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Note From the Director

It is, indeed, a pleasure to present this special issue of The Writers’ Slate because it
contains the winning entries of those young people who entered the 2012-2013 writing contest.
This is one way that teachers can support writing in the schools by encouraging students to enter
contests. We at The Writing Conference, Inc., hope that we can contribute to that effort by
publishing the winning entries.
 These winners were chosen from a total of 331 entries. There were 72 high school
students who entered; 200 middle school students and 59 elementary students.We had entries
from across the United States.
 The Writing Conference, Inc. is very proud of those students who write and of those
teachers who encourage their students to write.
 Congratulations to the winners and to all who entered. May you continue to have success
in writing!

We also want to thank the judges who gave of their time and talent to assess these
entries: 

Megan Gearhart, Overland Park, Kansas; April Hawkins, Wheatridge Middle School,
Gardner, Kansas; Bob Sailler, Eudora Middle School, Eudora, Kansas; Erin Foley Tegtmier,
Julie Brown, Natasha Van Dyke, and Brooke Kueser, Basehor- Linwood Middle School, Kansas;
Dan Doolittle, Eugene Field Elementary School, Ottawa, Kansas; Carolyn Doolittle, Baker
University; Suzy Ortel, Atchison County Community High School; Rachael and Stacey Smith,
Baldwin High School; Jaime Meyers, Eudora Middle School and Stephanie Zecker, Auburn
Washburn.

John H. Bushman
The Writing Conference, Inc.
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Note From Ed. Assistant

Every year in elementary school there was an event I looked forward to more than field trips or snow 
days, Halloween or recess—Young Authors. Young Authors was a writing competition for elementary 
students. We wrote and illustrated our own stories and got to see them laminated and spiral bound. This 
competition was the first time I was able to see my writing validated and also the first time I dealt with 
rejection, artistically; but it was, decidedly, this competition that impelled my affection for writing and 
literature throughout my life and later helped inform my decision to major in English at Pittsburg State 
University.
 Now, as the editorial assistant—under the tutelage of Dr. Franklin—for the Writers’ Slate I have 
an opportunity to be a part of a similar organization that promotes arts and literature in the next genera-
tion of writers. In my role, designing the layout for the Writers’ Slate this year, I have had the privilege of 
visually bolstering the magnificent poetry, narration, and exposition of young writers across the country.
 For this opportunity, I need to thank Dr. Bushman for overseeing and organizing the entire en-
deavor and especially Dr. Franklin for his guidance throughout the process. Dr. Franklin and I worked 
closely, this year, on the redesign of the logo for the Writers’ Slate and are proud of the final product that 
will represent the Writers’ Slate for years to come.
 But the most inspiring and humbling part of the entire process has been reading the work of these 
writers. The immense talent and unique perspectives of these students is captivating and I am thrilled to 
play a role in presenting their work. 

Alexander Sheppard
Editorial Assistant
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Until One Game

The new kid on the team 
Never noticed, never seen
He stood by and watched

He sat alone
Wanting to go home
Too nervous to say anything

When he was in the game 
He never wanted any fame
Fearing what the others would say

He never tried to catch up
Afraid he would mess up
Then he would never be talked to

Whenever the ball came his way
He passed it right away
He never wanted to score

Until one game
When he would not be the same
He would stand out

When he got the ball
He wouldn’t stall
He would go all the way to the goal

Now he would score
And hear the crowd roar
He never felt better than this

Now he was known 
Never wanted to go home
He always wanted to keep playing

Now he wasn’t afraid
To talk to the friends he had made
Now he was known

Christopher Nichols  •  Helen Mor gan School  •  Sparta, NJ
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Courage is Everything: A poem of Haikus

Courageous, gusty,     
People call me heroic,
Audacity, nerve.

Fearless, determined
People call me intrepid
Indomitable.

Gritty, resolute,
People call me strong-minded.
Single-minded, firm.

Gallant, stout, epic,
People call me laudable,
Valiant, hero.

Daring, Superman,
People call me self-assured.
I am courageous!

Jaedyn Hall  •  Fort Crook Elementar y •  Bellevue, NE
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Courage is in everyone
Some embrace it and some don’t

It comes out in the heroes of everyday life
These people are superheroes

Firefighters, Doctors, Policemen and Teachers
Are examples of modern day “superheroes”

These heroes help the common person everyday
It is their job to help

The courage inside them strengthens them to
Survive through pain or misery

A fireman faces the burning flames of fire to
Help a civilian

A doctor helps to save people’s lives
A policeman goes out of his way to protect someone

A teacher educates the children of today’s society
To do these jobs it takes courage.

