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MAX ZHANG; GRADE 6
The World Upstairs
“I cannot believe that this is going to be our house,” I said in dismay.
I’ve always known that my parents were struggling with money. But this was just ridiculous.
First, my parents arrived home one day, and said, “Max. Pack up. We are moving
tomorrow.” I thought they were joking at first. It turned out that my parents were secretly planning
to move to a place less expensive for many, many months. They only told me about it before the day
we moved.
Second, we had to drive for two hours on the highway to a road leading to the middle of
nowhere. Turn left on a small dirt path, and you can see our new house.
Third, it was what the house actually looked like that made me miserable. Sure the house was
large. But it was made out of dirty wood strips that looked like a two year-old could punch through
them. The windows were all cracked and the outer walls were barely visible behind the layers of
dust. When I stepped on the front porch, a small crack appeared. The door had no knob. Instead
the knob was replaced by a little handle with a small picture of a skull on it. Dried-up grass
surrounded the front walls. A fallen tree rested next to the low fence surrounding the house. I was
probably imagining, but a thought I saw something move in the tree. On the fence, someone etched
the words “I Was Here” on the dirty wood. But what made me scared the most was that an eerie
light shone from the only window on the top floor. From what it seemed like, no one has been
living here for many, many years. So how come a light was shining?
“Just a few fixes or decorations and this will be our dream house,” my dad said with a hint of
sarcasm in his voice, interrupting me from my thoughts.
An hour later, our entire luggage was carried in and the furniture was set up. Inside the
house, it looked even larger than the outside. There were three bathrooms in the first story alone.
Still, the size did not cover up the fact that this house belonged in a garbage dump. I went upstairs,
where I found a bedroom that I seemed to like. Sure, there was no window, instead, a square hole.
Sure, it took nearly ten seconds to open the bedroom door. Sure, it smelled like a combination of
rotten yogurt and ten year-old rat poop. But it was much better than the rest of the broken-down
house.
Then my mind wandered off to the light from the top floor. Even though it seemed pretty
creepy, I still wanted to explore what was up there, and the source of the light. So, I started to look
for a staircase going up. But after two minutes, I did not see a slightest hint of a path leading to the
top floor. I asked my dad, but it was no help. “Just ignore it. It was probably a construction mistake
or something.”
I tried my best to ignore it, but it was impossible. Every day, as I walked home from school
(Which is composed of only three classrooms in a small building), I noticed the eerie, dim light
shining from the top of the house.
In my bedroom, the horrible smell got even stronger. Now, it included a touch of eggs and
dead rats. Soon, I had to sleep in another bedroom. My parents hired some guy (Johnny was his
name, I think) with many weird tools and a dirty T-shirt to find out the problem. Five days later, late
in the night, I walked into my bedroom, and saw that Johnny had torn open parts of the wall, maybe
to find some dead rats or something. Then, wondering what could be inside the dirty wooden walls,

1

I peeked into one of the large holes. I saw some dirty wood strips scattered everywhere. Reaching
over to touch them, I tripped over some tools Johnny left behind, and fell into the hole.
It wasn’t a bad fall. I got up, and brushed away some dust and wood stuck onto me. Then, I
just realized where I fell into. The hole from my bedroom led me to a small and dusty circular room.
I looked around, and then saw what looked like a ladder going up. That was when I realized the
room had a very, very, very tall ceiling. It was hard to see from the small, dim light from my
bedroom, but I was pretty sure the ladder went up to the ceiling. Curiosity wrapped me in an
anxious blanket, full of possibilities of what can be on the top of the ladder. Slowly and carefully, I
began to climb.
The first thing I noticed was that the ladder was definitely unstable. With every step, the
ladder creaked and groaned, like it was begging for me to not put my weight on its fragile back.
With my heart in my throat, I continued to climb.
As I got closer to the top, I noticed something else. The ladder actually did not go to the
roof. In fact, it led to a platform near the roof.
Pretty soon, I reached the platform. It was actually pretty large. Around the platform were
tables and cabinets. In the middle was a small lamp, shining the same eerie light that always shone
from my house. It looked like the place hasn’t been touched in centuries. Impressively, there was
even more dust in the room than the house. Then how come the light was shining? Questions
circled my head like buzzing flies. So this was the top story of the house!

