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EMILY CHEN; GRADE 8 
Wishing 
	   “Alia!” he choked on the thick smoke. Orange sparks from the groaning end of 
what had been a house burned black holes through his tattered jacket. He swore, 
stumbling away from a wooden beam crashing to the ground. His father had been 
right; the city would one day regret its buildings of flammable wood. The boy ducked 
under a collapsing doorway, coughing as he desperately called for his younger sister. 
He screamed all the curse words he knew to the collapsing building, to the gray ashes 
that obscured his vision and clogged his throat, to the burning wood and gripping 
smoke. To everything that had most likely taken her away from him.  
 “Alia, where are you?” he shouted. He saw the bright, flickering flames up 
ahead. The biggest fire rapidly engulfed the city in an unwelcome embrace of death. 
The boy could see the dark grey uniforms of soldiers on a mad rampage of 
destruction. Would they see him?  
 “A boy!” a gruff voice called. Instantly, half a dozen gas masks turned towards 
him. Identical glazed gazes staring at his shaking self.  
 “Where’s my sister?” he demanded. Swiftly fired bullets hit the remnants of a 
burning wall behind him. It collapsed into a dark line of glittering ash and dingy soot.  
 “Get out of here!” the same voice called. “It’s dangerous!” 
 “It’s your fault!” the boy clutched his fist tightly, his fingers leaving imprints in 
his sweaty palm. He moved forward, stumbling in his steps as he fought the heat and 
half-darkness. The dim lights of crackling flames lit his way. 
 “I said, get outta here!” the voice yelled. The boy shrieked hoarsely as he was 
swung off his feet. The broad shoulders of the soldier swayed as the scrawny child 
thrashed in his firm hold.  
 “Let me go!” he cried out, his voice breaking from ash and bitterness. “I need to 
find my sister!” 
 “Your sister is dead,” the soldier replied, his tone masked with harshness. The 
tears in his eyes, were they from the thick smoke around him?  “Leave before I have to 
shoot you, boy.” 
 And with that, the sobbing boy was roughly tossed out onto the cracked 
asphalt. Glancing up at the red sky through his tears, he pleaded for rain, for rain to 
wash down upon this bloodied city and cleanse away the monstrous flames licking at 
the bits and pieces that remained of it.  
 But no rain came. The sun sank beneath the hills in the distance, but a faint red 
glow still remained high above. It was like the sky was as wrecked as the smoldering 
city below. But the sky would not weep; it carried the blood it shed. The boy could 
wish, he could wish forever, but nothing would bring the relief he wanted. Because no 
one else was crying.  
 Figures grey and lifeless as ghosts slowly ambled down the streets of the once-
magnificent city. The pavement was stained red as the sky, but with blood of burnt 
corpses. The remaining survivors--men, women, children of all ages--evacuating their 
long-time home. Hopeless, deadened, and wishing.  
 The boy, curled up next to a pile of still-warm ashes, let his childish tears sink 
into the stone of the road as well. There was no one left to save him, no one left to be 
with him. Without his little sister, he was alone in the world. Even his city was gone.  
 “Boy,” a voice grunted. The boy closed his eyes, trying to tune out the coldness 
of the soldier’s tone. It was the same soldier.  
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“Boy,” the voice repeated. The boy felt himself being lifted up. He had no energy 
left to resist. “Come with us.”  
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RUCHIRA KRISHNAMURTHY; GRADE 8 
Realization 
Regretting what happened before, 
She stomped her feet on the floor. 
She dashed out her room and slammed the door, 
Because she just couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
The resentment in her had started to stir.  
She bolted outside, she was like a blur, 
She couldn’t forget what had happened to her. 
Nothing could stop her, oh no Sir. 
 
Her ears were steaming, her face was red. 
She couldn’t believe what they had said. 
Her peers shaming her filled her with dread. 
The memory of her friends laughing was in her head. 
 
As she went to seek revenge, she came to a halt. 
They were honest, it wasn’t their fault. 
They were describing her hair that was all. 
Her hair did look like it did a somersault. 
 
She realized that everyone knew, 
That what her friends had said had been true. 
It had already been done, there was nothing she could do. 
But to just sit with them and laugh along too. 
 
She figured that this was something so small, 
It was best that she shouldn’t care at all. 
She would move on and give her friends a call. 
Maybe they would like to go to the mall. 
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ANUSHA FATEHPURIA; GRADE 7 
The Never Ending War 
This is a war, 
A battle, 
A game that never ends, 
This feud will never cease, 
It will just provide surprise after surprise, 
Without a final prize or reward. 
 
This hostility will never go away, 
Yet the amount of it will sway, 
This whole argument is like a never ending game, 
One side is ahead, 
Then they switch, 
Time and time again, 
It’s an ongoing pattern that will never halt, 
No matter how much you hope or pray. 
 
This war is caused by two opinions, 
And some would call it pointless, 
For it will never end. 
But this war is far too necessary,  
For these sides are so different, 
That survival is impossible without fighting. 
 
This war is between the good and the bad,  
The light and the dark, 
For when there is good, there will always be bad. 
And when there is light, there will always be shadow, 
Forever and ever. 
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ADVAIT PATIL; GRADE 8 
Life 
Deoxyribonucleic acid: 
A helix of information 
Containing the secret to life. 
 
Life’s quaternary code, 
Of A’s, T’s, G’s, and C’s. 
Nitrogenous bases 
Containing the genes 
Of our existence. 
 
