton candy, birds flying high in
the sky, and the grass freshly cut in a beautiful shade of green. The tree I was sitting
under was huge with many branches with bright green leaves hanging off of it. As I was
enjoying my book, I noticed something out of the corner of my eye. I looked up to find a
butterfly. A very beautiful one. I got up, laying my book down, and followed the insect
wanting to go wherever it was going. I followed it and stopped when it landed on a
wishing flower. With these kinds of flowers you have to make a wish then blow the
leaves off the stem. The butterfly left a few seconds after it landed leaving me alone to
make a wish. I thought and thought thinking of nothing. Obviously this butterfly brought
me here for a reason. Fate wanted me to change something in my life. Suddenly it hit
me. This world that we’re in isn’t perfect. It’s far from it. Wars, disrespect, unfairness. It
could all change with this one little flower. I closed my eyes wished for a world with
days like these, no wars, and fairness. I blew and smiled to myself. I went to sleep that
night knowing my life was going to change.
I woke up feeling fresh and new. I went downstairs for breakfast and saw a bag
on the kitchen table like a present. It was very odd considering it wasn’t Christmas or
my birthday. My parents walked up to me.
“Well? Aren’t you going to open it, Emma?” My mother asked me.
“Yeah, I guess it’s just I don’t usually get presents on regular days.” I opened the
bag and held up the new iPhone. “Wha-you guys said I was too young! Saying fourteen
year olds shouldn’t get such a privilege!”
My parents looked confused. “Why would we say that? You’ve been asking for
this for awhile, it would be unfair not to get you this.” My father put his coffee on the
table. They both stared at me.
“What is this, a joke?” I asked. My eyes then suddenly wandered to a picture on
the living room wall, a picture I know had never been taken. “What is that? Is it photoshopped? You guys know Todd couldn’t be here for Christmas because he’s in Iraq!”
My mother and father walked to me, looking very concerned. “Why would he be
there?” both my parents asked.
“Because he’s a soldier.”
My mother put her hand on my shoulder. “Soldiers haven’t been used for
decades. There has been no need for them considering there haven’t been any wars.”
“Your brother has never been a soldier!” my father exclaimed. I felt dizzy.
I didn’t know what to do. “Okay, well I’ll just go upstairs and get dressed,” I
said, backing up and turning around to run up the stairs. I closed my door, breathing
heavily, almost hyperventilating. “It came true,” I whispered to myself. “It really did!” I
jumped up and down. After I got dressed I made my way to go downstairs when I heard
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snoring in the room next to mine. Todd’s old room. I cracked the door open and found
him there, sleeping. I closed the door. This is going to take a lot of getting used to, I
thought to myself. I went downstairs.
“I’m just going to go for a walk. It’ll clear my head a little since I’ve been talking
so crazy this morning.” My parents told me it was okay with weird expressions on their
faces.
The day looked so lovely, despite the news saying there was going to be a
thunderstorm. I looked to my neighbor, Bruce.
“Nice day huh,” I told him.
“It’s very odd I can tell you that much.”
Bruce was always so miserable I should have known he would think something
was up.
“What do you mean?” I asked casually.
“Everything… My parents are so nice today and weird, these kids from school
came by saying hi, and everything just looks weird today. Like everything’s different
somehow.” Bruce looked at me.
I was so confused. When people made wishes that came true everyone was in on
it. I’ve seen it in movies, but this was peculiar. Bruce was just his normal self. Mean and
cruel by yelling at some kids across the street who had just walked by us.
“Oh. Wow I’m really stupid.”
“Oh, now you’re just realizing it?” Bruce said.
“I made this wish yesterday about how I wanted things to be different. Like…
everyone would be nice and fair. I even threw in that parents wouldn’t be so controlling
and that they would understand everything. When I woke up I thought it was all real, but
seeing as you’re still obnoxious, I’m just dreaming up my fantasy.”
“Wow. You are stupid. Wait, ew, so you’re dreaming about me?”
Ignoring Bruce I looked around the neighborhood. “This is so weird.” Everything
looked so real. People watering their plants, walking their dogs. I looked to Bruce.
