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EMILY CHEN; GRADE 6
Sunrise
First, the world
is dark.
Silent.
A single bird
breaks into song.
As if by magic,
a hesitant glow
reaches
long, slender fingers
over the hills,
over the mountains;
stretching over
rivers, streams, forests
through the skies.
Once dark
velvety black night
sprinkled with
glittering diamond stars
Over black and blue
shadows.
Now the sky
lightens to
a pale pink.
Filled with little floating
cloud-boats
that sail across the sky
riding on the wind.
A blink of an eye-and the world
is transformed.
Birds of all
sizes and colors
whistle and chirp
as the glow
spreads its body
over the world,
engulfing it
in a storm of light.
The pale pink
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of early dawn
deepens into the
wild blue yonder.
Sunrise
has arrived—
like a flower
blooming.
First
petals are
nervously spread
and as the flower
grows confident
and reassured
the petals unfold
slowly,
but surely.
Sunrise
has arrived—
the start of a new day
a chance to make
the most of everything,
to be cheerful
in the center
of a dark gray cloud.
To have fun
wherever you go.
To help others
find the right path
to eternal happiness.
To remember
that after the rain
comes the sun.
To succeed in
another day of life.
Sunrise.
The start.
The world
began its
first true day
with a
sunrise.
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ESTHER KAO; GRADE 8
Soul Song
Once upon a time, this would never have happened.
Once upon a time, in a fairytale land, I would have never been brought to my knees like this,
broken, unable to call out, cry out.
Once upon a time . . . well, no use dwelling on the past.
After all, that was then.
This is now.
Now, I am captive.
The physical manifestation of me is not bound—instead, I am quite at leisure to move
around—at least, in the confined space I have been assigned.
But somehow—somehow—they have managed to bind the very innermost being of my
soul.
And I doubt that I will be able to break free.
Let me tell you a story.
Once upon a time, there was a girl. She lived in a kingdom, a magical kingdom—a kingdom
in which people danced in the streets and sang for joy.
This girl was loved by her people, for she had a magnificent singing voice that filled the
entire kingdom with its tremulous power, a voice that rang pure and clear like a bell. When people
heard her, they would stop to listen. It became a ritual, this girl singing. The kingdom drew power
from her voice, like a bear sapping honey from a honeycomb.
This girl grew up, and she continued singing her magnificent songs. She was revered by her
people, hailed as no less than a princess, royalty. Surely she must be royalty, they said amongst
themselves, or otherwise she would not be blessed with this voice.
And it was true, she had been blessed with the most sublime voice ever known to
humankind. When she sang, joy, peace, and love followed.
One day, the girl stepped out to sing for her people. She was well known, by now, and
thousands from other kingdoms flocked to hear the voice rumored to be the voice of an angel.
She stepped out and opened her mouth.
Nothing came out.
Perhaps you would like to further a guess as to the identity of this girl?
That‟s right.
It‟s me.
I‟m still in the kingdom, you see, just in a quite different situation that I am used to.
I look up, and all around me is darkness. Before me is my only way out, if only I were able to
open it. But I can‟t.
The words above read, “Sing me a song, and for you I shall open.”
If only. If only . . .
Once I could have let loose, sung out. But now . . . now I can‟t.
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I‟ve lost my voice, my ability to sing. I used it all up, and now nothing remains. It‟s all gone.
My fingers close around the bars.
A single tear drop slides downwards and splatters on the hard concrete floor. A reflection of
me. A beautiful, crystal clear hope, dream, creation . . . but of which remained nothing but the
slightest splotch, the slightest puddle. Gone.
Once upon a time . . .
I close my eyes, and allow myself to remember.
The world is a kaleidoscope of colors, and it twists to fit my vision.
I watch the colors float by, in beautiful bubbles made of silk, filling the sky and enveloping the world.
Brown hair is tossed, bright white teeth flash at me, and those dark eyes full of laughter crinkle up at the
sides—and then those warm arms are around me, lifting me up . . .
I stretch out a little hand and caress the silken bubbles, laughing as they dissipate before my eyes.
And then Mother sets me down, and I am off, running on my little toddler legs, rolling in the grass, cheeks
rosy with glee, singing the song that never ends, the song that goes on forever—in the sea, in the trees, in the clear, clear,
clear blue sky, in everything in the world that surrounds me.
In my eyes, as I watch the swirling colors, breathe in the fresh air, laugh in the sunlight and dance with the
ones I love, I hear a song, rising from the ground. It is soft, but melodious, ringing out.
I bend down and press my little ear to the ground, closing my eyes.
And opening my mouth.
And singing.
Until that song has become such a part of me—
—that I know nothing else.
I gasp, eyes opening. My hands fly to my chest, and I feel a steady pulse in my heart, a
sudden pulse that fills my being, engulfs my soul.
My soul song.
It beats, like a newly born firefly, beaming gently and softly, but once set free, it will stretch
out its wings and light up the world.
It is up to me to let it go.
I rise from my kneeling position, allowing my hair to tumble freely down my back. Feet set
apart in a light stance, shoulders set back.
An intake of breath.
I think back to that soul song so long ago, rising from the depths of the earth, filling my
being. Close my eyes. Imagine this soul song, my soul song, rising up in me, in my soul, in every
fiber of me and who I am. I open my mouth, feel it lifting upwards, feel myself lifting upwards, and
it‟s like—it‟s like—
Floating.
Suspended in the air, by power, by force.
Suspended in the air by my soul.
Suddenly, there is light, light I never saw before. Suddenly, the colors have returned, and I am reaching out
once more for silken bubbles, feeling my mother’s warm embrace, seeing that glorious, glorious sun stretching out, and
the colors are swirling again, the freshness has returned to the air, and—
I release, let all that light fade away, and suddenly—
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The bars.
They haven‟t fallen away.
Above, the inscription remains the same, unchanged, and suddenly my mother‟s face flashes
before me, that beautiful fairytale land in which I once played, and I see how far away it is.
And that‟s when I know that it‟s all hopeless.
My soul isn‟t enough; it isn‟t enough to be the song that opens the door, sets me free. It isn‟t
enough to be my life saver, my voice giver, the epitome of who I am.
It’s not enough.
I’m not enough.
And that is when I know, with dazzling certainty, that I will never sing again.
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TIFFANY TZENG; GRADE 8
For Better or For Worse
Bird and insect calls filled the otherwise deserted streets. Brightly colored flowers the height
of a full-grown man grew in the crumbling cement sidewalk, their roots spreading underneath the
rubble. Vines as thick as the cables on the Golden Gate Bridge encircled the buildings like a boa
constrictor strangling a stout child. A large brown pod rolled down the hills and bumped to a stop
against a car. A cloud of tiny gray-and-black birds flew out the broken windshield and zoomed into
one of the few undamaged buildings. The pod shuddered and cracked open. A dragonfly with a
wingspan wider than an eagle‟s crawled out and started to dry its damp wings.
I wrote down these observations into my notebook and gazed up at the towering trees that