Life’s hackers; 
Virons and bacteriophages 
Coding for themselves, 
Depleting our resources 
 
A coexistence of many -  
Structured from the atoms up 
A complex emotion as hate, 
Bound to basic chemistry 
 
Nature’s path of evolution, 
All originating from a common ancestor. 
Our humblest origins: 
From clouds of molecular gas 
 
Nature’s experiment of chance, 
A grand deceptive scheme. 
Our world being torn apart, 
Much as we are now. 
 
 
Integral mechanisms of defense, 
Leukocytes and neutrophylls. 
We have evolved to become 
The protectors of our world. 
 
We originated from a spark of lightning, 
We hold the world in our hands today. 
Keep life’s change and evolution alive: 
Survive, forever to stay. 
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CHELSEA LI; GRADE 8 
Running 
Most of us hate long laps, 
That much is true. 
But what about a little running, 
With no one but you? 
 
It’s what I do. 
It’s a part of my life. 
Running, running, 
Lengthening my stride. 
 
Feet tapping on the ground, 
The world stops spinning around. 
It’s only me here, 
See the peace I’ve found? 
 
All thoughts dissipate, 
Life will have to wait. 
For here, I am running, 
And it feels great! 
 
Soon, I’ll return, 
Weary and worn. 
My feet are heavy, 
My face warm. 
The feeling stays, though, 
From my fingers to my toes, 
Tingly and glittery, 
Light, like fresh snow. 
 
Running reminds me, 
How it feels to be free, 
For life is a trap, 
With no way to flee. 
 
It’s only possible to reduce the blow, 
Not possible to just lie low. 
So don’t give up, 
And go with the flow. 
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MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 7 
The Red Pendant 

At midnight I slipped out of bed.  Ran through the streets until I reached a 
deserted one, no lights, no people, not even any houses.   Well, mostly no people. At 
the end of the street a man and a woman, looking at me.  I froze. 

The man was tall and strong, with an arrogant expression that implied “Don’t 
mess with me.” The woman on the other hand, also had a cruel face, but she was 
beautiful, too beautiful in fact, for a woman so obviously callous.  Long blond curls 
and a tall slim figure.  They wore black, all black. And had a sign on their bracelet... the 
sign.   

Sorcerers. Dark Sorcerers.   
 I should have known the minute I had read the letter. Five days ago, I received a 
letter perched on my window.  It explained on a simple task, yet that the dozens of 
children that tried had all failed to accomplish it.  The writer had admitted that she 
believed I could do it, and told me where and when to go.  I was to be richly rewarded 
if I could do the task.  At that time I had rolled my eyes and threw the letter away, 
thinking someone was playing a lame joke on me.  But at 12, I felt an odd compulsion 
to go and before I knew it, I had snuck out the window and was silently running to the 
deserted street. 

Back to reality, which right now, wasn’t looking good for me.  I twisted my 
hands nervously and said, “What would you like me to do? I’m a normal girl!” I said, 
despite the fact that all my instincts were telling me to run! 
 

“Hello, Mariella.  Well, I have something for you to do, in which I will show you 
in just a moment.  As for being normal, child, you are far from that.” Said the woman, 
her silky soft voice cutting through the cold air.  How did she know my name?  

“Do you see that tower?” 
“Tower? This is an empty street!” 
And then it appeared. A jaggedy 50 foot tall tower with slabs of stone 

protruding out, like rock climbing. Wait... 
The man spoke for the first time, “Yes... you could call it that,” he read my 

thoughts.  
The woman laughed humorlessly,” You do realize that if you hadn’t come, we 

wouldn’t have come after you.  But now....” 
Was she serious? 
“I’m not athletic. I haven’t even rock climbed before. In fact, I have a fear of 

heights! How do you expect to climb that?” 
Both of them laughed at this. Their laugh was really starting to scare me, like my 

stupidity amused them. 
“It is not a matter of your skill. As long as...let’s just say as long as you pass a few 

requirements. You won’t fall”, the sorceress said. 
“And if I don’t pass?” 
Neither of them answered, which made me realize I probably don’t want to 

hear the answer. 
“So what do I actually do up there? At the top?” Coming to the point. 
At this, I noticed that both of their faces looked greedy and just a bit excited. 
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The woman answered, “Listen to me carefully.  At the top of the building will be 
a platform with.... you humans can call it a necklace. You are to take the necklace and 
imagine floating down.” 

“Excuse me?” 
“Only think of floating peacefully down. Then bring it back right to me.” 
“Why can’t you go?” 
“I have told you enough, now go.” 
 “I still don’t understand.  Why can’t you go?” 
The Sorcerers hesitated. Then finally, the woman answered, “It has been 

enchanted so that only children may reach the top.  That is all you need to know.   
Now, time to go up.” 

“That’s all I need to know? Give me answers. I’m not just going to climb up that!” 
I said, for that second forgetting who those horrid people were. 

The man laughed humorlessly, “I think she needs some motivation.” 
He just raised his arm. But whatever he did, he caused a pain so immense, that 

black spots danced around my face.  My bones were on fire, there was a deep cut on 
every inch of my skin, every part of my body was in agony! I had felt myself falling to 
the ground but my knees hitting the cold cement was nothing, nothing compared to 
this.  It was only a minute, probably less. Then it all stopped but the pain lingered 
strongly.  

“I’ll go.” I whispered. 
I slowly got up and walked up to the tower, touching one of the rock slabs. 

They were strong and seemed steady.  But I knew that I was going to fall to my death if 
I did this.  The building was 50 feet tall! But remembering what that creepy man said, I 
climbed a few ones feet, and tried to let go.  But I couldn’t. My hands were stuck to the 
slab   I dragged my left foot up, then my right.  They stood into place until I put my 
hands up, which had unfrozen once I moved my legs. In other words, I couldn’t fall. 
But still! 