The Courage That It Takes
Abigail Levecque  •  Endeavor Charter  •  Raliegh, NC
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New

The doors open
My hands shake,
My bones burn and smolder,
The heat finds my cheeks and slaps them.
Heads turn
Faces stare
I don’t belong here
At least in their eyes
I shiver, remembering
Times back.
This school is wearing
An unfamiliar musk of
Perfume,
Smells like floor polish
And cleanser.
The classrooms smile hopefully,
Ready to begin a new year.
My first hour,
And I haven’t met anyone.
No one’s said ‘hi’.
No one’s
Acknowledged me.
My breathing quickens,
I take a deep breath,
My stomach plummets
Like a roller coaster.
I enter.
The carpet hugs the floor.
And smells faintly
Of coffee and cologne.
The odor creeps up my nose

And makes me want to vomit.
A million pairs of eyes, watch,
Waiting.
Whispers curl around my ears,
I take a seat, not knowing
Whether I should.
I am invisible, like the air
That surrounds me.
A sense of gloom
Flies about the room,
Giggling in spite of itself.
The teacher
Says to talk
With each
Other.
My breath escapes.
Everyone finds a partner.
Except
Me.
My heart begs me
Not to do anything,
Just to stay where I am.
But I don’t listen.
I stand, without
Realizing it.
Before I know it,
My legs are
Walking toward a
Girl.
She looks up
From her partner.
They stare.
My breath returns.
I stick out my hand.
“Hi.” I say.
“My name is….”

Claudia Ludwick  •  Eudora Middle School  •  Eudora, KS
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Two Heroes

The fictional hero is brave and selfless, 
saving the dying, weak, and helpless,
his handsomeness knows no end,
he’s always just around the bend,
he slayed a giant hungry dragon,
he stopped an evil haunted inn,
he chopped away some family naggin’,
and beat the record of largest grin,
an army waits at his side,
that stops floods, volcanoes, and rockslides,
he gains tons of golden riches,
from stopping giants and nasty witches.

The real hero is not always brave or selfless,
but he helps the dying, weak, and helpless,
he’s ugly as a rat’s rear end,
with bald-spots, and a lumpy chin,
he relocated a giant hungry dragon,
he reasoned with a haunted inn,
he consoled out some family nagging,
and lost first prize for largest grin,
a group of friends waits at his side,
diverting crowds from floods and rockslides,
he gave away his golden riches,
to starving giants and troubled witches.

One day, both heroes found,
a nasty, angry demon hound.

The fictional hero slayed the hound,
which made it’s demon owner sad,

he cursed the man to lose all sound,
which made him go completely mad.

The real hero hid in some wheat,
and gave the starving hound a treat,
the hound barked in joy and glee,
and vanished into a tree.

Which hero has more glee?

Kelston Hubler  •  Hockinson Middle School  •  Brush Prairie, WA 
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Courage

When he was young, he could hear courage 
through kind words spoken by him to defend another
ringing through the normal passiveness.

When he was old, he could hear courage 
through the mournful wail of the siren on his truck 
racing towards danger

When he was young, he could see courage
through the hands of a new student and him forming a handshake
both breaking free of their comfort zones that confined them.

When he was old, he could see courage
through watching the city go by in a blur 
for he was sitting in the back of a ruby red fire engine speeding towards a crisis.

When he was young, he could smell courage
through cigarette smoke, but in the distance
because he walked away from crushing pressure from a friend.
 
When he was old, he could smell courage
through the distinct, smoky smell of a fire
of a burning building he was evacuating.   

When he was young, he could feel courage 
through weight like an anvil leaving his stomach
because he confessed to breaking the imported Chinese vase that was blamed on his sibling. 

When he was old, he could feel courage 
through the intense heat of a fire like the sun's furious solar flares
as he turned corners and lead a child to safety.   

When he was young, he could taste courage
through salty tears, trickling down his face like raindrops down a win-
dow,
because he dropped his pride and confessed his hurt to another.

When he was old, he could taste courage 
through the dry, chalky ash that covered his person head to toe
and somehow found its way into his mouth, making wish for an ice-
cold water.   

When he was young, he was courageous 
through things that are harder to see
because he was selfless, had integrity, and was strong.

When he was old, he was courageous
through things that you could see on any news channel
because he was selfless, had integrity, and was strong.  