TO BE CONTINUED
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HELINA LI; GRADE 6
My Disastrous Birthday Present
We were on a splendid cruise, going on a tour of the world as a present for my
birthday. I didn’t want to go at first because something disastrous might happen- I mean, think
about how just the smallest hole that goes unnoticed can cause the drowning of the cruise and
hundreds of people, with only the strongest surviving- and that was a big possibility, looking back at
my history and luck. I finally agreed. I wish I hadn’t.
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent were my only family along with my little sister, Winter. Our
parents had died in a bombing years ago and that forced us to survive on our own. Isabella and
Clarissa, my best friends, were also survivors of that horrible unexpected bombing.
That disaster still gave my screaming nightmares of my parents burning to ashes in the ruins
of our house or the burned and shattered bones and skulls of people trying to escape that littered
the ground the last time Clarissa, Isabella and I visited the city we once called home. Even when I
think about it, I feel this urge to breakdown and cry or scream. You could say I’m traumatized by
the fires and bombing. I could still remember the smell of burning chemicals from the bombs, the
panicked screams of the people when Winter and I raced through the city to what we thought was
safety as if it happened just yesterday. Yet what happened before that, the happy times with our dead
parents and friends felt like it happened a lifetime ago. The only thing I think was good about it was
it caused me to meet Clarissa and Isabella.
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent wanted me to be a ‘normal teenager’ so they secretly asked
Clarissa and Isabella to come along because they think a ‘normal teenager’ would want their friends
along on a birthday party event. In truth, I wanted the exact opposite. If something disastrous
happened, not only Winter, Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent would be affected along with me, my
dearest friends would be too. But I didn’t want to hurt my sincere and loving guardians so I kept
silent but I was half hoping they would call it off.
So we were on the way to Hawaii and I was sleeping when another disastrous event hit my
life.
Winter, Clarissa, Isabella and I were all girls so we shared a cabin below decks. The cabin
was large with a high ceiling and enough space for two bunk beds, four desks and four closets. We
were on a cruise but we didn’t like to spend time with other passengers- they were a rich family and
a huge crowd of friends celebrating the whiny older daughter’s birthday.
Which brings me to the topic of our fellow cruise people. The other passengers were always
complaining about something, and if they have nothing to complain about, they’ll make up something.
They seem to really like to complain about the fact that the food was not as good as they expectedthe food was perfect, for that matter- and they were always complaining that the beds were not as
fitted for kings and queens as they wanted during every single morning at breakfast, making them
even more unbearable. The beds were ideal enough for the goddess of beauty.
Once when a friend of the birthday girl decided to try some new food, I didn’t notice what it
was, she took a large amount. When I say large, I meant a plateful It turned out she didn’t like it so
she just tossed it all into the trash. What a waste! I had thought to myself when I saw that. She shouldn’t
have taken such a large amount; she should have took a little, to see what it tastes like, before actually talking a large
amount. I wonder if you would do that if you have gone through what we gone through.
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To add on top of all of that, they acted as if we were sewer mice or something very
disgusting. Once, I decided to find out why and they replied in different wordings, “Because you are
poor and do not deserve our gracious attention.” I was disgusted with them after that.
I woke up to water rushing in through a fist-size hole in the left wall. The water spilled in,
quickly filling half of the cabin. It was almost up to my knees. We have to get out of here.
I reached out and violently shook everybody awake. We had to get out of here and fast. Once
everybody was somewhat awake, I grabbed Winter and ran up the stairs to the deck, Clarissa and
Isabella right behind us.
We burst on to the deck and saw a tornado of chaos. People rushed around the deck,
screaming in panic, yelling or passing on orders. The whiny older daughter was, as usual, talking
about clothes and how the wind and the storm was ruining her prized shirt.
A storm was raging. The sky was dark gray- almost black, and I could hear the wind howling
in my ears. It was so hard to hear what people are saying. I can also see the lightning and big giant
rearing waves.
"Autumn. Get your friends and Winter on to the lifeboat and get out of here!” Uncle
Laurent commanded, pointing at the lifeboat already launched on floating like a toy boat far below
us. Why does everybody say their commands to me instead of my friends or the other people
around me? It's getting annoying. But I didn't have the time complain. We were drowning or going
to drown if I didn’t do anything.
"What about you? And Aunt Victoria?” I screamed back but the wind blew the words from
my lips before they reached Uncle Laurent.
He heard my voice but couldn’t make out the words, I could tell; he just shrugged, pointed
at his ear, and went back to launching another lifeboat.
I yelled again and again but he couldn’t hear over the howling and attention-demanding
wind. Aunt Victoria was too busy comforting the other people, so I gave up trying to communicate
and grabbed Winter and, dragged her to the ladder at the side of the boat. I let her climb down
before me. Clarissa and Isabella, who figured out what we were going to do, were right behind me.
We dropped into the boat and were paddling away furiously away when another lifeboat was
launched. People hurried in and groups after groups of people were evacuated. There was one
lifeboat left and I was so sure my aunt and uncle were going in. Until half the cruise was hurled into
the waves with a loud and sickening creak!
A scream- “No!’- tore from my body as I watched my aunt and uncle slide into the ocean
and the merciless black waves engulf and swallow them.
My paddle slid from my hand, only to be caught by Winter. I felt my body shaking with
terror and grief. “Please. Can we turn around? Just to see if there’s any possibility that they’re still
alive?” I asked hoarsely, my throat still hurt from the screaming.
Isabella shook her head. “No. We can’t. If we go back, death is certain,” she whispered
quietly.
“Just think, Autumn. You still have your sister to protect. Your parents would be very
disappointed with you,” Clarissa added.
What she didn’t say was that she and Isabella had gone through the same thing when
everybody they knew were killed in the bombing. That they don’t even have a sibling anymoreClarissa had a brother and Isabella had two sisters and two brothers, all of whom died. But it was
implied. I suddenly felt guilty for feeling the least bit of self-pity. But I did grieve my aunt and uncle
and along with that grief was the fresh wave of mourning for my parents. That was something they
couldn’t argue about or change.
The waves reared again and the rest of the cruise disappeared under the waves. The ocean
wasn’t think of sparing us either because another wave crashed against the lifeboat. I welcomed the
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cold, to numb the pain inside that was clawing at my insides like a monstrous beast trying to get out.
You will get out. Soon. Just not now. I silently promised the monster and it quieted down a little, pulling
me back to the present.
The other people were either busying paddling or screaming commands or in fear. At least
they didn’t lose two family members because they wanted to help. That boat should have been Aunt Victoria and
Uncle Laurent’s, I thought staring at the two person boat about 4 feet out on the waves from our
boat. Or maybe that one. Or that one. None of you deserve this safety more than Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent.
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent are the reason you’re alive, I thought bitterly to the people on the other
boats. You have no right to be shocked. Well, maybe they do because they’re cruise just sank and I wasn’t
being very fair, but I just wanted to throw my anger somewhere, at someone for what has been done
to us. But we do. Because those were our guardians. We have the right to be absolutely shell-shocked.
Winter’s scream of terror broke the train of my thoughts just as another wave slammed into
our pithily small, little boat floating on a vast and powerful ocean. I shivered as the freezing cold
wave soaked me from head to toe. The boat suddenly tilted to an alarming angle and slammed with
terrible force back on to the waves.
“The boat won’t hold, it’ll break soon. What will we do, then?” Isabella screamed
somewhere behind me. How can she speak when it’s so cold?
I tried to reply but my teeth were chattering so uncontrollably that I couldn’t make a sound.
Instead, I just shrugged. It sounded like the others couldn’t reply either.
I felt my own screams of cold and pain tear from my body. The waves kept on crashing and
all we can do was to hold on and stay afloat and alive.
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent was now dead. I can still see them taking the three of us in
when they clearly weren’t able to. I can still see Aunt Victoria cooking the meals for us, humming
her little tunes; Uncle Laurent spending time with all of us- talking Clarissa all the computer
knowledge she was so interested in, teaching Isabella to play the piano as much as he could, playing
different kinds of games with Winter and borrowing tons of books for me from the library-, to keep
us happy and prevent us from thinking of the past. I just refuse to believe they were gone.
I vaguely realize I can no longer hear the other passengers on the other boats, dead probably.
Or maybe we just drifted far apart. But even if they died, I didn’t feel anything about so many lives
lost, still numb over losing Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent. But the human emotions would come,
later.
My teeth was chattering from the bitter cold and I couldn’t move. I stayed awake through
the whole storm- well the whole time our little boat stayed together-, the storm crashing and
crashing, tearing and pulling at our little boat. I held on but the boat didn’t last more than about
three hours.
It tore apart with a loud creak! All I remember was flying through the air and crashing into
the ruthless ocean and I was holding on to Winter who swam bravely for 30 minutes or so before
giving up. I was aware of my hand hoisting her onto my back and swimming with all my might until
my muscles were burning. I am not that fit but swimming has always been effortless for me but
having Winter on my back while swimming felt like having my arms turn as heavy as lead.
Oh why why why did I have drag Winter, Clarissa and Isabella along? Why did I agree? If I hadn’t, if I
had come up with a good enough excuse to make Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent stop insisting we go, they
wouldn’t be dead! And I wouldn’t be swimming in this arctic ocean with Winter on my back and Clarissa and
Isabella out somewhere in this sub-zero water, I thought as I swam hazily through the ocean to some
unknown place.
Dimly, I realized I should have kicked off my sneakers when I fell from our little boat.
Somewhere along the way, I asked myself what am I doing, where I am going and where
Clarissa and Isabella is. My brain was too tired to answer.
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As I swam, my mind was pushed from tired, to exhaustion, then into a blank world where all
I am aware of is pushing the water that is as heavy as a brick wall with my spaghetti arms, kicking my
unwilling legs and raising my head, forcing my neck to cooperate, to breathe air in a somewhat
rhythmic pattern.
Finally, after what seemed like eternity, my burning arms hit some kind of land that was
grainy and I sluggishly registered it could be sand; a beach. I pulled myself out of those terrible
waves and collapsed on the beach.
I didn’t look if Clarissa and Isabella were there or not.
I was just so tired and hungry. Something Clarissa said rang in my head, Just think, Autumn.
You still have your sister to protect. Your parents would be very disappointed with you.
You still have your sister to protect. That sentence rang in my head over and over. I forced myself
to sit up and the world spun like a top around me. I closed my eyes and willed to world to still.
Now what? some weary part of me asked.
It was all your fault! You shouldn’t have agreed; you shouldn’t have dragged Clarissa and Isabella along!
Aunt Victoria and Uncle Laurent wouldn’t have died! It’s your fault, your own grievous fault, replied the
screaming, self-hating part of me.
And I heard that, as pain twisted my heart, I let myself do whatever it wants. I drifted through soft
wind currents, then hurricanes, then finally inky blackness.
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GRACE HUANG; GRADE 8
Centuries of Waiting
Part 1: Amnesiac

22:07:54, November 6, 5034

She didn’t know who she was, she didn’t know what she did, but all she knew was that two
pairs of hands beyond her reach were there in front of her. The pair of hands that had held fast to
her and reached from someone else, and another pair that held onto both of them. Two pairs of
eyes that shone like the stars that the night sky had to offer, with glistening happiness in them. The
girl hurriedly wiped the small tears that were blossoming in her eyes away. She trudged through the
dark and musty alley, her sneakers scraping the ground, her blond-white hair greasy. With her
memory as fuzzy as could be, the short girl shakily walked along the cracked sidewalk. Footsteps
that followed behind her were just as faint as the amnesiac’s memory and a deep voice called out a
name, “Cynthia!” And she stopped.
The name rolled off her tongue: “Cynthia”. A familiar sense of deja vu washed her heart,
and she was torn away from the present into her memories, her once lost memories, where all she
heard through her closed eyes was someone calling out that name over and over again. “Cynthia.”
The girl opened her mouth, her lips producing a name so foreign yet so familiar, “Owain”, and
Cynthia fluttered open her gray eyes to see the dark alley and someone holding her. His dark hair
was rustled into small tufts, his deep brown eyes twinkling with amusement. Cynthia gently smiled
back, whispering his name that danced into the light breeze of the night sky.
The girl’s hands shot into her pockets instinctively, her fingers grazing a small pendant. A
memento...? Of...something? The thought shot across her mind like a shooting star. She pulled the object
out, finding the stone to be connected to a silver chain. The small pendant was framed with arches
of gold, a perfectly cut crystalline alexandrite set in the middle. Her hand shook, and the pendant
dropped to the ground, a sob racking her. Why she was crying, she didn’t know. Cynthia just buried
her face into Owain’s chest and sobbed, softly with blurry images shaking her mind.
“Easy, now.” Owain whispered. The white-haired girl sniffled, rubbing her eyes as the boy
spoke up. "It’s alright, Cynthia. Emile said this would happen.”
“E...mile…?” Cynthia stopped sobbing abruptly, grabbing hold of her emotions. A blurry
face came into her mind at the mention of the name “Emile”, but as Cynthia shook, bound to her
mind for some lost memories, she stumbled from Owain’s grip and onto the ground. The boy
crouched by her side, a small smile labeling his features despite the obviously bleak situation.
“Owain…?” The confused girl struggled to sit up, her eyes bleary but still able to see the
pale yellow of the boy’s jacket.
“I’m right here.”
“What is that pendant? I...”
Owain sighed, his fingers clasping around the very object. Standing up, he offered her his
calloused hand and answered her question as the girl took his hand. “I know what it is but... I can't
tell you. Sorry, Thea. You are okay with me calling you Thea, right? You always told me to call you
that.” The dark-haired boy flashed a smile before it faded away, his slim lips tilting downwards as he
hung his head with fluttering eyelids that blinked away nonexistent tears. “Oh, right.”
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Cynthia cleared her throat as Owain pulled her up, muttering a barely audible answer to his
question before awkward silence settled over them, the cold jewel on Cynthia’s fingertips and the
heavy gold in Owain’s palm sealing a silent deal, as if telling them not to speak. The teenager blinked
and stared at Owain’s neck, hastily wiping her eyes as she noticed the glint of gold around his neck.
The boy followed her gaze, and without a word, pulled a duo of jeweled pendants out from under
his jacket; one a beautifully cut honey golden topaz and another a chalky blue beryl. Pursing his lips,
he touched the gems before taking Cynthia’s hands in his. Feebly shaking off his grip, Cynthia’s
white-blonde hair sat like piling snow on her shoulders as the girl gently took up Owain’s pendants
in her calloused fingers.
“Those… they were from Emile.” A warm hand rested on her forearm, and a cold chain laid
across the back of her neck as he slid the pendant over her head. Touching his fingers to it, the tall
teenager smiled, but Cynthia stared deep into his eyes, picking out the gleam of sadness in the warm
brown irises of his.
“Emile gave that to you, and she wanted me to give this to you as well.”
Owain dropped a small item into her hands before he leaned his back against the brick wall
of the alley, labored breathing escaping his lips. Through his heavy breathing, she could barely make
out a few words.
“Emile… she died to make us these…”
Cynthia stared at the object within her palm, an elegant purple-pointed gem that glittered
with a seeming happiness. She turned her head, her pigtails whipping across her face, and intently
listened to her friend’s quiet talk.
“Remember…when she was talking to us…years ago…? She said she’d see us…again, didn’t
she…?”