My fear of heights and my fear of the dark sorcerers fought an epic battle until 
finally, the sorcerers won.   

“You can do this,” I told myself. 
Taking a deep breath, I started. 
Left foot, right foot, left hand, right hand.   
I kept doing that, telling myself that I absolutely couldn’t fall down and to not 

look down. Don’t look down, don’t look down. But I looked down.  
The sorcerers were still there. The man looked at me, eye to eye, and nodded, a 

silent “keep going.” But I was so high up! If I fell, I was going to die! I was shaking 
uncontrollably with fear. My arms were already tired from the climbing. 

It felt like an eternity to get up to the top. By then, my hands were badly bruised 
and my arms felt like spaghetti.   

I looked at the platform.  I found the “necklace”. On the chain was a large oval 
pendant that glowed red, blood red.  A tingling went through my body, like the 
necklace sensed me.  Ignoring the sorcerer’s words, I took the necklace and turned 
around, preparing myself to make the perilous journey back to the safe ground. But 
one look, and it was clear there was no way I could do it.  Then, I remembered.  It was 
so stupid, but maybe, just maybe... 

I imagined myself slowly falling down.   
To my astonishment, the pendent glowed, and suddenly, a small but controlled 

wind. It seemed to say, let go of your hands.  And when I did, the force dropped me 
down slowly. 
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I closed my eyes the whole time, waiting for me to plummet to the ground.  But 
I didn’t. In a few minutes, I felt my feet, simply touch the ground.  

The sorcerers were still and there and they looked at me excitedly.  
“Well done. Give it here”, the woman said in her silky voice. 
“Why do you need it?” 
“And why would I tell you? I am letting you go home now. Leave us alone 

unless you want me to change my mind.” she smirked. 
“Why would you tell me? Because I am holding the thing you need so badly”, I 

replied back smartly. And stupidly. 
Losing his patience, the man drew up a wind that hit me against the tower and 

said, “You want to know? We are increasing our power, so we can deal with creatures 
more powerful than annoying brats like you.”   

In horror, I realized that the sorcerers would have gone through anything to get 
this simple pendant.  And the kids that had tried to go... the woman had said I would 
not fall as long as I passed a few requirements.  The people who didn’t...  
And that’s when I had had enough. 

A furious rage erupted through me, like a lion roaring at its enemy.    I was their 
guinea pig. Doing whatever they wanted me to do, helping them become more 
powerful, and therefore, hurting more people.  And I would not let that happen 
anymore.   

“NO!” I yelled. 
And I smashed the pendent on the floor I smashed it as hard as I could, 

stomping on it several times after, pouring all my energy into it.  Fire raged through 
me, unable to be contained.  Suddenly, yellow light swarmed.   

The pendant broke- into a million pieces, now useless.  I started to run away, 
knowing that the sorcerers were going to turn me into a rat otherwise.  But I stopped. 

The sorcerers were screaming, until the golden light wrapped them and they 
disappeared. Completely. 

And then I realized- the pendant was not a source of power, it was a lifeline.  
And by breaking their lifeline, I had killed 2 sorcerers! But the real question was, is that 
a good thing? What had I unleashed?  

To be continued. 
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MEERA SRINIVASAN; GRADE 8 
The Runaway 
Holding your hand, holding on too tight 
Suppressing fears with all my might 
Not letting go, it's not worth the fight. 
This life I used to lead has stopped feeling right. 

Ever so slightly, pulling my hand back 
Your face looks like I planned a surprise attack 
I can tell that you notice the touch you now lack. 
All this while, you never cut me much slack. 

Running and belting a high-soaring song 
Blocking out stares, just running along 
Feeling so right just for proving you wrong 
No guilty feelings, no more need to belong. 

Turning around, taking it all in 
The place I once called home, the warmth from within 
Knowing it wasn't smart to abruptly begin 
My slow flight away from where I'd always been 

Sprinting toward you, my arms stretched out 
Seeing you wonder what that was all about 
Retelling you my stories, but you don't even pout. 
You're, in fact, glad I took the homeward route. 

Just being with you, our hands now apart 
Feeling each and every loud flutter of your heart 
Knowing, once more, my home-coming was smart. 
We've gotten off to a much better start. 
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CHRIS WANG; GRADE 8 
God Bless You Mr. Thoreau 
Walden unintentionally by takotsubo jail. 
Ditto canola dissolves into Adam’s pale ale 
Leaves one true drop atop jipped up blender-- 
Like last Galapagos’ mate as a pretender. 
Defender of life, new scion, remember? 
In Zion, scuba with Migaloo, loggerheads 
Nonpareil’s coilers by seraphim’s dead, 
Christ nails hands of Sanhedrin instead. 
Glass is classed NC-17 Disney movie 
Still groovy but non ex officio silence 
Like Swiss you ignored all surroundings of violence: 
Premise of chemicals start progeny science. 
Frog young mob spawners equal ripened fruit, 
But ironmen show more guts than boxers ever prove. 
Only white and red companions sit on either shoulder, 
And seen and not seen the pink in between holder, 
Leaving Van Gogh post-stapedectomy bolder. 
Seamlessly weld scrap metal Hadron collider; 
Echoer Zulu than G-men give permit for fighters 
Defense against can o’ Bismarcked Coca-Cola providers 
Or maybe rewiring over brawn electricity cyphers. 
Misaki wind modifies amp and common gumption-- 
No sailors threw ashes from last night’s consumption, 
Revere tin foil headgear but save the kitchen sink refuse. 
Just let me show you pop’s crown Henry number two. 
 

