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Salt and Pepper beautifully embodies the spirit of dualities and differences in life,
mirroring classic contrasts like good and evil, light and dark, beauty and
repulsiveness. The theme forces one to consider these odd couples complement
each other in every possible scenario, exemplifying the importance of appreciating
the minute differences that add color to a seemingly black and white world.
Overall, Salt and Pepper inspires our staff to explore these vivid contrasts and
their significance in creating meaning in our daily lives through their creative
endeavors.
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RIDA KHAWAJA; GRADE 8
Lavender
Forever lost in swirling memories, a hopeless daydream and an endless nightmare. What felt
like centuries of endless slumber without sunlight finally ended.
Her body arched as she awoke suddenly. The world was rocking back and forth, like short
quick spasms that broke the stillness. The ringing filled her ears and her head pounded, as though
her heart was throbbing so fast that she could feel it in her temples. She scrambled up from where
she lay. It was damp and cold and young emerald shoots sprouted from the ground, showing the
early and delicate signs of new life. The clouds were thick and heavy with smog and ash. She
coughed and trembled, her muscles tense. There was a small lake nearby. She cupped her hands and
drank from the cool spring. She tried to remember what they called that sharp coldness. Oh, yes,
snow. The pure white blanket, like a shimmering field of stardust. A silver bud, emitting a lustrous
glow, like moonlight, gently emerging from the coarse soil. The remnants of dead, slowly petrifying
trees jolted sharply in the breeze. She inhaled deeply and doubled over as she spluttered and
coughed. The air was sharp like acid and burned her eyes.
Around her neck was a pendant, she took it up in her palm, it suddenly felt heavier and
colder. It was hard, carved into a perfect hexagon, the colors within the pendant mystified her. They
swirled about, in a dizzying mist of green. Jade, it was a jade bead. Around her thin wrist were several
rows of small, multicolored glass beads, intertwining to form a shimmering bracelet. The colors were
so vibrant, yet so subtle, like an ethereal presence. Almost, like little stars hiding in each bead. Where
was this coming from, jade, snow, stars, grass. She scrambled up and gasped, “Earth, this is Earth. This
is home.” She gazed at the withering landscape surround her, “Is this home?”
She tried to remember her name. She couldn’t. The only thing that she heard when she tried
to remember was a distant ringing, like crystal sound of church bells. She tried to remember where
she had been. Who she was, why she was here, and most importantly how can she survive in this
desolate landscape, but all she heard was the ringing. She kicked the dirt in frustration. “Why can’t I
remember anything? Who did this to me?” There was certainly something familiar about the whole
place though. The gentle way the breeze swayed, the color of the grass, the purity of the water. As
she gazed out at the landscape, the image suddenly changed. Instead she saw a beautiful forest filled
with fractals of light coming from the canopy of trees and the flowers’ petals tickling her ankles. The
image shifted again, but it was obscured by fire and screams. There were people running away
from...something. People. She began to run after them, “Hey! What’s going on? No-- wait, COME
BACK!” But it was too late. The image melted away and everything faded back to the way it was.
“What happened here?” she wondered aloud. “There’s no one here. What I am going to do? I am all
alone. All alone. Think, you just need to think. Someone did this to you, or maybe you’re suffering from some kind of
amnesia. Either way you have to survive. Get water. Pick berries. Find shelter. Those are your three tasks. GO!” As
she told herself these tasks, she began to simultaneously do them, almost robotically. Her hands
were shaking as she picked the berries. She resisted the urge to immediately shove them into her
mouth and let the fresh juice rejuvenate her. Rations, think rations. She told herself this the whole
time.
Suddenly a very odd feeling came upon her. A feeling mixed with fear. She was being
watched. Her breath shortened and her hands shook even harder. She heard a twig break near a
bush. Suddenly more and more twigs broke and twisted. No, roots. They began to unravel and
ferociously uproot from the ground, supporting the tree above. The tree moved towards her on its
wooden legs. A gust of wind blew by, carrying all of the tree’s greyed leaves with it. They came
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together in the shape of a stout, yet kind looking, elderly woman with watery eyes, which were the
contrasting shade of lavender.
The tree woman looked at her with pure pity and whispered despondently with a cluck of
her tongue, “Tsk. Tsk. Oh, you poor, poor child.” The woman continued even more quietly,
muttering, “He sure is getting desperate up there. I wonder if she really is-” She stopped suddenly.