TO BE CONTINUED
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ALISHA BOSE; GRADE 6
Selfless or Selfish
it.

I was going to spend my summer in my Grandma’s house and I was not looking forward to

When I first heard the news, I sank down on my knees and begged my Mom to reconsider.
Of course, that didn’t work. So that's why I was on a train, sitting stiffly, on the way to her house. I
was so nervous about meeting Grandma that I ran away from the train and forgot to pay for the
ticket.
I was blushing furiously as I went back to pay. Could this get worse? The blush showed up
quite well on my pale cheeks, so I looked like a ripe tomato. All the passengers were staring at me,
and I tried to look as mature as possible, striding back to the train while trying to look like I knew
what I was doing. Looking frantically around the crowded station, I was afraid I wouldn’t find my
Grandma. People started to look at me weirdly, so I walked to the board and tried to pretend I was
looking at the train schedule. “Abigail! I thought that I wouldn’t find you!” a voice exclaimed.
“Oh...Grandma!” I deflected the hug she was trying to give me. “How nice to see you again!” I said.
“Let’s get your stuff in the car, Abigail” Grandma said, smiling at me. “Great idea, but let me do it”
I replied firmly.
One time, Grandma had helped me with my suitcase, which wasn’t locked, and everything
spilled out when she dropped it. The incident was still fresh in my mind, and I didn’t want another
repeat of that. Grandma walked ahead of me, a little old lady with glasses and one of the loudest
voices I had ever heard, talking nineteen to the dozen. Finally I was safe at her house but not very
happy.
“Come on” my inner voice said “It can’t be that bad”. My spirits somewhat lifted, and I picked
up my luggage ready to go in and get this holiday over with. But what I saw next made my heart start
to hammer. Hammer, meaning to say that my heart jumped out my chest and then went beating full
speed. The rudest girls from middle school were looking right at me.
I was so surprised I dropped my luggage right on the Head girl's foot. It might have been
better to have my Grandma carrying it, then I wouldn’t have been as embarrassed. “Ow!” Riley
cried, her eyes narrowing as they met mine.
“Um…sorry. I am really sorry,” I stammered, clearly afraid at what was going to happen
next. Then Riley flicked her auburn hair over her shoulder and said,
“It doesn’t matter, it really doesn’t” and flashed a shiny, fake smile at me. “Oh…well then I
guess. Nice meeting you,” I said, unsure at why she would say that. I turned toward my room and
saw my Grandma, who was watching the whole thing with keen eyes. Oh, so they hadn’t turned
over a new leaf; they were just doing that in front of my Grandma. “Well, if you are sure you are
okay, Riley, you can head into your room to change,” my Grandma said, smiling. Then in an
undertone she said, “My dear, you really must be careful”. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.
I went into my room, which I, thankfully, did not share with Riley, Baylee, April, and
Jocelyn. I sat on the edge of my bed, ready to bolt at the slightest noise, like a rabbit hiding from a
wolf. Sharing a room with them would have been unbearable, so I was glad that I had my own
room. However, I did have a room directly next to theirs, so I could hear each and every word they
said. “Let’s use her to our advantage,” Riley was saying to everyone. I could almost see her eyes
flashing, and everyone meeting those eyes with keen eyes of their own. The way that Riley brought
everyone around her and she emitted such a forceful persona, it was amazing. I shivered, wondering
what she meant by using me to their advantage. I didn’t have to think very long before it hit me.
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In our school we have three groups. The Queen Bees, The Classics, and The Wanderers.
You would probably guess that The Bees are Riley’s group, The Classics are my group, and then
there are The Wanderers. It all happened when a poor girl, Samantha, from The Classics, wandered
into Riley’s group. They showered her with compliments and requests to join. Samantha left The
Classics to join The Queen Bees and for a while she was treated like a Queen Bee. But it all changed
when Riley, deciding that Samantha was too strange and kicked her out.
There was nowhere for her to go, because The Classics didn’t want her anymore, and The
Bees had kicked her out. So she wandered around with no friends because all her friends were in
one group, and they couldn’t talk to her without being disloyal and getting kicked out. Pretty soon it
happened to many people, and they all bunched together like they’re own group. Riley started to call
them The Wanderers and the name stuck. So that's what I was afraid of, listening to them plan out
their secret bid to friendship.
I stared at the ceiling that had all the night constellations, even the huntress running across
the sky (I was a huge Percy Jackson fan). Why had Grandma chosen to host these people in her
summer exchange program? I shivered, wondering if I would become one of The Wanderers. I
tossed and turned the whole night, and when I finally managed to fall asleep, my nightmares were of
being thrown out of all groups, even The Wanderers, and I walked around alone, The Loner,
secretly being made fun of.
I was walking on Cloud Nine the next day. I was so happy it didn’t even matter when my
apple juice spilled all over my pants and made it look like I had an accident in my pants. No, because
Riley Johnson, the most popular girl in middle school, had asked me personally to be in The Queen
Bees.
Let me back up and explain. When Riley asked people to be in their group, she never
personally asked them. She would always send an email or make someone else do it. So when she
asked me personally, I thought that they saw something special in me. When I asked her, she flashed
me a huge smile, and whispered that I was different from all the other people in The Wanderers. I
was so surprised I dropped my apple juice, which made the suspicious-looking spot.
She sized me up and said with a lot of authority, “ You need a makeover”, so that was why I
was standing in front of a full length mirror surveying myself in skinny jeans, a Hot Topic shirt, a
black hat, and heels. “Wow, Riley, I love it, but I have to give them back. You paid for them,” I said,
looking awestruck at myself. “No, No, this only took up about one percent of my pocket money I
brought with me. And this is only the start” Riley waved my concerns off. And from there my
vacation became amazing. Riley paid for everything I wanted, and I got so caught up with the fun, I
didn’t realize I was growing apart from the rest of my group. I constantly texted them because I
wasn’t sure if I could let go of them now. I had started defending The Queen Bees when they made
fun of them, and little did I know, even Haley, my best friend since Kindergarten, was annoyed with
me. I sank into bed and thought about yet another amazing day of making paint splattered t-shirts.
As I lay there, my thoughts went to The Classics for the second time. Riley had assured me that no
one would know about my resignation from The Classics. “You can be, like, the supermodel spy,”
she had gushed out when I asked her about this. “Oh My Gosh, yes, and I’d wear a black dress, with
a black bow, leather, of course!” which resulted in the topic of, “What do supermodel spies wear?”
I pulled out my cell phone for the millionth time (The Queen Bees made sure everyone had
an emotional connection to their phones), and looked at a text message from The Classics. “Don’t
we think that The Queen Bees are the worst? They splattered acrylic paint on my favorite pair of
jeans today,” Ashlynn had written angrily. Below were sympathetic texts from Haley, Anna and
Britney. “Yeah, they are the worst!” they had written, “Your jeans are so fab, they were just jealous,
“another text said. Riley had suggested I try soda which I had never tasted before and it had left me
quite foolish as I had drank five cans of it. I texted back, “You don’t know what great people they
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are! They are staying with me in my Grandma’s house, and they are nothing but fun!” Most people
were online and sympathizing with Ashlynn’s acrylic paint incident. My careless comment made
everyone go dead still.
“Why would you say that!?” Teresa finally texted. “Wh-what?” Kayla stammered. Still feeling
ruthless, I said, “And Ashlynn’s jeans are really ugly, Riley said so!” ”What are you even saying,
Abby?!” Anna texted frantically. “I love those jeans!” Ashlynn said, nearly in tears, judging by her
shaky texting. “I knew that you were growing apart from us,” Haley said sadly, “But I didn’t think
you would go so far!” I could almost see fire coming out of her ears and the tears dripping down
Ashlynn’s face. “Are you crying like a baby now, Ashlynn?” I texted sarcastically, the words dripping
with false sympathy. “That’s it Abigail Van Hommes, you are out of this group!” Haley typed. And
that was the end of that discussion. By now, the caffeine from the soda had cleared from my mind
enough to see that what I had written was inexcusable. I don’t care, I thought, blinking the angry
tears out of my eyes. But I stared at my phone, winking accusingly in the darkness, for a long time,
staring at the icon on the screen “Haley Jones has blocked you from this group.”
The next day was flawless, and everything looked pretty. Pretty enough for me to forget my
mistake from last night so I stared right ahead, trying to forget, and sure enough as the seconds
passed into minutes, I had almost forgotten any evidence that I had ever known Haley Jones. “Let’s
go to the park,” I suggested, tugging on my best jacket. “I hear you!” Riley shouted. After a few
minutes of walking around, I heard a terrible sound. I had thought it was the fountains but now they
were off so I knew it couldn’t be them. The noise attracted a lot of attention from people. I saw a
girl next to a wheelchair sink down low, as if she didn’t want to be seen. Without thinking, I went
over to her. Riley and the others reluctantly followed and stopped halfway. “Hi,” I said as haughtily
as possible. “Uh...Hi”, the girl straightened and looked at me. That’s when I noticed she had been
crying. “So can you stop that noise?” I said rudely, gesturing to the wheelchair that had been
completely covered. The girl’s face looked like she was trying to swallow a lemon. She turned and
went off with the wheelchair without a word. I felt sick inside. How could I do that? I was just about
to run after her and apologize when Riley came over and flash me a smile. “Good Job, Abigail,” she
said with an official air. I looked after the retreating back. “Yeah,” I said “Yeah.”
The following morning I jogged to the park alone and tried to think. A horrible noise was
interrupting my thoughts. I turned and saw the same girl. Her face registered recognition, and she