Unguarded after meta dimensional cloak, 
Make Hercules’ pillars by spewing poisonous smoke, 
Take the heavens from Saturn’s biotic satellite-- 
My golden apple appetite still leaves globe unrevoked. 
It’ll bite the donkey after you pat the cheese touch 
They choose tonk honky, Jack and Dan please much, 
Eagle power kryptonite describes Christ keep such. 
Bittersweet flows free through fallen sap of trees, 
Giver of rye catcher won’t talk, but 30 speaks. 
Graceless treats basics same on critique, 
Robyn, call my girlfriend, line 4 within piques. 
Triple shining razorblades lighten unknown vortex 
Airborne meadow muffin like white matter cortex. 
Dress up Pinocchio's nose, make up with forceps. 
Tight-fitting dry suit still can hide brain blowers 
Third Orange Jasmin number one, pain broker. 
Like moving backwards along the Oregon Trail: 
Barnacles and whales evolve broodsacs and snails. 
I plead for more than white freemen grat dirt-- 



	   12 

Parks on the bus like I sit tight on the catbird. 
You do the work of smog even though you’re with the elfish 
Maybe instead you should sell shellfish and shell selfish. 
Carbon wires electricity zap make sucrose; 
Sun does nothing to formulate glucose 
You say you’re playing tug-o-war yourself with the rope; 
Gave up my down under CDs to give you your hope! 
Double sixes in craps every zero dark thirty 
Spawn bust bungee spring back your worries sturdy. 
Clear skies of Neruda has heart no devote, 
Principal’s jamming fingers down my throat. 
Not love, not hate, and not just a smote, 
Just making sure I believe and trust what I wrote. 
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ESHANI MEHTA; GRADE 8 
Ode 
The books I read, 
Whisper to me. 
They whisper softly 
The fascinating stories 
Of adventure, suspense and mystery. 
 
The books I read 
Are filled with stories. 
I’m trapped inside 
And when I’m out 
I want to be back on the ride. 
 
The books I read  
Are doorways to another time, 
To another world. 
My books are always with me 
And them, I could never replace. 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 
History Retold 
That story was a fable,  
Waiting to be told.   
A warning about labels.   
After the pain of being sold,   
They close the liberty doors,  
And lock dreams that soar. 
Feel the pain of a marked! 
Their potential will never unfold, 
Until a quiet war is sparked, 
Which will change and mold  
The inevitable futures of many, 
Before their fortunes are foretold,  
By tales, if any. 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 
Frostbitten 

Tom 
Waiting, waiting, for the non-existent spring. 
They were the boy's thoughts, an orphan's thoughts. Every spring, the warmth 

he sees only wraps another layer of ice around his already frozen heart. No warmth 
will ever seep through, because he only saw the ugly side of this world. It would not 
stop until it captured everyone in its clutches, but he couldn’t fall because his sister 
still needed him. He was once different, a boy with a warm home with moral parents, 
who wouldn’t permit what he was doing now.  

As he was thinking about spring and ice and sitting on the curb of a road, 
another boy creeps up and steals dinner -- a rotten apple. Life was mocking him, 
again. He thought, but in truth, he knew it was his fault. His fault for not paying 
attention to all the thieves and pickpockets roaming in the streets. For god’s sake, he 
was one of them!  

“Let it snow!” A shout had rang out among the streets. He looked up. It was 
snowing, and the ice in his heart rejoiced, wanting to greet its cousins.  

He broke the reunion when he looked down, but then, he saw white ants 
crawling on the ground, cold to touch and colder still when it bit you.  

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
Sara 
Tom was here! Dinner was here! Or was it? As I looked at his face, I knew that 

he lost our dinner again, but it was okay. I don't even like dinner anymore. 
Tom approaches and whispers, “I'm sorry,” with a furrowed brow and sad eyes. 

He looks tired and… defeated.  
Now, I feel sorry for all the moping I have done today. He was the one who had 

gone out and found dinner for us, and he was apologizing for it? 
I felt none of his burden, carrying on the family legacy, and yet, I was already 

sinking into quicksand. Everyday, I felt I was becoming part of the raindrops and 
snowflakes on the streets. Everything was just tears and freezing weather. Moping 
around all day, I was selfish, never thinking about how he felt about our family’s 
bankruptcy and deaths. He most likely felt just as guilty, but he was manly and old 
enough to not shed tears.  

So I tell him it's okay before he berates himself anymore; that used to be 
father’s job to tell him to shut up when he was apologizing. I tell him that it doesn’t 
matter that we will live on stomachs for another day. 

But that’s just another lie. Another lie to convince myself to not give up faith 
and lose hope. That’s exactly the fiftieth lie I have told myself today. It’s also the fifieth 
day we have lived this way, on the streets with no home.  

I am lost in thought as Tom tries two explain to me why he lost dinner. I don't 
want to know why he lost it, I just want something warm inside me. 

Turning away, I look at the people who had fallen into the slums, and I see 
them for the first time. They were once different, but now they are all the same. Once, 
we had a different life, one filled with the scraps of the warmth that were the fabric of 
our civilization. I miss Ma and Pa, but they died along with everyone in that fire after 
they discovered the bankruptcy. It was so stupid and worthless, but for once, I 
understand why death is sometimes kinder than life.  
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Once, I had hope, but now…I think we will end up in the famous London workhouses. 
No, that won't happen; I mustn’t think that, but the world should just let the snow fall 
once more around us or let it melt. As I looked up, the pretty snowflakes were falling 
like the smothering ashes of a volcano, which concealed the worst damages it made, 
just like winter. And I knew this Christmas was different from any other.  
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MADELINE SHAO; GRADE 6 
The Blood of Olympus 
Author’s Note: Since this is a fan fiction of the fifth book of The Heroes of Olympus 
series, it will make more sense if you have read the first four books already. All 
characters belong to Rick Riordan. 
 