And when he was young and old, others saw his courage
through his actions and words, and learned by his example, 
and wanted to act and speak with courage, too.  

 

Lydia Vlasto •  J. Michael Lunsford Middle School  •  Chantilly, VA



Vol .  28 Issue  3

15 16

Speak

For your mother who is wilting
Trapped by five white walls
And the silence in/between
For your father who is lost,
drowning (!)
in the buzz and grind of factory machines,
of twelve hour days, seven. days-a-week 
For you sister who is crying
because the other children call her stupid
and she does not understand
only knows they aren’t asking 
to be her friend

For them/
You must embrace this metallic language 
that cu ts your tongue like copper wire
and leaves a bitter aftertaste
like the day you found out you were leaving 
Panamá
To start all over
In a strange land
Where the language
Beats clickety-clack against your eardrums
And sticks like sweat to the roof, of your mouth

Toss mamá y papá,
Isabela y Jorge 
into a dark room
turn the lock and
Burn the key

You are George now
George Hernández Alverez
But when people ask for your name

Smile sweet-ly
and tell them George

No es mi casa, no es mi casa
your mother sobs, and in the background the maracas
of her Rubén Blades records cha-cha, cha- -
beat upon her broken frame
 
The walls are paper thin and
people, you have learned, fold easily
with no intention// of standing again

That is why you must be strong enough
to carry her
and him/ and her
with your words
tus palabras
even when your words
tumble out of your mouth
and shatter on the 
hardwood floor

So be brave, and 
s p e a k . Throw these lemon-scented
letters together, string them into
something like hope

HellomynameisGeorgeandIwouldliketoworkhere.
Soon you will melt
into this Tin-cAn language
Amalgamation, you will shout
to     the
world
Tungsten and
Epiphany

With enough courage
you will also not forget,
that you did not
destroy that
key

Joanna Liu  •  Leland High School  •  San Jose, CA
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MAlala Yousafzai

At 5”4’
I stand tall.
A target
forever known as the girl
who took on the Taliban
one book at a time.

Unzipped knapsacks, 
their hungry, angry hands
pilfering my joy.
The words of my beloved
Quran
now in ashes.

In cautious quarters,
I broadcast my forbidden words
on every screen.
Dear Taliban, 
tie my hands, blacken my eyes, burn my books.
Unwavered, I will walk away.

So I thought.

When the shots came,
one bullet bounced down on my book,
saving my spot.
I’ll be back later.
The final shot resonated
in my school bus’ aluminum,
still body.
As the heavy lead penetrated my skull,

injustice imprinted itself coldly,
abruptly.
A trade-off,
my father now teases: books for bullets.

From the hospital bed, 
my inner-flame
grows,
multiplies.
Girls, light your candles;
let them glow over your charred journals.

What I advocate, others resent.
My campaign is another’s taboo.
Education for females? Let the death threats pour 
in.
But some day,
they will understand.
I will teach them.

Dylan Healy  •  Hall High  •  West Hartford, CT 
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Wandering

Chapter 1
Buck
 
I charged ahead of the others, my brilliant pal-
omino coat glistening in the bright afternoon 
sunlight. I came to a graceful halt at the old oak 
tree and turned my pretty blazed face towards 
the other colts struggling frantically to get to the 
finish line second.
 I don’t mean to brag, but no one could 
beat me and that was a fact. Everyone knew it. I 
was beautiful and strong and very well built.  
“You know you can’t beat me!” I called to the 
others. I turned once more and trotted gaily to my 
mother, who was standing in the shade of the oak 
at the top of the hill. That was every horse’s favor-
ite spot to relax. I could hear my pasture mates 
breathing heavily. A single drop of lather drib-
bled down my neck, then fell into my coat and 
burrowed into my fur. My shrill whinny caught 
my mother’s attention, and she snapped her head 
up, alert. Then, her eyes fell on me, and her gaze 
softened.
 “Ah, Clover,” my mother said. I swiveled 
my ears towards her and shifted my body. “I 
was hoping you would come around. Here.” She 
swished her tail, which brushed the golden grass 
beside her. I obeyed and walked up to my mother.
 “Clover, have I ever told you the grand 
story of my foalhood?” It was only then that I 
realized that my own mother was shifting very 

