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RAJITA PUJARE; GRADE 6 

Remnants of Beauty 
 

Scattered ashes. 
The land is dark, burned. 
Dust obscures the light. 

The terrain before me is grotesque, deformed. 
 

The pile of cinders I walk on 
were once an elegant, satin gown.. 

Once worn by a evil queen 
Who massacred millions to earn her crown. 

 
This abandoned, discarded wasteland 

Known for its fame and glory 
This kingdom, once greatly impressive - 

now a forsaken, desolate country. 
 

A grand empire reduced to dust. 
Tales of an insatiable greed 

Full of unscrupulous, dishonest doings 
Of wrongdoings, crime, and countless misdeeds. 

As a child, I was always told - 
that glamour can mask thoughts not so innocent. 

That nothing is ever as it seems- 
And like the queen, beauty alone is sure to fall. 
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EMILY GU; GRADE 6 

Memories 
 
Clouds form, darkening the sky, 
Rain droplets heavily falling, 
onto the forlorn ground. 
Winds blowing, pushing trees, this way and that, 
I absorb these sounds, take them as mine, 
Recalling times, where there was grief 
Happiness 
Delight 
Where have those times gone? 
Into the past, I venture forth, 
into my memory which the wind has blown out 
And set loose for all to see. 
My life terrible, miserable, in any point of view. 
Depression, 
the incident that night, 
Now a broken family. 
My heart split, 
into pieces never repairable. 
Yet you were suddenly there, 
I felt your alleviating whisper, 
telling me, 
What had been missing after that night. 
My love you said, 
I had traded for isolation. 
Alone 
you disappeared suddenly, 
like how you had appeared. 
I ignored your message. 
My heart was a barrier of ice, 
blocking all and refusing, 
to let go. 
I look up and catch, 
a falling raindrop now, 
as I ponder about me. 
After all these years solitary, 
I thank you, for waking me up, 
My consciousness. 
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INDU PEREIRA; GRADE 8 

Defeating the Memory 
 

An arm around a shoulder. The curl of a soft, sweet smile. Flashes of happiness. A face 
started to drift to my mind, but I pushed it away again. There had been no point in trying at all, for it 
was too much for me to take in, even after all this time. I opened my eyes, shaking. “No. I can’t take 
it,” I whispered into my arms. 

“Tessa,” a voice whispered back. I’d almost forgotten he was there. “Tessa, it’s okay. Let 
yourself get over it. Just remember.”  

An unexplainable sense of anger came to me. This time was no different from any of the 
other times anyone had tried to fix me. I was broken - heartbroken - and not even Will could put me 
back together. 

“Really? Is that right, Will?” I shot back, rising to my feet. “What if I don’t want to 
remember? Can you pretend to have any idea what it’s like to lose the one person you love more 
than anything else? I’ve tried blocking him from my mind for a year now. Literally!” I practically spat 
out the last words. 

“And look what it’s done to you! You’ve retreated into your shell, you’ve changed so much. 
Too much.” Will paused and took a deep breath. I don’t think either of us realized we were 
shouting. “If you think I’m the only one worried, you’re wrong. You’re nowhere close to 
recognizable as the vibrant social butterfly I’ve known for forever. Remember how you were last 
summer?” 

“Last summer was practically a lifetime ago.” I said bitterly. 
“I can tell.” Will said, his brow creased.  
Will turned around and angrily wiped something from his eyes. Dragging his fingers through 

his hair, he said wearily, “Maybe I was wrong Tessa. Maybe it is too difficult to remember now. I 
just want to help you and know what happened. I know last year held an incredibly traumatic event 
for you, and I don’t know how I would’ve dealt with it myself. All I want is you back the way you 
were, but maybe it’s too late for that now. Tessa, when you’re ready, you know where I am.” His 
voice broke slightly at the last sentence. 

Numb with shock, I watched as he walked away. Will never looked back. His sleek black hair 
swayed in the wind, so unlike… I couldn’t bring myself to think of him. I sat in the park for another 
fifteen minutes, entirely confused. Finally I got up and slowly walked aimlessly into the pleasantly 
warm evening. 

The weather was drastically different from how it had been exactly a year ago. Last year’s icy 
October had had far worse consequences than I had expected. I shut my eyes as the image of the 
day and how I had been taken from class by the shaken looking principal came to my mind. A hazy 
incomprehension and sense of disbelief wedged into my heart as Mrs. Scarborough broke the news 
to me. I remember screaming, but not quite hearing the words I said. I remember sobbing into the 
shoulder of someone, but who it was I still can’t recall. I remember wishing I had been in the car 
with Preston, as my first love tumbled off of the slick, icy road.  

