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The Lost Violin

IAN PARK; GRADE 6

That was all we were told, when we were asked to take up the case at the old Baker house. Mr.
Baker felt comfortable with the two of us, detectives obviously poking around, helping him get some
missing possessions of his. Presumably, according to what he had mentioned, “Now, I know it was in
my possession, and it better be here somewhere, and I trust you men to find it.” When we asked for
the specific details, he either hesitated or turned his attention to the “interesting” rat droppings on the
floor below us.
“I’d prefer to not go into detail, gentlemen…although I must say that it must be valuable,
what, with collectors around the world inquiring it’s whereabouts” Mr. Baker put it simply.
So the sergeant and I looked around the house for any clues. Clues that come this late in the
game are often very helpful, and that’s what Cracy and I were aiming for. We looked around the area,
hoping to catch anything out of place of anything-helpful coming from Mr. Baker. After a quarter
hour, I noticed something out of place in the attic-a safe concealed well behind an upside down mock
self-portrait of Van Gogh. After we tried to crack the safe, we found it empty, but something must
have been there. “Can the violin have been here?” “Yes, I have a strong gut feeling that the old violin
may have been concealed here after all”. We were left wondering why, if Baker had said he wasn’t sure
of the violin’s value, he had kept it under lock and key.
“Say, sergeant, don’t you think this is absurd?” I asked our NYPD police sergeant, Cracy,
“Crazy” Howard. Having known the man was a fine figure, but I was in the detective business longer
than he has been prowling the streets, busting bad guys. Our most recent case involved Mr. Baker and
his newly acquired violin, one of unknown origin or brand, we figured that we could sort all of that
later, and we focused on the case and clues. So far we only came across the empty, once-occupied
vault.
“I had never known what had actually happened, but instead, I woke up one incredibly
unpleasant morning to find the antique missing” Baker informed.
How did Baker happen to have slept through the ordeal? Could the disappearance be
associated to news of a famous (and wealthy) violinist and collector having gotten and “found” a rare,
1701 slightly moldy and old Stradivarius in her attic, which was reportedly a violin graveyard, with
thousands of old and new violins alike. Our department and my colleagues dug around some more
and found out that the given date the collector had acquired the Stradivarius was exactly the same date
as when old Baker supposedly lost his violin. Although we couldn’t automatically assume that the
violin was his, Baker felt quite confident that his lost violin was quite valuable. We couldn’t verify or
fly over to Switzerland to check for Mr. Baker’s lost violin, but we could make a few calls to our
contacts and have them do the work.
Back at the Baker house, we had to ask Mr. Baker about everything, but he just wasn’t coming
clean.
“You know, if there’s something bugging you, tell us, and about your violin, did you ever have
the time to get it checked by an expert?” Sergeant inquired.
“Well…I believe that my violin in possession was quite a valuable one…it’s a shame that I
never got around to getting it checked by an expert or someone…it may have been worth millions,
after all” Baker sighed, a sigh of regret.
Later on that day, we came to a conclusion: either Baker was very lazy, or he had just gotten
the violin before it was picked off him. I had to come and go between his house and the police station
to investigate and try to pick up further leads. Only thing that I could find was a single brooch lying
on the cold, hard floor. Surely Baker wasn’t the type of man to be strutting around with jewelry?
Maybe it was the thief’s brooch that she lost...
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“Say, Ian, do you think you can run some tests and find who this belongs to?” The sergeant
had asked me.
“Of course, but I feel that I already know who this belongs too…well, let’s not get caught up
in a web of false accusations, Cracy” I stated.
I had at last; found the owner of this extravagant brooch-Duchess Minerva Gonly, the wife
and heir or the infamous violinist and collector, Sir Marshal Gonly. The couple had moved from
England, and we found that they had visited New York around a week ago, the same time Baker lost
his violin. But I started to have second thoughts, what if Baker had actually pilfered the Stradivarius,
and the Gonly’s had gotten it back? Not that I didn’t trust Baker, but what he told us didn’t quite add
up. He had been extremely hesitant to even speak up, and he said he hadn’t the time to sell or check
the value of “his” violin. I pondered the whole night why this detective chase had taken on these turn
of events, but I assumed that either Minerva Gonly or Baker had to behind this scandal involving one
of the world’s most valuable violins.
The next day, I just had to go along with Cracy to just poke around one more day before,
hopefully, coming to a conclusion. Grilling Baker was easy, as he cracked under pressure and was very
obvious when it came to lying and hiding things.
“Say, Baker, when’d you get the violin of yours?”
“…I got it around a month ago…” He answered, with a nervous twitch and uncomfortable
body language.
“Got any clues or evidence on who or what may have taken this violin of “yours?” sergeant
and I asked, making Baker very uncomfortable.
“Well, I gave you what I got, and I got to say, I don’t have much more for you. I wish, out of
privacy for me, that you don’t search me no more.”
“Sorry, sir, we have to. Unfortunately, you’re one of our prime suspects, and a search warrant
was issued yesterday and we’re approved” Sergeant said.
We covered every square inch of Baker’s attic in and hour, and we came up with a pass to the
Gonly annual music emporium showcasing their world-class violins along with free concertos. Swiss
newspaper clippings of the couple in distress as they think they lost their violins, and another clipping
a week later of how the Gonlys “found” the instrument again. At last we confronted Baker and made
him confess to whether or not he had stolen the Stradivarius in the first place.
“Folks! I…I…I…I did it…I mean, I thought it would be beneficial to have me sneak in and
pull out one of the lesser guitars…It’s also true that the Minerva Gonly stole it back…” Baker
admitted.
“You’re under arrest until a trial, in which maybe you’ll get lucky” Sergeant slapped the
handcuffs on him.
I just love these cases with a twist, although it was quite sad to see Baker getting dragged away
on his own case. Why he would steal a violin, and then ask the cops to intervene, and try to get it back
by proving the violin was actually “his”, I don’t get. For now, cased closed.
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CHRISTINE LEE; GRADE 8