She laughed, her laugh was like summer shower, gently falling all around you and soothing your
mind.
“Now child, do be a dear and put that silly rock down. I was never going to hurt you know.”
At this point she dropped the rock, desperate for answers, and asked,
“Who am I? Who did you think I was? Who is “he?” Do you know who did this to me?”
“You don’t know who you are? Interesting...hmph. Well we can’t have you walking around
with those streaks of dirt in your hair, can we?”
“My hair?” she cried out in disbelief. “My hair, no, no, who am I? And be--before I even ask that,
who on earth are you?”
“I am Miss Joanne Mi. But you can call me Aunt Jo for short. I am a tree spirit.”
“Tree spirit...are you serious? Where am I? Is this Earth?”
“Earth is too dangerous for you now little one. Your brother only did this to protect you, ya
know.”
“I have a brother? Do I have a...a...” she faltered. The ringing had begun again, preventing all
thought.
“Yes, you have family. Two brothers actually. And two sisters. You are one of five children.
Your eldest brother...” she paused, “Well, he brought pride to your parents, rulers of thriving
galaxies, for many years. Until-”
“Until what?”
“Until he betrayed them.”
“How? What are you talking about?””
“That young one, is a story for another time. But your temporary amnesia was meant to
protect you from anyone finding out your true powers. Your other three siblings hid you here all
those years for your protection.” She continued darkly, “The evil ones were hunting for you dear, it
was the best they could do. You may not remember me but I have been taking care of you this
entire time.
“You? Wait, how do you know so much about me and why protect me specifically?”
“Why, everyone knows you dear. You blew up half the galaxy of course.”

TO BE CONTINUED
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SUPHALA NIBHANUPUDI; GRADE 7
Choices Pt. 1
Don’s Ford Mustang sped off into the distant canyon as he tried to smother the burning
sensation in his throat. His eyes were already smarting. With a shuddering gasp, he buried his
emotions, trying to have a vacant expression on his face.
He knew that right about now, his brother was looking for him, shouting his name to the
gardens, where Don loved to spend time. His brother was probably fretting that he had scared him
away, and punishing himself for it. They had never had a fight like this before, and Don was so close
to pulling out his shuriken on his own little brother, before his senses snapped into place, and he ran
to the garage.
Sighing, Don pulled his hand through his hair, flattening his mildly salted black hair. I am
stressing out, he concluded, trying to control myself from doing anything stupid was driving him a bit crazy. Yes,
that was it. He remembered his niece at the doorway, listening to them, jaw unhinged for some time,
her glossy black eyes wide with terror. She then ducked away, scared they might see her, her brown
curls trailing behind her. He cringed.
He started to imagine a conversation with his father about his situation. He would kneel to
the ground, begging forgiveness for his actions. His father would be sitting in a throne-like chair,
looking down on him with disdain.
“Father, Father, I am so sorry. I can’t believe what I did.” Don would sob.
His father would look down on him, his golden curls making him look like a godly saint.
“This is why your brother was my favorite. So reliable, trustworthy, and not exactly...well...evil.”
Don groaned. Another side of him, the darker side, relished, indulged in the feast of pain
and unkempt anger.
His imaginary father settled into his chair, looking thoughtful. “Why did you do it, son?” He
rarely called Don his son.
Don would be creating excuses in his mind: he had done it by accident, he had not meant to
hurt anyone else, he didn’t know what was under that seal where he had released the demons, the
beings that would be New Tokyo’s downfall. Flimsy excuses. “B-because, well, I, well, I wanted to be
able to called a hero, and, well, they could help me, couldn’t they? They could make New Tokyo,
well, what I wanted it to be, right?”
“And you thought you could control them.”
“Of course.”
“You can’t,” said a voice. His father was talking to him.
Don’s breath caught. “I can’t? But I thought-”
“You can’t, son, I tried, I know. They are the demons that feed off your pain, and urge you
to do more. You have to defeat them.”
Don’s breath was ragged now, and his feet were unconsciously pressing the axle. His plans
were falling apart right before his eyes. “How can I defeat them then?”
“You can’t.” In Don’s vision, his father was looking away into the distance; his past was
probably playing before his eyes. “You will need help.”
“Father, I have no one. My brother is not an ideal choice, and my wife will not fight. And if
you think,” Don interrupted, “that I still have others, how will they help? My son is just a mere six
months. My niece is blind.” He sighed, depressed and feeling alone.