replaced the familiar apartment buildings and shopping centers of San Francisco. Up until six
months ago, San Francisco was chaotic with life. Now, it is impossible for most people to live here.
New diseases and parasites came with the plants and animals. I had to get immunized before I got
here. I had to, if I wanted to explore this new jungle. We did not know how a city could become a
jungle in less than a year. As a biologist, it‟s my job to find out how it happened.
For six months, I lived on Angel Island with a few hundred refugees with no electricity and
barely enough shelter. There were more people on the other islands like ours in the bay. People with
money left for other parts of the country. The middle and lower classes had nowhere to go. Then, I
was offered an opportunity to get away from the overcrowded islands. Our governor was looking
for brave, observant people to navigate the highly vegetated streets in an effort to find the origin of
this strange phenomenon. He thought that if they could figure this out, then they could find a way
to reclaim the city.
I was an avid hiker before I moved to San Francisco, so I volunteered for the job. Now I‟m
here, picking my way through my destroyed city. Armed with nothing but a solar powered tablet
computer, I ventured out to capture the urban rainforest in words and photos.
Today, I was assigned to record data on birds. I have already heard a lot of different
birdcalls, but I had only seen one species, the gray-and-black ones. Wandering through the jungle, I
couldn‟t have felt more isolated from other humans. Not a single bird appeared, not even a feather.
Yet, I was surrounded by birdsong. I just couldn‟t figure out where it was coming from. I sat down
for a rest. I started whistling some happy tunes, reminding me of my carefree childhood. The sound
echoed back. I got to my feet, instantly alert, and tentatively whistled another pattern. The response
was immediate. I spun on my heels just in time to see a bright orange bird burst out of the branches
and flew away.
I ran after it, but it already disappeared among the trees and buildings. The bird didn‟t even
leave a feather to show where it had gone. This was going to take longer than I thought. My
whistling songs filled the air again. The response came immediately. Distant, but still there. A bright
orange dot appeared floating in the street further downhill, and then zoomed away. I gave chase,
whistling every twenty feet or so and occasionally seeing the bird itself. The bird slowed down,
allowing me to catch up. When I did, it chirped once and slipped into a thick tangle of vegetation.
The plants here grew too close together to see what was hiding behind them. But from the
number of different birdcalls coming from the bushes and trees, it wasn‟t very hard to tell what was
there. Not wanting to scare the birds, I stuck my tablet through the branches. Hopefully, the black
casing would help camouflage it. I took a few pictures and carefully withdrew my tablet and hurried
away without disturbing the birds.
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I didn‟t look at the pictures until I was on the ferry back to the islands. Most of them just
looked like blobs of green, brown, black, and occasionally, neon orange. The blobs became clearer,
with definite shapes and colors. The blobs became words.
I stared at the first clear picture. It was of a wide, smooth leaf. Written on the leaves with mud were
the words: “Leave us alone.” Dirty fingers with ragged nails held the edges of the leaf.
I skipped a couple more blurry photos and found another sign that said: “Give animals a
chance.” I kept looking and saw others that stated things like: “You‟ve destroyed their homes, now
they‟re taking over yours.” and “Don‟t drive them out now, not when they‟ve learned to live.” In the
last photo, a ragged man stared up at me with old, wise eyes. The orange bird perched on his
shoulder, its head cocked to one side as if waiting to see what I would do.
That old man had a considerable argument. It was true how if we hadn‟t destroyed the
animals‟ habitats, there would have been no reason for them to adapt to city life. If we just drove
them out of their homes again, after a matter of time, this would all happen again. Maybe it would
be better if San Francisco stayed a jungle, the perfect habitat for the fascinating species that now live
here. I just hope the government would understand the old man‟s philosophy as well as I did.
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RAJITA PUJARE; GRADE 6
Cloudwalker
I stare up at the gloriously bright azure sky, not cloudless but still clear. It stretches past the
horizon, deep into the hills, and I get that giddy but euphoric feeling that tumbles around in my
stomach when I see looming figures on a planetarium screen. This is better than being in a
planetarium—because, oh, I'm drowning in the subtle, delicious color that is surrounding me. A
fluffy, pillow-like cloud that is hanging high above me in the sky looks so real and close that it
seems like I can just reach out my hand... and touch it. I close my eyes and everything goes black—
and soon I am slipping…away…and away…and away…
Suddenly, brilliant colors flood my view and a beautiful world emerges from the blackness.
Every detail is the same as before, but enhanced. I feel dew caress my fingertip, and the cool, balmy
breeze dances with my hair. I tilt my head back and look up, and there is the sky again, only...I am
there. I see myself, standing boldly on a cloud. A heroic gladiator, looking ahead to the future. My
feet, clad in dark leather sandals, tread what is only air with ease. I look sharp and determined, ready
to confront anything in the world.
A painful jolt and a rapid stream of loud, rude words slap me back to reality. I rub my elbow,
knowing for sure a lecture would follow, and brace myself. I‟m particularly vulnerable to anything
that can start an argument and can lose my head over something small.
“Why, why, don‟t you ever pay attention?” someone begins, and more voices join in, frustrated
and upset. I nod and nod and nod until my head is tired, apologize about a million times, and try to
look guilty, and when it‟s finally over I get instructions to go sit down somewhere and just watch.
This has happened so many times I‟m not discomfited; it‟s worse when I get in trouble with the
teacher.
People have asked if I have an attention disorder. My principal interrogates me about once a
year or so, and as I‟ve gotten older his questions have become blunter and blunter: "I've tried to
understand you all these years, but I just can't. We've asked you so many times to any least make an
effort to pay attention, but you don't. I'm sorry, but it's a problem and it has got to stop."
It‟s not anything like that. It‟s just an…escape. From this world. I can‟t really explain it to
anyone, and I don‟t ever bother. Sometimes I don‟t really understand it myself.
They all call it mindless daydreaming, childish fantasizing. Yes, it‟s a disadvantage, but it‟s
much, much more than daydreaming. I‟ve always thought of it as a kind of a portal to a faraway,
heavenly place where the world is not blemished with countless imperfections, where scornful
teenagers do not stalk every hallway, where I can finally express myself without making sure it what
I say, what I do, doesn‟t bother anyone.
I started doing it two years ago. I was a mess, friendless and depressed. I was charred with
scars from a brutal history of pain and hurt, sorrow and grief. After my father left the house, my
family started to quickly deteriorate and my life became disastrous. School was unbearable, and
home was almost twice as bad. The problems collided and…I tried, so, so hard to fix things, but in
the end I was misunderstood, ridiculed, neglected.
My social life has currently sunken way beyond rehabilitation and most people look at me as if