One Waning Addiction – Misui

An explosion that will end this world will occur at 4:30 PM--or so I have heard. I wasn't exactly
paying attention when the announcement was made, after all. I'd dozed off, I think.
Gradually, I stop before a looming, metallic apartment building, my hand gripping a scrap of
paper with an address scrawled down on it. So she lives here, huh? I run a hand through my short,
golden-blond hair, before letting out a tired sigh. As expected of Ajisai Iryoshi, the daughter of the
prominent Iryoshi family. Lazily, I step through the entrance of the well-defined structure, navigating
myself from floor to floor through the elevator.
It doesn't take me very long to arrive at the final level that exhibits only a single door, which
means that this room takes up the entire top floor of this building. The silver Iryoshi plating that
engraves the door only confirms my suspicions, along with the matched up addresses. Without
hesitating, I start forward and press the loudspeaker on. "Ajisai," I begin. "You there? It's me, Misui,
your classmate."
I pause and wait, straining my ears to pick up even the slightest detection that hinted if
someone is currently inhabiting the interior. Nothing, not even the soft, telltale pitter-patter of
footsteps against tile. I steal a glance at my watch; it flickers a 4:28 PM back at me, a ticking bomb that
begs to be set off. Now it only needs a single spark to pave the way. Without a word, I twist the knob,
and to my surprise, it swings open easily, as if mocking me for my hasty doubts.
I cautiously peer into the room before entering it while loudly calling, "I'm coming in, 'kay?"
Inside, everything appears to be tidy and precisely where it’s supposed to be, but all the same,
untouched. As if they were all positioned perfectly on stage, but had never been given a chance to act
out their essential roles. It gives off a lonely feel, and I suddenly feel grateful for my own residence.
Though at my place, it is noisy and all is messily splayed out, it is easy and comfortable, which I find
much more preferable to this cool orderliness.
The lights are off, but the room is bathed in a pleasant light from the sunlight filtering through
long, glass windows. It dulls the harsh, empty tone of the apartment and I manage to make it past the
living room before arriving at a stalemate with the kitchen at my left and a hallway at the right. It is a
muted, ethereal glow that leak through beneath one of the doors in the darkened corridor that settles
the score. With the mysterious, bluish-white light being my only lead, I steer myself in its direction,
wrap my hand around the door's handle, and give it a turn.
Click. The door doesn't budge and remains shut to keep me, deliberately, out. I release a breath
of irritation before rapping the back of my hand sharply against the door. "Open up, Aisa! I know
you're in there." No response. A surge of frustration washes over me; I have come this far and I'm
not going to give up now! "Have it your way," I mutter, then I briskly bring my leg up and kick the
door open. What I see behind the door startles me for a whole second. Vicious, hostile Ajisai Iryoshi
is... smiling. At her computer, but nonetheless, she's grinning earnestly, as if she's having fun. "Aisa!
We have a class project to work on--" I'm cut short as a powerful torrent of what seems like jumbosized, stuffed toys surfing on a wave of books and rumpled clothing tips to the side and falls over my
head.
By the time I resurface, nothing has changed. A silent, lean girl with auburn hair and hazel
irises still stares blankly at her computer screen, lost in her own world. Her fingers are flying furiously
over her keyboard and a pair of headphones cover her ears. The shades inside this one, unkept room
are drawn closed, the lights firmly flicked off. After getting to my feet, I pick my way past the toppled
wreckage towards where she calmly sits in her chair, her eyes captivated by the blazing screen. I clear
my voice and speak up, "Ahem. We have a project to work on, you know. Remember that project that
we agreed to three days ago on Wednesday? Do you recall that we voted and decided that we would
work on it at your place?" Brittle silence. I’m getting nowhere, aren't I?
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I narrow my eyes and cross the room, my eyes focused on the light switch. With the flick of
my wrist, the lights shine back to life. The room brightens, and it takes me a few seconds for my eyes
to adjust. At the same time, Aisa releases a cry of pain as she buries her face in her hands, cringing
from the sudden shift in her surroundings. "Ahh! It burns-- my eyes!" She topples off of her chair and
lays sprawled against the cluttered ground.
I roll my eyes and cross my arms, leaning against the threshold of her room, knee-high in a
bed of pillows. "Pft. What a drama queen." I take a few steps toward her and reach forward and yank
off her headphones.
Her hands move in one swift motion to shield her ears as she hollers, "Why is the world so
quiet! Why? It's so not loud that it hurts! It's deafening!"
Dangling the headset over her face, I smirk at her, "You're pathetic, you know? You skip class,
put teachers and students in the spot, and is the so-called legendary delinquent of Hanaro High
school's ultimate source of terror and rumors-- yet you act like such a child."
She shoots a glare at me as she lashes a hand out, grabbing at her earphones. I lift them a few
centimeters higher, just out of her reach, before dipping them tantalizingly down again when she meets
air. "Give those back to me, NOW," she coldly hisses.
"You'll have it back," I calmly respond, "once we're halfway through the project. Deal?"
"NO!" she snaps, staggering to her feet. "I just leveled up to rank eighty-four! If I reach eightyfive in the next half hour or so, I'll win the bonus gunslinger equipment that will only be distributed
today. I'm so close!"
"I'll be in the living room," I say instead of replying to her weak protests. "Come when you're
ready."
^
Aisa eventually creeps into the spacious room, looking more determined than ever to win her
headphones back. Without a single word directed at me, she takes the seat furthest away from me and
begins to work furiously on one of the flyers. Her actions stun me at first, before I straighten my face.
I am about to leave it at that when my eyes catch the ticking time of the clock hanging on the wall that
I am facing. "Hm. The others are sure late, huh?" I think aloud, twirling my pen between my fingers.
"That's 'cause you're, like, super early," she tells me. "An hour or so, actually."
"What?" I exclaim, spinning the inking pen so hard that if flies from my grasp and rolls against
the hardwood floor. "No I'm not. You're wrong, I'm exactly on time!" After a rough explanation-more like an argument-- I come to a conclusion that she was right. I am an hour early. Well, at least
that answers why I don't remember a single thing from our meeting, when I'd drifted off.
Once we get all that cleared up, we decide to just continue on as normal, working on the flyers
before Aisa pushes her chair back and stands up, her hands resting on her hips. "I'm hungry," she
declares suddenly.
^
"Aren't you going to eat it?" I ask. "Isn't this your first time actually 'cooking'?" The two of us
are sitting down in the dining room, a plate set before each of us, each holding a misshapen, caramel
pudding. The cooking project first started with me doing all the hands-on, until Aisa began
complaining that she wanted to learn to make it.
"Don't rush me!" She barks, but I notice with satisfaction that her eyes are gleaming with