After the attack of the flying chicken ladies, Annabeth didn’t think she would 
ever eat chicken again. 

She was leaning against the rail of the Argo II as it sailed through the Ionian Sea, 
gazing at the sky and the sea. The sunset really was amazing. It reminded her of when 
she was little, before her stepmother came, she and her dad used to sit on the front 
porch and watch the sun sink down the sky. Back then, she didn’t have to worry about 
the Greek mythological world. She envied the mortals who didn’t know how good 
they had it. They knew where they would wake up each morning, and that none of 
their friends or family would die because of a vengeful god or monster. 

Lost in her thoughts, she almost didn’t see the winged shapes making their way 
towards the ship. They were pretty far away, though. She squinted. They looked 
like…chickens. Okay, dangerous death chickens, with razor sharp teeth and claws. 
Annabeth figured that the harpies would be easy enough to defeat, though they had a 
nasty temper. After all, they had battled much more dangerous creatures. She ran to 
Leo, who was at the helm, tinkering with some X-Box controls. “Do you think you can 
handle those harpies?” She pointed to them. 

Leo studied them. “Yeah, probably. I can use the ballistae or something. Maybe 
the special Celestial Bronze machine guns. But maybe you should call up Jason or 
Percy or somebody, just in case we need backup.” He got the cannons ready. 
Annabeth hurried down to below deck, trying to figure out where her Seaweed Brain 
could be. As she was about to enter Percy’s room, hoping he wasn’t asleep, Hazel and 
Frank came up the stairs. 

“Hazel! Frank!” she said, catching their attention. “We’re under attack by 
harpies!”  

“Okay. Just let me get my spatha.” Hazel ran into her room to get her sword. 
Once she was back, they went back up to the deck. 
As the harpies got closer, Annabeth could see that the harpies looked uglier than 
normal. Maybe they were a special ugly batch sent to attack them. There seemed to be 
an awful lot, about a few dozen. They were screeching and getting ready to dive at the 
ship. 
       Leo aimed. He waited for the harpies to get in range, and shook the Wii remote to 
fire. The first shot took out about a quarter of the whole group. Now the remaining 
thirty-odd harpies took the hint and spread out to make less of a target. They dived, 
pecking at the mast and sail, grabbing at random items on the deck. Annabeth was 
reminded of the pelicans in the movie Finding Nemo, where the birds pecked at the 
two fish on the pier, squawking, “Mine! Mine!” 

“Hey! Get them away from the gunpowder and Greek fire!” Leo said as he 
continued to fire the ballistae. 

Annabeth unsheathed her knife, and she, Hazel, and Frank ran at the harpies. 
Up close, she could definitely see that they were especially vicious. Their claws 
seemed to be leaking some kind of substance that she really did not want to touch. 
Hazel yelled and slashed a few to dust while Frank turned into a griffin. Annabeth 
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didn’t stop to wonder about that. She stabbed one, and it disintegrated into dust. She 
sensed another one behind her, so she whirled around, cutting it down. 

Frank was grabbing harpies in his mouth and throwing them overboard. He 
flew up and knocked several out of the sky. But when the airborne harpies focused on 
him and dived, he wasn’t able to avoid them all. He fell down back to the ship as a 
human, and landed in a small pile of…was that harpy poo? Annabeth wrinkled her 
nose in disgust and gagged. Ew. Hazel ran over to help him up. He had scratches on 
his arms and legs, and the harpies’ teeth had grazed his back. Then Annabeth saw a 
harpy prepared to dive at them. 

“Hazel! Look up!” Annabeth shouted a warning. Hazel looked up, sweeping her 
sword at the sky. The harpy instantly exploded. While Annabeth was watching Hazel 
and Frank, a harpy had landed behind her. She turned around, but not quickly 
enough. The harpy cut a deep gash on her sword arm and flew out of reach of her 
knife. 
Hearing the commotion, Piper, Jason and Percy ran up the stairs, saw the chicken 
ladies, and attacked. With their help, the crew managed to destroy or wound all the 
harpies, driving them away. 

As soon as the last of them flew away, Percy came over to Annabeth. “Are you 
all right?” Percy asked her. 

“Yeah, I’m okay. What about you?” she asked him. 
“I’m fine. I just arrived, anyways. Right in the middle of dinner, too,” Then he 

saw the scratch on her arm, and his face scrunched up with worry. Annabeth smiled a 
little, remembering how after Ethan stabbed her during the Second Titan War, she 
had told Percy that he looked cute when he was worried. “But you’re definitely not 
fine. Look at this,” he said, pointing to her wound, which was bleeding. 

“Aaah, I’ll be fine. It’s not too bad,” Annabeth shrugged. “I’ve had worse.” 
“You need ambrosia,” Percy insisted, heading downstairs. “I’ll run down and get 

some.” 
Percy returned with a bag full of ambrosia squares. Annabeth took a piece and 

ate it, careful not to eat too much so she wouldn’t spontaneously combust. 
Immediately, she felt her cut start to scab over and disappear. 

“Well, now that the chicken attack is over, you’d better get some rest. You don’t 
look like you’ve gotten much sleep recently. Plus, you’ve been on watch all day today,” 
said Percy to Annabeth. 