I‟m still a naïve little toddler. But nowadays, at least, I don‟t spend an hour after school hiding
behind the gates, sobbing so hard my sleeves are soaked.
I had a hole in my heart that couldn‟t be healed, a hole that throbbed with a pain
unquenchable. I felt out of place and lost—a useless, inferior excuse for a person who doesn‟t know
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what to do with herself. An utterly miserable girl, silently questioning, finding mistakes in everything
but failing to fix herself.
I hated my classmates, I hated my family, I hated the world. I saw it as superficial and fake—
why are such little things so important? Like clothes, and these disgusting love games everyone
plays, and all this senseless gossip.
But if the world was so shallow, why was it belittling me with these mere words, mere actions,
mere ideas?
I was dangerously teetering on the edge of the cliff of sanity, the scornful hands of jeering
children pushing me forward. I was bidding good-bye to the world…until I discovered what they
called daydreaming.
At first it was just wishful thinking, wondering how life would be different if she didn‟t do this,
and I didn‟t do that. But then it grew to longing fancies, whimsical reveries, and far-fetched dreams.
Daydreaming. Just that simple word doesn‟t justify its magnitude. When I daydream and free
my imagination from its limits, I see myself amidst a million boundless possibilities, possibilities I'd
never have thought even worth trying before. I see myself as braver and stronger, the person I've
always wanted to be.
And more than that, I see a better world, where I, and everyone, can fit in. Everything is so
blissfully flawless, and it all seems so…real.
The hole in my heart is now filled with dreams of the future.
I rose above the stinging insults. I rose above it all, stood taller and straighter and ignored their
snide mockery. I kept rising, higher and higher…struggling, struggling, and finally breaking free
from the bonds of the world…and soon I felt my feet gently land onto a light as feather cloud.
I am still on that cloud, my head near the stars. My dreams and ambitions are tangible,
beautiful things, floating around me, so tantalizing, so tantalizing…my fingers stretch out hungrily to
grab them…
Nothing seems impossible anymore.
I found out some people weren't snobbish as I had always thought, and that there is beauty left
in the world, just hidden in the strangest places. Daydreaming also helped me open my eyes and see
past the cruelty, the ugly things that cover up the true kindness of something. It helped to shield my
fragile mind from the bad parts of the world, but also to open my eyes to the good parts of the
world—the parts I had been missing out on this whole time. I learned not to just assume. To truly
interpret one another, we must sympathize and understand, reach down into the depths of their
hearts and soothe the pain.
Nothing, no taunting words or intimidating confrontation discouraged me after that day, nor
will. I‟ll pull myself together and visit my imaginary paradise, pretend it never happened, forgive
them and forget about it. And when I get back, I'm revitalized.
Daydreaming helps me believe that I am more than what everyone says: because of it, I know
that, in spite of any harsh, foul words that are thrown at me, I‟m not just a clumsy girl who always
asks stupid questions and blanks out a lot.
I know that, just in another world…
I am anyone I want to be, an invincible warrior.
But more than anything else, I am…
A cloud walker, one who stands among her dreams.
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RAINA JOHN; GRADE 6
Elements
Air
Gusts of breeze
On a warm summer day
Awaken the impatient wind
And lull the heat of the day to sleep
Earth
Fumes of dust cloud the greenery
Sprouts pop out of the brown landscape
The ruffling of leaves and the waves crashing against the shore
Animals chittering all around
Fire
Ribbons of scarlet
Engulf the land
Wisps of smoke rise
Restless Flames
Burn mercilessly
Water
Drops of silver
Ripple the silk
Quench the thirst
Bringing life to wilting plants
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AILEEN LU; GRADE 8
As Long As I Live
“Are you having fun yet?” an eight year old girl asked her older brother.
He looked up from the ground to look at her face and gave her a weak smile, nodding. The
girl grinned and started singing. They had already gone five days without a decent meal, spending
their time wandering around looking for anything that looked edible. Yet his sister was always so
optimistic. She never complained if she was tired or hungry, always persevering until she collapsed.
“My brother and I go anywhere we want, anytime we want, and the best part is when we
have fun, my brother smiles! This is why I sing, with the birdies I sing and skip, because my brother
smiles,” she sang up to the sky, announcing it to the whole world. She was happy and joyful, and
seemingly oblivious to the desolate world around her.
The older brother watched his younger sister, smiling simply because he knew that was what
kept her happy. He had no friends, no parents, no home; he was a nomad. There was nothing good
left in his world but his sister, and he was determined to keep her good. Pure and happy.
She kept singing, and soon, the birds stopped and she was singing all alone, her own little
solo in the song of life. He marveled at how she could be so innocent and happy even with all the
nothingness around her. The animals, the plants, the air, it had all been polluted, turned plain and
drab, a shadow of the world before, a song that slowly died out. Humans, humans like him, like her,
were spread far, with miles of nothing between them.
Her song was a constant in his life. It began everyday the moment after she asked her daily
question until the sun fell and the stars lit up. It seemed that his response to her question
determined her mood for the rest of the day. He had learned this since the day his brother died and
he had said no. No he wasn‟t happy, the world was a horrible place and he wasn‟t happy. That whole
day, she was miserable, and she kept giving him little sad glances. But the worse part was that she
didn‟t sing. Her song was what grounded him, what kept him from going insane. It reminded him of
hope, of the promises he had made to their older brother.
Keep her safe. Not only that, but keep yourself safe too. Stay full, hydrated, safe and most importantly,
happy. You hear me? Yes? Promise me, that when I’m not here, you’ll do all that I have said. Their brother had
said, firm and commanding, but caring, as always.
The memory was still sharp and clear, even though it had happened a year ago. He hadn‟t
know why his brother wanted him to promise that he do all that he said, but he could tell that it was
serious. His brother died two days later. He tried to dig a grave for his brother, but was too weak to
do so. Then he remembered what his brother had said and that he had vowed to keep his sister
happy. But when he wiped his tears away and turned to comfort his sister, he found her to be sad,
but not nearly as heartbroken as he was.
It’s ok, she had said, Biggest Brother deserved rest. Now he can rest forever. Exactly what Father had
said when Mother had died.
But since that day, she had always had nightmares. She cried out in her sleep, arms trying to
grasp their brother, searching for what was no longer there. The safety of their brother‟s arms.
A sudden crescendo in his sister's song brought him back to the present. His stomach was
empty and he could tell from the grumbling from his sister‟s stomach that she was hungry as well.
He looked back to the ground, searching for something. Soon enough, he found what he had been
looking for all the time, and started to walk in squiggly, crooked line, his eyes transfixed on