excitement. I watch as she slowly lifts her spoon-- when suddenly a crackling voice splits through the
air.
"Heeeeey! Aisa, you there? We're all here to work on our project together!"
The two of us start in our seats, victims of a mini heart attack. "I-I'll get the door," I stammer.
Leaving the room, I dash out of my seat and swing the door open.
A flicker of surprise crosses the newcomers' expressions when they see me, instead of the
apartment's owner, standing in the doorway.
"Misui?" Skyler is the first to speak up. "What are you doing here?"
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Instead of answering, I say, "It's a long story. C'mon," I beckon them inside, "let's go work on
our project. Aisa is waiting inside."
Daffodil marches past me without the slightest hesitation, but it takes a little longer for Skyler
to convince timid Day to go through the door.
I lead them to the living room, only to find Aisa there, carefully holding her own portion of
pudding in one hand and a spoon in the other. "Welcome," she greets rather unwelcomingly, her
words as searing as an open flame. A wall of awkwardness passes before she goes on, "I'll be in my
room. Have fun."
When the sound of a shutting door echoes through the apartment, a ruckus soon follows.
Day looks as if she's on the verge of tears. Skyler is consoling her, his voice gentle and
reassuring, his touch appearing to have a comforting effect on the platinum-blond girl. But upon
closer inspection, I notice that Skyler's typically clear, sky-blue eyes are almost gray and stormy.
Daffodil, on the other hand, appears ready to explode, a nuclear reactor dangerously edging towards
a certain, inevitable doom. It's plain and simple that all three of them already hold a strong, passionate
outlook for our fellow classmate, Ajisai Iryoshi.
"You three, work on the project, 'kay? I'll talk with her," I venture.
"M-Misui, I'm s-s-sorry. It's my f-fault," Day stutters, hiccupping while she is at it. "M-maybe
I should've s-said something--"
I reach a hand out and playfully tousle her silky, waist-length hair. Not too far away, I can feel
Skyler stiffening, narrowing his eyes at me. "Nonsense. You were fine. Aisa will always be Aisa, after
all."
"I'm totally gonna pommel her!" Daffodil yells, shaking her fist and screeching like a wild
banshee consumed in turmoil. "Isn't her family rich or something! Has she no manners?"
"No, you will not. I am going to talk to her," I say firmly. "While I'm gone, work on the project.
Our club advisor would kill us if we don't finish those flyers and that application in time." I lead them
over to the table where our project awaits us. Hesitatingly, I decide to give the pudding Aisa made to
Day, who tells me that it tastes sweet, yet nostalgic. When everything is finally settled down, I mentally
brace myself and head for Aisa's room.
As soon as I open the door, a trap is sprung and I barely evade a trio of kitchen knives that
hurl pass me, missing me by mere inches. My eyes are wide with bewilderment. "Are you trying to kill
me!"
She's at it again on her computer, playing some kind of game called Quantum Wind Online!,
which sounds all too familiar to be some kind of mistake. This time she's wearing earbuds, which
entirely defeats the purpose of baiting her with her kidnapped headphones.
"As a matter of fact, yes." She steals a glance at me, her face wearing a bitter expression. I spot
the pudding she made resting on a small table nearby, uneaten. "What are you doing here? Shouldn't
you be working on the project with the rest of 'em?"
"Aren't you going to join us?"
"No." She immediately answers, her voice different. More distant, more frigid. As if she were
trying to withdraw from the little, significant moments that make up that one, fateful hour that we'd
endured through, together. "Four people should be enough if you ask me."
Silence falls. Ahh, how annoying can this girl get? I grit my teeth. There is a limit to how
stubborn you can be, Aisa. Slowly, I sidle up from behind her and take her hands off of the keyboard.
I easily maneuver my way to the game's settings, log her off, then I shut down the game. I swipe the
earbuds away from her and back away, gripping them tightly.
She spins to face me in her chair, her eyes empty and glassy. They remind me of the Day
before Skyler came along, only more broken, more full of pain, rather than hollow loneliness. "What
are you doing, Misui?" It was more of a dreary surrender than some simple question. Her voice raises
up a notch. "Why won't you leave me alone! I don't need you, or any of you-- I want to be by myself!"
"Why?"
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Through the darkened room, Aisa's eyes widen, and to my horror, begin to glisten with tears.
I softly cuss at myself. Way to go to make the girl cry, jerk. This is going jolly well right now. "Bbecause... because..." her voice breaks and she's reaching angrily to brush her tears away.
I'm lost on what to do, which rarely happens to me. It doesn't take long for me to recover
when my eyes catch the pudding beside her. That's right... I never got a chance to actually taste it. I
step towards it and carefully pick it up along with the spoon. "Mind if I try some? I gave mine to
Day."
Aisa nods, appearing grateful for the distraction.
I sink the spoon into the smooth, wobbly surface and lift it to my mouth. By now Aisa's face
is devoid of tears, anxiously watching me as I take my first bite. For a split-second, I can understand
Day's description of its taste. It's sweet. Very sweet. She'd added too much sugar, if you ask me. But
the dark, bitter caramel balances it out, leaving an aftertaste that longs for more of that light
palatableness once again. "It's... good."
"What!" Her face lights up, a mixture of surprise and utter joy. She crosses the distance
between us within heartbeats. "Really? Seriously?"
I can feel my cheeks heat up. That's weird, it's actually really hot in this room. Maybe because
the windows are closed? Or perhaps I'm catching a cold or something. I avert my gaze. "The pudding
is way too sweet. The caramel is black as hell, which means it tastes more bitter than it is supposed to
be. The shape is grotesque and looks nothing like the real thing. In other words, it needs a lot of
work."
Her face falls and her shoulders sink. She is deflating almost as quickly as she'd inflated in the
first place.
"But--" I hurry to add, and our eyes somehow find their way to each other, "It's not bad. I
don't hate it." I offer a small smile. "It's delicious, Aisa."
She's frozen with disbelief. Then a grin begins to grow before she struggles to put on a serious
face. "Lemme try some."
"Ah, I finished it already. Sorry."
"You WHAT!"
"But!" I raise my voice to stop her in mid-rage mode. "If you come with me, we can make
another. And this time," I stretch out a hand, "you don't have to be alone."
"I..." She looks so uncertain, so insecure. So this is the real, mysterious Ajisai Iryoshi, huh? A
harsh, aggressive delinquent on the outside, who hid from the world, all alone. She was never seething
with rage at reality-- all along, she had been scared stiff by it. "I can..'t--"
"Trust me," My gray eyes soften when I notice her trembling hands, "and I'll show you a world
where you don't have to be afraid anymore. A world worth living in, not just playing."
Her eyes meet mine, then they surely curve into a sly smile. "Promise, you jerk?"
I match her smile. "Promise, you useless delinquent."
The world is just beginning, this afternoon at exactly 5:30 PM, where a promise is made, and
a girl who feared the world and all its imperfect blemishes, takes a boy's hand and steps through.
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The Midst of Summer