voice was beginning to trail off and she was star-
ing into the distance. Excitement and suspense 
was boiling up inside me by that time. I loved it 
when Mother told me foalhood stories.
 “So?” I asked curiously. “What hap-
pened?”
 “Right.” Mother said, drifting warily back 
to her story. “Buck beat me. He is also…” She hes-
itated. “Your father.”
 My face grew hot as hatred and pain 
swelled up to my throat. My nostrils flared and 
my ears and legs began to twitch uncontrollably.
 “What?” I choked over the words. “You 
told me that my father was dead.  Why would 
you lie?” Without finishing my words, I snorted, 
reared, and bolted down the hill. I felt the dirt 
flying from my hooves, and my mother’s eyes 
burning into my fur. But I didn’t turn back. I 
went straight across the golden grass towards the 
herd, locking my eyes on the rich buckskin coat 
of Buck. I shouldered my way through the mares 
without slowing down or apologizing.
 I skidded to a stop, my dainty muzzle 
inches from the creamy buckskin coat of my 
father. My rapid breathing stirred the fur beneath 
my muzzle. Buck stepped forward to move to 
another patch of grass. I remained unnoticed. 
Without thinking, I laid my ears back flat on my 
head and took an almighty nip, leaving a small 
gash in his flank. Buck’s head snapped up, then he 
let out a little yelp of pain and began kicking and 
bucking, sending the mares around him scatter-
ing across the field. He spun around, still flailing 
wildly, and faced me. When he saw me standing 
there, he stopped dead. 
 His legs were splayed out over the ground 

uncomfortably. She had never done this before.
 “No, Mother,” I replied uneasily. She 
cleared her throat and began.
 “I was young and beautiful just like you 
but with a lovely dappled coat.” I noticed that 
my mother’s coat was now white with age, not 
dapple d as she had described. She continued. “I 
loved to race the other colts, just as you did, and 
no one could ever manage to come within five 
meters of me. I was simply brilliant, and also the 
fastest, strongest, and by far the most beautiful of 
them all.” She went on, “One day, a new colt was 
shipped to the farm. His name was Buck.” 
 I gasped.“Buck the buckskin?” I asked, 
signaling to a beautiful buckskin stallion in the 
center of the herd down below. His legs were dark 
up to the shoulder and hock, and his mane, tail 
and forelock were all black.
 “Yes Clover, that’s him. And please don’t 
interrupt. It’s quite rude you know,” She scolded, 
flashing me an irritated look. I shrank back and 
apologized.
 “Sorry,” I murmured, embarrassed.
 “As I was saying, Buck was shipped to the 
farm with his mother.” Seeing my questioning 
expression, she added, “His mother died a few 
months before you were born. So, being what I 
was, I asked him to a race, one on one from the 
water troughs on the other end of the field to this 
hill, right here. He accepted. I knew I could beat 
him,” she said softly. “I had never lost before.” Her 

in an awkward position. Buck’s great nostrils were 
flaring, and his eyes were fierce, locked on my 
frightened face. He began to walk towards me, his 
head low and angry. I turned and fled towards the 
forest. I could once again feel eyes burning into 
my fur, but this time, they were the angry con-
fused eyes of my father.
 
                        
Chapter 2
Forest of Secrets

 I broke in to a fluttering canter as I en-
tered the forest. This forest was known to the 
horses of Riddle Farm as the Forest of Secrets. It 
received this name because of a strange and mys-
terious tragedy that had happened in it.
 The whole story began with a young 
stallion that had been chased off after the battle 
for lead stallion. He had a coat that was blacker 
than the night sky, and a small white star on his 
forehead. That star was so white that it made the 
winter snow look grey. This stallion in particular 
was called Houdini, or at least that was what the 
herd called him before the following. He had fled 
into the Forest of Secrets in embarrassment and 
grief after losing a fight for lead stallion. Every 
horse assumed that he would come back after just 
a little while. They waited and waited, but he did 
not return. 
 One night, the winds were high, and the 
herd gathered up at the Old Oak Tree. One of the 
fillies had strayed in the grass in her desperation 
to get back to the herd. One of the older geldings 
went out to search for her, and found her shiver-
ing and cold in the shelter of an oak tree. Her eyes 