When I left the office hours later, I remember people asking me what was wrong. I always 
answered nothing, smiled, or just ignored the question. When I got home though, I saw my mother 
hang up the phone and look at me in understanding. Her sympathetic and loving hug didn’t help at 
all, and instead instilled a boiling anger into me. She just didn’t understand. Isolating myself in my 
room, I ended up skipping three days of school. Finally I got out of bed long enough to open up my 
old yearbook. Rereading the cheery comments and pictures a longing came back to me. I just came 
back to the usual routine. 
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Will had been the first in a long time to try to help, but I didn’t know what to do. His 
persistence over the past week had been undeniably amazing. Will was right, I’d certainly changed. I 
wasn’t crazy, though no one believed that anymore. I honestly did remember what had happened to 
Preston, but that didn’t mean my mind had come to terms with it. The day I’d returned to school 
had had the obvious awkward questions and sympathy, but I laughed and smiled in response. My 
friends realized soon enough to stay away from the subject, but there was one day that showed 
everyone just how much I’d changed. Sally had tried to talk to me about her boy troubles. The hum 
of her voice was all I remember, since I just zoned out. When she had shaken my shoulder and 
asked if I had heard a single thing she said, I gritted my teeth and walked off. I heard faint shouts in 
the background, but I forced myself onward. Lunch that day was spent in the library. From that 
point on, I sat by myself. I was still as friendly and bubbly as ever, but no one was able to reach my 
heart again. 

It certainly was a surprise when I was dragged to the counselors a month after the Sally 
incident. Apparently Sally had gotten worried, and dropped in a recommendation that they talk to 
me. That day is also fixed in my mind. Answering her gentle questions was a breeze. Smiling back 
was simple. What was difficult was acting sincere.  

Everyone was worried, but the only person I longed for was my best friend, Will. I’d known 
Will forever; he was practically my brother. Both of our parents had gone to school together and the 
two of us had known each other since birth. If there was anyone who understood me and how I’d 
felt about Preston, it was Will. When I truly needed him though, Will had been across the country, in 
his home in New York. Here in California, I could never bring myself to pick up the phone and tell 
him. Apparently my parents had been afraid of betraying me and pushing me over into the deep end 
by telling his parents, so he hadn’t known till he got here on a surprise visit.  

Suddenly I realized I wasn’t going towards my house. I was walking toward the square in the 
center of the town, where Will’s hotel was. I laughed softly. I did know where he was, and maybe I 
was ready. 

Taking out my phone, I called him and smiled as he walked down and greeted me 
tentatively. He wasn’t sure how I was going to react, considering I had acted like a loose cannon 
barely an hour before. It took the last of my energy to drag him outside. 

We sat down at a bench, neither sure how to start the conversation. Finally, the words found 
their way to my mouth. “I’m sorry,” I blurted out. 

“Don’t be. I’m sorry, since I wasn’t there for you when you needed me,” Will said, genuine 
remorse on his face. 

“No! I... I need to talk to you. I need to come to terms with this. I need to remember,” I 
cried, a tear falling down my cheek. 

“Then I’ll listen.” Will stated it simply. 
It took me a moment to get started, but finally I said, “It’s not like I wanted it this way. I 

couldn’t find my way out. Every time my parents tried to help me, I couldn’t bring myself to relive 
the pain I’d already gone through and had never reconciled within me.” I looked up, the clear liquid 
streaming from my eyes. “You know sometimes I can hardly remember what Preston looked like? 
Other times I see a flash of his handsome face drift through my memory, but such a taste makes me 
just bury him deeper, hoping for the day to come when I simply won’t remember.” 

Will’s eyes mirrored the sorrow I felt, and he nodded.  
It was all I needed to keep talking. I explained everything to him. I was working things out 

with myself, trying to truly understand what had happened to me. I didn’t know till I finally reached a 
conclusion. “Will, I didn’t want the next person I loved to one day disappear on me,” I whispered. 
“I was trying to protect myself, that’s it.” I put a shaking hand over my eyes. “I didn’t realize how it 
would affect everyone. I was isolated and not able to move on from something I wouldn’t let myself 
remember.” The sadness I’d kept bottled up for a full year finally bubbled over, and I buried my 
head in my arms.  
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Will put his arm around me, and for the first time in months, I didn’t shy away from the 
gesture. He didn’t say anything, knowing I needed the time. 