VALERIE WU; GRADE 8

In the sunlight’s full view, leaves sway gently in the wind.
The sun caresses, soothing them as fresh green buds press through the soil
trying to worm their way out.
Between shades of emerald, they emit a soft glow.
white roses releasing a pungent smell into the air.
As the bark of a palm tree blisters in the sun,
we see the light of day dancing over the wood of a bench.
Rosebuds jump lightly onto the seats, striving to be close
to the sun’s fiery warmness.
A girl smoothes her skirt down as she sits,
watching the leaves crumple beneath her feet
As the leaves waver,
the sprouts poke their heads up to taste the air,
and seasoned roses emanate their last breaths,
I think
we can all agree
that in the midst of summer, life is beautiful.
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Swans

ELAINE CHEN; GRADE 6
Majestic creature so white and fine
Hold their heads up high and
flap their wings until they reach the sky
Falling like snow their feathers feel like silk
Their landing disturbs the placid surface of the lake
in smooth ripples across
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SOWMYA MAMBAKKAM; GRADE 6

The Lemon Pt. 2

Eliana Amalie Lassen - great actor and self-proclaimed genius chemist —-had just stopped at
the house of a girl, while pretending to be homeless and asking for food. She wasn’t actually
homeless, though. She was really trying to look for the daughter of Sam and Julianne Dubrook.
Those two had killed her parents, and even though she had only been three at the time, her parents
had told her the names of the Dubrooks, so she could be careful. She could somehow still
remember how she had heard some people outside her house, saying how Sam and Julianne
Dubrook had killed the Lassens.
It was hard to believe, but she had also remembered the Dubrooks’ names for eleven
years. They had not, however, told her why they were being targeted for murder. All they had told
her were the Dubrooks’ names and that they didn’t want to get the police mixed up in their business.
Just the names, so Eliana was on the trail for revenge. She knew that both the Dubrooks had been
arrested, but to Eliana, that wasn’t enough. She wanted to find the Dubrooks’ daughter.She had
looked all over Cvanen for her since she was eleven, and she just knew that she was getting closer.
She could feel it. She had seen the Dubrooks once, from a distance, of course, but she still had a
pretty good idea of what their daughter would look like.
Eliana stopped a few blocks away from her house, holding the lemon the girl had given her.
She definitely recognized that copper-colored hair and those blue eyes, from but she had to be sure.
She knew that the people in this area of Cvanen would go to Maple Song Middle School, so she
decided to go there first.
Well, after she took off those “homeless people” clothes, anyway. No one at the school
would talk to her if she looked like that. Eliana ran home when she was sure the girl wasn’t looking,
dropped off the lemon, changed, and started on her way to Maple Song.
The only person in the school office was a stern-looking lady with slightly graying hair and
pointy glasses. “How can I help you?” she asked in an almost bored voice.
Eliana tossed her black hair over her shoulder. “Do you know who lives on 1500 Creener
street? It’s West Cvanen,” she replied.
The lady raised her eyebrows. “No,we’re not allowed to tell you—-”
“But it’s really important,” Eliana pressed. The lady’s eyebrows shot higher. “No, I can’t.
And if you’ll excuse me, I have to leave for a while now.”
Eliana inwardly rolled her eyes. The moment the lady stepped out the door, she scanned the
room. She spotted a green directory lying in one corner, and flipped to a random page. She was
lucky, though. It happened to be the page on which it stated who lived on 1500 Creener Street.
Right there in big bold letters: Marietta Julianne Dubrook.
Dubrook, huh? Exactly as Eliana had suspected. Marietta was the daughter of the pair who
had killed her parents. She had been searching for her all her life, and now finally she could have her
revenge. She put down the directory and quickly slipped out the door.
Eliana loved chemistry, and thanks to her frequent trips to look for materials, she
already knew how to make a substance that would make someone faint. It was a small transparent
liquid, so inconspicuous that it looked exactly like water. At home, she tried her best to inject it into
her lemon, leaving only a tiny hole. She would take revenge on Marietta tomorrow.
The next day, Eliana knew she had to pretend she only knew Marietta’s name. So, taking
advantage of her week off from her school in east Cvanen, she decided to pay another visit to Maple
Song. She found Marietta walking somewhere during lunch and ran up to her. Using her best
imitation of broken English, she asked, “Marietta? Your name is Marietta Dubrook?”
“Yes,” Marietta replied cautiously. Eliana burst out quickly, “This is for you. I got from
someone else,” placed the lemon in Marietta’s hand, and scurried away as quickly as she could. Now
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she would just have to wait. The day after, when Marietta was done with school, Eliana went inside
her house to watch. Even though it was unlikely, she hoped Marietta would not dispose of
the lemon. But if she tried to get revenge on Marietta any other way, she would probably have to
reveal who she really was, and that wouldn’t work out too well.
Eliana hadn’t wanted to go to Maple Song, so she went to a different school. It was a good
thing the school had let her stay in this area, though. At that moment, it was a very good spy
location.
Thank goodness, she saw Marietta bite into the lemon for whatever reason she had - it was
sweet, because of the chemical - and then she saw her head drop. Eliana slipped outside, went into
Marietta’s house, and did her best to carry her back to her own house.
**************************
Mari woke up inside another house, not her own. Other than that, she had absolutely no idea
where she was. Her head was throbbing, and the room was dusty and dark. She squinted and saw a
girl pacing back and forth. Slowly the girl seemed to look familiar.
Yes— this was the girl that had given her the lemon, but she still had no idea where she was
and how she had gotten there.
The girl faced Mari and said, “I’m Eliana. Eliana Lassen. No, I’m not homeless, yes, you
fainted from my lemon, and I want some answers.” Nothing like the broken English Mari had heard
from her yesterday.
“Answers about what?” She asked tentatively. The girl - Eliana looked outraged, her face
twisted with anger. “You didn’t know that your parents murdered mine?! They were arrested for
that, of course. You’re not telling me you didn’t know?” She was screaming now.
“That’s why? For murder?” Marietta asked, appalled.
“Don’t tell me you didn’t know. Well, if you don’t, then I guess I can’t have answers. Go
back home and check. You can have tomorrow too. But I want you back here tomorrow, at the
same time. Or else— you don’t know what I’ll do to you. “
Mari sprinted out of Eliana’s house as quickly as she could, her mind whirling. Her parents
had been arrested because of murder? She had thought they were good people . . .well, maybe Eliana
was lying. Probably, in fact. But she had to admit that she was curious about this. At least now she
had some possible clues about why her parents were arrested.
Well, in any case, she was going to have to find Eliana’s answers. She wanted to, actually,
since she wanted to find out if Eliana was lying or not, and about her parents’ arrest. She might as
well start now, since she probably wouldn’t be going to school tomorrow and wouldn’t have to turn
in her homework.
She still had some of her parents’ old things in the closet. She had looked through them
before, but she’d never really noticed anything about a murder. She did know that one of the things
was her mother’s old diary. She could always start there, she supposed.
She searched through the closet for the diary and soon saw its old cover, embossed with
once-shiny, golden words reading, “Property of Julianne Dubrook.”
She flipped through the pages, seeing a three-line entry around the time when she would
have been a year old. This was when her parents had been arrested for murder—the reason she had
never gotten to know them. She smoothed the page out and started reading.
’Sam has been imprisoned now. And for what? Trying to stop a very dangerous man from
doing a very dangerous thing. Mark Lassen was not a good person. Now I am scared that Katrina
will hunt me down, try to get revenge for his murder. And if she succeeds, she alone will hold the
knowledge of’
The words were gone after that, as if her mother had suddenly had to stop writing. Mari sat
back and turned her blue eyes upward, trying to process the tidbits of information that she
recognized. Sam Dubrook was her father’s name—that was one thing she knew about her parents.
He had killed a man named Mark Lassen—Eliana’s father, probably. Katrina must have been
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Eliana’s mother. Eliana’s parents’ deaths were what she had been seeing in her dreams. But what did
Katrina Lassen hold the knowledge of? This whole thing seemed like a confusing mess to her.
She did not have a chance to ponder upon this, because her front door had been opened.
And Eliana Lassen snatched the diary out of her hand.
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Stolen Innocence

MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8

The night was duller than usual. The dust and trash around the street were no longer hidden
by all those people, from beggars playing the guitar to little kids rolling in the mud. The small straw
houses that deceived passing civilians with the illusion of just simplicity during the daytime now
looked blatantly real when the sun was not shining on them, exposing the destitution of much of the
population. This night, quieter than ever, showed the true, unbiased, colors of the neighborhood.
Calvyn walked down the street alone, kicking a gray rock repeatedly and watching it
accumulate slowly with dirt. Maybe he shouldn’t have walked this stretch alone, but it was only a
block. Besides, fifteen was old enough to be walking alone. Just as that thought was creeping into his
brain, however, he felt a tugging sensation on his bag.
The boy couldn’t have been there a couple seconds ago. But if he could appear at
will, then he wouldn’t need to be tugging desperately at his bag, almost wildly. Calvyn reacted almost
instantly, pushing the boy away. When the hold continued, a sharp punch to the face. The boy
stifled a groan and gave one more futile punch back that Calvyn didn’t even need to dodge. The
boy looked terrified, knowing his only advantage, the element of surprise, was completely gone. Just
as Calvyn was going to hold his hand up in truce, he saw a whirl of flesh and an agonizing pain in his
shoulder. He could barely get himself to swallow a cry of pain and keep himself standing.
Before he could move, he felt a powerful push to a nearby wall. He couldn’t imagine that
this scrawny boy could have done anything this strong. He stood there for a moment, dazed from
the pain on his head and astonished at the desperation of the kid in front of him.
The boy turned around, grateful for Calvyn’s distraction. Choosing fear over greed, he
abandoned his mission and retreated back. Then, as he turned his head before he ran away, Calvyn
saw his face for the first time.
The boy’s face was twisted in a smirk when he met Calvyn’s eye as if he wanted to
warn him, “I’ll be back.” But it was his eyes that revealed his true emotions. His eyes were wide,
giving him a childish look that revealed fear and wild desperation, as if getting that bag would save
his life.
But his mission had failed, and the boy knew it. He gave up his pugnacious stance,
giving a pleading look before he turned and ran away. The boy had taken something else from him.
Not the bag, but something else that Calvyn could never gain back. But even if he could, Calvyn
never saw him again.
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Serendipity

KAVYA BALAJI; GRADE 8

Sometimes all the world seems to do,
Is to crumble down on you,
and the lies are overwhelming,
but What’s harshest is the truth.
But among the rocks and trees,
the streams and creeks,
the whistling wind and rustling leaves,
you can’t help but be you.
Gazing at the granite mountains,
powerfully cascading water fountains,
meadows and fields of yellowing grass,
golden sunsets at dusk.
The silvery stars in the moonlit sky,
and the crisp but cold air,
the misfortune and adversity of life,
disappear and all is finally fair.
So as you stand in solitude,
the troubles of life fade away,
remaining is the serenity of nature,
keeping the cacophony of life at bay.
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Regular Life