Cassie Matson Kostelnik •  Bolinas-Stinson •  Bolinas, CA  
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your destination within the hour.”
 “What?”  I asked, utterly confused.  
Tucker sighed. “Follow me,” he said, dropping to 
the ground and lumbering off.  
 As we walked, I began to think of the po-
sition I was in.  My life was basically ruined.  I bit 
my own father, charged into the woods, and now I 
had absolutely no idea where I was, and, doing so, 
I lost every bit of popularity and fame I ever had.  
I was squashed, and it was my own fault.
 “Here you are,” I heard Tucker’s voice say, 
cutting off my thoughts.  As my mind came back 
into focus, I began to examine everything around 
me.  Directly ahead was a beautiful little river 
with clear blue water.  The shallow banks on ei-
ther side were sprouting with a welcoming green 
blanket.  I was in a small clearing with a large 
bluish rock in the middle of it.  
 It was only then that I realized that Tucker 
was staring up at me, clearly amused by my ex-
pression and surprise.  His great teeth were show-
ing over his lip and I could faintly see a bright 
shade of pink beneath the fur on his cheeks.  My 
throat was terribly dry.  Without hesitating, I 
leapt to the bank and began sucking at the water 
so aggressively that I could hear Tucker giggling 
behind me.  I didn’t care.  The water felt cool and 
simply marvelous.  I closed my eyes.
 After I drank my fill, I lay down in the 
largest slivers of sun and rested.  Tucker sat down 
by the stream and began muttering continuously.
Finally, I heard his voice again.  “Well, I’m off!” 
he said cheerfully.  “Good luck.”  Tucker stood up 
and lumbered off, back into the woods.  Moments 
later, I realized that I hadn’t said goodbye.  I al-
most called out, but stopped myself, deciding that 

were wide and she was muttering over and over, 
“Houdini will be back for revenge.” 
 My legs were now shaking as I cantered 
sloppily across the field.  Every head was turned.  
All eyes were following me.  I entered the for-
est and didn’t know where to go.  I didn’t have 
enough courage to go back because I would lose 
all of my fame and popularity, and be bullied con-
tinually by Buck, my long-lost father.  My life was 
falling apart by the minute, and I knew it.  
Suddenly, something caught my attention. 

“Down the river, over the dam.
My name is Tuckerman Pillyweed Sam.
I’m not a deer and I’m not a bee.
I’m a much more miraculous animal, 
see.
My teeth are fantastic, my fur is divine.
I have fame and beauty, I just simply 
shine!
A beaver I am,
So awesome I am,
My name is Tuckerman Pillyweed Sam!”

 The squeaky little voice stopped, and took 
a deep sigh.  
 “Hello?” I said cautiously.  In response, 
there was a yelp.  A few moments later, a small, 
furry brown head popped out from under a small 
bush to my left.  I jumped, then calmed down 
quickly, trying to hold back the urge to paw the 
little creature flat.
 “Are you?  Are you…a beaver?” I asked 
slowly, bowing my head so that it was level with 
his.
 “Your brain is full of squashed flies!  Of 

I’d rather not deal with him again.  I plopped my 
head down again and fell asleep.
 When I woke up, the sun was nearly 
down, and only offered its light to the big rock.  I 
got up lazily and trotted clumsily to the banks of 
the river, slipping my chin into the cool water.  I 
sucked at the cool liquid for a few minutes, then 
feeling lively, decided to plan ahead on what to 
do. 
 If I ran away and lived on my own then 
I probably wouldn’t last very long.  Horses ar-
en’t supposed to live on their own in the forest.  
Horses live in herds.  On the other hand if I found 
my way back home and continued my life there, 
no one but my mother would accept me for who I 
was.
 I must have stood there for at least an 
hour, going over different options and trying to 
decide where and in what position should I lead 
my life.  When I finally made my decision to try 
to survive, I went into another desperate fit on 
what to do; rolling on my back, walking in circles, 
going to the corner of the clearing to graze.  All 
the while I was muttering.
 “Alright.  I should start with digging a den 
by using the sharp ends of my hooves.  Then I will 
gather,” I stopped talking.  “Oh what am I going 
on about?  Horses don’t dig, much less try to 
survive in a den,” I snorted.  Shaking my head, I 
collapsed to my knees in despair and defeat.  I was 
down.  I can survive on my own, I thought.  Can’t 
I? 