Finally I took a deep breath and said, “Thank you Will. I think...” I smiled shakily. “I think 
you fixed me.” Laughing slightly at the private joke with myself, I felt happy. 

Will sighed, and whispered, “You’re welcome.” We sat there in silence, until he said, his gray 
eyes curious, “How did I manage to get through to you?” 

It was a good question. Whether friend, family, or therapist, every person who had tried to 
talk sense into me hadn’t succeeded till now.  

Dissecting the problem, I raised my head and said, “I don’t know. I think this was coming 
for a while; I just needed the right person to unlock me. Like my best friend.” 

Eyes shining like crystal, Will took a shaky breath and said, “Thank you for coming back to 
me Tessa.” 
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RAKSHA NARASIMHAN; GRADE 6 

Gone 
 
Here I stand, beside your grave. 
It’s been ten years. 
They say that time heals. 
You would have thought, after all this time, I would have gotten better… 
that I would have forgiven myself. 
Well then you’d be wrong. 
I have not forgiven myself. 
I never will. 
 
I remember it all so clearly, from the beginning. 
When we met in the first grade. 
When we promised each other we’d be best friends forever. 
No matter what happened. 
 
The years passed by. 
We remained best friends. 
Then came that fateful year. 
That horrible, life-changing year. 
We were juniors in high school. 
It was a cold winter in Colorado- 
The bitter winds whipped my face and hair. 
 
The lake near our school wasn’t completely frozen. 
You and I were rowing small boats to the other side of the lake, 
Racing each other like we always did. 
Then it happened. 
 
I was pumping my long arms, 
Grinning from ear to ear, 
Letting out a laugh, 
Determined to win at all costs. 
I realized too late that I was rowing too fast. 
My little wooden boat capsized. 
I was flung out of the upside-down boat 
Into the lake. 
 
The freezing, treacherous lake. 
I couldn’t swim in a pool, much less a freezing lake. 
I felt a shortage of oxygen, and black spots danced in front of my eyes. 
Fear and confusion clouded my mind. 
 
Then I felt a splash beside me. 
I did not register it at the time, but it was you. 
You were pushing me upward. 
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I gasped for air,  
And sucked in the precious oxygen as soon as I reached the surface. 
I flailed my arms and legs wildly. 
I made it. 
 
But you didn’t. 
I looked and looked around the lake for you. 
But you never came. 
 
After an hour the agonizing truth finally sank in through my stubborn head. 
You were gone. 
Gone. 
And you weren’t coming back. 
Ever. 
 
I didn’t feel the freezing water. 
I did not shiver because I was soaking wet. 
I felt nothing. 
I was empty. 
I didn’t know how to feel without you. 
 
Now I lie near your grave. 
It was all my fault. 
All my fault. 
You gave your life for me 
Without even a moment of hesitation 
I could never have been so noble, so strong, 
so valiant and brave 
Now I realize something, 
You were kind, 
You were funny and smart, 
and more brave than I could ever dream of becoming. 
You were a great person,  
and you died a hero. 
You were my best friend. 
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JESSIE ZHAO; GRADE 7 

Altitude 
 

Toiling up a mountain, 
Sweating in the blazing sun, 
Clinging to sandstone ridges, 
Making hairpin curves, 
Evading prickly leaves, 
Then seeing the metal beast that carried you 
Shrink into a tiny beetle on the pavement below. 
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EMILY CHEN; GRADE 6 

Your Memories 
 
Your mind is filled with memories— 
ones to cringe over, 
ones to laugh about, 
ones to remember with a nostalgic sigh. 
 
Your mind is a garden, 
blooming with memories— 
some small and sweet, 
others haughty and tall. 
Some giving off pungent smells, 
others releasing light fragrance. 
 
Each flower different, 
each one with a story. 
 
Some droop over with incessant tears, 
some hold their head up with open pride. 
Some brightly hued with happiness, 
others dark, foreboding, and grim. 
 
Your mind is a forest of memories— 
each tree different. 
Some short and slim, 
Others tall and wide. 
Some with silvery white bark, 
others with auburn or pale brown. 
 
Each tree tells its own story. 
Each tells its own hardships. 
 
Listen to those memories— 
learn from sad ones, 
remember wise ones, 
laugh over funny ones… 
 
But cherish each memory, 
tucked away in its own crevice. 
 