“Do not feel sorry for yourself.” his father frowned at him, then smiled, as if he had been
reminded of something distant and amusing, “Do not fret son, you will have help. But there will be
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choices you will have to make. And it will not be easy, I assure you.” He paused, mulling over unsaid
words. “Don’t underestimate Kayla, Don. She hasn’t led you wrong yet.” He paused, grinning, “It
was just you.”
“You have no faith in me, Father, do you?” Don remarked with a rude sneer. Now that he
realized it, he felt unsatisfied with what his father was, actually saying to him.
His father only smiled, and looked at him as if Don was an innocent child would, and his
image started to fade away.
Something thudded in the back. Don turned to see what it was, and realized there was
something he did not pack. A bushel of dark oak hair highlighted violet and hazel was tucked in the
corner.
Gasping with realization and fear, he reached over and yanked on it. Hard.

TO BE CONTINUED
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KAYLIN LI; GRADE 8
Monarch Butterflies
“Ikuto, wait up for me!” she called out, running as fast as her stubby legs could handle.
“If you don't hurry up, I'll leave you behind.” His face was stoic as he patiently waited for her to catch up,
but she knew inwardly, he was smiling.
“Let's go,” he said softly, grasping her hand and gently pulling it as they ran to an unknown destination, and
even so, she felt a warmth that she could only describe as home.
They had been taken to Mexico, a place she was completely unfamiliar with.
“Amu, we'll be going to Mexico for the summer, ok?”
“. . .Fine,” she had muttered. In the background, her father squealed, “Cool and Spicy!” as her mother
proceeded.
“We'll also be going with the Tsukiyomis; isn't that wonderful?”
“Yowu?” Ami, her little sister, peeked from over the kitchen counter.
“Yes, Yoru will be coming.” Her mother smiled fondly at her as the pigtailed runt ran around the house,
yelling, “Yowu coming! Yowu coming!”
She had always liked playing with Ikuto’s cat Yoru for some indiscernible reason. Many days went by with
Ami refusing to leave her room, doing who-knows-what with him, and when the adults entered the room, they would be
greeted with a yowling cat forced into a puffy, florescent pink dress.
“Where will we stay?”
“In an Easter resort.”
Of course, she thought. Tsukiyomi Souko’s brother, Hoshina Kazuomi, was the owner of the nationally
known company Easter. They owned hotels, banks, shops, and had dozens of idols sign under them.
They went on a long, long trip cramped in a hot, stuffy airplane. She was never good with heights, and
constantly had to be chewing something during the flight. It was only because Utau and Ikuto had managed to keep
her entertained - with the former telling her all about the latest trends and the latter teasing her to no end - that she
had survived.
The first day, she had decided to stay in the hotel while the rest went to some amusement park. Of course,
Ikuto being the rebellious, inscrutable boy he was, wandered off and didn’t return to them until the sun had almost set,
refusing to disclose any details.
The next day, when they went, again, to the park, he persuaded her to come with him.
And so, they had ended up in this meadow, one eight-year old along with an eleven-year old with no adult in
sight.
“Ikuto, maybe we should have told Mama and Papa. . .” Amu said worriedly, her forehead creased as she
looked back behind her while being pulled towards the woods. The empty expanse of swaying grass she had crossed.
“Don't worry,” he murmured, continuing on. “I promise, nothing will hurt you.” Her small heart fluttered in
her chest, sensing the hidden words, I will protect you.
So they ran as fast as they could with Amu on Ikuto’s back, past the big red barns, past windmills, past
wandering cows until the ground started to slope upwards. They had reached a forest.
It was an entirely different world from the one she had just exited from; a peaceful serenity captured the entire
forest in a time capsule. On every tree that met the eye lay thousands of black-and-orange-winged insects, resting their
wings as they prepared for their next journey. A warm breeze passed through,
“Monarch butterflies,” she breathed.
“I found this place yesterday.”
She looked at him, eyes wide with surprise. “Is this where you went? After you left us at the park?”
Ikuto shrugged. “Yeah. I heard about it from the locals. These trees are called oyamel trees.”
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“Locals?” Her face scrunched in confusion.
“Yeah. The local people. Residents.”
Realization dawned upon her, a small “oh” escaping her lips. “It’s beautiful,” she whispered.
“It is,” Ikuto smiled slightly, and she gasped.