“Okay, my brother’s home and my parents are nice…what’s up?”
“Hey, chill, maybe it’s not just a dream and our parents turned crazy!”
“Hey Em, would you like to come by my house for dinner today since I went to
yours last week.” Stacy Wayne shouted, riding up the street. Stacy has been my mortal
enemy since fifth grade.
“No…what? I don’t like you and you don’t like me and you never came to my
house!” She stopped, looking confused.
“Okay… just call me later. You know, when your amnesia goes away.” After
that, Stacy rode away on her bike.
“See!” I screamed at Bruce.
“Yeah, that was freaky.” Everybody knew Stacy and I were mortal enemies. We
just stared at each other. “Wow!” Bruce ran his fingers through his hair and walked
around his front lawn.
“So basically that flower made my wish come true except in a dream. But why
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aren’t you all nice and stuff? Why can’t I control you? You’re just my subconscious, but
it’s like you’re really you. It seems that way for everyone here.”
Bruce came to me. “That flower looked magical; I had never seen anything like
it. I know it could do anything. When I made those wishes I had wished for a world, any
world. I wasn’t specific, but I should’ve been. Maybe the flower thought, like with some
wishes, it should teach me a lesson with my wish by having me experience it in a
different light like an imaginary place where anything is possible, anything can happen.
A fantasy or better yet a dream.” I turned to Bruce. “But that still doesn’t explain you.”
Bruce put his hands on my shoulders and leaned in my ear. “I saw you make the
wish,” he whispered with a smile.
I broke away from him. “What!”
“I was there in the meadow yesterday and when I saw you get up for whatever
reason I followed you. I heard everything.” Bruce looked at me. “So I guess since you
knew about the wish that’s the reason why when you woke up you were oblivious to
everything. So I guess it’s the same with me.”
I couldn’t process what I had just heard until it dawned on me. “So you just
played along trying to fool me?” I asked Bruce angrily.
“Now why would I do that?” Bruce had a mischievous grin on his face. “I’m just
as baffled as you are, but for some reason I felt, I don’t know. Prepared.”
We stared at each other for a moment.
“How does someone get out of a dream?” Bruce asked.
“I don’t know.”
“Well, you should start thinking. You’re the one that did this.”
“Okay, I know. It would be nice if you would stop pointing the finger and just
help me.”
“Oh no, I don’t think so. See, we’re dealing with magic and I wouldn’t want to
do any more damage than I’ve already done.”
Tears formed in my eyes. Bruce was scaring me. “What do you mean?” I asked
innocently.
Bruce had started to walk away so he turned around. “I made a wish that
everything would go bad,” Bruce said with a smile on his face. “Oh, and yeah. I was
specific.”
I watched him walk away, speechless. It didn’t matter if this was just a dream. It
felt as real as can be and Bruce was acting very scary. Boom! There was a clap of
lightning and a few seconds later hail started to come down. I ran and got shelter under
the roof of my house. I looked up and saw a flying creature coming from a cloud. I cried
to myself softly.
“I just want to wake up.”
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I Wish I Had a British Accent
by Maddie S.
I often talk with a British accent ‘cause I think it sounds quite cool
Why do the other kids mock me when I talk like that in school?
I would like to talk in a British accent so I could sound so smart.
It would make me seem like I give a dam about stupid abstract art.
I would use very bizarre and peculiar words, exactly as I please.
An umbrella would be a bumbershoot; a fart: a bum sneeze.
I would like to talk in a British accent and say Pip Pip and Cheerio!
By Jove, I think I may just know the proper place to go!
For, if I lived in England, I could talk that way all day,
Using fun, cool new words, while eating my curds and whey.
Stupid colonists, with their dumb war!
Without it, we’d have accents for sure!
They had to piss off the British, ensuring without a doubt,
Americans in the future would have no accent to speak about.
What fun I’ll have sipping my tea!
Oh, Americans, you can take your coffee!
I need it no more. I’ll have my tea, and then you’ll see,
Just how fun being British can be!