ANUSHA FATEHPURIA; GRADE 8

Regular life, it’s something you get to experience so rarely, but you don’t even realize it’s
there until it’s gone. Or so I thought. It has been almost two years now since that day, and the
biggest lesson I’ve learned about regular life is that it doesn’t exist, since one feeling or one day can
never be replicated exactly. It took me a long time to realize that, and a lot of crying. I still cry
actually, a lot. Crying, it’s just a recurrence for me, one that I’ve gotten used to, but it’s not regular
life.
It had all started on a Sunday, when my mom returned from the hospital, weak and weary,
and unable to even make it up the stairs alone. A week passed, and I just sat there, crouched in front
of my parents’ bedroom door, trying to make sense of the hushed voices from the other side.
Something was wrong, I just knew it, and I was almost certain that it had to do with what happened
in that hospital room. They had been acting mysteriously for days, but not in a good way, as if a
surprise birthday party were waiting for me at the other end. This was the type of mysterious where
they were hiding something from me, something that was sure to distress me.
Deep in thought, I didn’t realize that the voices had ceased, replaced by footsteps. The door
flew open, and I stumbled into the room and looked up sheepishly at the shocked faces of my
parents and older brother.
“How much did you hear?” my dad growled at me, an angry expression daring to appear on
his wrinkling face.
“Nothing! Like, I heard it, but I couldn’t hear it.” I realized how silly that sounded, and
quickly corrected my mistake. “Okay, I could hear you guys, but I couldn’t figure out what you were
saying. But can’t you just tell me what’s going on?”
“Good. Come downstairs in two minutes; dinner is almost ready,” my brother said,
completely ignoring my pleas. He walked out and beckoned me to follow him out of the door to
leave my parents alone. I knew then, that whatever was going on was more serious than I thought.
My brother never cooked.
I walked out and into the bathroom. As soon as I heard my parents go downstairs a few
minutes later, I darted into their room, hoping to get some clue as to what was going on. There was
a binder out of place on my dad’s desk, and I immediately went to it, knowing that he wouldn’t have
left it lying around if he hadn’t just been using it. However, on my way to the desk, I tripped on the
office chair, bumping in to the desk, and the binder fell. Like magic, it fell perfectly, landing on the
back, the cover smirking at me as if to taunt me. The title was so blunt and it hit me like a bullet.
With Every Breath- A Lung Cancer Guidebook.
I lifted it again slowly, rereading the line over and over again. I looked around the room to
find anything, anything else that could explain what was going on, but there was nothing. Everything
else was in place, as if nothing had happened, nothing extraordinary.
I hastily walked back into my room and threw the book under my bed, not wanting to even
look at it, pushed the door back behind me, but leaving it slightly ajar. A closed door means isolation
and being isolated means being cut off from everything. That means not knowing what is going on,
and there is nothing I hate more than being ignorant or kept in the dark.
I sat down on my window seat and propped my legs up, staring at the stars twinkling in the
sky. A single tear escaped my eye and flowed down my cheek, plopping down right in my hand. I
glanced down at it, and it had me entranced. I slid it around in my hand, observing it, when I noticed
an eyelash. Bringing my hand closer to my face, I closed my eyes and blew it, making the one wish I
could only think about at the time. I wish everything would go back to the way it was before, to my
regular life.
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Footsteps came closer and closer to my room, yet I still didn’t make any indication to even
move. I just sat there, entranced by the stars, wishing time could stop right there, with me alone,
right there in that fantasy; in the fantasy where there was no reason for me to cry. Everything was
just perfect.
“You found out, huh?” The voice of my mom broke through my fragile walls, and suddenly,
it all caught up to me. Another tear escaped, and another, and before I knew it, I actually cried. I
cried for the first time in years. Little did I know that after that day, crying would become a daily
occurrence for me, for at least the next two years.
My mom came and held me, and I collapsed in her arms. She murmured soothing words,
wiped off my tears, and told me that it would all be okay. But none of it helped, because I knew that
nothing would be the same again.
Her chemo therapy started the next month and continued for six months, and our lives, they
changed completely. The little things they’re still the same. I do great in school. I have such an
amazing house. I have great friends. I have so many opportunities. However, the big picture, that
was what changed the most. Sometimes, I feel like I have so many problems. I feel like there is no
one I can talk to, no one who really understands what I’m going through. There was only one
question I asked myself everyday in those six months. Why me?
Last summer, I was at a camp for two weeks, and I was walking with my friend at night back
to our cabin. We got into discussion, and she started talking about all of her problems, and as
different as they were, they were just so similar. Problems, they’re universal. You don’t have a life
without having problems.
I look back today, and sometimes I just feel so guilty. So many people have lives so much
worse than what I’m going through, and then I look back at my life, and I just feel like crying again.
Regular life, that’s something you get to experience so rarely, but you don’t even realize it
was there until it is gone. One feeling or one day can never be replicated exactly. It took me a long
time to realize that, and a lot of crying. I still cry actually, a lot. Crying, it’s just a recurrence for me,
one that I’ve gotten used to, but it’s not regular life. It has been almost two years now since that day,
and the biggest lesson I’ve learned about regular life is that it just doesn’t exist.
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SUMEET KULKARNI; GRADE 6
‘I’ll Tell You What, We’re Having an Earth-’
Screech!
The bus pulled up in front of Roger’s house.
“Goodbye, honey!” his mother called out.
“Bye, mom!”
Roger boarded the bus. As usual, he sat next to his friend, Philip, tired as a sloth. They
weren’t the best of friends because of their conflicting interests, but they had only each other;
otherwise, they were not very sociable. Philip was quiet, but when it came to baseball, he would not
let his lips touch together. The entire 14 minutes from Roger’s house to school, Philip was talking
about the 1989 baseball World Series. It was almost as if Philip knew so much about the teams and
the players, that he may as well know all the players’ social security numbers. Listening to him
explain baseball in such detail was slightly annoying, yet humbling—his passion for the sport would
leave one speechless. He was mainly influenced by his father, who would watch the games with him,
and would occasionally buy tickets to Candlestick Park.
“Are you going to watch the World Series game? It’s the Giants versus the Athletics! The
Battle of the Bay! The BART Series! It’s . . . ” Philip rambled on.
Oh, no, Roger thought to himself. Here we go again. He knew what was ahead of him, and he
was prepared for it. A mixture of polite nods and several phrases like “Wow!” and “Oh, okay” led
him through the agonizing ride. Of course, Roger did not hate baseball—he just thought it was a
tiny bit annoying when Philip started talking about it. Roger, in fact, played on the baseball team
himself and was decent at it.
“My parents thought about buying tickets at first, but then they decided it would be better if
I watched it on the television. I guess it’s similar to being there, anyways.”
“Wow,” Roger replied rather sluggishly. “That’s pretty cool.”
Finally, both boys reached their school. They attended Junipero Serra Junior High school, or
“Serra,” as the students would call it, and were 7th graders.
It was a chill October morning—so cold you could see your breath—so both of the boys
were eager to get inside the classrooms, which was not usual of them.
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
School had started. Roger and Philip went to their respective classes, both of them staring at
the clock intently during class, looking forward to brunch.
5 . . . 4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . 1 . . . Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
It was brunch. Philip and Roger sat right next to the locker rooms, because their third period
classroom was physical education.
“So,” Philip started a conversation. “how’s it going?”
“Eh. . . not much.”
“Anyways, who do you think will win the World Series? I think it’ll be the Athletics. It’s the
first ever world series sweep since 1976, and . . . “
Twenty minutes passed by.
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
Philip and Roger entered the musty, dirty, humid, and sweaty locker rooms—physical
education wasn’t exactly a priority at Serra. After about 15 to 20 minutes of actually exercising,
students had the liberty to play whatever they wanted. Philip and Roger just sat down and politely
conversated.
“So, what should we do?” Philip inquired.
“I don’t know,” Responded Roger. “I don’t really want to do anything. Let’s just talk.”
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up?”