“Oh my gosh, you just smiled!” Hurriedly, she whipped out a camera that she had kept in her pocket. “Do it
again! I have to get this on camera! Ikuto smiled a real smile!” He immediately relaxed all muscles in his face.
“Aww, come on, smile again!” She tried to push his cheeks into a smile, but he dodged before she could,
taking off with the younger girl behind him, hollering, “Come back!” at the top of her lungs.
And so, they went back to the hotel with a pouting Amu and an all-too-composed Ikuto that refused to
smile.
“Hey, Ikuto!” She tugged on the 17-year old’s jacket urgently.
“What?” He glanced at her.
She pointed to a rather familiar forest. “Isn’t that the butterfly place?”
“What ‘butterfly place’?”
“You know, the one with all the trees-”
“You mean a forest?”
“Yeah, that. It had oatmeal trees, right?”
“What ‘oatmeal trees’?” Amu pouted, visibly frustrated with his vague, unhelpful answers.
“You know, the-” She tried to use hand gestures, but failed miserably as her arms fell to her
sides. “-you know what, I give up.”
Ikuto chuckled, patting her head softly. “I get it; I was just kidding. You meant the oyamel
trees, right?”
“Yeah!” Amu’s face lit up like a lightbulb. “So...”
“So?” He raised an eyebrow.
“So... Let’s go! I bet ten dollars I can get your smile on camera this time!”
“I don’t think you should waste your money on that one. . .”
“No, I really will!”
“We’ll see. . .”
Amu dragged him into the forest anyway, undaunted, searching for that special spot where
the butterflies lay. They kept walking. . .and walking. . .and walking. . .
“You’re lost, aren’t you?” Ikuto snickered.
“Of course not!” She stamped her feet in protest, pouting before taking off again. Several
moments passed before she plopped down on the moist earth, the energy she had just a while ago
gone.
“I don’t know where the butterflies are, okay?”
Ikuto sighed, merely grabbing her hand as he led her through the dense undergrowth.
“Look up,” he ordered Amu, who had been brushing off the dust on her jeans. A familiar
sight entered and filled her vision. She wanted to cry out in happiness, but she didn’t want to disturb
the millions of butterflies that clung to the trees so dearly.
“It’s here.” She was almost afraid to breathe, not wanting to shatter the moment. A hand
gently grasped hers.
“Yeah,” Ikuto said softly, standing beside her, “we’ve come back.”
They stood there until the painted sky was dashed with pink and purple, and then headed
back to the hotel.
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TIANYI ZHANG; GRADE 8
Stalking Through the Forest
Deep in the forest,
In the middle of nowhere,
Above the dark leaves
Is a black sky,
Through the green leaves
Lies a leafy world.
Sits a tiger waiting,
Waiting for the right time.
In the dark night,
One paw at a time
He is no higher
than a bush.
Without brushing a leaf,
Or making a sound
Crawling stealthily,
The tiger stalks.
It stays in the dark,
Sliding above the grass,
Staying near a trunk,
It obscures itself.
Then it suddenly,
Inches in front of the prey,
That emerges from the forest,
Unaware of anything,
It walks closer to the tiger.
The deer’s eyes
blinded by food,
Sense of smell is gone,
Dropping down its head to feed.
Coming closer and closer,
Suddenly the tiger pounces,
Jumping out of the green world,
It jumps on the deer
With a bite to the neck.
Finally a meal.
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HELINA LI; GRADE 6
Escape
I woke up to shrieks of people and shattering of household objects, sounds that were
unfamiliar to my ears that are accustomed the gentle sounds of my usually peaceful city. What is
happening?
I slid my legs off the bed and onto the cold floor, the rest of the blanket falling away as I
stood up.
More screaming unpleasantly pierced my ears.
Feeling more urgent and frightened though still unsure of what was going on, I threw open
the door and raced into my living room.
There was chaos everywhere. My parents were screaming at each other frantically, mostly—
Where is it? Where did you put them? We have to find them! They are our last hope! — over the shattering
sounds.
I was confused by what they were saying. What last hope? What are they trying to find?
Now that I think about it, my parents had been acting weird for the past few weeks. Tense.
Worried. Freaking out every time we disappear from their view or we leave for school. Once, we
even caught them lurking in the shadows of our school. Paranoid. Looking over their shoulders
everywhere we went. They were tormented by terror and trepidation affected their actions largely
though they didn’t notice.