But, alas, I do not have a British accent,
For me, it just must not have been meant.
But because the future can be quite skittish,
I shall wait for the day that I turn British.
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What do I Believe in?
by Natasha D.
My body is cramped as I struggle to shift my position on the dirt-covered
ground, my already bruised fingers continuing to sew flimsy scraps of fabric together.
I cough as the musty, stale air I have been breathing for twelve hours straight
infiltrates my lungs. In the split second my eyes are closed, the needle pricks me, blood
spilling onto the fabric. I quickly try to hide it from the millions of others working
beside me, already fearing the expression on my boss’s face if he saw that I damaged
yet another piece of fabric. I can already see his leering expression, and smell his
cigarette breath. I shudder at the thought of him coming near me again, and I continue
to work, ignoring the pain, fatigue, and hunger.
I have never experienced the severe conditions above, but approximately 250
million children work at tiring jobs such as fixing irrigation canals, applying harmful
pesticides, and carpet-weaving every day. They are forced to work in dismal
conditions, through famine, pain, and fatigue, and are paid either less than adults or
nothing at all. These children work in countries such as India, China, the Middle East
and Russia, and in most cases are forced into working so that they can support their
poverty-stricken families.
Every summer when I go to India, I see many skinny, dirt-covered children
running barefoot around the streets, their clothes tattered and their hair caked to their
scalps. They press their little fists to the windows of passing cars, trying to get
passengers to buy whatever they are selling: magazines, bottled water, or packaged
food. I see tiny boys and girls jumping quickly as they are forced to pick up garbage
from trash heaps, their bare feet burning against the hot road. These images will
forever be in my mind, and every summer I experience the same wave of compassion
when I see them.
Some of the jobs that these children are doing, such as applying pesticides and
mining for precious materials, are considered difficult and dangerous for adults, let
alone children. The conditions that they are forced to work in are hazardous to both
their mental and physical health, for the experiences that one has a child help shape
one’s character, personality, and the way one handles situations later in life. Put
yourself in a situation: If you are forced to work in for twelve hours straight in a
factory with bleeding fingers and extreme fatigue over the course of many years, it
will certainly affect your perspective on life in a negative way.
Just imagine a small, scraggly child scrambling around damp, dusty caves,
searching desperately for coals, silver or emeralds, simply in order to prevent
themselves from being beaten by either their parents or their supervisors.
When asked what I would stand up for, the image of small, helpless children
working in dangerous conditions etches itself in front of my eyes. I strongly believe in
the idea that child labor should be banned throughout the world. I gladly stand up for
the notion stating that every business that knowingly employs children as workers
should be punished severely. I am proud to state that I believe that children are one of
the most important aspects in our society, and their rights should not be violated just
because they are young. The children of today are the future of tomorrow, and they
should not be exploited for the benefit of others. That is why I believe strongly in the
movement against child labor, and, as a bigger picture, equality.
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A Terrifying Song
by Medha R.
They say only love makes you strong
That’s where they’re wrong
My motivational propeller is hate
It’s up to you whether I’m fiend or saint
That’s where they’re wrong
The dislike seems to belong
It’s up to you whether I’m fiend or saint
The emotions are vibrant, refusing to be faint
The dislike seems to belong
Cold like ice, hot like a nervous fear; a terrifying song
The emotions are vibrant, refusing to be faint
My motivational propeller is hate
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Bullying
by Miracle O.
Bullying is one of the main causes of adolescent, teen, and even child suicide in
America. There are uncountable stories about young people who have killed themselves and died at a premature age. Many children and teenagers go to school with the
fear of being bullied by someone bigger or stronger than they are. Many kids skip
school in fear of being made fun of or getting beaten up. Many of these kinds of people mentioned seem fine, but inside they are hurting like crazy. But many children are
crying a cry that we cannot hear a silent cry. So many teens are made fun of because of
their style, religion, race, or weight. Many kids get beaten up on bus rides to school.