turned to leave. Without pausing to think, I ran up to her.” I’m sorry for saying such rude words
yesterday” I gasped, my chest heaving from the sprint. “It's not your fault,” the girl said starting to
cry” No one can help but stare at Annie’s face when she’s not covered”. “Annie?” I said, confused.
That's what was making the sound. A person. I had made fun of a disabled person. I felt like kicking
myself.
Why had I ever listened to Riley? I was too caught up with all the clothes and free stuff. The
glitter had covered up the true intentions of The Queen Bees. Then I heard other people talking
behind me. I knew those voices. They were The Queen Bees. And worst of all, they were making
fun of Annie. The girl raised her tear-stricken face and saw The Queen Bees, once again another
group of people in her life who wouldn’t understand. And once again she turned and went away
with the wheelchair, as if her whole life was like Cinderella, not running away from something she
couldn’t have, but running away from something she could have, but just didn’t want.
That’s when I knew what to do. I spun around and yelled at The Queen Bees. All my guilt,
uncertainty and anger was in that scream. “I hate you! Don’t you see who you’re making fun of!?
You-You guys are jerks!” and I ran off all the way to Grandma’s house, never looking back, just
wanting to get as far away as I could from those dreaded Bees, who called themselves Queen Bees.
But a Queen Bee takes care of the pack, too, but in that group, they only saw people as their
minions who brought them honey.
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And I finally understood why they were called Bees. One day they were all sweet like honey
and the next day they sting you over and over again. I got on the phone and told The Classics in
tears how sorry I was and I let everything out to them. They still accepted me, but I knew they
would never look at me the same way, because now I wasn’t a Wanderer, a Bee, or a Classic, I had
now become The Loner. Then I lay on my bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the time when I
thought they liked me, and when I had thought they saw something special in me.
This all seemed so long ago, like a hazy memory, just out of my reach, trying to grasp it, but
closing my fist on meaningless air. I jumped up and threw away all clothes they had given me. I was
never going to be lured in again. Money could buy me jewelry, clothes, everything I could want,
except friendship and love. I would never do what others coaxed me to do again- I belonged only to
myself.
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SARAH KOO; GRADE 6
What a Coincidence
It was 3:10 in the afternoon, and I was walking home after school excited about my friend
coming over. On the way, I stopped by the library to return a book.
While I was looking for a new book to read, I accidentally bumped into a bookshelf. Maybe
I was imagining, but I thought I felt the bookshelf move. Slowly, I turned around and nudged the
bookshelf slightly. Creak! I gasped. It had really moved! Curious, I pushed it farther, revealing a
pathway. If I go in there, my friend is going to look for me, I thought. Nah, it’ll only take a few minutes. But I
was a little scared that the end of the pathway might be dark and gloomy. I took a deep breath, and
walked forward.
For a second, I couldn’t see anything. Then, in front of me was a flurry of lights. There were
more lights than the Big Apple’s gleaming aura. Wait. Where am I? I shut my eyes just in case I was
dreaming. The blinding lights were still there. Suspiciously, I walked toward it, suddenly finding a
policeman in front of me.
“Hello there! Welcome to Underground City. What is your name?” he asked.
“Um… my name is Sarah,” I replied, tossing my dark brown hair over my shoulder.
“Hello, Sarah. Would you like a tour? Here’s a map.” he said, giving me a tourist map. I
stared at it, wondering how there was a city underground.
“I’m fine,” I said. The policeman walked away, and I looked behind myself. The secret door
was gone!
“How am I supposed to get out of here?” I murmured. Finding a bench nearby, I sat down.
Then I noticed a girl who looked exactly like my friend I was supposed to meet today.
“Hey, Esther!” I shouted.
“What? Who are you? Who’s Esther?” she asked, confused.
“Oh! Sorry, I thought you were someone else,” I said. She really looked like my friend
Esther.
I followed her from a distance and found myself in an aquarium. It was really awesome that
the admission was free. I was wandering around staring at weird-looking underground fish. Then
suddenly, there was a sound of breaking glass.
“Everyone, find your nearest emergency exit!” someone shouted. I panicked, searching for
one. I felt a hand grab and drag me. It was the girl who looked like Esther.
“We have to get out of here!” she screamed and pulled me out of the aquarium. She started
running and I followed her. Soon, we were safe in someone’s apartment.
“Umm… where are we?” I wondered.
“My house, obviously?” she scowled.
“Oh. Yeah. But why would you save me?” I asked. She looked at me with a what-do-youthink face. Then she pulled me over to the window. Outside the window, I saw the aquarium filled
with water. Thankfully, it was a tank full of friendly fish that broke.
“This happens a lot, since we live underground.” the girl told me. “By the way, what’s your
name? I’m Essie.”
“I’m Sarah,” I answered. It was really weird how her name was Essie, and Esther’s nickname
was Essie. I was starting to wonder if there was someone who looked like me.
“Is there someone named Seri you know?” I blurted out. Seri was my nickname.
“Yes. How did you know?” Essie said, surprised. Was this place some kind of opposite of
the world I live in? Either way, I still had to get out of here somehow.
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“Um… any way I can get back home?”
“Where is your ‘home’?”
“Above ground,” I said. Essie stared at me hard. “What? I can’t go back?”
“You can, but it’s going to be hard.”
“Tell me how!”
“Well, you have to go through a secret door,” she scrambled around and picked up a map. I
looked carefully at it, finding the secret door not far from where Essie’s house was located.
“Hey, it’s right there!” I exclaimed gleefully.
“I know, but what I don’t know is how to open it,” Essie said. My smile became a frown.
“It’s locked.”
“Well what are we waiting for? We have to find it!” This time, I pulled Essie outside.
Looking at the map, I ran to the secret door.
Not long after, Essie and I arrived in front of the door. It was covered in hairy, green moss,
probably because no one used it for years. Essie was right, it was locked. For a moment I thought,
how could I open the door? Then I thought of what happened in the library. I pushed a bookshelf, and
there was a pathway. That meant the bookshelf was the door. I tried pulling on the doorknob.
“What are you doing? That’s not going to work,” Essie said. Then I tried bumping into the
door. Creak! That sound was familiar. I turned around. The door was opened a little, but only a little.
“Esther! I mean, Essie! Help me bump this door open.” I shouted.
After bumping a whole lot of times, the door gave a groan and creaked open. Dust flew
everywhere, making Essie and I cough.
“Yes!” I pumped my fist. But then I thought of how Essie saved me from the aquarium and
helped me find this secret door. I didn’t want to leave her yet. “Um…”
“It’s okay, you can go. This is my home anyways. You can visit later, right? Now you know
how to get here and get back to your home.” Essie said.
“Okay. See you next time. Bye!” I waved to her, and she waved back. I stepped forward
through the door. Essie disappeared and the library reappeared. Acting like nothing happened, I
headed home. I looked down at my watch. It was still 3:10 pm, the same time I was at the library!
How was this possible?
I arrived home, and waited for Esther. 10 minutes later, she finally arrived.
“You won’t believe what just happened to me!” we both said at the same time. “What?” we
laughed.
“I’ll tell you first.” Esther said. “I was at the library when I accidentally bumped into a
bookshelf,” everything she said after that was exactly the same as what happened to me, except how
the girl she met was named Seri.
“Your turn.” she said.
“Well, mine is exactly the same as yours.”
“Huh?”
“Except for the fact that the girl I saw was named Essie.”
“Wow. What a coincidence,” the rest of our afternoon was spent talking about our
adventures in the Underground City.
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RENEE GE; GRADE 7
The Unfortunate Tales of an Unnamed
Waitress
It was raining cats and dogs?
No, not raining, raining. Cats and dogs were literally falling from the sky!
Our young and innocent newly hired waitress, soon to be heroine, was bustling around
outside when she heard tiny tidbits of conversation from the customers who were gazing up at the
sky in worry and astoundment. The Waitress looked to the left and saw people looking up with their
eyes bulging out of their heads. She looked to the right and saw even more people staring transfixed
at the otherwise clear sky freckled with little blobs. Then she, too, looked up.
The waitress was young and not-so-beautiful, with a small nose ring and piles on piles of
honey-scented plain brown hair. It was balanced precariously on her too-small head with too-small
eyes and a too-big nose, and a gap between her two front teeth that were surrounded by pinched,
lipstick-red lips. She had on the uniform of the store she worked for, which was Crazy Donuts, and
she also had one of those tags pinned to her shirt that read “Hello, my name is ____”, with nothing
written on the blank.
When the unnamed waitress looked up, all she saw a dark, barking shape in front of her
before a dog landed on her face. The crowd screamed in terror and ran off in different directions
with umbrellas above their heads, leaving our poor heroine to fend these creatures off.
“Help!” She screamed to no avail, and screeched as a tabby cat landed on her stomach.
“RABIES!!!”
But that wasn’t the worst part.
Then the bees came.
They flew in, buzzing by the thousands with their horrible pointed stingers, ready to harvest
and consume the honey that was perfumed and shampooed into the waitress’s hair. “HELP!!!” the
waitress abandoned all lessons of manners her mother had taught her and stumbled around
screaming at random people. “SOMEBODY, HELP!!! I can already feel the rabies tickling me in the
stomach! Crazy Donuts, I demand that you pay my hospital bills and funeral services-oh, my hair!
It’s ruined! I had to wake up at five and work on it for three hours- and the bees are sure to sting
me!”
She tripped, and stumbled, tipping dangerously to the right and left as cats and dogs alike
grabbed and clung to her. And then she realized that no one was listening to her.
Because they had all left a long time ago, grumbling about a mad woman on the streets.
She went back home to re-shampoo her long brown hair.
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ALISA LU; GRADE 7
Gwendolyn
4/18/02