I had heard from Winter, my younger sister, that they have been whispering to each other
about bad dreams of bombing and death; anxiety and fear plagued their dreams while asleep.
I had also caught some of their private conversations that meant for themselves only,
because they had them more frequently than usual.
I was then drawn back into the memory of that night when I truly realized something was
wrong….
I groaned in frustration. This problem is impossible! I’ll talk to my parents., I decided. I walked to the
living room, where they normally relaxed on the couch, but they weren’t there.
How weird, I mused. Where did they go?
They retired to their early., I remembered after a moment of tracing their activity through the evening.
Early? I thought, incredulous. They never do that.
Well, they do now.
I felt uneasy. I had never accepted new or unfamiliar things with an easy acceptance and that wasn’t an
exception.
I walked down the hallway, the carpet caressing my feet, trailing my hand up and down the smooth white
walls, the white papers crinkling as I tucked them under my arm, to their room. I twisted the doorknob and the door
creaked open. My parents were bound to notice that but they didn’t seem too; they seem to be too engrossed in their
conversation to notice.
I knew it was bad to eavesdrop but I did anyway.
“Why did they send them over? How many times do we have to tell them they are not trustworthy?” I heard
Dad whisper to Mom.
Who are they talking about? I wondered.
Mom reached out to touch his arm lightly. “We just have to prepare for the worst. Prepare and be aware.”
“What? Prepare for what?” The words flew out of my mouth before I could stop them. Upon noticing me,
they abruptly stopped talking.
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“Oh. Nothing, honey. Now, why are you here?”, my mom asked, falsely sweet but I could see her worry
behind the facade. Worry for what? What I had heard? Or what they were talking about? Or both? Or neither?
I so wanted to ask them but I sensed it wasn’t the time.
“I need help with my homework.”, I announced.
“Sure, come over, sweetheart.”, she answered.
I walked over to their desk and she helped me solve the problem while Dad just watched silently on the side.
I became increasingly curious and, as I finished the homework, asked her, “What were you guys talking
about?”
“Nothing.”, Mom said again.
“There was something. I want to know!”, I whined. I didn’t know why I want to poke my nose into their
business so much but I was just so curious.
This is so frustrating, I thought to myself. Why won’t they just tell me?
Unless they don’t want to. Unless they don’t think you’re trustworthy., I concluded bitterly.
Ouch. That thought hurt., I griped inside; an unfamiliar hollow feeling forming in my chest.
“Please, can you tell me?”
Mom looked torn and turned to Dad, who just shook his head at her.
I was already frustrated and I knew I needed to try a different angle, not that this one works very well.
“What? Am I not trustworthy enough for you liking?”, I snapped, suddenly furious. They had never kept
stuff from me before, not if I asked them about it. When I was a kid, they would tell me everything, every angle, every
point, every small, insignificant detail, and I wouldn’t get a single word. I think they had counted on that, but as I
grew older, I could understand them more and they would tell me less and less, leaving me to puzzle more and more out
by myself.
“No, no, sweetie. Of course, you’re trustworthy. It’s just...nothing.”
“One, if you refuse to tell me, you have no right to call me “sweetie” or “sweetheart” or “honey”.”, I
warned coldly. “Two, if you think I was trustworthy, you would tell me. I know you think not, but you didn’t say
otherwise, and I hate people who lie.”, I spat, pausing a little. “Three, tell me!”, I demanded.
She looked hurt. Good. They did the same to me.
Dad finally spoke up. “Autumn, leave it alone. Are you done with your homework? If you are, go to bed.”,
he commanded sharply.
I couldn’t hold back my glare at him but I knew there was no defying him when he was set on something.
“Yes.”, I grumbled, defeated.
I turned on my heels dramatically, and stomped away. I tore open the door, and stalked out of their room. I
didn’t even bother with a “good night” or even a glance back; I was so angry. Grabbing the doorknob, I roughly
pulled it towards me and slammed the door back where they wanted it so they could continue their precious little
conversation.
I winced, months later after it happened, as the bang from the door slamming behind me as
I left that night resound in my head after reliving my memory.
I never heard any of their private conversations again, probably because they became more
cautious after I overheard, and I never got an explanation. I cooled down and apologized and
became increasingly worried and though I asked them again and again, about the bad dreams and
their conversation, they refused to say anything and I eventually, angrily, reluctantly, and bitterly just
gave up.