This is so unfair. We all need to join our hands and put a stop to this. Together we can
STOP bullying… before it’s too late. You can end up saving a child who is fed up, a
teen who has attempted suicide. Just by being the bigger person, and telling an adult or
teacher if you see any sign of bullying you can save a life.
And to bullies, you probably don't realize this, but you are hurting someone else
and bringing them down. Bullying hurts. Also, it’s like a disease that spreads and affects a lot of people. The thing is, it can be prevented. What if someone you loved and
cherished was being treated like dirt everyday - and no one knew about it? How would
that make you feel if you did know?
To me, that's really sad. But we can help. We can take bullying off this planet.
Together.
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Promise
by Casey S.
“There you are, back from a day of discovery, lost in your own imagination while I’m
stuck here with no choice but to confront the horrors of the headlines. Where’s my
chance to escape? Black and white can feel so grey when the ink starts to run, soaked
with rain, topped off by the muck you’ve got stuck in your sole. So next time you go,
promise you’ll take me with you.”
-said the newspaper by the door to the hiking boots
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Curves & Turns (pastel) by Leah O.
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A Fractured Fairy Tale
By Tim G.
nce upon a time there lived an incredibly ugly princess who lived in
the kingdom of Murrïca. So ugly, in fact, that whenever a villager
looked at her, their eyes would hurt. Even though she was very kind, the shallow
Murrïcans only saw, or in this case tried not to see, what was on the outside. After
twenty years, the people could take no more of having to see her, so they hired an evil
witch who promised “Change” in the castle and to have the princess killed. But as all
witches do, she didn’t do as she said and instead put her under an eternal sleep that
could only be broken by a kiss and then left with their money. This would have been
an okay situation for the king, who loved his daughter, if anyone could stand to look at
her for more than a second. He was still devastated and held an open tryout for anyone
willing to kiss his daughter but to no avail. After many weeks, he gave up and put her
in the west tower so that no harm could come to her, as the people still wanted her
dead. All the Murrïcans were banished from the kingdom both for their treachery and
so the king could mourn in peace. As time progressed, she became known as Sleeping
Good Personality and eventually passed into folklore. However, the king eventually
died, leaving all of his property and riches to her, and so now the bravest people
flocked from around the country to try to kiss her and claim the riches for themselves,
for when money was involved, people don’t care about much else.
The first one to come was the Prince of Swag, a dumb, lazy, arrogant prince. He
wore his helmet sideways and his armor loose, which was customary for the kingdom
of Swag. Though Swag, a relatively new kingdom, thought they were the best
kingdom, the other kingdoms knew that they were all stupid and would not last long.
The first thing for him to cross was the crocodile-infested moat, which had but one
bridge, which could be lowered without much effort. Instead of trying to lower the
bridge, which required too much energy for him, the prince of Swag, who as you
remember was not too bright, screamed, “Thou Only Liveth Once!” and proceeded to
try to jump across the moat. As he was in the air, he contemplated what he had just
said, and in retrospect, he regretted his lack of thought in this occasion. The crocodiles
enjoyed their meal.
The second one to come was the Hipster Prince. You probably haven’t heard of
him. He wore a big pair of glasses and tight leg armor. He took his antique bow and
arrow and after many shots, cut down the rope holding up the bridge. Then, he walked
through the twisted hallway, up the rickety stairs, past the medieval suit of armor, and
up to Sleeping Good Personality’s door. It needed a key. So he went back past the
medieval suit of armor, down the rickety stairs, and back down the twisted hallway
and conveniently found the key under the Not Welcome mat. Thus, he went back
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through the twisted hallway, up the… well, you get it by now. He put the key in the
door, opened it, walked in, and shut it behind him. He walked in with his eyes down, for
he had heard of the hideous princess before she was famous (because he was a hipster).
Finally, he got to the bed and felt his way up to her head. He closed his eyes and kissed
her. The ugly princess woke from her slumber as the Hipster Prince spat, wiped his lips,
and opened his eyes. As he looked at her, realizing his mistake, he ran for the door and
found it to be locked again. Desperately he looked around ‘til his eyes fell upon the open
window, and with three strides and a jump, he propelled himself out. For the first time in
his life, he realized that being the first to do something wasn’t always good. He, too,
made a very nutritional meal for the crocodiles.