Dear diary
Today is my Birthday Yay!! I’m 6 and I’m realy exited! Mommy and daddy asked me today for what
I want for my Birthday. I told them I realy want a little sister. They looked at each other and smild.
Also, today my friends LUCY JAMES DELILAH HAILEY GEORGE came for my b-day party! It
was realy funs. We blew balons, played the donkey game, and ate yumy stuff! I had lots of funs
today.
Love
PENELOPE
12/20/02
Dear diary,
I do not know why but mommy is geting fater. I asked her what she ate and she smild. Why doesn’t
mommy answer my question? She always just smils. It’s also almost Cristmas! Yay! But not yay!
Because today mommy went to the hopsital. I said Daddy is mommy okay and daddy smild and said
Yes mommy is okay. I said why is mommy fat and daddy smild. AGAIN!!!
Love
PENELOPE
4/1/03
Yay! Today is my Birthday! Ha! Ha! I triked you! Happy April Fools! Fat mommy and daddy say my
birthday is almost here. So they have present!! I’m so exited! I’m so exited that I forget the dear
diary!! Ha! Ha! You know why it’s exiting? Mommy and daddy say that I will have little sister!!! I
smile and mommy smile to.
Love,
PENELOPE
4/12/03
Dear diary,
Today mommy’s tummy came out.
Love,
PENELOPE
4/18/03
Dear diary,
Yay! Today is my real Birthday! Not the April Fools one! Ha! Ha! I have a party again, but this time
baby Gwendolyn and skiny mommy come to! My little sister’s name is GWENDOLYN. G-W-E-ND-O-L-Y-N.
Love,
PENELOPE (and GWENDOLYN!!)
2/16/07
Dear Diary,
I haven’t wrote in here for such a long time, haha. But omigosh, I was so weird back then. What was
wrong with me? Gwendolyn is so annoying. Everyday when I come home from school, she always
wants to play with me. Doesn’t she know that I’m busy? She’s so annoying!! I can’t stand it!! Once,
she hit me, so I hit her back. You know what happened next? She started crying. So Mom came, and
she got mad at me. But it was Gwendolyn’s fault in the first place! Seriously!!
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Sincerely,
An annoyed Penelope