11

something on the ground. A line of ants, his sign that food was nearby. Wherever the ants went, it
was because there was food there.
His sister took notice and followed quickly after him. Not an hour later, they came upon a
dead carcass of something. It was a humongous mass of meat, three times as large as he was.
Up to that day, he still had no idea where the pieces of meat came from. What they came
from. No matter what, it seemed as if the chunks of meat never rotted. He was never sure if it was
safe to eat, but the ants ate it, so he assumed he could too. Their older brother had said it tasted like
chicken blended with shrimp, with the texture of lamb. By the time he was born, there were no such
animals. Just these large chunks of meat that came from what he decided were probably dead
monsters. The mutated animals with six eyes, seven limbs, a useless wing or two, maybe thirteen
antennae. There was only one thing that they all had in common. They all had a gaping maw of
blade sharp teeth. He remembered a very old story his older brother had told him. It was called
Little Red Cap and he remembered it well because it was the only story he ever knew.
"Oh, grandmother, what a horribly big mouth you have!"
"All the better to eat you with!" And with that the wolf jumped out of bed, jumped on top
of poor Little Red Cap, and ate her up.
After cutting off some meat and setting it on a fire to cook, he lay himself down on the
ground with his sister next to him and squinted at the sky, like every other night, hoping to catch a
glimpse of the object his older brother had called the moon. Or if he was lucky, maybe he‟d glimpse
an even smaller object, a star. But tonight, as all the other nights, the thick, unnaturally green layer of
smog did not lift and not a sliver of the sky was to be seen. Their older brother said that before,
there were things called clouds, nice puffy white fluffs that floated in the sky.
When the smoke that rose from the fire began to smell edible, he began cutting the meat
into thin strips, leaving some for later. He was about to turn around to hand his sister some when he
noticed that he could no longer hear her song. As he turned around, he froze with fear when his
suspicions were verified. She was gone. He ran, screaming her name up to the sky, praying to God
that she was ok. That the mutants hadn‟t found her. That the monsters hadn‟t eaten her yet. That
the wolf hadn‟t eaten Little Red Cap yet. All the better to eat you with. The rocks seemed to go out of
their way to try to trip him and weeds snagged on his feet, grabbing on to him, slowing him down.
He was once again reminded of another part of the story.
"Oh, grandmother, what big hands you have!"
"All the better to grab you with!"
He ran with more passion now, struggling against the weeds that continued to grab his feet,
his legs, leaving thin red lines down them.
“Where are you? I‟m coming!” He wailed to the sky, his voice cracking, desperate.
He tore out of the sparse woods of dying trees into a field of trampled, wilted grass.
“Brother, look! A dandelion! Make a wish!” she exclaimed, a big grin on her face as she held
the dandelion up to him. “There were more, and I followed them to find more, but this was the last
one. So I saved it for you!”
It was just like it was in the story.
“Each time she picked one she thought that she could see an even more beautiful one a little way off, and she
ran after it, going further and further into the woods.”
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He took a deep breath, calming down slowly. Time seemed to slow down, rewind and stop.
Erratic emotions collided within him, confusion, anger, frustration, happiness. Make a wish.... so
childish, useless. A wish was just a wish, it would help nothing. But when he looked around, he saw
that all there was around him was nothing. So he took the plant, which was once seen as a pest but
now was one of the last remaining notes in the song of life, and hoped that it would make
everything better.
I wish that her song never dies, that its flourishes help remake this nothing into something. That her song
helps restore life’s song.
~