For your memories 
are of true worth to you. 
When you are old and bent, 
recall the days of your youth— 
with pride, 
with tears, 
with laughter.   
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JULIA JIN; GRADE 8 

Breaking Diamonds 
 
 All it took was a little pressure. 
 People would say that humans were earth’s greatest creation. What made them great was not 
their speed, agility, strength, or charisma. It was their brainpower. They had learned ways of building 
tools to hunt with, making them the predator instead of the prey. With that power, they grew in 
numbers, forming groups and eventually civilizations. Great monuments were constructed, different 
fields explored.  
 By the time I was created, they had figured out how to implement different elements into a 
human body. Strange concept, wasn’t it? They thought it was fascinating, though. The idea of man 
becoming more than just a mere mortal made them giddy with excitement. As the research 
progressed, more and more scientists poured into the laboratories. Everyone wanted to be part of 
the project.  
 There were plenty of test subjects. All of us had been in that laboratory since we were less 
than 12 years old. It was only natural for us to all become somewhat close to one another. After all, 
we would all go through the same ordeal. 

I remember one girl, though I forgot what her name was. She had forgotten, as well. Since 
the doctors referred to all of the test subjects as “A001”,“B012”, etc., we all gradually forgot our 
own names. No one liked being labeled like a robot, so we decided that she would be “Snow” and I 
would be “Crystal”. 

Snow was tall and statuesque, with caramel curls and bright blue eyes. It was hard to imagine 
that someone who looked as tough as her was actually as fragile as a piece of chalk. She told me 
about how she used to cry every time she watched a sad movie, especially one that ended in a 
heartbroken lover. I used to laugh at her for getting upset over something so small, and then she 
would scowl at me for being so heartless. 
 Every day, there were at least a dozen scientists tending to each of us. They would check our 
blood levels, heart rate, vision, hearing, running capabilities, muscle strength, and others. After all, if 
the experiments were going to succeed, they wanted to know what differences they would make to 
our bodies. 
 Snow and I both hated the laboratory. It was always too bright, too metallic, or too loud. We 
deduced that it was all to make us think that everything was safe and high-tech, that their technology 
would ensure our safety. Yeah right. 

She told me about how she used to live with two older sisters who were always bickering 
about things like nail color or how their hair looked. They both had coffee-colored hair, but 
according to Snow, what they really wanted was red hair. When the two of them both dyed their hair 
red, they looked hideous. Apparently, the only sort of red hair Snow liked was mine. She was always 
saying that it glowed like the sun.  
 Then it came: the first experiment was going to begin. 
 I was the first one to go, since I had volunteered the day before. Everyone thought it was 
because I was courageous and not afraid to die. But the truth was, I was more scared than everyone 
else combined.  
 As I went to lie down on the table, I could feel several pairs of hands securing me in place 
and tampering with needles here and there. I glanced at one of the syringes and saw a clear, 
translucent liquid inside. Shivers ran down my entire body despite how hard I tried to hold still; I 
was that frightened. It was uncomfortable, as the table was hard and ice-cold. The light above me 
was blinding, but I refused to close my eyes. I feared that if I did, then the fright would swallow me 
whole. So I kept my eyes open.  
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 The whole time, I had been thinking, I should never have volunteered. But I knew that I had made 
the right choice. Since I was the first one, the chances of my survival were dangerously low. I was 
almost guaranteed to die. 
 If, however, I did live, then maybe Snow and the others wouldn’t have to go through the 
procedure. If I were a success, then there would be no need to put their lives at risk. If there were 
any chance that I could stop them from killing Snow, I would willingly take it.  
 I had refused to look at Snow’s face this whole time. That whole time, I made sure that she 
wouldn’t know of my plans to be their guinea pig. No doubt, Snow would have been enraged. I 
knew what I would see: fury, shock, fear, and anxiety. It was only natural, I suppose. I might as well 
have been stepping off a cliff into a pit of jagged rocks. 
 The director held up three fingers and began to count down. I was lowered into a sealed 
chamber, where I saw nothing but absolute darkness. All I could hear was the sound of my rapid 
breathing. 
 That was when I started to feel the burn.  
 At first, it was a slight tingly feeling that I could only feel in my fingertips. Then, it began to 
hurt more, spreading across my arms like molten lava, scalding me. I no longer had any control over 
my body as it jerked from side to side and I screamed. It felt like my bones were cracking, my skin 
melting off and exposing the throbbing muscles beneath, tearing my veins apart one by one.  
 Then it was over, just like that.  
 When I was unstrapped, my entire body felt foreign to me. It was like someone had replaced 
all my limbs with metal. I watched as everyone stared at me in disbelief. I held up my hand and saw 
five fingers that looked like glass. The diamond-like texture ran all the way to my wrist, where it 
gradually melded into my porcelain skin.  
 Tentatively, I ran my index finger along the counter. There was a high-pitched noise, and 
then I saw that I had left a long gash.  
 “It worked,” one of them whispered breathlessly. “The diamond injection really worked!” 
 There was a loud din as every one of them ran to their computers to take down their data. 
Some were busy yelling into phones, glee audible in their voices.  
 I looked around, eager to find Snow. When I finally saw her behind the sea of people, she 
was trembling and pointing at me. “Your hair...” 
 I reached for a lock of my red hair, but I didn’t find any. All I saw was bright white. My hair 
had turned white.  
 Despite all the joy I could feel in the air, I couldn’t make myself feel proud, not even relieved 
that I hadn’t died.  
 The next day, I was shown off to the world. Tabloids, newspapers, TV show hosts, and 
others were all clicking their cameras and shoving microphones into my face. I demonstrated my 
newfound strengths, how I could fold a truck in half, run a mile in two minutes, or jump five 
hundred feet up into the air. 