course I’m a beaver!  Weren’t you listening?”  He 
asked hotly.  
 I have to admit that I was slightly taken 
aback by this insult, but I tried not to show it.  
His body was now out from under the bush, and 
it was indeed a divine coat, despite the bits and 
pieces of coyote bush matted to his fur.  
 “Do you know where the river is?”  I 
asked.
 “Good heavens!  Scratch the dead flies.  
No, no.  Your brain is full of rotting fish guts!  You 
really are quite a dumb little scrumplet, aren’t 
you?”  the beaver said.  “Don’t answer that.  But 
obviously, as I am a beaver, I do know where the 
river is,” the beaver finished.  He put his paws 
behind his back and straightened himself until he 
was nearly as high as my shoulder.
 Little scrumplet?  Rotting fish guts?  I was 
infuriated but was still trying my personal best 
not to iron the beaver out on the prickly grass.  
“Beaver, can you tell…” I began.
 “No, please, please.  Call me Tucker,”  
Tucker interrupted.
 “Er- alright then.  Tucker, can you tell me 
where the river is, or are you too busy interrupt-
ing and telling me how dumb I am?”  I was doing 
a  pretty good job to resist letting my anger out 
now, but I couldn’t help letting it slip a little bit.
 “Right,” said Tucker.  He cleared his 
throat, closed his eyes, and began.  “Go straight 
ahead until you come to a shredded brown coyote 
bush.  Turn left and continue walking.  Stop at the 
big rock ensconced in moss, and turn left again.  
Then, keep walking and turn right at a large red 
plant with blue petals and walk straight ahead 
for approximately two minutes.  You will come to 
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to my feet.  
 “Alright, let’s get out of here.” 
 Taking one last glance at the bloody man-
gled body, I turned away and shuddered, then set 
off into the wild. 

Chapter 4
Houdini

 I must have been scouring that meadow 
for at least an hour, snuffling the brush and trees 
at the edges and trying to find something famil-
iar.  Every tree and grass and brush all seemed 
the same.  I was beginning to think that I’d never 
survive, ignoring the little voices in the back of 
my head and uselessly charging up and down 
the meadow.  I had listened to one story and lost 
everything.  I had been afraid of Buck and I was 
probably about to meet the same fate as Houdini.  
Whatever it was.  
 “I am so stupid!” I exclaimed louder than I 
meant to.
 “Why?” a raspy deep voice asked.
 I jumped, then began snuffling the grass 
with my nose.  I felt very frightened after the cou-
gar, and was ready to defend myself in any way I 
could, even though I no longer believed in myself. 
 “I’m just curious,” it said.  “Don’t worry, I 
won’t bite you.”  
 I froze.  “Bite me?” I repeated.  “Why 
would anyone want to bite me?” I asked. 
 “Exactly my point,” it replied. 
 “Please come out,” I told it. 
 “If you say so.”
 I heard a faint rustling sound, and leapt 
aside as a small, sleek, grayish-brown head 

Chapter 3
Into the Wild

 Over the next few hours, I was either 
grazing, drinking and splashing, or napping in the 
shade of an old ash tree a little ways off, thinking.  
When thoughts or memories upset me, I paced 
and bucked around the little clearing.  
 This small opening was strangely uncom-
fortable and lonely as I had spent the first small 
portion of my life in a large grassy pasture with 
the many other horses and colts and fillies, always 
warmed by their company.  Being with my herd in 
that pasture had been the pride of my life.  There 
wasn’t one horse on that farm that did not know 
of my speed and my abilities.  On that farm I had 
everything to live for.   But within a dozen hours, 
that had all broken away from me.  
 A low growl sliced through my thoughts.  
I spun around, terrified.  I scanned the clearing 
until I came upon the rock.  My eyes froze and 
locked on two massive golden brown paws.  Sharp 
claws twitched, itching to pounce on its prey.  My 
gaze traveled up the thick musciy legs and across 
a broad chest until they fell on a face.  A horrify-
ing face.  It had rounded ears that were set on an 
enormous head.  Golden eyes flashed and dozens 
of jagged white teeth glinted in the sunlight.  
 I decided that I could only be looking into 
the hungry eyes of a cougar.  His fur was bristling 
and his lips were drawn back in a snarl.  Sudden-
ly, the cougar bunched his muscles and sprang at 
me.  I leapt to the side, but seconds too late.  I felt 
a searing pain on my left shoulder.  I stumbled, 
but managed to keep my gallop steady.  Desper-
ate to get away, I ignored the path that led out of 