~

~

The dandelion seeds drifted along on the wind, twirling and spinning in the air like the girl‟s
song. One by one, they fell to the ground, into cracks and holes in the ground. As the girl skipped
happily with her brother following behind, each seed took root and green dandelion plants began to
sprout, one on every note the girl sang. The feeling of hope and life grew along with the dandelion
plants, creating a sense of awe and wonder.
The boy took notice and for once, actually smiled, not for his sister, but for himself. His
sister made the nothing around him fade away because she was his everything. The world would be
okay, because his little sister brought out the beauty in the nothing around them. Her lovely song
would spread, and so would the song of life, just as the dandelions did and then this nothing might
just turn out to be everything.
Until then, he‟d just remember to enjoy the small moments in life where time stops and
emotions surround him. The moments of being grateful, of having hope for the future. There was
still hope for life, his sister and himself. The wolf would always have great big claws. All the better to
eat you with. But little red cap would always survive because the lumberjack would always come kill
the wolf. That is why he would always keep his sister, and himself, happy and alive. He had
forgotten the most important part of his promise. Keep yourself happy. He had been so
concentrated on keeping his sister safe and happy that he had forgotten to do the same for himself.
From now on, he would remember his brother‟s words and keep his promise. All of it, not
just the part about his sister, but him as well. He finally understood why she asked her daily
question. She would only be happy if he was as well. As he thought of his promise to his brother,
the last sentence of the story came to the front of his mind.
"As long as I live, I will never leave the path and run off into the woods by myself if mother
tells me not to." Little Red Cap thought.
After mulling over the story for a while with his sister in his arms, he took a deep breath.
“As long as I live, I will never leave the path and run off into the woods by myself because
my brother told me not to,” he whispered.
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The Impossible Truth