“I guess I haven’t been sleeping well lately,” admitted Annabeth. “You know, the 
usual stuff, but with the added bonus of Tartarus.” Annabeth shuddered. That had not 
been a good experience. Her nightmares often left her screaming, gasping for breath, 
and had been horrifying in general. As a result, she spent most nights trying to stay 
awake. 

“I know,” said Percy in such a dark tone that it made Annabeth wonder what 
he’d been dreaming about. “Either way, you have to sleep sometime. I’ll take you 
downstairs.” 

After eating a quick dinner, Percy and Annabeth went to their respective 
sleeping quarters. “Good luck with the dreams,” Percy said. 

Annabeth yawned. “You too.” As Percy left, she flopped onto the bed but 
couldn’t seem to fall asleep. 

After a while, Annabeth got up and opened her laptop. After she had lost 
Daedalus’, Annabeth had bought a new one and was trying to retype all of his ideas 
from memory. When she finally felt herself start to get sleepy, she climbed into bed 
and drifted off into an uneasy sleep. 
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*   *   *   *   * 
RING! RING! RING! Annabeth woke at five in the morning to the sound of the 

alarm bell. She grabbed her knife and ran up to the deck. She stopped, confused. 
There weren’t any monsters attacking. Why would Leo ring the alarm bell then? She 
checked the helm. Leo wasn’t there. Neither was Frank. 

As she made her way downstairs, she bumped into Hazel. “What happened?” 
Hazel asked through bleary eyes. 

Annabeth shrugged. “I don’t know. There aren’t any monsters, as far as I know. I 
was just about to check on Leo. He’s not at the helm. Maybe in the engine room?” 

“Ok. I’ll come with you. There’s no way I’m going back to sleep now.” The two 
girls went to the engine room. There they saw Leo, asleep with his head on the alarm 
button and some machine made out of Celestial Bronze in his lap. It looked like a 
microwave with two legs and a cannon on top. 
       Annabeth went over to him and shook his shoulders. “Leo! Wake up!” 
       He jerked awake. “Wha-?” 
       “You fell asleep. What were you doing here anyway?” she eyed the contraption in 
his lap suspiciously. 
       “Oh, that? I was just fixing something.” He shrugged sheepishly. “Sorry. Did I wake 
everybody up?” 
       “No.” Hazel spoke up. “I didn’t see anyone else in the hallway. They must have 
been exhausted to be able to sleep through that noise.” Despite having been woken 
this early, Hazel looked well rested. 
       “Sorry.” Leo apologized again. He yawned. “I think I’ll be in my room until 
breakfast.” When he opened the door, he bonked his head on the low doorframe. 
Annabeth and Hazel could hear him cursing as he left. 
       “Do you know where Frank is?” Hazel asked Annabeth. 
       “No. I didn’t see him on the deck. Wasn’t he supposed to be on watch?” Annabeth 
asked. 
       “Actually, I was supposed to take over in half an hour. I’ll see if I can find him.” 
Hazel left the engine room. Alone, Annabeth wandered through the ship. She 
eventually went back to her room. With nothing to do, she opened Daedalus’ laptop 
again. 

After a while, she heard a knock on her door. “Come in.” 
Percy came in. “Where’d you get that from? I thought you lost Daedalus’ 

computer,” he said. 
“I did. This is a new one. I’m hoping I can rewrite some of his ideas from 

memory.” 
“How’d you sleep?” 
“Not so well. Only a couple of hours.” 
“Well, I think it’s time for a good breakfast. Are you going to come?” 
Annabeth smiled, knowing Percy had a big appetite, and they both walked to 

the mess hall together. Piper were already there, eating scrambled eggs and pancakes. 
            “Hey Piper,” Percy said, sitting down at the table. Annabeth sat down next to 
him. 

“Did you guys hear the alarm bell this morning?” she asked. 
            “The alarm bell rang? Wow. I didn’t hear a thing,” Percy ran a hand through his 
messy hair. “What happened?” 

Annabeth explained what had happened with Leo and the alarm button. The 
rest of the crew eventually came in. 
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Once most of them were done eating, Jason stood up. “Okay people. We need a 
plan once we get to Athens. We should be there in a few days at best. More likely, 
since our luck is really, really bad, we’ll reach there in quite a bit more than a few 
days.” 

Annabeth said, “We have to be very careful in Athens. For all we know, the 
giants are luring us into a trap for their plan to spill blood on Mount Olympus.” They 
had discussed this problem before, and Annabeth thought it was a very likely 
probability. 
       “You’re right. We’ll have to scout around,” Jason said. He turned to Piper. “Piper, 
have you seen any useful images in Katoptris?” 
       Piper shook her head. “I tried, but as usual, the stupid blade wouldn’t show 
anything at all.” 
       “Maybe that means nothing bad is going to happen,” Frank suggested hopefully. 
       “No, of course not. Something bad always happens,” Leo said sarcastically. “After 
all, what fun would a quest be without almost dying every five minutes?” 

“I’ll try again later,” said Piper. “But the blade always shows something totally 
useless and depressing, so I don’t know how it’s going to help.” Actually, Annabeth 
thought that was true. Most of the time, the visions weren’t much help, except for 
telling them of how they might die. 

“Well, we’re going to have to figure out this problem later. I have to finish fixing 
the engine after it malfunctioned yesterday,” said Leo, leaving the mess hall. 