4/1/07
Dear Diary,
Happy April Fools! I don’t really like fooling people anymore, but yeah. I’m not going to lie to you
about this, but Gwendolyn did it AGAIN! I was playing a game on the computer with her, and she
was so mean to me! She tugged on my hair because she wanted to play, but she didn’t know how!
Ugh! Why did I even want a little sister? They’re sooooo annoying!
Sincerely,
Penelope
4/18/07
Dear Diary,
Today is my birthday! Mom, Dad, Gwendolyn, and I ate cake together, but Gwendolyn blew out the
candles for me! She already had her birthday cake, so it was my turn! But she just stole the special
moment from me! So annoying!
Sincerely,
Penelope
12/17/07
Dear Diary,
I guess Gwendolyn was kind of nice today. Kind of… not really. She made a card at
preschool and gave it to me. But it was ugly and I could’ve drawn soooooooo MUCH better!! I
showed it to Mom, who said that I should keep it, because apparently I would appreciate it in the
future. Ha, like I would appreciate a piece of paper with stick figures on it!
Sincerely,
Penelope
12/18/07
DEAR DIARY
I LOVE MY BIG SISTER PENELOPE
LOVE LOVE LOVE LOVE
GWENDOLYN
12/19/07
WHAT?!? GWENDOLYN, I TOLD YOU NOT TO LOOK AT THIS!!!! UGHHHH, I HATE
YOU, GWENDOLYN!!!!
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SUPHALA NIBHANUPUDI; GRADE 7
Annie
“You sure you don’t need help?” he stared at me, while I stared into the darkness.
“For the last time, I work alone.” I replied, and walked into the passageway.
The black cat yowled as I stepped into the dark alley. It was filled with old boxes and a dusty
mural peeling off. Casting looks in all directions, I walked into an abandoned storage room right by
the mural. Closing the door behind me, I stopped and looked around. The note said to come here. I
think. Ugh. This just might be a waste of time, I thought, and now I’ll miss the soup kitchen. This better be worth
it. I pulled the wadded up paper out of my jeans pocket and read the note.
But it had changed! I scanned the note again. What had been there before was now gone,
and red ink words filled the paper. With gibberish.
Now they’re messing with me. This was probably just a joke.
I headed to the door I came from and pulled. It was locked. Sweat popped from my
forehead as I struggled with the knob. No such luck. I sighed. I guess I just have to head forward. It
didn’t really scare me. You keep your wits here, especially on this street.
I looked at the doors that surrounded me. They looked ancient. Nothing like the door I
walked through, with its metal frame. These are made of wood. I felt a buzz coming from my
pocket. I pulled out the piece of paper and scanned it again. Instead of the spam, it’s filled with
instructions. It’s says:
Walk through the one that calls out to you.
The one that called out to me?
The one that called out to me is the termite infested door. I could barely make out the
carving mountain on it. It was so calm and solitary...I bit my lip and wondered if I should go
forward. I glanced at my watch. Twenty minutes until the kitchen closed. I had to hurry up.
The doorknob rattled behind me, and muffled voices drifted towards my ear. I backed up
and fell, heading straight for the mountain door.
“Aaaaah!” I screamed. It was pitch black all around me. I couldn't see a thing. I had no idea
what was going on. So I keep screaming.
Finally, with a thump, I landed in a room. Well, maybe a closet. With a lot of fur coats, I guess. I
heard a screech of a cat and yelped.
The door opened, and a very rich man peered in. He wore a tux with a handkerchief
perfectly tucked in, and a sterling cane handle with a carved duck resting in the niche of his right
arm. He himself was nothing so spectacular. Noticing me, he scowled.
“Are you one of the volunteers? What are you doing in my closet? The scavenger hunt is not
for hobos. Nevermind that. GET TO WORK!”
I jumped up, startled “Y-y-yes s-sir. Right away!” I dashed off toward the hall, spitting out
pieces of fur in my mouth.
Chandeliers glistened from the ceiling, and the floor gleamed, probably because of the
hundreds of polishing people wandering around. Women and men bustled around, and extravagant
food was placed on the table. Everything was so old timey here, like those renaissance parties where
the school drags the children to lecture in front of more people. The bartender was jauntily pouring
out some wine. Lots of people were dancing, and some carried around pieces of paper, looking for
objects.. I warily moved toward the tables,hungry, when a hand grabbed my arm. It’s a boy the same
age as me, with shaggy brown hair and a wide smile.
“Hey! You! Girl with messy red hair!”
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I smoothed back my hair before catching myself.
“You’re a worker, right?” he said, hands on his hips.
“Uhhh… yeah, a worker!” I answered, louder than I wanted to. A couple of ladies turn in
my direction. and I cringe.
“Ok, nice. We need more people waiting tables, so you’re going to help.” He gives me his
hand. “My name is Jack, by the way.”
I grabbed his hand and gave it a firm shake. “Nice to meet you, Jack.” He looks a little
surprised.
“And your name is…?” he asked warily.
“Not important right now.”
“Ok, Not important right now. I’ll call you Nirn for short. No, no, too...weird. Narn? Uh…”
I sighed, “ What about Narnia? The book’s good.”
“Book?”
“You know, by C.S. Lewis. He wrote somewhere in 1950. I think.”
“1950?!”
“Yeah, you know, poodle skirts?”
“Uhhhh….”
“Audrey Hepburn and Marilyn Monroe?”
“You are joking right?”
“Um, no?”
“1950 is exactly 20 years from now!”
My skin started turning pale as I looked at him with disbelief. No wonder everything looked
different! I’m in the past!!!
“Uhh.. I’m joking!! I was trying to see how serious you were,” I said, smiling the fakest smile
I ever smiled and twirling my hair with my finger. Ugh, what is wrong with me?
“Oh, good. Come on, Narnia.” I looked at him sourly, but he beckoned me over to the
kitchen where a girl was working. She looked as old as Jack, with long dark hair that feels more
belonging to nymph, a slim body, white skin, and wide eyes. I wouldn’t be surprised if she had
sprouted wings and flew away.
“This is my twin sister, Annie.” Jack said, with a majestic sweep of his hand. She rolled her
eyes at him and handed me a plate. She looks nothing like Jack.
“Here, Jamari,” she called “Table 6.”
“Uhh… thanks… Annie.” How does she KNOW MY NAME?
“If you need help..--” Jack started.
“Nope. I can do it on my own. I work alone,” I replied. “Besides, how hard can it be?”
It can be very, very hard.
There were so many orders I could barely keep up. Once, I nearly fell flat on my face trying
to serve two tables at once. Guests were getting angry. But I never asked for help.
“Jamari! We got a big one!” Annie shouted from her post at the kitchen. I scuttled off to the
kitchen, avoiding the angry glares from the guests.
“Ok… let’s see…” Annie murmured. Her silky black hair had stayed perfectly in place, and
her skin was still glowing. Guess it’s a 1930’s thing. I felt so filthy in comparison, with my scraggly
short red hair and ripped clothes. “Tables 19, 18, 4, 9, 1, 14, 8, 5, 12, and 16.” She handed me the
plates packed with food and went back to chopping vegetables.
Jack inhaled sharply through his teeth. “Wow, that’s a lot of orders. Are you sure you don’t
need help?” He never got tired of asking me that.
I growled, “For the last time Jack, I DON’T NEED ANY HELP!” I slammed the table.
Jack stepped back, a bit taken aback. I flushed with embarrassment.

19

“Sorry about that-” I stopped. Something was seriously weird. He looked like he was frozen
in time. And the loud ballroom was suddenly silent. I ran to the door and swung it open. The guests
were standing completely still. I travel back in time, and then it stops? I turned back to discover Annie
still animated, chopping up a carrot in a rhythmic fashion.
“A-a-a-annie?” I asked, terrified. This just keeps getting worse and worse.
She whirled around and hurled the knife at me. I cartwheeled to the side, barely missing its
sharp blade as it locked itself to the door. I turned back to her, my breath nearly knocked out.
“Hmm. Better than I thought. Calypso was right,” she muttered as a black cat jumped
through the window. It landed at the chopping board, and Annie gave it a loving stroke.
“Working alone does have its advantages. But you can always count on your teammates to
help and support you.” She sighed as the cat danced around the vegetables. Her clenched hands
tightened. “ Alone we can do so little. But together we can do so much.” She stared at me. What is
her deal? Why? How? Then she tipped her head back and purred. An instant later the loud ballroom
revived and Jack inhaled through his teeth, again. I felt faint.
I looked at Annie, who was pleading me with her eyes, begging me. She looked scared and
vulnerable. Taking her words to heart, I turn to Jack. “Help?” I asked, and he happily nodded in
agreement. And for the next couple of hours, I really enjoyed myself. Jack was really funny and
always smiled at me. I could get used to this, I thought, I could just stay here forever.
“Jamari!!” Annie called, and I walked toward the kitchen. She pulled me inside.
“Good, you are the first one to complete your mission.” Annie said, throwing me off-guard.
“You may go home now.” She grabbed her rolling pin, and before I could stop her, violently swung
and hit my head. I went down like a sack of potatoes.
* * * * *
I wake up in front of a brick building, where there used to be an dark old alley. Names float
through my brain, too far to grasp. The alley, Annie, Jack, that black cat. The alley. I whirl around to
stare at a stubborn brick wall. The one I walked into.
“Excuse me? Wasn’t there an alley there?” I ask the man puffing on a cigarette, who had
helped me in. He turns and notices me for the first time, like he had never seen me before.
“Alley?? Whaddya mean?” He snorts. “There ain’t been no alley ‘ere before I was ever
born!” The man looks at me. He has shaggy brown hair and a wide smile. “You OK, lass?”
But I’m not listening to him. I’m staring at the black cat wandering in front of me, with a tag
that states “Annie”. She looks at me and winks. A ghostly shadow starts to form behind her. She
turns back, frightened. I reach for the slip of paper in my pocket. It’s not there. I start to back away
from the scene. The smoky silhouette starts to envelope the cat. I scream silently.
The cat whispers “Jamari,” and I flee.
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ANDREW MERRIAM; GRADE 7
Goblins1: Season 22: Cave Monstra3
The harpy screeched. Jack looked up, distracted. He was fighting a harpy4 with Amy, Yahili,
and Atharv, but he hadn’t been paying much attention, and now the harpy was diving towards him.
Jack hurled his six-inch dagger at the harpy, but he wasn’t concentrating, and he missed by
about a foot. It was enough to scare the harpy into a hasty U-turn, and it began flying at Atharv
instead.
While Atharv fended off the harpy, Jack tossed his gladius5 from palm to palm, sweating.
Harpies were quite advanced monsters. I’m not sure that, even with all four of us working together, we can
defeat this one. Definitely not engaging one on one like we are now. Especially with me being preoccupied with… He
pushed that thought aside. The harpy was attacking him again!
Jack was managing to fend off her claws with his gladius, but her greater leverage from flying
made it obvious who had the upper hand. With a sudden inspiration, he flipped his gladius to his left
hand. When the harpy looked left, he turned his body, muscles rippling, and punched her in her
beaklike nose. Hard.
He felt a sense of satisfaction as the harpy reeled.
The next thing he felt was sharp, excruciating pain. It probably hurt his knuckles more than
her nose, but she was so disoriented that when Yahili charged her, Yahili managed to score one
good hit on her left wing before she flew off.
The harpy limped through the air, favoring one wing, towards Amy.
Jack switched hands, and while Amy was fighting, saw his chance. Amy had grabbed one of
the harpy’s legs, and while the harpy struggled to stay aloft, Jack, acting almost entirely on instinct,
flipped his right hand around and behind his body, and threw his gladius.
Gladiuses6 aren't made to be thrown. 7
Sometimes it doesn’t matter.
The gladius pierced the the harpy between the wings, sinking in so only about an inch of
blade was visible. The harpy dropped, but Jack had his head back in the clouds. He barely noticed
everyone congratulating him and saying things like, “Did you see when Amy grabbed the Harpy?”
and “That move was awesome!”, generally obsessing over everything that had happened.
Jack was pondering a question: why were monsters not visible to everyone? How does it work?