“I was thinking the same thing.” agreed Philip. “So, what do you want to be when you grow

Thank God he’s not talking about baseball, thought Roger.
“I think I want to be a . . . an engineer!” said Roger. “That would be fun, tinkering with
tools, fixing engines, calculating trajectories.”
“I want to be an outfielder for the Athletics,” said Philip. “That would be really fun! Or I
could play for the Giants and be . . . “
I thought too soon. Roger was bored out of his mind. Roger, though not as huge fan of baseball
as Philip was, planned to invite Philip over to his house to watch the game; it would simply be
boring with just his mom around.
“Hey, Philip,” Roger interrupted. “do you want to come over to my house to watch the
game?”
“Would I? Watching the games at home is boring, so it should be fun at your place. I just
have to check with my parents after school.”
“Okay! That’s great! Hope to see you then.”
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
“Well, I’ve got to go.” said Roger.
“Okay. See you later.”
The last two periods Roger enjoyed very much: science and math. He had a deep interest for
the subjects, and this was the precise reason he wanted to be an engineer. Both periods flew by
extremely quickly for Roger.
I wish time went by this fast during History, Roger thought.
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
School was out for the day. Roger took the bus home, awaiting his mom’s after-school
snacks.
“Hi, honey!” His mother greeted him.
“Hi, mom.”
“How was your day at school?”
“Oh, it was okay. So, what’s cookin’?”
“I’ve made you a grilled cheese sandwich! I hope you like it. Here you go, sweety.” His
mother plopped the plate of oozing cheese and bread on the counter.
“M’m, this is delicious!”
“I’m glad you like it.”
“Mom, I just wanted to let you know that someone might be coming over to watch the
game with me.”
“Really? Who?”
“His name is Philip.”
“Great! So you’ve made a new friend. Sure, he can come over.”
“Well, he’s not really a frie—”
“Go finish your sandwich and start your homework. The game will be starting soon, and I’m
sure you wouldn’t want to do homework while watching it.”
Roger finished his sandwich and went back to his room. It was 3:30. He played some video
games on his Atari machine, and then proceeded to do his homework and study for his history test.
Half an hour passed.
Ding Dong!
“He’s here!” called out Roger.
Roger opened the door.
“Hey, Philip!”
“Mom, this is Philip.”
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“Hi, Philip. Why don’t you two go to Roger’s room? You go have some fun while I bake the
cookies!”
“Cookies?” Cookies were Philip’s favorite food. “Awesome!”
“C’mon,” said Roger. “let’s go.”
The boys played on the Atari machine and talked until around 5:00 and then finally tuned in
to the pre-game show. The commentators were analyzing previous plays of the Giants and Athletics,
and pointing out the pros and cons of the plays made, and they also showed some highlights. It was
a thrilling experience for Philip—a little less thrilling for Roger.
“This is amazing! Your television is so much bigger than mine that the quality is a million
times better!”
The commentator started speaking.
“Fa—flash forward to the bottom of the fourth inning, Dave Parker barely, by inches, just
misses a home run. Candy Maldonado with the hesitation, allowing José Canseco to score, and he
fails to get Dave Parker at 2nd base, so the Oakland A’s take. . . “
The screen went black. Roger fell to his side.
“What’s going on?” asked Philip.
“I don’t know.”
The players were back on the screen.
“take . . . “
The screen turned yellow and flashed and seemingly malfunctioned. Concerned shouts came
from the ABC commentators.
“I’ll tell you what, we’re having an earth—”
The screen turned to static and cut the commentator off before he could finish his sentence.
The ground started to shake more violently. Books fell, and Roger’s toys and games clattered to the
ground. Philip, concerned, went outside the room to the kitchen. He was horrified to find that the
entire living room had imploded, with Roger’s mother barely escaping. The oven, still on, set some
of the wooden frame on fire. The walls started to crumble, and the roof started caving in. Philip,
unable to maintain his balance, stumbled back to Roger’s room with the intention of helping him to
escape. However, when he finally reached the room, he saw what he could not unsee. Roger lay
beneath a fallen shelf, with a pool of blood beside him.
Philip was too late.
To be continued
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SELENA ZHAO; GRADE 6
The Volcano Pt. 1
The sky clouded with dust and soot. Gray figures flailed around in the knee-deep volcanic
ash, desperate to remain above the deep, powdery blanket. Others rushed towards the gates that left
Pompeii, ignoring the filth that covered their necks and faces. Many bodies already lay sprawled on
the ground, unmoving. I stood there, in the center of it all, shocked at the horrific transformation of
a once peaceful mountain. Then I woke up, my heart pounding.
Before I left Earth, I was the ready-to-be-married daughter of a wealthy merchant. My father
was an avaricious man who felt like he could never have enough money. My mother had died of an
unidentified illness when I was but a little girl just learning to talk, leaving my father to decide which
rich man I would marry. I was the only girl of the family; my three older siblings were men. That
meant that my father would marry me off to some extremely rich person, using me to gather even
more allies for his business.
I remember my mother speaking to me a long, long time ago, before she died. She spoke
quietly, with a honey-like voice that flowed with love and sweetness. So beautiful that, now, I
wonder why she was married to a man like my father. Perhaps her situation was similar to mine, that
her father—my grandfather—forced her to marry my father because of his money obsession.
As I grew up, my father had always ignored me, saying that he was too busy. “Optata can
play with the other children,” he would always tell my nurse. He would never call for me unless it
was to lecture me, to tell me what I was doing wrong. For example, I always talked to friendly
visitors, but he told me to ignore them, saying they weren’t worthy of my attention, instead of
complimenting me on my skills as a proper host. He also commanded me to keep my hair in a
stylish, complex shape, instead of a simpler, easy-to-get-around chignon.
By the time I was old enough to understand how to earn love from my father, I felt like he
didn’t love me. As a result, I did everything in my power to make him appreciate my presence. I did
everything he desired of me, and I even worked a little to earn him money. But instead of “oh, that’s
wonderful! You’re such a good, helpful daughter,” it was “you should be learning useful skills
instead of wasting your time reading about disasters you’ll never experience.” or “bargaining with
the marketers is a job for the servants, not for a noble lady like you!”
Soon, I realized that it was no use, so I started disobeying his rules. I visited my friend,
Epaphra, when I was supposed to be studying and gaining knowledge. When going outside, I would
wear an uncomplicated bun and no makeup. I was still doing things like this when Vulcan, the god
of fire, exploded with fury.
My father tried to “sell” me the moment I was at a suitable age for marriage. He decided
upon a man, and I was allowed to meet him before our marriage. I remember how disgusted I was
when I met him. I had stared at the man who stood before me, the man with the great, bushy beard
and the pudgy, crinkled face. The man with the bulging belly and the thin legs underneath. I was
horrified. I was engaged to him two years early, so that my father could plan out all the details of my
“glorious” wedding. He said there would be great citizens attending, and a wonderful gown. “The
best of the best,” my father had said, for me.