popped up beside me.  A gopher.  I had been 
afraid of a gopher.  
 “A gopher!” I exclaimed.  “I was afraid of a 
gopher!”  I said, repeating my thoughts.  “Ha!  Oh 
I really am losing my mind aren’t I ?”  I said with 
a laugh.  I looked down at the little creature.  See-
ing his hurt and offended face, I stopped immedi-
ately.  “Sorry,” I mumbled.  
 The gopher’s face brightened.  “Quite al-
right,” he replied cheerfully. “But you still haven’t 
answered my question yet,” he said. 
 “Right,” I replied uncomfortably.
 I wasn’t really sure if I was irritated or not, 
so I decided I should probably go along with it.  
 “I used to live,” I hesitated.  Again I really 
wasn’t sure if I should be babbling on about what 
happened to me.  
 The little gopher looked at me with his 
head tilted to the side, obviously waiting for me 
to tell him.  He almost looked like a child in bed, 
waiting for his mother to tell him a heroic story.  
 “I used to live in a pasture with my mother 
and the herd.  I was by far the fastest and stron-
gest of all of the colts and fillies.  I don’t mean to 
brag or anything, but I was.” 
 I began to tell him of my mother’s story 
and Buck, and how I had lost my temper and ran 
away.  I told him of Tucker and the cougar and 
what I had done to defend myself.  Then how I 
came to the meadow.  
 “…and that’s how I got here,” I finished.
 “Whoa!” said a different voice.  I looked 
down, and next to the first gopher a second gray-
ish-brown head popped up.  This one was smaller 
and the fur was ruffled.
 “Did you die?” the smaller one asked, his 

the clearing and leapt over a bristly coyote bush.  
Deciding to perform the unexpected,  I skidded 
around a young oak and charged past the cougar, 
who growled in frustration, and once again leapt 
over the coyote bush.  But before I could get far 
into the clearing, I heard the heavy paw steps of 
the cougar once again.  
 I urged myself to go faster, barreling 
through the brush at the edge of the clearing.  
After only a few strides, I broke into a great big 
meadow.  I charged across it, almost stumbling 
over my own hooves.  As I reached the borders of 
the meadow, I skidded to a halt and pivoted on 
my hind hooves, just as the cougar made a dive 
for me.  There was nothing else to do.  
 I reared and began to paw continually at 
the cougar’s angry and frustrated face.  I felt my 
hard hooves meet bone, and came down to all 
fours with a thud.  When I looked down at the 
cougar, he was writhing on the ground, a deep 
gash across his face.  The gash stopped at the 
bottom of his left cheek, then continued a small 
way down the neck.  His breathing was gradually 
growing shallow.  He stopped twitching and lay 
still.  
 I stared in horror.  I had just killed an 
innocent hungry animal.  I began to back away 
from the body.  My legs gave way, and I sank to 
my knees.  I should just die.  But a little voice in 
the back of my head said, stay strong.  You must 
survive.  You must survive.  
 “All right Clover,” I began speaking to 
myself.  “Get yourself together.  You’re losing it.  
Don’t give up.”  I was muttering just under my 
breath, struggling desperately to get a hold of my-
self.  I forced myself to stop shaking, then pushed 
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with questions.
 “Is his herd big?” I asked.
 “Yes,” Abersmith replied shortly.
 “How old is he?”
 “How am I supposed to know?” Aber-
smith snapped indignantly.  “Clearly you are 
overestimating-” 
 “Where does his herd live?”
Abersmith froze. “Pardon?”
 “Where does he live?” I repeated impa-
tiently.  I watched him intently, but he flattened 
his ears to his head and called,  “You’re about to 
find out!” Then once again, he disappeared into 
his hole.  I stood as he had left me, utterly con-
fused.
 “Abersmith,” I began to call, but I was cut 
off short by a heavy pounding.  I realized only 
moments later that the familiar sound could only 
be the pounding of many horses’ hooves.

Chapter 5
Blacker Than Night, Brighter Than Stars

 I spun my head around, and my eyes fell 
on a flabbergasting sight.  Near the edge of the 
meadow, an enormous dust cloud billowed up 
high above my head.  As the dust continued to 
unfold, a tall, glossy jet-black figure emerged from 
it.
 Many other figures exploded from the 
grainy cloud of dust.  As they moved rapidly 
closer to me, I recognized the muscled features of 
a horse, the long dainty legs, the curved back and 
hindquarters, the thick streaming mane and tail, 
the thick neck that sat upon the broad muscle-set 