The princess, who had awakened and seen all of this, was kind enough to forgive
him, for she knew that she wasn’t exactly eye candy, herself. She yawned and sat up on
her bed. She wasn’t sleeping anymore, but she still was imprisoned in her room. Plus,
even if she were to get out, she still would have to face the problem of being a social
outcast for her looks. Just then, a dormouse scurried across the floor. It almost seemed to
the princess that it was strutting. Then, it seemed to transform into a man, or rather a
fairy. He wore a scarf, what seemed to be high-heeled boots, and had a pair of wings.
When he talked, his voice was feminine and his hands made overdramatic gestures.
“Who are you?” the princess asked.
“Well, I’m your fairy godfather, silly. I grant you anything your heart desires,”
the man said gaily.
The princess frowned, “You can’t be a fairy.”
“But, why not?”
“You’re... you’re… well, a man.”
“Well, why should that matter?” The fairy looked confused.
The princess was lost for words, “Well… that means you can’t be a fairy.”
The fairy was taken aback by her cruel words. He had heard that she had been the
nicest person in the country, “Give me two reasons why I shouldn’t be able to be a
fairy,” he demanded with his hand on his hip.
When no response was given, he snapped his fingers in a “Z” formation and he
was gone.
The princess lay back down and thought about what he had said, “There really
wasn’t a reason that he couldn’t be a fairy,” she thought. But being a Murrïcan, she was
against any change in her way of life, even though she could have been freed and it
wouldn’t have affected her badly at all. Therefore, she lay in her prison, wishing that
someone would come and rescue her.
Unknown to her, a former Murrïcan was on his way to the castle for his chance to
save her. He was a typical Murrïcan, overweight and arrogant. He claimed everything
good to be his idea. He approached the bridge and was proud of himself for getting it
down by himself. He walked through the twisted hallway and by the time he got to the
stairs was out of breath. Thankfully, there was a winding escalator for him to ride up.
Sweat ran down his face as he neared the top. He then proceeded to lean on the suit of
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armor, knocking it down. As he tried to bend down to pick the pieces up, his ankle
rolled on the helmet and he fell. Down the hallway he rolled, all the way down the
escalator. Mind you, this took a long time. He continued to roll down the twisted
hallway and out of the door, falling off the bridge and giving the crocodiles a nice
dessert. In his last moments, he wished that he hadn’t been as fat so that he could stop
rolling and pick himself up.
The forth man to come was a humble one who cared not for how a person looked.
He came from a galaxy far, far away, and wore simple clothes. He walked across the
bridge, thanking whoever had put it down. Next, he journeyed down the hallway
admiring the architecture, followed by the winding staircase. He saw the dismantled suit
of armor so he picked it up and put it where it was supposed to go. He saw the key in the
door, so he turned and opened it. He looked at the Princess of Murrïca and immediately
slammed the door shut again. Not even he could stand to look at her. He locked the key
and left. As he was on his way out, the bridge, which had been rotting for a century,
broke under his feet, and he followed the first three people into the moat. Natural
selection at its finest.
And they all lived happily alligator.
The princess took up the hobby of writing the Great Murrïcan Novel, and was
happier than she ever hoped.
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True Love’s Kiss
by Taylor B.
I see you lie there,
Still, and pale, and cold,
The white of the hospital sheets pulling you in.
I brush the hair back from your face...
So beautiful...
I kiss your forehead, maybe bring you backIt worked for Snow White.
But,
You still lie there,
Still, and pale, and cold,
The white of the hospital sheets pulling you in.
So much for Snow White.
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Nature
by Akash S.
“Splish, splash,” was the rain’s response to the birds’ songs in the dense
rainforest in South America. Parrots flew away at the sound of approaching humans.
As they cautiously walked into the forest, more animals sprinted away as if the
humans were devils sent from hell to kill them. As the terrified animals ran away, the
devils just kept on talking to each other as if they were planning revenge on the
innocent animals.