1

Please note that this story is continued from the first issue last year. Therefore, the background, settings,
and characters may be a bit confusing.

2

To recap- last year he fought off goblins, got adopted into a Percy-Jackson-and-the-Olympians/The
Heroes-of-Olympus- style roman legion, found a strange affinity with weapons, quarreled with an officer, and
fought a large monster sort of like a Hydra.

3

e.g., “Monsters beware”

4

A human-sized bird of prey with the head of a woman.
A Roman sword.
6
Or Gladii. Next time it’ll be Gladii, just to confuse you.
7
They’re made to stab.
5
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Later, at lunch, when he asked Amy, she sighed. “Meet me in your room during free time. I’ll
explain then.”
When Jack arrived in his room, he noted that Yahili was assembling a projector while Amy
prepared something on a laptop.
Amy gestured for him to sit down. “Okay, so there are different planes of existence, right?
There’s our plane, and then above us there’s all the monster planes. Now most people can see only
the human plane, right? Well, some people, such as us, see the monsters superimposed on our plane,
like most people look at a picture but for us someone laid a plane of glass with all the monsters
painted on it over the picture. We can see the Greek and Roman monsters, but somewhere there’s
probably people who can see Norse or Christian monsters.
Jack’s head was spinning. “Wait, so other people can’t see the monsters? It it like in Percy
Jackson, where the monsters look like something else? What happens if the mortals bump into
them? What if-”
Amy patiently explained, “No, Jack. For them, the monsters simply don’t exist.”
“In that case, do we need special weapons? I noticed you engraved them.”
Amy sighed. “Yes, our motto. Legio est fortitudo. The legion is strength. It used to be Et hoc
quia egerunt stulte. But to answer your question, no. Any weapons will do.”
Jack smiled mirthlessly. “ Do we have a car and some money?”
An hour and a half later, Jack walked into the same arena where he fought the Hydrolisc,
holding a large paper bag. He was flanked by Amy and Yahli, and one of the legion’s best archers
following close behind. It had been hard to get the dealer to sell it to a child, but an inordinate
amount of money convinced him. He gestured to the archer. “Go ahead. Choose a monster to
shoot.”
The archer chewed on his bottom lip thoughtfully. “Let’s go with a larkie. ”
When the larkie was released, the archer had it stuck full of arrows and dead in five minutes
flat. He gestured to Jack. “Go ahead. What monster?”
“Harpy.”
Amy worriedly cut in.”But, Jack-”
“I know what I’m doing!” he snapped. “Now release the harpy!”
When the harpy flew into the arena, Jack yanked the weapon from the bag. There was a loud
bang, a puff of smoke, and the harpy fell.
Jack calmly lowered the smoking Colt forty-five. “See?”
At that moment, Atharv broke into the arena at a full sprint, screeching to a halt right in
front of Jack. He was pale-faced and shaking slightly.
“Um, Jack? I think you have mail.”

TO BE CONTINUED
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ARYA RAMCHANDER; GRADE 6
The Ice Cream Vote
“I scream, you scream, we all scream for ice cream!” Penelope sang, on her way back home
from the ice cream shop. She sampled many different flavors, and loved each one. She tried Mint
Chocolate Chip, Rainbow Sherbet, and Cookies n’ Cream, but she chose Mint Chocolate Chip as her
final decision. Now she was munching on a chocolate chunk.
Penelope thought Mint Chocolate Chip had a wonderful taste of refreshment from the mint,
along with sweetness from the chocolate.
“The mint is mixed with the chocolate chunks. It’s hidden in the scoop,” she told her sister,
Juliette, who was eating a scoop of Rainbow Sherbet. Penelope’s other sister, Katie, was enjoying
Cookies n’ Cream.
Penelope just bit into another chocolate chunk, her favorite part of the flavor. She thought
chunks added a crunchy effect to the flavor. She liked it even better when the scoop was placed in a
cone. The last few spoons of ice cream melted onto the cone and give the cone a sweet, refreshing
flavor. “Yum,” said Penelope. She flipped her soft, blonde hair out of the way as she turned her
attention toward Juliette.
Bright-eyed Juliette thought that Rainbow Sherbet was the best flavor in the world. “The
slight sweetness is mixed with the sourness. It tastes really good,” she explained.
Katie disagreed. “I think Cookies n’ Cream is the best,” she said, “it tastes like frozen Oreo
cookies.”
“May I please try a little of it, Katie? Just a tiny little Oreo chunk? I want to try it again,”
asked Penelope.
“Sure. Lemme pull out a small chunk.”
“Thanks.”
Penelope popped the Oreo chunk in her mouth. For a moment, she couldn’t really taste
anything. But then, she felt a small taste of sweetness. She also felt the Oreo dissolve a little. She bit
down on the cold Oreo. It was crunchy. She felt the sweetness and the crunchiness come together in
her mouth, and she swallowed. She could taste the wonderful aftertaste. The sweetness was so
delightful, the crunchiness was so pleasant. And at that moment, she decided that she liked Cookies
n’ Cream as much as she liked Mint Chocolate Chip.
“I have to say, you made a wise choice of choosing Cookies n’ Cream. This is delicious,”
commented Penelope.
Penelope suddenly thought about what the sisters usually did when there were a lot of
yummy foods. She thought about the time when she ate pepperoni pizza. Katie ate cheese pizza, and
Juliette ate veggie pizza. They had different opinions, and they settled it with a vote. They each
challenged each other and they said that the winning team had to do the losing team’s chores for
two weeks.
That was exactly what Penelope wanted to do now. She told Juliette and Penelope, and the
first thing they did when they got home was vote on the best flavor. They each invited two of their
friends over. Penelope invited Jeanne and Emerald. Juliette invited Ella and Sapphire. Katie invited
Ruby and Tasha.
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Juliette decided to take charge, since she was the oldest of all the kids. She cleared her throat
and used her loud, but gentle voice to talk over all the commotion.
“Okay, everybody! Listen up! Katie will now explain the rules of this vote, so please direct
your attention towards her!”
Everyone fixed their eyes on Katie as she explained the rules.
“I’ve placed three different baskets, and each one has a label with the name of the flavor.
You may only vote once. The flavors are Mint Chocolate Chip, Rainbow Sherbet, and Cookies n’
Cream.”
In Katie’s hands, there were tiny slips of paper and some pencils.
“I will come around with slips of paper and a pencil. Please write your name and why you
chose the flavor you chose. Please spread yourselves across the room,” Katie said.
Katie then walked around the living room, giving everyone a slip of paper and a pencil. For
about 10 minutes, the whole house was quiet. Everyone was writing their explanations. Then,
everyone got up and placed their votes in the corresponding baskets.
Penelope and Katie counted the votes in the basket. Everyone was really nervous, since they
each challenged others to see who would win. Penelope and Katie announced the winning vote
together.
“And the winning vote is...” The two of them paused for a moment to tantalize everybody.
Slowly, they announced the winner.
“Cookies n’ Cream!” they shouted.
Everyone applauded. They were content, even though three people didn’t vote for Cookies
n’ Cream. They played on some hip-hop music and had a dance party. It was a day to remember.
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MERISA PRISHA RAJ; GRADE 6
A Wonderful Surprise
My name is Penny. I’m a normal girl, living a normal life in a normal world. And I have a
story to tell you. Let me start from the beginning.
“If x is 5, then what is y?” my math teacher asks the class. Since it doesn’t matter to me what
y is, I zone out and wait for school to end. Once the bell goes off, I walk towards Kristy, my BFF
ever since kindergarten. Her house is right across from mine, and because of that, we always walk
home together from school.
Anyways, I keep walking towards Kristy, but she doesn’t notice me. She just walks ahead
without turning back. I feel as if she’s purposely trying to ignore me. Is she angry with me? Does she
think I’m not “worthy” of being her friend? I am really confused so I decide to keep following her.
I mean what could go wrong?
Kristy walks toward my house, but instead of crossing the road to get to her house, she does
the last thing I would expect her to do. She opens the front door to my house (which was unlocked)
and walks in. I tip toe behind her and see some of my other classmates inside my house as well.
At this point, I have no idea what is happening, and I am really worried. I can literally feel
my hands shaking. I’m scared. What is Kristy doing?! She turns around. Uh-oh. She then interrupts
my thoughts, and yells “Happy Birthday Penny!”
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SOWMYA MAMBAKKAM; GRADE 7
Fireship
I look out the window at the ocean spreading out beneath us. It’s turned black in the last few
centuries. I’ve seen this before–everyone on this airship likely has. But it’s 2998, and here we are,
traveling from polluted America to Europe at the end of the 30th century. Here I am, traveling as the
Assistant Captain, when everyone said it was impossible for a girl my age.
The Captain, Alex, is a boy a year older than me at seventeen. People say he had been been
training to be an airship pilot since he was ten. I’ve only been training from the age of thirteen. With
three years of experience, I was unlikely to get to fly anywhere. But Alex saw me on my personal airship,
saw my flying skills, and voila, I became a pilot.
Since I had less than half of the usual amount of flying education and didn’t come from a very
rich family, if I didn’t have a talent for flying I would be stuck back in destroyed New York with the rest
of my family. I didn’t really mind that they got left behind–well, maybe a little. But they were the first
ones to say that a girl, with only three years of flying education wasn’t going to become an airship pilot.
Well, I proved them wrong. I can still remember the look on their faces when they announced who
would be flying the airships to Europe. Priceless.
About three months ago, America was declared too polluted to live in. The government
organized a set of three huge airships to be carrying all the people who could afford it–not many–to
Europe, which still has generally bearable conditions. In the olden days, I’ve heard, say, the 21st century,
they had technology to get to Europe from America in less than half a day. Now that the great set of
natural disasters hit in the 28th century, we lost most of our technology, meaning that flights are
uncommon, pilots even more.
“Kaylee, would you check in the storage area? There’s some sort of irregular activity going on,
some sort of disruption. I can feel it.” Alex tells me without looking up from the map and his controls.
“Yes, sir.” I salute and walk out of the captain's deck. All around me are the rich, wealthy,
former citizens of America who could afford to have their lives saved from extreme pollution. Not very
many. There’s some sort of dinner event going on–everyone’s wearing some sort of fancy dress or suit. I
feel out of place with my flaming red hair, captain's uniform and leather boots, so I hurry on to below
the decks.
Alex is right. The airship is rocking all over the place–I can feel it here. It’s as if something is
disrupting the gravity. I glance out the window to check, but there shouldn’t be anything.
I am wrong. Coming at high speed is a shower of flaming meteors heading right toward us.
Meteors? Showering? I wonder how that’s possible but that isn’t important now. “Captain!” I scream
into the small radio I have. “Turn the ship around! Meteor shower heading toward us! 3 o’clock
position–” the radio cuts off.
I think of the rich citizens completely unaware of the danger. I laugh almost hysterically, thinking
of the ship we learned about in school four years ago. It was called the Titanic, or something like that. The
ship that couldn’t sink. It ran into an iceberg and got flooded.
Compared to being hit in a firestorm, that doesn’t sound so bad. In a matter of a minute or so, if
Alex can’t turn the ship around, we’re all going to plummet into the black ocean. Or get caught in the
fire.
So many things that could go wrong. The meteor shower heads closer and closer as I run to get
back above decks, hoping Alex can turn the ship around.
Then the room explodes, and my world is on fire.