“I’ll go with him. He might need some help,” Piper left as well. 
            “I’ll go back to guard duty,” Hazel said. 
            “I’ll do the watch after you,” Annabeth volunteered. 
            “Okay. My shift ends in an hour or so,” Hazel and Frank went up to the deck. 
That left just Annabeth, Percy, and Jason. 
            “So…what are you going to be doing?” Annabeth asked Percy, secretly hoping he 
would stand with her on watch so they could discuss some things that Annabeth had 
been thinking about. 
            “I’m going to practice my swordplay with Jason. You could catch up on your 
missed sleep,” He got up and kissed the top of her head, and then he left, followed by 
Jason. 
            Annabeth sat there and stared at the remains of her breakfast. She decided to 
follow Percy’s advice. 
In her room, she collapsed onto her bed and immediately fell asleep. Unfortunately, 
only dreams awaited her. 

*   *   *   *   * 
Annabeth was standing in a dark room. She heard two voices talking. One deep, 

and the other female. 
“I have created a special spell fitting your needs,” said the deep voice. 
“Good. Wait until the right time to use it. You understand what to do with it?” 

said the female voice. 
“Yes. I must lure one of the Seven and use it on them.” 
“That is correct.” The female voice hissed with pleasure. “Choose someone 

valuable. Perhaps one of the sons of the Big Three.” 
“I understand,” said the deep voice. Annabeth peered into the gloom, trying to 

see who was speaking, but the room was too dark. This was not good. The spell 
probably didn’t do anything benefiting the demigods’ health. 
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“Wait. I sense a demigod presence in this room.” The deep voice snarled. “There 
she is.” A bolt of energy appeared out of nowhere, and the dream disappeared in a 
flash of smoke and light. 

To be continued… 
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MAHIMA SANGLI; GRADE 7 
My Time 

A line of text. Then the next. My eyes skimmed absentmindedly over words 
whose meanings were dead to me. Each word made an irritating buzz in my brain. 
Finally, finally, the seemingly infinite trail of words came to an end. I quickly rolled up 
the document and smacked it down on the table in front of me.  

“Are you done with that, miss?” 

“Yes. Please take it away. Rid me of its existence.” I waved my attendant off. He 
scurried away, papers in hand. 

I let out a huff of annoyance. Everything was such a bore. I snorted at how 
ridiculously understated I had made that sound. Everything, my apartment, my 
clothes, my life, was more than a bore. It was an incredibly painful slog to get through 
each day without becoming overcome with frustration at the mundanity that 
tyrannized my life. 

I pinched the bridge of my nose, squeezing hard enough to see dots. I slumped 
in my desk chair. Lacking anything better to do, I spun the chair. Then spun it again 
and again till I finally clattered out of it, propelled by the momentum and my own 
dizziness. Still a little groggy, I crawled on all fours like a torpid dog to the window 
seat. I climbed into it and propped myself up on my elbows, peering out over world 
below me. There was a group of schoolboys in the park across the street. They were 
kicking a soccer ball around, laughing like children.  

Maybe because they are children, dummy! I thought to myself, cackling at my 
own stupidity. I should’ve spun in the chair a little longer. I might’ve come up with 
something even funnier; maybe something funny enough to cure my boredom! 

I watched their game for a little while longer. A sort of longing built up inside 
me as I watched them. What I really wanted do was ask them if I could play along. Ha! 
What a joke. A grown woman in a business suit and four-inch heels kicking a soccer 
ball around with school boys? Fat chance. What would people think?  

They would think you were an absolute maniac, the kind they tell their children 
to stay far away from. I had my own snot-faced, goody-two shoes in my mind to pick 
out what was wrong with my ideas. I let out a disgruntled sigh. What about my 
opinion? Does it even count anymore? 

*   *   *   *   * 

“Darling.” My mother wore many masks when she was raising me. She had put 
her cold, strict, listen-to-me-good mask on this time. “Where were you?” Her tone 
was steely.  
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“Out with a friend.” I gritted my teeth. I had a few masks of my own. I was trying 
on my teen rebel mask this time. 

“Don’t you dare give me that! You were out with him again! I thought I told you 
to stay away from him. He isn’t good enough to even be seen with people of our class!”  

My first love- she was criticizing my first love based on his money! Not his 
looks, or his personality, or that cute dimple he had, just how much money he would 
inherit. Of course I had something of my own to say. “Oh? Well you know, Ma, I 
always thought it ought to be the other way around.” I crossed my arms, raising an 
eyebrow sardonically “‘People of our class’ are too conceited to hang out with good 
people like him.” 

She placed her hands on her hips, her eyes narrowing into an icy glare. “Be 
grateful for what you have. Trust me, you will wish you listened to me one day. He is 
nothing but a fad for you, and soon, you will realize that too.” 

“Get off your high horse, Ma, and then get your eyes checked. That’s the only 
way you’re ever going to be able to see things how they’re supposed to be seen.” 

*   *   *   *   * 

Needless to say, my “fad” did not stick around. By mere coincidence, he and his 
family packed their bags and moved away about a week after the argument between 
my mother and I. He sent me a mere “I’m leaving. Goodbye.” text. I snorted when I saw 
it. My mother had struck yet again. 

 Slowly, the rebellious fire I had ignited was being put out by those who wanted 
to control me. I didn’t speak out. I kept my sarcasm in my head. I grew accustomed to 
the norm.   

 But lately, I’ve been second-guessing the norm.   

 I found myself staring at a picture of myself with my friends at age 16 on the 
bulletin board in front of me. It was a terrible quality Polaroid. I had ice cream all over 
myself, and the most ridiculous smile on my face. I had two friends by my side, 
friends whose names had gotten lost in my head over the years. They giggling at my 
embarrassing situation. I chuckled at my younger self. 

 However it wasn’t the ice cream, my smile, or my friends that had caught my 
attention. It was me. The glow that I had simply radiated off the photo.  