We were not the only ones with weird parents. Friends, enemies, classmates. They all
complained about their parents’ behaviors. I should’ve asked, no, demand, if not blackmail or
threaten, for more information from my parents on something so serious. I never did and I was
regretting it.
I was jerked out of my thoughts by a heartbroken wail from outside. I didn’t want to know
the reason why; I doubt it was good.
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It was then that I finally noticed the shaking of the building, the sound of explosions- I knew
they were bombs exploding somewhere here. Fire was catching on the walls of our wooden houses,
scenes I only recognized from books and movies. The scent of burning chemicals hung thick in the
air, and it wasn't only my family's shrieks flying through the air. Many other panicked voices were
heard outside of our house.
I winced again as the sound of splintering wood sliced through my eardrums and the roof
collapsed, crushing the attic, and the ceiling above us sagged.
Panic gripped me like a vice and I struggled to clear my head and think straight, scrambling
to make sense of it all.
Now, what “the worst” Mom had told Dad to prepare for had happened and that tiny snippet
of conversation somewhat made sense. By the looks of it, they weren’t expecting it to be so soon. I
could see why. I didn’t expect my death or the destruction of my city or anybody’s death to come so
early either. Maybe their dreams told them about the future., I thought, deliriously amused.
Dad, his face pale but triumphant, lifted something worn and old up into the air above his
head. Mom looked at it, and some of the tension dissolved from her face. She handed me clothes,
and I changed into them as quickly as possible. The jacket was unfamiliar; I had never seen it before
even though it was clearly made for me.
My parents reached for me, and I stepped closer. Dad unzipped a secret pocket and quickly
shoved pieces of paper inside and pushed my sister and I out the door of our house.
Before I stepped over the doorway, Mom leaned down and whispered into my ear, "Keep
the papers inside your jacket safe, okay? Don't try to save us. Get out of here as fast as you can, for
us. That's the best way to avenge our deaths. Everything's about to change, Autumn. Be brave and
strong for Winter. Her life depends on you from now on. Keep her safe for us."
She pushed me away and screamed so both Winter and I could hear, "Go to the Barren
Lands! Run and travel as far North as you can! Stay safe! We love you!"
She stepped back inside and stood beside our dad, both smiling sadly at us. Then, the house
collapsed on them.
Mom's last words were the only thing keeping me from running back into the house, to try
and climb inside the house to save them, doing the exact opposite of her orders.
The Barren Lands was the desert beyond the fence. We were told it was empty of life and
that we would die if we were to ever venture in due to the unlivable conditions. Why would Mom
tell us to go?
But I trusted her wholeheartedly. I would follow her instructions. I would avenge their
deaths. I would keep Winter alive. For them.
There was no grief or pain or sadness. I would feel that later. The only thing I feel now is the
animalistic instinct of survival and the need to avenge.
Grabbing Winter's hand, I dragged her in the direction of the fence.
They say it was electrified "to keep us safe from the wild things outside that are so savage
they would tear us apart", as my teachers have always told me, but my parents have shown me
otherwise. When Mom scaled it, surprising me that she could, considering women her age doesn’t
usually scale “electrified” fences, and jumped down on the other side before climbing back to our
side. I was scared and was looking around nervously the whole time, fearing the moment someone
would stray from the main path and spot us breaking the law, no matter how small the amount of
time. I was relieved when Dad said we were done and walked us back to our house. Since then, I
have never looked at the fence with the same fear, or accepted my teacher's' words with an apathetic
nod when they said it was electrified for protection. They lied to us.
Guards noticed our directions and shouted orders to get us. I knew they would search us,
find the papers, whatever they are, for sure. I will not let them catch us.
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We sprinted.
Running was difficult. Missiles rained down around us and building after building exploded,
splattering us with debris and sharp, jagged chunks of glass from the thick windows. We had to
dodge the lumps of materials that fell from the sky as we ran, but some still managed to find skin
and left sharp cuts.
Panicked crowds of people who swarmed from each damaged house and from every corner
of our municipality got in our way and my heart leaped into my throat with panic and fear, fear that
we would be caught by the guards, fear of losing my younger sister in this sea of elbows and arms, as
I gripped her hand tightly and dragged her through to the mostly empty border of our city.
I placed a hand on the fence, flinching as I imagined what it would feel like to be fried alive.
Thankfully, it was dead and cold, like the last time we were here and I began climbing it. Winter
followed beside me. I wasn't athletic, and my hands were shaky as I pulled myself on top of the
fence, between two of the dangerously sharp spikes on the top of the fence.