As they were talking a careless eagle, which was gliding over the water’s
surface in search of food, crashed into and destroyed the beaver’s dam and home. All
of the sticks and twigs that made up the home sank under the river, never to be seen or
thought about again. Watching this careless eagle and its unforgivable actions, all the
helpless beaver could do was cry.
As the animals ran away from the humans, they noticed a big truck looming on
the horizon. A big intimidating man with a suspicious device in his hands came out of
the vehicle. His plain face showed no signs of sensitivity. As the cherubic animals
cuddled together by a bush, twice as many men appeared. Several more trucks arrived
with huge machinery and tools. The subtle and unique sounds of the forest along with
the abstract and untouchable characteristics of nature were quickly buried under the
modern sounds of machinery and the sound of men chopping down trees. As the
animals looked helplessly at the devils destroying their homes, they cried and wept
like a mother losing her child. Seconds felt like hours, as they waited for this terrifying
nightmare to end.
After the devils got what they wanted and left, the animals stared blankly at the
devastation. All that was left was the dried-out pond, some bare tree trunks, tire tracks,
big human footprints, and dead animal bodies. A massacre had been committed against
nature for no apparent reason. After the sun had set, the animals were left in the dark
to salvage anything they could find in the rubble.
What is nature? Will we ever know?
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April Showers Bring May Flowers (photo)
by Anya B.
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Hot Chocolate
by Bailey R.
You are like a cup of hot chocolate in the middle of winter
I long for your warmth when my surroundings are cold
But when I take a sip, you scald my mouth and throat
You are too harmful for consumption
But after a moment, the searing pain fades
And a tranquil, warm feeling fills my body from head to toe
I bask in it until I turn cold once again
So I take another sip, and get burned once again
Until the warm fuzzy feeling begins anew
It’s a constant cycle
And I can’t decide which feeling is more powerful
Your burns? Or your sweetness?
Can I handle the scorching pain in my throat time after time
If it means getting to see your sweet side?
Or is that not good enough compensation?
Should I just quit you altogether?
But…where would that leave me?
Cold.
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A Child’s Wonder
by Bethany G.
"Bethany, guess what?" She looks up at me, blue eyes huge in comparison to her
small face. With the conviction and wonder only a three-year-old can muster, she exclaims, "There's a fairy in my house!"
"No, there isn't, silly!" her sister cuts in.
"Yes, there is! I felt it land on my head and when I went to touch it, it flew away!"
"Where is it now?" I ask with a smile.
She sighs dramatically. "I can't find it again!"
"That's because it isn't there," insists her older sister, confident in her belief that kindergartners know more than preschoolers. "You know fairies aren't real!"
"Yes, they are!"
"No, they aren't, silly."
"Yesssss!"
"NO."
"Yes."
"FINE," the older one admits. "Fairies are real." Her sister's face lights up, and she
doesn't hear the muttered addition: "Maybe....sort of...kind of...not really."
~~~~~
"Bethany, what do you learn about in science?"
"I study chemistry."
"What's chemistry?" she asks, saying the new word slowly.
I pause for a second--how do I explain chemistry to a first grader? "You learn about
really tiny things, things so small you need a special machine called a microscope to
see them. You learn that the world is made up all kinds of bits called atoms."
Grabbing a pen, I sketch the planetary model of an atom--a few dots grouped in center,
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with a few more orbiting about and ovals tracing their rotation. "When you look through
a really powerful microscope, an atom is shaped like this," I tell her. "And then when
you stick a few atoms together, it makes a molecule. And when millions of molecules
are put together, you get things like you and me and this pen and the table."
She looks up at the window and points to the bits of dust illuminated by the
sunlight. "Look, Bethany! I can see them!"
~~~~~
"Bethany, look! Your backpack is almost the same as mine! See, there's the pocket here
and the tab there and this thing here! But why's it so big?" she says, running her small
fingers over my backpack.
"My books are heavy," I tell her.
"Can I see one?" she asks.