All of the sudden, I was very self-conscious of myself. They didn’t take pictures because I 
was some celebrity that they loved.  
 I was a freak. 
 At the time, I tried not to think about that. It was a small price to pay for saving the people 
who were my family, wasn’t it? 
 I soon learned that it was all for nothing. One day I woke up and found every last one of my 
fellow test subjects strapped into their chambers with people all around them. When I took in the 
filled syringes, I knew what was going to happen. 
 “No!” I dashed toward the nearest man, the impact of my feet denting the marble floor. 
“What are you doing?” 
 He tried to calm me down, mumbling things that I couldn’t hear. I ignored him, focused 
only on getting past him and to the others.  
 Then it was dark. There was a huge commotion as I swiftly ran past the men dressed in 
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white. After a while, the lights flickered back on, but something was very wrong. 
 When the chambers opened again, I spied Snow’s and sprinted towards it. I saw her body, 
lying still. “Snow?” I whispered quietly.  
 Her eyes didn’t open. I moved to touch her arm, but the moment I came into contact with 
her skin, it crumbled to dust. 
 At first, I was shocked. Then I grew furious. “What did you do to her?” I shrieked, grabbing 
a scientist and holding him by the collar.  
 He coughed and sputtered, “W-we tried the t-t-talc injection on he-her...” 
 I slammed his body down into the ground, cracking the stone surface into hundreds of 
shards. “You killed her!” 
 He was unresponsive, as the blow had killed him right off the bat.  
 In a fit of rage, I dug my fingers into every computer I could reach, crushing the silicon 
chips and ignoring the sparks of electricity that ran up my arms. Curse this God-forsaken research! I 
wanted to get rid of it all. A group of men tried to restrain me, but I was much stronger than they 
were. They were taken care of quickly. 
 Now, the place was on fire. All the scientists had fled, save for those that didn’t make it out. 
Slowly, I lowered myself and let my body lay next to Snow’s. Then I closed my eyes and waited for 
the flames to take me. 
 

~   ~   ~ 
 
 That was years ago. I wasn’t lucky enough to be killed by the fire. My body was much too 
resistant to that sort of thing.  
 The entire incident had been covered up by the government. No one had bothered to send 
any search parties after me, since everyone believed that all the test subjects died in the lab.  
 Now, I was living among ordinary people. I made sure that I always wore long gloves so no 
one would see my rock hands. I refused to dye my hair, though. Even if I did dye it red, it wouldn’t 
have been the same. 
 I wonder how long I would have to live like this. Even after several decades, I had not aged 
one bit. Maybe I was immortal. 
 Sometimes, I felt jealous towards Snow and the others. They got to die quickly. I, on the 
other hand, would suffer for eternity. What was the point of being invulnerable to anything if my 
strength could do nothing but hurt others? “Cold and stony,” Snow used to call me. How very 
fitting. 
 A diamond was the hardest thing on earth, but even with its hardness and luster, it could be 
cracked so easily, shattered into a thousand pieces with enough force. 
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ADVAIT PATIL; GRADE 6 

By the Beach 
 
By the beach where the water 
flows, 
At dusk and dawn the moon 
glows. 
Every day, 
I sit by the bay, 
watching the dolphins swim 
at peace, 
There is no one to bother 
them. 
Soon the day will 
end, 
As I watch the sun duck under 
Earth’s 
horizon. 
When I will set out to leave, 
I have reason to grieve, 
But I have nothing to fear 
because I 
can always come again! 
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