Half a year before Pompeii’s destruction, I was stricken with the same sickness that killed my
mother. I coughed in the same broken way my mother had, laughed the same stiff laugh my mother
had, and showed my illness in the exact same way my mother had. I was miserable, staying in bed,
laying there in boredom. My complexion worsened and my beauty faded, causing my father to be
horrified. He did everything he was capable of to save me, whom he saw as a rope to tie together
two businesses; one of which would be his. He brought in the doctors and even the priests, but no
one knew what to do. He despaired of never managing to bring me back to full health—until he met
one special priestess. The priestess said she had had a vision. In it, a man was shouting angrily at a
dormant volcano, while seas of faces stared at him. Fire blazed in the sky above him. A nearby
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couple was smiling happily. She interpreted this to mean that my father must criticize the great god
Vulcan in public on Vulcania, August 23. He had to do this in order to please Venus, a goddess
forced to marry the ugly god with the twisted foot, who had sent the illness.
TO BE CONTINUED...
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ANDREW MERIAM; GRADE 6
Goblins: Gladius Actus Est Potentia
Jack had honed his sword to a razor edge. He tested the blade with his finger. Seemingly
satisfied by the resulting blood, he slid the gladius back into its sheath. Then he reached for his
armor and started polishing it.
He probably didn’t need to do this, but that’s what gave him his edge. Literally, he thought,
and a wry smile touched his lips.
It was the day after the encounter with the Hydrolisc. He had completed his daily lessonToday, it was practice for quickly drawing your sword- and it was now free period, when most
people would be in the rec room watching TV and playing ping-pong. The daily schedule included
breakfast, lessons, lunch, more lessons, than free period, and finally dinner at 9 with a 10 o’clock
curfew.
Currently, his ‘room’ consisted of a bed, an armor stand, and a locker in a crowded
dormitory, but there was a rumor going around that one of the things on the council's to-do list was
promote him. After one day. The council was so secretive and made such huge decisions that it was
nicknamed “The council of Elrond.”
Amy burst into the room. Jack had his sword out and ready, pointed at Amy’s throat in
approximately three milliseconds.
Amy laughed. “Hi, Jack!”
He hesitated, wondering what to do, then remembered his lesson on what to do when
confronted with a superior officer. He snapped to attention, his sword held high. “Ma’am!”
She grinned. “Stand down, Jack.”
He lowered his sword. “With all due respect, Ma’am, this is the boy’s dormitory.”
Her grin grew wider. “Oh, they bend the rules for us centurions. Besides, I’d get Yahil to do
it, but he’s tied up with the council meeting.” She gestured to the door. “C’mon. The’re just about to
make a decision.”
When they came to the doors of the council room, he could hear a heated argument going
on inside. Amy made a noncommittal gesture. “Oh, relax. They’re just arguing about getting a
swimming pool.”
The doors swung open and a voice boomed, “Enter.” Mouth dry, Jack walked forward to
stand in the council hall.
After the formalities, which included lots of bowing, Aatharv, the decurion, announced,
“Well, we have decided to make you a lieten-”
“Just a moment!” a new voice protested. “That little punk isulted me!”
Aatharv turned to Jack. “Is this true?”
Jack winced. “Yes”
“You shall leave the room now.”
After consulting loudly, the council invited him back in. “Yes, well, we have decided almost
unanimously”- Aatharv shot a look at the protester- “to make you a Optio. You are dismissed.”
Amy pulled him along. “An Optio! Optios don’t get rooms, but they do get a lockable screen
around their bed, larger lockers, and twice the normal salary.”
Jack held up a hand. “Wowowo. We get payed?”
Amy nodded. “Yeah. Once a month. By the way, you’ll get your badge and dagger soon.”
“Yes! A dagger!”
He went to dinner and had some sausages and salad, with chocolate mousse for dessert.
Then he sat down and started polishing his breastplate..
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SUPHALA NIBHANUPUDI; GRADE 6
My Mind is Bleached
January 9, 2020
We just came back from the doctor. My parents seem worried and tense. I feel fine. Nothing
to worry about. I open my eyes and look out the….the world felt different.
I want to be the president. I heard him talking on TV about how kids should be free from
slvary or something like that. I want everyone to have ice cream for dessert every day! I know that
everyone would like that!
Mom was reading this poem in her room and I listened to her. I like how her words just
flow so nicely. No wonder she’s a poet. I’m guessing she wrote it. I asked her to write it for me in
my Precious Princess diary. She said she’ll only write one verse for me though. She isnt done yet.
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
The world is blank,
all color has dwindled away
I have no idea waht it means.
January 10, 2020
I think I figured out what Dad and Mom are worried about. My eyes. It feels that a cloud is
in front of my eyes. I mean come on. I hit my head to a pole. Really hard. Thats it. So? But this…?
I’m 4 I can’t be expected to know everything.
Dad was at the kitchen table, mumbling to himself about money. I asked, “Is everything
allright?” He said “Ya darling. We just need to see how to get you and your sister into that private
school.” “Uh-huh.” Lexi said, “We’re smart cookies. Just call me Gingersnap.” I giggled. Roland,
our younger brother, said, “I Chocolate chippy!!!!” and started dancing around the room. Mom
headed in, shook her head, and headed for the kitchen. Lexi looked worried, and buried her head
into the new Tori Kvetina 1000-page book. “Mom?” I whispered, “Do you have a new verse for
your poem?” Wordlessly, she stomped to the kitchen, pulled out my diary from a cabinet, and flung
it like a Frisbee into the hallway, landing on my My Little Pony plushee collection. I reteeted to my
room, and opened up my diary.
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
The world is as colorful
a black and white photograph
January 11, 2020
I hate Lexi. She says taht Dad is going away and never coming back. That’s not true. Dad
loves us. But he has been fighting with Mom a lot. Now I’m scared. Georgia from Nursery Rhymes
school had parents who never lived eachother. They were vorced. NOW she makes sense. Ugh
sisters.
My eyes were kinda the same as yesterday, except just darker. And Poka dots. YAY!! Pizza
for dinner!!
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
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Light dissolving into dark
Not leaving a trace
Day 4
I woke up and it felt like the middle of the night. I stumbled for the light switch by the
balcony; I always I flipped it on. Nothing happened. I can’t help but wonder. Did we have a
blackout?
I hear a flick of a switch and everybody screams Happy Birthday!!!. But I can’t see them. It’s
still dark Lexi says “Turn around stupid,” I said “Where are you guys?” Silence. Mom said
“George?” He ‘mm-hhmmed’ and the next thing I knew was that we were headed to the hospital.
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
My life is not a blissful dream
nor a nightmare
One day I wake up
For once I feel frightened
For it is utter dark
closing in on me
January 13, 2020
I can’t see. Now I have to use Braille. Stupid Braille. I have to use a stick. Like a old granny.
I can’t see colors. This must be what people call torture.
Lexi was right. Mom and Dad were going to vorce. But they’ll hold it a bit longer for me.
Hopefully forever.
I know I can be the president, even if I’m blind. Right?
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
My spirit feels lonely
as it withers in the drought
Washed out, faded,
My mind is bleached
As I give up,
the rain of hope falls in torrents