I pull out my physics book, a 600-page hardcover that makes a satisfying SLAM when
you drop in onto a table. "This is my science book."
She flips open to middle and studies it curiously. "How do you read this?" she exclaims.
"It's not that hard," I say. "But you're only in second grade!"
She flips to the inside cover. "The Greek alphabet? COOL! Al-pha, be-ta, gam-ma. The
symbols are so funny! Data...what does data mean?"
"Data means information," I answer, hoping she'll stay this curious forever.
"Ohhh, ok. What's the solar system? Is that the planets and stuff?"
"Yes," I tell her.
She looks at me curiously. "Does this book have sign language in it?"
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Lying Hearts
by Arianna H.
Many hearts in disguise
It took six months to my surprise
I looked within your deep brown eyes
Lying hearts
I despise.
It wasn’t that I couldn’t see
The true feelings you let out of me
But that I was blinded by jealousy
Of a girl cooler than the ice beneath my feet.
A threat.
A Threat you let.
Let deceive me in my time of need
When I adored thee.
Heart beats slow as paces run
My eyes aglow towards the sun
Hands, Lips, Eyes, & Words
All silent, waiting for your return.
Your radiant heart in disguise
Show me what lies beneath your mask
True love will ascend to break the ties
Brown eyes
Show me truly
Where
Your
Heart
lies
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The Red Brick Road (photo) by Taylor B.
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Love
by Brooke F.
Happiness, nerves, anxiety, excitement,
Were all the feelings she felt at the time.
She twiddled her thumbs and nipped at her nails,
Waiting for the doorbell to ring.
Ding dong.
He arrives and she smiles.
His hand extends towards her hand,
A smile spreads across her face.
Togetherness.
Strolling beneath the stars, they look to the night sky.
The moon is shining.
Beauty is everywhere.
They sit, gazing at each other.
Happiness.
They chat, they laugh.
Their hands are still intertwined.
He leans in closer,
Their lips begin to touch.
Kiss.
Many years later,
They continue to stroll beneath the stars,
Continue to hold hands,
Continue to kiss.
But now they are growing old,
Years pass one by one,
Still together.
Love.
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Yellow Finch (drawing) by Sangeeta C.
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The Tale of Two Little Sisters
by Sangeeta C.
In a small town named Shatterville there lived two little sisters named Kristal
and Arlina. They were all alone. Kristal was eight years old and Arlina was seven
years old. The only thing they knew about themselves was that they had lived in The
Little Angels Orphanage ever since they were very young. Every day the two sisters
sat on their straw beds and stared towards the sky. The two of them didn’t even have to
look through a window; their roof was totally open to the night sky. No matter what
was going on outside, rain, shine, snow, or hail, they had to face all of nature’s
disasters. Both the sisters wished that someday, someone caring would adopt them and
take the two sisters out of this hell. Thought this wasn’t what really happened…
Spring had just sprung. Kristal and her sister were to dig a big hole in the
ground, in order to plant a tree. They were exhausted and extremely hungry. The head
of the orphanage, Margline, the most wicked woman on earth had given them a severe
punishment of digging a huge hole in the ground before they were to get any food.
Finally, after a ton of hard work, Margeline said that Kristine and Arlina could have
dinner. “At last! At least Margeline had some compassion!” thought Kristal.
***
One day, Kristal and her sister saw a young lady and a young man entering their
orphanage. The woman was wearing a pink dress, knee-length, with lace. The young
man was wearing a khaki Bermuda shorts with a yellow top. The two sisters thought
that they were here to adopt them. They knew that they were going to be adopted since
they were the only ones left in the orphanage.
Kristal could hear the young lady’s conversation with Margeline, faintly
hearing: “we are very unfortunate. This is my husband, Joseph.” The young lady
pointed at the man and continued, “We’ve been married for the past five years and god
hasn’t blessed us a child. We decided to adopt a girl-let’s say about seven to eight
years old.”
Margeline sweetly replied, “Well then I think you’ll be very happy to see the
two poor sisters who have been left in this orphanage since they were small.”