NUHA AHMED; GRADE 8

Nothing is impossible.
The heavy presence of innocence and naivety left no mark on Peter Icarus‟s face, but it
pierced deep into his soul. His father‟s experienced hand burdened the young child‟s shoulder. Face
to face, eye to eye, man to man, his father spoke to him in clear and precise words. A quiet breeze
blew through the wide French doors, as soft morning rays of light seeped through wherever they
could. Serenity would have described it all—a storybook perfect morning, his father, proud of his
accomplished son.
He’s grown to be just like me, he would think, I’ve taught him well.
Only there was one final advice he had yet to give. His father kneeling down in front of
Peter and spoke three words, and only three, “Nothing—is—impossible.” His fathers‟ face lightened
as if those three words were the key to his son‟s promising future.
Leaving Peter still standing in comprehension, he laid down back in bed, and spoke not
another word. Contemplating on that ever so famous phrase, Peter shuffled out of the room, so
deep in thought he stood petrified in the warmth of the inviting hallway. Slowly turning his head
towards the mirror framed and hung on the wall, his heavy gaze struggled to lift up, so that his
piercing glare reflected straight back into his mysterious hazel brown eyes. Head tilted to one side,
his mind found a new thought to chase—the shame that had once clouded his perspective of life,
now cleared and an almost animated glint sparkled from the corner of his eye. Peter Icarus. No
longer the shy individual that always caged himself, now dared to try.
Oblivious of time, the mirror witnessed all those life changing events that took place in the
Icarus family. Having only the truth to offer, Peter would often gaze upon his reflection and search
for the answers to his failures. His father—long gone, his mother never there. He was on his own.
Strengthened by the obstacle course life had challenged him with, he had all reason to use that
experience, but he thought himself better than everyone else. His head was past the clouds as the
lack of imperfection suffocated him. Peter was the eyes of the world, jealousy from all who knew
him fed his filthy hunger for once thought unachievable goals.
Nothing is impossible.
No longer did he need to dream, his imagination was reality, but those who where envious
of him and his life, slapped him in his face and chained him to the dirty ground. Unable to get back
up, his bruised confidence weighed him down like a lead ball in his hallowed out heart—the
consequences of perfection, an un-humanly characteristic. The advise worthless, and like all
power—moderation is key. That single advice was a power in itself, if used correctly—if lived by
effectively, would be and was the very reason of his success. But with Peter Icarus, his goals were
aimed too high, and like a pebble in a sling shot, if aimed steeply would soon enough dive fast into
the ground. This was the predicament of Peter Icarus.
Nothing is impossible.
Failure after failure, Peter was past his breaking point, and could not recover himself one
more time, only to be led into a false imagination of pride and glory that he would never be able to
reach.
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Sad, depressed, and feeling worthless, he returned to the mirror one last time, one last glance
before he would seal his fate with his own will. From those once innocent eyes, naivety had
drowned beneath the weight of arrogance— he had abused that gift of wisdom, his father had given
him which was in reality the final and only words he had ever spoken to Peter.
Old pictures in shades of black and white of his father, hung patient of time, untouched and
dusty on the old walls. But passed memories clothed in color and drenched in emotion, still hung
steady in Peter‟s mind. As many great stories end, Peter‟s father slipped away as well, and those three
words, “nothing is impossible,” became his final words.
And now those three words sounded like nails on a chalkboard—a burden to carry, a burden
to know. But also like that screeching feeling, the echo would not disappear.
That feeling of frustration had forced his mind past the brink of his downfall, to a point
where he now haltingly crept towards the edge of a not-so-tall-cliff. The hill above the cliff, where
Peter nervously crawled, was covered with inviting green grass and flowers dancing like butterflies in
the wind. The scenery gave warmth and comfort, almost like it was encouraging Peter to keep
going—till the end of the cliff—till he would realize that all his thoughts and fabrications of his
mind were not reality, were not the truth but just the opposite.
Determined, Peter continued towards his end. If I had the ability to, I would have surely
stopped him by then, seeing that his future was not one to be remembered. Incapable though, all I
could do was watch. Beneath the cliff was quite a deep part of the sea. The wind played with his
hair, like a last attempt to convince Peter that life was a walk in the park. But his fate was already
sealed—Peter was rapidly falling towards the uninviting waves that crashed against the cliff. I
regretted not helping him, in the only possible way I could, but I had wanted him to finish his story,
ending it for him would have only left Peter as a cliffhanger.
The look in his eyes made it certain that he was able to see me as a mere hallucination while
he descended. He must have thought me cruel to let him take his own life away. But the moment
ended in a flash, as pressing issues conquered his delusional thoughts.
Soon his body pierced the sea like a knife, and the freezing sea bit his skin like fire, but failed
to offer a comforting appearance. Drawn in by the current, he was smashed against the cliff like a
doll. Stunned and unable to move, Peter‟s paralyzed body drifted down into the deep dark parts of
the unknown. A million things raced through his mind, but he could not do a thing.
People had always described the moment of death as a sudden flashback of all those
important memories of your life, until suddenly your sight is blinded and all you see is a bright white
light. In truth, what they were seeing is my shadow. But Peter Icarus was different. He was staring
right at me, like he was sick of cover-ups and shadows and deviations from reality—he wanted the
truth and I let him have it.
His lips had turned purple to blue, and his face dead white. One single thought struggled to
break free into his mind, as his last signs of life started to disappear.
His eyes reflected a moment of realization in his thoughts. The truth spilled out, after
waiting for this chance to arrive for so long, that he—Peter Icarus was the only one to blame for his
failure. He brought shame to the word perfection. Perfection doesn‟t exist, it‟s all those small details
left out, those imperfect lines that find refuge in one‟s heart and fill it with happy memories, because
they have the touch of mankind to them.
His moment of realization passed, as regret took over. Tears spilled out of his sorry eyes,
only to be immediately added to the pre-existing mass of salt water that surrounded him. Showing
mercy, I made that moment of pain one that was short lived as I, Death, took claim of his lifeless
body.
I am the unvarnished truth.
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During the moment before forever, my shadow—the sudden flashback of memories is the
bent truth. I choose not to bring up many sorrowful memories, but when I felt Peter Icarus‟s eyes
lay upon me—not my shadow, I could feel him feeding on the raw truth.
Now, I sit on the bottom of the raging sea, with his lifeless body in my arms, befuddled by
everything happening so quickly. My conscience felt relieved, but my heart now weighed down with
sorrow that had transferred to me. I had restrained myself before from taking away his soul, which
caged his hardship and pain, but I saw the silver lining of hope for Peter to realize his mistake and
climb the ladder of success again. If only this moment had come sooner
I felt the same as I had many centuries ago when I held Icarus‟s body in my arms at the
bottom of the Icarian Sea. He was warned not to fly too close to the sun, nor too close to the sea,
but to follow the path of flight. Overcome by the giddiness that flying lent him, Icarus soared
through the sky curiously, but came dangerously close to the sun, which melted the wax. Icarus kept
flapping his wings but soon realized that he had no feathers left and that he was only flapping his
bare arms and so Icarus fell into the sea.
I now understand—Peter Icarus. Given wings of wisdom, but never took the precautions
that common sense had provided, and flew above the path of flight. His wings, his life, soon melted
away with the truth, as he fell into the arms of Death.
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IVANA CHOU; GRADE 6
Flying Free
“What does it feel like?” Christine asks me.
With a long sweep of a brush, I brush away a cloud of dirt. “What does what feel like?”
“Horseback riding?”
I bite my lower lip and begin thinking about it. Then it is as if I am in a dream, half real, half
unreal. I speak slowly. “It-it‟s like...I don‟t know.” I pause. I finally find the word and breathe,
“Flying.”
“Flying?!” Christine protests. “You know very well that you never leave the ground.”
“We do leave the ground for a moment,” I say, saddling my horse, Feldspar.
Christine shakes her head. But I knew that I was right. I ride horses and Christine doesn’t, I
reassure myself. So what does she know about horseback riding?
“You don‟t stay off the ground. That‟s a crazy idea, Aubrey,” she says, dismissing the subject
with a wave of a hand. Once Christine got an idea into her head, it wasn‟t going anywhere. So I
didn‟t bother to argue.
It’s a crazy idea to you.
I bridle Feldspar and without struggling against me, the charcoal-gray horse takes the bit.
I lead him to a block,mount him, and ride into the arena. Christine follows me. As I warm
him up, I think of how different Christine and I are, from our looks to our personalities.
I know I‟m only supposed to be proofreading, but I feel like there should be a little bit of
reflective “how different we are” stuff here.
After thirty minutes of riding, I ask for a canter. Feldspar immediately picks up the fast,
rocking gait. I give him more leg, and he picks up speed. I lean forward, nudging him on, and he
goes faster and faster.
To pick up the gait, I urge him on with my legs. He goes faster, obeying my commands. I
can‟t see her, but I know that Christine is staring at me. She is probably thinking, Isn’t it dangerous to go
that fast?
If she asks me that question, I‟ll reply, “Yes, but I have it in control.”
Then, I dare to impress her, to scare her, to defy her, and to do exactly what she does not
want me to do.
Smiling, I drop my reins and hold my arms up and out like wings. For some reason, it
doesn‟t seem to happen. But it does. I know I‟m flying. It all feels so surreal I can hardly tell what is
the truth and what is just a dream. But it doesn‟t matter. I lean forward into the wind, feeling it whip
my curly ponytail backwards and tickle my cheeks. The wind whirls past my ears and I can‟t hear a
thing but Feldspar‟s pounding hooves.
I see her as we approach her. Her grim face slowly softens to a smile. She looks down at the
ground before looking back up to meet my eyes.
A soft smile rests on my lips as the two of us gallop past Christine. It‟s impossible to see her
expression when we pass her so fast.
It may sound weird to most people, but to me it isn‟t weird at all. I don‟t care if it isn‟t
factually correct. But I feel like I‟m flying.
Helen Thompson once said, “In riding horses, we borrow freedom.” And that‟s exactly what
I‟m doing: I‟m borrowing freedom from Feldspar.
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As I turn him down another rail, I ask him to go even faster. His whole body stretches out
and he reaches forward as much as possible and gallop even faster.
And together, we are flying.
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RAKSHA NARASIMHAN; GRADE 6
Horoscopes
"Morning," I groggily called out to my mom and dad. I walked over to the cabinets to
retrieve a bowl and my favorite cereal. I poured the golden brown flakes into my bowl and then
drenched my cereal with milk. I grabbed the newspaper and scanned through the articles on the
front page. Nothing interesting. But on the bright side, there were comics. After I finished looking
through the colorful pictures, I still wasn't done with breakfast, so I decided to read something else.
flipped through the newspaper and finally settled on a page.
What was this? 'Agate's Amazing Horoscopes', I read. I snorted. Oh well. I read my
horoscope just for the fun of it. My birthday was June 26, so that made me a Cancer.
You will meet a new friend today, it said. I rolled my eyes. Typical lame fortune. I went to the sink to
drop my bowl in it. One glance at the clock made me jump. 7:42! I was going to be late! I rushed
upstairs and yanked the first two clothes I could find out of my closet. I put them on and raced
down stairs.
"Bye, Mom! Bye, Dad!" I hollered. I didn't stay to hear their reply. The bus was leaving. I
sprinted to it and climbed in. My best friend, Emma, had saved a seat for me. I managed a weak
smile.
"What's up with you, Lea?" Emma asked, surveying my red face.
"Oh, nothing," I panted. "Almost missed the bus, that's all."
"Again," my friend rolled her eyes and grinned. Finally, the bus stopped at . The kids
clambered out noisily. I slung my backpack over one shoulder and walked to mine and Emma's
homeroom.
Our awesome teacher, Ms. Tate, was writing things on the board as usual. But as she stepped
away, I noticed something different. On the board, written with a siren red marker, were the words,
'New Student!' I nudged Emma and pointed to the board. We surveyed the bustling room before
finding a new face.
The girl had straight, tidy, shoulder-length black hair, freckles, and a pale complexion. She
would have looked like an average kid, but her beautiful warm caramel eyes stood out. Just then,
Ms. T took role. She said the last name with a smile. The new girl's name was Alexis.
"It's great to have you here, Alexis," she said kindly, motioning for her to come to the front
of the room. Then she turned to the class, and with a dramatic flourish, said, "Please welcome...
Alexis Chin!" We all clapped just for the fun of it. A few people even wooted and cheered. Her face
slightly pink, she returned to her seat. We did our usual things—morning announcements, the
lesson, etc. A sudden thought occurred to me. My fortune! You will meet a new friend today, it had said.
Maybe this was a sign that we would become friends. As soon as the bell rang, I walked up to Alexis.
"Hi, I'm Lea," I said, holding out my hand and smiling warmly. "And this is Emma." I
motioned to my best friend, who waved.
"Nice to meet you guys," she said, returning my smile and shaking my hand.
~