*Since this is from the perspective of a four year old, the author chose to imitate the spelling and
grammar of a child. For this reason, there are intentional mistakes in spelling and grammar.
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DIVYA PEREIRA; GRADE 7
Stunned
The text message simply said, “meet me at the end of the world.”
Isabelle’s eyes widened. Why now? She drew her brown parka closer around her, the icy
November air gliding coolly over the back of her neck as he started walking. Her flat black shoes
making gentle tapping noises against the dirty sidewalk. She soon found herself in a shabby coffee
shop by the name The End of the World.
Isabelle strode up to the counter, her dark hair streaming behind her, and ordered one
cappuccino with extra milk and no sugar, and one caramel macchiato. She sat down after receiving
her drinks, setting the second one carefully across from her in a booth in the back corner of the
shop. Isabelle then sat up in her seat, waiting for her white digital watch to strike twelve.
Right when the hour changed to twelve, she heard the bells of the front door ring. Isabelle
inhaled sharply when she felt the large hand on her shoulder.
“Hello, Isabelle,” a voice said cooly.
Isabelle turned around to face the tall woman behind her. “Why’d you want me to meet you
here, Em?”
The woman primly sat down in her seat, the professional skirt and blouse she was wearing
rustling as she sat down. She took a delicate sip of her still steaming macchiato. “Thanks for the
drink. It’s quite interesting how you still remember my coffee orders.”
“You’re welcome,” Isabelle responded, ignoring the last comment. She leaned forward, and
then said a little more assertively than before, “But still. Why did you call me over here?”
Em smiled a catlike smile, causing eyes as speckled as a varnished cork to gleam. “HQ
misses their favorite agent.”
Isabelle leaned back again, as if she knew this was coming. “I’m not coming back.” she said
impassively.
“And, why not?” Em asked casually, stirring her coffee with her spoon.
“I stopped working for HQ after they left me for dead in Morocco,” She said coldly.
“That was the past, Izzy,” Em said. “We’ve changed.”
“Actually, I’m guessing that your orders to avoid me have changed,” Isabelle corrected dryly.
“Yes. I’m supposed to do whatever it takes to bring you back.” Em said without a change in
expression.
“Well, you’re not going to get me to come back.” She stood up to leave.
“Stop arguing,” Em said sharply. “Remember when your sister refused to come back?” she
asked, waiting for her reaction to come.
Isabelle paled, and sat back in her seat with a thud. “W-was that you?”
“Yes,” Em replied, idly fiddling with the thin gold ring on her finger. “Do you remember what
happened? HQ said that it was a flawless job.”
Isabelle nodded mutely.
“Ah, I see you do. You know, the same thing could happen to you. You might be walking
on the crosswalk when--oops!--a car runs you over! Or, perhaps you could be mysteriously
kidnapped and tortured to death. Or even drowned at sea. Oh, wait, your house could be burned
down while you are sleeping!” Em said breathlessly, clapping her hands together.
Isabelle looked at Em, the absolute horror of what she was saying completely paralyzed her,
and the more she thought about running away from the insanity in front of her, or moving at all, the
more she felt discouraged and utterly terrified.
“And you know what else?” Em said, her face blank but her eyes singing of steely sadism.
“No one will ever know or care about what has happened to you.” Em’s sinister smile grew as she
whispered into Isabelle’s ear, “There’s no one else in this world who loves you.”
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Isabelle’s lip trembled as she took in what her new adversary was saying to her. “Why are
you doing this Em?” She asked, struggling to hold her tears. “We used to be friends.”
“You know why,” Em said, her blue eyes hardening.
The two just stared at each other, before looking away, their eyes reflecting the other’s
sadness and anger.
““Remember, Izzy,” Em said darkly, after the short silence. “HQ knows where you are. We
know where you live, where you eat lunch everyday, and where you work.” She leaned forward. “We
will do whatever it takes to take you, and, eventually, break you.”
Em stood up and gestured to the sign above her. “We will take you to see how we will end the
world as you know it.” With that, she left Isabelle sitting there, stunned, as the rusty brown door of
the coffee shop resolutely swung shut behind her.
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GRACE ZHANG; GRADE 6
Don’t Underestimate Me Pt. 1
I strut down the hallway with Amber, my bestie, with my glossy blonde hair and Gucci bag
flowing behind me. At last we reach the end of the hallway, where our clique always meet up with
right before class. There, waiting for us, are two blonde sport jocks, a brunette, and a raven-haired
girl. Smiling, we greet each other, and us girls start to discuss about new cheerleading outfits while
the two guys hang out by the lockers.
“Hey, I got us six tickets to the concert at the Luxe Stadium tonight, from 6:30 to 9:00.
‘Heard that Jackson Towell is performing tonight, along with Glimpse and a couple others. Care to
come?” interrupts Parkhill, one of the two blonde jocks, clearly fed up with all our “girly” talk.
“Totally. That’ll give me an excuse to skip my tacky swim class. You know how much my
parents love Glimpse.” Chelsea, the brunette, winks, and Mark, the other blonde, nods in agreement.
Jackson Towell is the latest hit singer, and Glimpse is a world-famous band.
“So when are you going to--?” asks Amber.
“--wait,” I cut in. “You’re coming too, right, Christina?” Amber frowns a bit, as I had
interrupted her, and everyone else rolls their eyes. Christina is the newest member of our elite clique
and is still a bit shy, and no one but me really cares about her, especially Parkhill. She nods slightly
and pushes her bangs out of her eyes, giving me a weak smile.
“Okay, great. We can all meet up at my house at around 4:30, have a pre-party, then I’ll drive
everyone to the Luxe Stadium at 5:30,” announces Parkhill. And with that said, the bell rings,
announcing the beginning of school.
After a tedious seven hours, I walk back home to my mansion and retreat to my luxurious
bathroom, where I pick out my favorite Chanel nail polish shade, Chanel Jade, and paint three coats
on each nail. I then create the perfect blowout and do a quick at-home facial. With all my beauty
looks done, I take out my favorite green cocktail dress with a sheer hemline and jewels covering the
entire dress. With moments to spare, I smear on a smokey eye and head out the door in my sleek
Mercedes Benz.
Minutes later, I pull up into Parkhill’s mansion and find myself greeted by Amber, who
throws her arms around me.
“This is so fun, Alyssa! We’re going to go right now, actually, instead of half an hour later,
since Parkhill heard that the Luxe Stadium is offering a pre-show event!” Amber exclaims, her blue
eyes sparkling with happiness. True to her word, Parkhill, Mark, Christina, and Chelsea immediately
comes out of the mansion, and we all pile into Parkhill’s black BMW.
In moments we arrive at the Luxe Stadium. The dome is glowing with fireworks and
spotlights shooting upwards into the sky. Lines of people are already lined up in front of the grand
entrance, and I can feel everyone vibrating with excitement. After a tiresome half an hour of waiting,
we finally enter the luxurious stadium. Thousands of seats are piled around the dome, along with a
dance floor surrounding the center stage.
“We’re on the dance floor, of course,” says Parkhill. He leads the way and we claim our spot
on the floor, all giddy with excitement.
“I think the pre-show is starting,” observes Mark. The ceiling suddenly starts to dim and the
spotlights train themselves onto the stage.
“I need to quickly use the restroom,” excuses Christina as she hurries herself out of the
stadium.
Hours later, we stumble out of the Luxe Stadium, too tired from dancing and singing to even
walk.
I suddenly notice something. “Hey you guys, where’s Christina?”
“Oh my god, I don’t think she returned from the bathroom,” Chelsea whispers.
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“Well, maybe something happened. I’m sure she’ll be back sooner or later. Even if a couple
hours has passed. Let’s just wait for her by Parkhill’s car,” suggests Amber.
We walk towards Parkhill’s car when suddenly we hear a sharp yelp of surprise nearby. Heart
racing, I run towards the crowd that has already started to form, followed by the others, and stifle a
scream. There, body limp next to a trash can, is Christina, with blood oozing out of her dress. Her
eyes are lifeless and no movement or sign of life comes out. Attached to her bubblegum pink dress
is a small note that reads:
Run as fast as you can, Alyssa. I’m here for revenge.
Amber, seeing the note, whispers, “Maybe that’s some other Alyssa?”
But the odds are stacked against me.
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ARTWORK
MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8
The Sun’s Shadow
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MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8
The Colors of the Canyon
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ALISA LU; GRADE 6
Under the Sea
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MICHELLE LUM; GRADE 8
The Bee and the Lamp
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