Margeline showed the two little sisters to the couple. “Let me tell you one
thing, they’re a naughty bunch but they are also very sweet kids,” said Margeline.
“We’ll take them,” said the young lady.
The two sisters couldn’t believe their ears. “How wonderful,” both Kristal and
Arlina thought. Soon their new parents took them to their horse carriage. Both of them
thought that their parents were rich. “Finally we are out of that miserable orphanage!”
thought Arlina. It was the first time that they would be out of that orphanage and they
were going to see the outside world. On their way they were astonished to see so many
people.
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After an hour, the horse carriage stopped in front of a stone house.
“Well, we’re here,” said their new parents. Once Kristine and her sister were
inside, the lady told them that their rooms were to be in the cellar. They said they had
specially got it ready for them. Kristal and her sister felt weird when they had been told
that their rooms were to be in the cellar, or in other words the dungeon, but they didn’t
mind.
“Dinner will be ready in about an hour,” said young lady as she gave a little push
on their backs. Once they had gotten down the stairs, the sisters were astonished. The
cellar was horrible, it was full of cobwebs and there wasn’t even a single window. The
sisters stared at each other. What were they going to do? The first thing that they
thought of was to go back. The Door was locked. They were stuck. They realized that
they had been kidnapped. It seemed they would be stuck in that cellar forever. There
was nothing they could do. It had been hours since they had gotten to this unknown
house and had any food. The two of them were starving. The floor was unusually cold to
sit on. All they could do was look around to see if there was any way to get out of that
dungeon. All of a sudden, they saw many skeletons all piled up next to the wall.
Kristal and Arlina were scared to death. The worst part was that all of the
skeletons seemed to be of children, and that the sisters thought that they were next. The
sisters tried to sit down and think carefully.
Arlina had an idea. “Maybe we should try to look again and search for clues to
see if there is any way out.”
“Great idea” replied Kristal, so they started to look around.
They searched and searched but found no luck. Days went by since they had been
kidnapped. They were exhausted, hungry, and sleepy. Suddenly, Arlina fell towards the
ground. Her elbow was bleeding; this was because she had hit a rock on the floor of the
cellar. Instantly, the cellar began to shake. At first the two sisters thought that it was an
earth quake, but then they saw in front of their eyes that a stairway began to open.
They had only one thing to do. They were going to follow the path to
wherever it lead. The two sisters held their hands and began to enter the secret pathway.
It seemed endless. “Where is it leading us to?” thought Kristal. The only word they had
in their minds was, “ESCAPE”.
Soon they noticed that they could see some light coming from the other
end of the pathway. As they walked they felt water and the water was getting deeper and
deeper.
They started to swim. They swam and swam. They saw an island far far away.
Once they reached the island they saw smoke coming out of a small cottage in a
distance. The two sisters knocked on the door. An old woman came out. Kristal told her
about what had happened from the day they had been kidnapped. The kind old lady had
no children so she decided to keep the sisters. The sisters were very happy to have
someone care for them.
The End
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Night sky
by Chloe M.
Our cathedral of stars
So close, but so far
Our ceiling of divinity
Streaks of light
glowing in the night
Our never-ending tapestry
Never even, or ordered
But jointed, curved, and clustered
The soup of our humanity
Maps are hidden, pictures found
Stories made, others found
Our starry autobiography
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Echo in a Painting (photo) by Taylor B.
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JOIN US NEXT YEAR!
We will be launching the 2013 magazine with Teen Tech Week (March 6-12).
Look for information on our website to make submissions and find information
about upcoming workshops after that date:
www.nccde.org/libraries
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2012
Editor: Jeanne Benzel
Editor & Blog Administrator: Julia Tucker
Layout & Design: Cheryl Clem
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Sara Thomas – New Castle Public Library
Pat Birchenall – Newark Free Library
Lauren Gouge – Newark Free Library
Amy Abella – Woodlawn Library

Look for the online magazine at
http://www2.nccde.org/libraries/Featured/TeenLiteraryMagazine/Default.aspx
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