~

~

At lunch, we reached the cafeteria and sat down at our table. Emma and Alexis walked to
the lunch line, while I pulled out a peanut butter and jelly sandwich I had made. As I savored the
delicious sandwich, Emma and Alexis returned, each holding a lunch tray.
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"So, where did you come from?" I questioned Alexis, eager to learn about her life.
"I moved here from Colorado," she said wistfully.
"Cool," Emma said. "What's it like there?" We chatted like this until the lunch bell rang.
~

~

~

The next morning I woke up feeling much more fresh than the day before. I changed my
clothes and then went downstairs to make toast. While I waited, I read my horoscope again for fun.
Today is a great day for you! Amazing things will happen. I didn‟t believe in this stuff. I really didn‟t.
All the same, I felt a surge of excitement after reading my fortune. I had woken up so early, I could
bike to school.I munched on my toast and inhaled the cool, crisp air. Today was going to be a great
day. I just knew it. As soon as I reached Hughes Junior High, I practically skipped to homeroom,
where Emma, Alexis, and I sat together. Then I remembered something. We had a huge science test
on chemistry today during 2nd period! Thinking about my horoscope relaxed me a little, though.
„Today is a great day for you! Amazing things will happen.‟
~

~

~

I had just finished scribbling down my last answer for my test when our teacher announced
that time was up.
Whew, I thought. That was easy! I confidently handed my paper to Mr. Barington.
“Next period we‟ll self-correct our tests,” the teacher announced. A few people groaned, but
personally, I was just a little bit excited! I was sure I did really well. I practically skipped to the
cafeteria.
~