I dropped down onto the other side, stumbling a little, as pain shot up my leg from the
impact, off-balanced.
Winter dropped down beside me, nimble and soundless. I have always wondered how she
was able to do land so silently. Her fair hair that earned her the name she has flashed white in the
afternoon sun, reminding me painfully of our father from whom Winter inherited the hair color. I
pushed the thought away. I would have time to grieve later.
We continued running North beyond the fence.
I vaguely noticed the guards left us behind, though they could have easily followed us.
Maybe they thought we were going to die in the Barren Lands. We probably were, but I trust Mom
and Dad and so does Winter, I hope.
We tried finding resources. After a few hours of building desperation and fear, we gave up,
agreeing it was better to try and go wherever Mom and Dad wanted us to instead of wasting our
time endlessly wandering around, fruitlessly searching. There was no food, no water, nothing. Just
miles after miles of sand and heat as far as the eye could see. We started to weaken, but tried hard to
follow Mom's order.
We first ran, then jogged, then walked, then limped, then crawled. We clung to our lives with
our fingertips, fighting the overwhelming blackness that comes with the pain of hunger in our
stomach and the burn of thirst in our throats. Every day, death’s cold, in this case, unbearably hot,
iron grip tightened even more and I struggled as I worked my way forward, a few inches at a time,
my arms aching and threatening to give way under my weight every time I forced them to drag the
rest of my body a foot forward.
I knew it must be even harder for Winter, who was younger than me.
During the pointless traveling over such deserted land, with the sun beating down on us, the
pain and grief of loss starts to hit though I was too dehydrated to even shed a tear to save our life.
I realized the old, weak and wimpy Autumn is dead. She died with my parents, crushed and
burned alive in our old house.
The new Autumn was born like any newborn; step by torturous step, inch by torturous inch,
she was dragged into this new, unfamiliar and harsh world.
After eternity of pain and fatigue and exhaustion, things changed.
I didn't see the hole in the ground until I fell in, dragging Winter down with me, barely
registering the sickening crack of my head as it made contact with the ground, in the half-dead
condition I was in.
Then, blackness.

TO BE CONTINUED

11

SOWMYA MAMBAKKAM; GRADE 7
Fireship Pt. 2
The flames surround me when I wake up.
Wake up? Was I sleeping? Where did the flames come from? These questions make a fleeting
presence in my mind before I remember the explosion. I must have been knocked out.
The fire spreads around me in almost a perfect circle, the smoke filling the air making my
nose itch. I search for an opening in the ring of fire, and I get up as slowly as I can. There’s a small
area near the entrance where the flames aren’t quite as high, but I’ll still have to jump. They reach
just a few inches above my knees.
Jump and risk getting burned, or wait until the flames consume me? I decide to jump. I back
up as far as I can and give myself a running start, then hurdle-jump over the flames and land rolling.
A searing pain starts up in my ankle, so hard it seems like I’m not going to be able to put it down.
Oh shoot.
Well, at least I’m out. I run half-run to the cockpit, dragging my left ankle behind me and
trying to avoid the patches of fire. When I get inside, there isn’t much rubble, but Alex isn’t there.
The passengers. What happened to them? At least one of the meteors would have hit their room
directly. I’m temporarily safe up here, but there would be drastic change in air pressure where they
are.
I run back down, finding the room wrecked with a gaping hole in the wall.
Littered among the pieces of airship are dead bodies. I blanch. It looks like they’re all dead,
and near the front of the room is Alex. Also motionless. He must have run down here to warn the
passengers that they were going to die.
Still, there could be survivors. I limp around the room to check. After seeing about half the
chamber, I don’t think it’s possible. I stop near the lifeless body of a girl who would have been
about my age, with blond hair and glassy brown eyes. Did she come here with her family? Alone?
Who knows.
Then she blinks. I gasp and tumble backward over the body of a man in a suit. The girl,
probably hearing the noise, sits up. She coughs and I realize her arm is bleeding. Then she glances at
my captain’s uniform and asks, “Are you Kaylee? The Assistant Captain?” I nod. An hour ago I was
thinking about how this was my dream, to be an airship captain.
“Who are you?” I lean myself upright.