I looked at my hands as an idea formed itself in my brain. Finally, for the first 
time in a long time, I knew what I was going to do. And that goody-two shoes in my 
brain? I taped her mouth shut!   

I jumped out of the window seat. I rushed over to my closet and threw the 
doors open. I crept in, fighting my way through the rows of blazers and dresses to a 
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shelf I kept hidden in the back. Reaching over, I carefully lifted a box I had cheekily 
labelled “STUFF MA HATES (STUFF I LOVE)”. Then I pulled out “ol’ reliable”; my zebra-
print duffel. I dumped everything in the box into the duffel, and zipped it closed.  

Toothbrush? Toothpaste? Makeup remover wipes? 

I’ll find some later...  

I took hold of the long handles and draped them over my shoulder. As I was 
rushing out, I caught my reflection in the mirror. No, these shoes wouldn’t do. I 
stepped out of my heels. I scrutinized the neat shelves stocked full with my shoes. 
Finally, on the bottom-most shelf, I found a pair of ratty hiking boots. Perfect! 

 I slid my feet into them, then glanced around. One last thing. I tore a sheet of 
paper off the notebook that laid open on my desk. Chewing my lip, I wrote my mother 
a note. 

 Ma: 

 I know you’re going to be shocked about this, but I ’m leaving. I 
can’t take it here anymore. I need to start fresh, forget these past few 
years, you know? Remember how Dad used to call me the “Rebel in Red”? 
Well I ’m not her anymore, but I want to find her again. I hope you 
understand. 

With love, 

M.R.C  

 Tucking the note safely in my pocket, I grabbed my bag and flew out the door. 

“Miss, where are you heading off to?” I turned around to see my attendant, 
trotting down the stairs behind me.  

“Don’t think I’m a madwoman, because I am not. I am completely sane. I’m, um, 
going away.” I gave him a half-grin. 

He nodded curtly.  

“Give this to my mother. And make sure she’s had some tea or something 
before she reads it.” I turned, ready to leave. “Oh and give this to her too.” I rummaged 
around inside my duffel. I pulled out a long chain with a ruby red rose pendant 
hanging in the very center. It was a birthday gift from my father. “Let’s keep this a 
secret,” he had told me. Being the true daddy’s girl I was, I never wore it. However, the 
night my father passed away, I pulled it out of hiding and slept with it, hoping it would 
mend the hole my father’s death had torn in my heart. It was a small wonder; each 
time I looked at it, everything that happened around me, everything I did magically felt 
so right. Maybe it would help my mother out a little.  
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“Goodbye.” My attendant gave me a small wave.   

I threw my arms around him and gave him a huge grin. “Goodbye!” 

I stepped outside, and found myself attacked by the city’s liveliness. Traffic 
lights shone bright in my face. The park across the street was full of skittering 
children. I strolled down the street in my dusty hiking boots, and smiled to myself. 
This is it, I thought.  

This was my time. Time to forget the past, revel in the present, and attack the 
future.   
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EMILY WAN; GRADE 8 
Words 
The keys to the gates of hopeful dreams, 
The needles that sew the vital seams, 
Taken for granted and overlooked, 
Yet thousands exist in a single book. 
 
A shout, a call, a whisper, a breath, 
To celebrate triumphs, to mourn a death. 
Whether they’re bold or between the lines, 
I listen and every word becomes mine. 
 
They trickle across a flimsy page, 
Holding the thoughts of every age, 
Spinning threads of imagination, 
Or speaking the story of a nation. 
 
At times they help and at times they harm, 
Used as a curse or a good luck charm. 
What words you say you’re obliged to claim, 
Whether they lead to downfall or fame. 
 
When the time comes to have my say, 
Each word will find the right place to stay. 
In my writing, my thoughts, and my voice, 
They grant me expression, wit, and poise. 
A single wrong word can start a war; 
The pen is truly mightier than the sword. 
While words are ignored all too often, 
The marks they leave cannot be forgotten. 
 
“A picture is worth a thousand words”— 
The quote’s disregard is simply absurd. 
If words are inept in all occasions, 
This saying should be an illustration. 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 
The Relationship of Math and Life 
Shapes of the Past. 
Numbers of the Present 
Variables of the Future. 
 
Different for every little hand drawing them, 
Every grown-up touching them. 
Sometimes we miss a point, 
Only later to remember and disappoint, 
In finding it too late to mend, 
That broken shape. 
Proofs and theorems,  
Part of the old, solved by many,  
So we fly and shoot for the new.  
But while waiting for the latest,  
Don’t forget the basics  
And the old you.  
 
Same every time you see them, 
Constant in problems and mazes of wits. 
But with one careless mistake, 
It changes, never to be fixed again, 
Because we wrote in pen, 
With the confidence of a youth,  
The bane and talent of adolescence. 
 
Changing every time you try to simplify them. 
Yet they never alter their appearance, 
Staying the same throughout. 
Until that moment,  
Reaching the last step, 
They just become additional numbers, 
That might be the right or wrong solution, 
Later confirmed with substitution. 
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ARTWORK 
 

ANUSHA FATEHPURIA; GRADE 7 

A Dandelion Amidst the Grass 
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MEERA SRINIVASAN; GRADE 8 

Refractions 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 

Keeping it Simple 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 
Staining the World 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 

Hidden Serenity 
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WENDY ZHANG; GRADE 8 

Bitten By the Frost 
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EMILY WAN; GRADE 8 

Sunset at Key West 
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AMANDA ZHU; GRADE 8 

Eau á Feu 
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