~

~

One hundred percent! Yes! I pumped my fist into the air. I had just finished correcting my
test. The moment the bell rang, I ran up to Emma and Alexis.
“Guess what I got?” I asked, trying to contain my excitement.
“I don‟t know, but I got a B-! Ughh!” Emma groaned.
“I got an A-,” Alexis shrugged.
“I got a hundred percent!” I told them, bouncing on the balls of my feet.
“Really?”they asked simultaneously.
“That‟s great, Lea!” Alexis smiled. Emma nodded emphatically.
“Thanks, guys!” I smiled back. Today was going great.
~

~

~

I groaned. I had fifth period P.E today.! And we were doing soccer! The sport that I always
make a fool of myself when I play. And somehow, I manage to trip over the ball when I try to
dribble it! Even worse, Emma and Alexis didn‟t have P.E. with me! I trudged along to the locker
room, changed and walked outside.
It was when I reached the field that I remembered my fortune. I grinned. Today, I would
rule, even at soccer.
We picked teams. As usual, I was one of the last picked. Big mistake, I thought. We started
playing. In about five minutes, I had scored three points and two assists. I had even blocked a
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couple of shots! The game went on like this until our team had won, 15 to 5. The coach called me
over.
“Lea,” he said. “I‟m impressed.” I was grinning ear to ear.
~

~

~

I tried futilely to turn off my alarm clock without getting out of bed. Finally, I sighed
exasperatedly and got up. Anything to stop that ringing nuisance!
I went to brush my teeth and change my clothes.
As soon as I finished, I walked downstairs to eat my breakfast, and since it had become part
of my daily routine, my horoscope.
What I saw left me stunned. Don’t try anything new or dangerous, it warned. Today just isn‟t your
day. Trying to accomplish too much could result in disaster. I groaned. Today was my swim tournament! I
glanced at the clock. Great. I was going to be late for school. My horrible day had only begun.
~

~

~

After the worst day ever, consisting of dropping my lunch tray, taking an extremely hard
math pop quiz, and forgetting to turn in an assignment, I dragged myself to the swim competition.
I went to the restroom to change into my swimsuit. As I walked up, swimmers were already
taking their stances. My swim coach patted me on the back and wished me good luck. I’m definitely
going to need it, I thought, taking a deep breath and strapping on my goggles. The starting gun
sounded. I dove into the water and ripped my arms through the water like a maniac, doing the
fastest freestyle out of anyone here. I reached the end, whirled around and smoothly kicked off of
the edge of the pool. I did the butterfly stroke, wriggling up and down while flailing my arms in
circles. This time, I kicked off and did a backstroke. I lay on my back and pumped my arms
extremely fast. I was going to win this tournament! I was moving so fast. I thought I heard yelling as
I swam further. They were probably just cheering for me. I smiled. Then I heard one scream, louder
than all the rest—my mom‟s.
“You‟re going to crash, Lea!” She screeched at the top of her lungs. I glanced back. She was
right. I brought my arms forward in an attempt to stop, but I had gained too much momentum. And
now that I had brought my arms back, I was heading for the end of the pool head-first! I only had
time to think, I’m going to die, before my head hit the hard surface with full force and I sank to the
bottom of the pool.
~

~

~

When I opened my eyes, I found myself in a blank white room. My head felt heavy. I
reached up to feel it. Instead of my wavy hair, I felt a thick gauze. Then everything that happened
suddenly hit me. I must have hit my head hard. I knew I should have listened to my horoscope and
stayed home. I had made such a stupid mistake, banging into the edge of the pool, head first! I had let
my team down. I would have whacked myself on my head, if it weren‟t already throbbing.
“Oh!” a soft girly voice called out; it was probably my nurse. She shuffled over. “You‟re
awake! I‟ll get your parents!”
“Wait,” I called out. “How long was I out?”
“Six, maybe seven hours?” She smiled sympathetically. Wow. I must have hit my head hard.
That was really scary.
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I reverted my thoughts to horoscopes. They had been dead-on twice, so why hadn‟t I
believed them the third time?
I was then that I realized how silly I sounded. Was I really becoming superstitious? I shook my
head and laughed. I thought about my horoscopes for the past few days. On the first day, it had said
that I‟d meet a new friend. I made friends with Alexis because of my horoscope! The second day, it
said that „amazing things‟ would happen. This horoscope had energized me and made me more
confident that day. Then I thought about the last day. It certainly had an ominous horoscope. The
more I thought about it, though, the more I realized that it had discouraged me, making me think I
would fail at everything. Now, the swimming tournament—that was a mystery. Maybe the
horoscope was right.
Now I discovered something more important than everything I had thought about these last
few minutes. You are what you choose to be. Nothing, not a fortune teller, person, or horoscope, can
tell you who you are. That is up to you.
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ASHWIN NATHAN; GRADE 6
The Concealed Truth: Waterfalls
Walking blindly,
I hear the water.
But can’t see it.
Stumbling ahead,
I catch a glimpse.
In that second, I’m carried away.
Cannot explain the beauty.
Majestic.
Royal.
I’ve discovered the hidden,
Found the path.
A secret sanctuary,
A place to escape.
To be myself.
To relieve my body,
Calm my nerves,
And find my true self.
The one that’s been hiding.

Storming, thundering.
Water cascades abruptly
off
the
cliff.
Crashing down as white foam.
Cold and unforgiving.
You could be swept away,
And would never come back.
Beauty masks the beast.
Picturesque.
Deadly.
To say that a waterfall is
Perfect.
Flawless.
Just isn’t right.
It’s a cover, a hoax.
A lie.
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