“Fiona Bryce. I came on here by myself. Well, I was sort of escaping.” When she says
escaping, I remember why this flight happened. We were all escaping from a polluted America,
escaping from what would surely be death by cancer, give or take a few years. I picture all the people
left behind, who probably watched this very ship a sit flew out of sight, departing to Europe. Then I
also picture us, and remember that we’re currently falling to the Atlantic Ocean.
Falling, but close to land.
I gesture to Fiona as I stand up. “Come on. I have to try to make it there,” I say out loud,
telling myself, more than her. I get up and run as fast as I can with my injured ankle back to the
Captain’s room, which is thankfully undamaged. The controls are calling me.
I close my eyes for just a second and try to remember everything I can from my flying
lessons. Then, I walk up to the controls and push the airship to an extremely high speed. We’re
flying downward. Halfway to landing––or crashing.
All I have to do is go fast. We can make it. To calm myself down, I ask Fiona, without
looking up, “Escaping from what?”
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“My family.” Her tone is embarrassed. I can see the ocean close now. A warning pops up,
automatic. Brace yourself for a water landing.
NO! There won’t be a water landing. I keep the speed at the highest possible at the moment.
I can feel the wind through the cracks in the walls now, blowing my hair all over my face with those
thin jets of air.
“What did they do?” Faster. Faster.
“Well, they said I couldn’t be what I wanted to.” Now her tone is angry. It sounds a bit like a
kid talking about her unrealistic goals, but at this point, I know how she feels. My family did the
same. I made it here.
I can make it to Europe too. Faster. Faster.
I can see the ripples in the ocean for a second. Then we fly over land.
I need to make it to the runway. I need the airship at its maximum speed. I push the
controls–
They’re stuck.
I frantically press them while steering with my left hand. Fiona, I can tell, is behind me and
breathing heavily, like she’s mad at something.
We’re nearing the airport, but the chance of crashing is too high.
Fiona walks up to the controls.
“Move your hand.”
“What?” Doesn’t she see we’re going to crash? She repeats again, “Move your hand,
Kaylee.” Forcefully this time.
I suddenly think that I should move my hand. I close my eyes tight, regretting it the moment I
do. We’re going to crash.
Then I hear a slam so loud it almost sounds like the wall of the airship has blown off. I open
my eyes, scared that my idea is close to home. I dig my nails into my palms.
It’s not. Fiona has hit her hand down on the speed control. It’s unjammed and we’re flying
at maximum speed. Almost parallel to the ground.
The runway is in sight. I stare at it for a moment, then I realize the nose of the airship is
pointing toward the ground.
I grab the controls and wrench them upward. The airship tilts so it’s parallel. Its landing
wheels come out.
And it lands straight on the runway and rolls just like it should have. The airship cruises on
the cement runway, with Fiona leaning on the wall and me looking out for those landing strips,
wonder what a mess this ship must look with half of it on fire.
We did it.
I follow Fiona down to the exit. The ship from the outside is, like I predicted, a flaming
mess. There’s already a huge crowd of Officials outside, demanding an explanation. And then a
group of people holding fire extinguishers, asking the same questions as the Officials.
“Are you the captain?” The first official demands. I shake my head. “Assistant Captain, sir,”
I reply, “Kaylee Silvers.”
“Where’s the captain? What happened here?” He asks in a scratchy voice.
“Dead. All dead,” is all I can say. My thoughts wander to the passengers, who suffocated or
fell of the ship or met some other horrible fate. I can’t seem to cry for them at the moment, only
think. The Officials ask me more, but Fiona and I walk to one of the baggage transportation devices,
sit down leaning against it, and stare at the airship pieces being tossed out, at the officials, at the
flaming orange fireship that is slowly burned to ashes in front of our eyes.
From the ashes starts a new life for both of us.
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KATHERINE CUI; GRADE 6
The Night Sky
A glowing light in the darkness
And the stars that make brightness
A hollow ghostly silence
This is definitely no ordinance
She’s illuminated the whole night
You can only awe for such sight
Her silver rays glisten off the lake
It’s easy to tell that she’s awake
The moon is such a majestic sight
The twinkling glimmer of the lights up high
The beauty makes you just want to cry
Just like sparkles on a black paper
As inspiring as a towering skyscraper
The stars are the fundamentals to night
Galaxies and planets impress many eyes
To forget of all your worries and troubles
And to think of only happiness
Sit down and watch the night sky
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ARTWORK
SARAH KOO; GRADE 6
Jazz Music
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