TO BE CONTINUED
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ANYA SIKRI; GRADE 6
Home
When I grow up,
I will travel the world,
with my little pup,
we’ll create a dream-world.
We’ll have some tea in Paris,
In China we’ll see the great wall,
and we’ll see Japan right from our terrace,
I hope after that I will be very enthralled.
I took a ride to see the Mahal,
In Thailand I got some advice,
I went to visit the capital of Nepal,
Only then did I realize.
There was nothing there,
All I could have done was roam,
My wonder had disappeared,
All I wanted was home
That one place,
Was the one for me,
That is my home base,
Home is the best, I can guarantee.
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ANANYA BALAGERE; GRADE 6
The Magical Plant
“November 29, 2014
It’s late at night and it’s raining outside. I’m tired, but I will only go to sleep once I finish this entry because I
want to finish it.. I can hear the soft “pitter, patter” of the rain on my bedroom window.”
Suzy brushed her jet-black hair behind her pale ear. She turned her head around to look at the
window. Then she turned back to her journal.
“Tap, tap. Tap, tap.”
Suzy’s eyes widened. There must be someone tapping on my window, she thought to herself.
But then how would they be on the other side of my window? My room is on the second story, she
argued with herself.
“Tap, tap. Tap, tap”.
Even though Suzy’s room was on the second floor, she was still nervous and thought of the
possibility of someone climbing the side of her house to tap on her window.
“I think someone is on the other side of my window. I’m getting scared. What should I do? I’ll pretend that I’m asleep.”
Suzy dropped everything that was in her hand. She pushed her diary aside and slowly laid her
head on the desk. As scared as Suzy was, she was also curious. Her eye peeked out of her arms so she
could just barely see what was going to play out in her own bedroom.
Suddenly, the glass on her window shattered on the carpet in small pieces as little water
droplets fell on the glass. At that, Suzy jumped. She tried to stay calm because she knew how important
it was to make the intruder think no one was awake in the house. Then, he or she would just go back
out again.
One hand lurked on the window sill. Out of the corner of her eye, which she was trying to
close because she would get too scared but kept it open anyway, Suzy saw a creature hoist itself up
and sit on the sill. She couldn’t see much but she thought the creature was a witch.
“How else could they have climbed the side of my house at 11:50 when it was raining, knock
out my strong glass window, and still be dry?” she thought.
Suzy could not see the witch clearly, but could imagine her. Suzy’s first thought was green.
The witch would have green skin and warts. Many warts.
Quick as a flash, the witch grabbed her and jumped out of the window. Suzy was frightened
and cried for help. Her neighbor came out of the house, and saw the witch holding Suzy. Then, she
screamed. Suzy’s neighbor used all the air she could hold in her lungs and screamed the loudest and
weirdest scream probably anyone had ever heard. Then she ran. She ran to Suzy’s house and began
pounding on the door as she shouted, “Your daughter’s being kidnapped!”
“Good,” Suzy thought. “My parents will come and rescue me.” She had to believe it even if
she had that question nagging at her in her brain. What if they don’t wake up? What if they don’t come
quickly enough?
As they were falling, the witch clung on to Suzy and she could not move any part of her body.
It was pitch black, so she could not see anything either. In her mind, she thought she could imagine
herself and the witch hurtling toward the hard cement. She shut her eyes tightly and waited to crash
onto the pavement, but they didn’t even touch the concrete.
She opened her eyes and realized that they were flying through the air.
She could feel the cold wind blowing against her face and her hair flying past her.
Things could not have been worse for Suzy. She was hovering in the air, about 12 feet high,
and being kidnapped at the same time. She felt scared and terrified.
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After what seemed to be almost 30 minutes of floating in the air, she looked at a large boat
from a bird’s eye view. The craft was big and beautiful. It looked as though it was brand new. There
was not a single dent or scratch. The white or brown paint wasn’t peeling off. It would have been
Suzy’s dream boat if she weren’t to be kidnapped on it.
The witch lowered Suzy down carefully on the boat. As soon as her foot touched the wooden
plank of the canoe, the vessel lurched forward and she fell on top of the deck.
“Stop!” she shouted bravely. “Stop the ship.”
The witch turned around and looked at Suzy in the eye. It was the first time Suzy had had a
good look at her. Unlike all the witches she had imagined, this one was nowhere near ugly. She had
no warts or pimples. Her skin looked smooth and shone brightly in the moonlight. Her eyes were a
beautiful emerald green and she had dark brown hair pulled into a ponytail which went well with her
plain shirt and plaid skirt. The witch smiled.
“I want to know where we are going,” Suzy said.
“Of course, you will know,” the witch said in a soft voice. “All in good time. But I do wish
for you to find out by yourself. It is more fun that way.”
What was she talking about? Suzy thought.
“But first, you will need your rest. There will be a long journey ahead, and you will need your
energy for what will probably be the hardest day of your life.”
Suzy was horrified. Hardest day of her life? That sounded like the last thing she wanted to do.
And without another word, the witch waved her hand. Everything in Suzy’s peripheral vision
became fuzzy. She could not see clearly and everything on the boat became big colorful dots. The
world around her started fading from view.
* * * * *
She awoke at dawn, but closed her eyes.
“It was all a dream,” she mumbled. “I saw a witch who kidnapped me, I flew through the air,
and fell asleep on a wonderful boat. It was all a dream. When I wake up, I’ll be in my room and my
mom will knock on the door to say that I will be late for school.”
A breeze ran over Suzy’s body and she shivered. She reached for a blanket, but there wasn’t
one. She opened her eyes and sat upright quickly.
She wasn’t in her room or on her bed. Where was she?
Suzy stood up and looked around. She had been sleeping on a sand bed next to the ocean, so
it looked like she was on a beach.
Behind her, maybe quarter of a mile, was a forest. A deep jungle that was green and nothing
else.

TO BE CONTINUED
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ARTWORK
JANVI RAMCHANDRA; GRADE 8
[Untitled]

30

SARAH KOO; GRADE 6
Inside My Mind
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ADRIENNE LIANG; GRADE 7
Disney Dreams
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