eyes wide.
 “Now, now, Fenrir,” said the first with a 
laugh. “She’s standing right in front of us and does 
she look dead?” 
 “No daddy,” said Fenrir, looking embar-
rassed.
 “So you’re lost are you?” said the father, 
turning his attention back to me.
 “Yes,” I replied.  “But you haven’t told me 
your name.”
 “Oh!  Good heavens, I haven’t have I?”  he 
cried, throwing his little paws up.  “I,” he said, “am 
Abersmith.”
 “Abersmith,” I said under my breath.
 “Abersmith,” he repeated.  “And you?”
 “Clover,” I replied, bowing my head.
 “My wife is inside tending to my daughter, 
Penelope.  She has what I think is pneumonia,” 
Abersmith said sadly.  “She’s been the same for the 
past few days and isn’t getting any better.” 
 “Listen, Abersmith,” I broke in.  “I don’t 
mean to be rude, but I am in a lot of trouble right 
now, and if I don’t get back to my herd soon, I’ll 
die,” I said, shouting the last word.  Abersmith 
seemed taken aback by my sudden anger and 
desperation.
 “I listened to my mother’s story, about 
Buck, about my father, and I just lost it complete-
ly.  I lost everything.  If you’re not going to help, 
I’m leaving,” I finished.  Abersmith stared at me 
blankly, obviously trying to take in my words.
 It was a long time before he responded, 
but when he did, he seemed lost at speech.
 “D-do you l-l-live with a-a herd led by a 
rogue stallion?” Abersmith asked.  His son was 
trembling beside him.

shoulders and chest, and the beautiful frame that 
held it.  
 I felt a flicker of pleasure deep in my terri-
fied, panicky mind.  It was a very peculiar combi-
nation of emotions.  But nonetheless, that is how 
I felt, as I had not seen one of my fellow specimen 
in a long time.  I was very surprised and, as I had 
said before, pleased.  With such a formidable on-
slaught, I let my mind go to a frozen stage of fear 
and combined emotions.
 As the glossy dark stallion skidded to a 
halt in front of me, I noticed that his herd had 
scattered and moved to different patches of grass.  
I looked up at him and shuddered.
 “Where is your mother?” he asked.  He 
had a raspy firm voice that made him sound as 
though he knew exactly what he was doing.  
I drew myself up to full height and raised my 
chin.  I found my words and answered, “I don’t 
know.” 
 “You don’t know?” He exclaimed with a 
laugh.  “She must be somewhere in this herd.”
 “She doesn’t belong to this herd, and nei-
ther do I,” I cut him off boldly.
 “Oh, you aren’t lost are you, poor thing?” 
he moaned sarcastically.
 “As a matter of fact, yes I am,” I replied 
much more bravely than I felt.
 The stallion grunted, turned and began to 
walk in the opposite direction.  “Just ask him.  Just 
ask him,” I thought. 
 “You’re Houdini, aren’t you? I asked with-
out thinking it over again.  
He spun around. “How do you know?” Houdini 
shrieked.  The nearest horses spooked and can-
tered away.  Immediately, he calmed his posture 

 “Rogue?” I questioned curiously.  “Is his 
coat as black as night?” I asked.
 “Blacker,” Abersmith replied.
 “Does he have a star on his forehead, whit-
er than snow?”
 “Brighter than the stars.”
 “Blacker than night, brighter than stars,” I 
repeated.  There was a long pause.
 “Well if,” Abersmith began,  “if you’re not 
going to speak, I must go tend to my family.”  He 
turned and disappeared into the darkness of his 
hole.  Fenrir followed.
 “Wait!” I called, stretching my head down 
to sniff the hole.  Suddenly, I felt a dull, aching 
pain on my right nostril.  My head snapped up 
and I cantered away, alarmed.  Realizing what had 
just happened, I circled around and trotted back 
to Abersmith’s hole.  
 As I came to a halt, Abersmith began to 
rub his head. 
  “Quite a bony little muzzle you got there 
huh?”Abersmith said, “I gave you a fairly large 
scare there, didn’t I?”  His whiskers twitched with 
amusement.  “You were saying?”
 I hesitated.  I was in pure shock, already 
knowing the answer to my following question.
 “Well?”
 “Is the stallion’s name Houdini?” The 
words tumbled out of my mouth, hardly under-
standable.  
 “Correct,” Abersmith answered, closing 
his eyes and nodding his head.
 “Look,” I said firmly,  “I have a lot of ques-
tions to be answered, but what I’ve just learned 
from you has really put me in quite a hustle.”  I 
took a deep breath then continued to peg him 
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attempted to push myself to my feet. Now stand-
ing, I limped stiffly through the forest. I went 
through brush and under trees and over logs, 
most of the time struggling on with great difficul-
ty. After what seemed like hours, I heard a sound. 
A welcoming sound. A sound that could only 
be…rushing water. 
 Instantly, I  became alert, eager to get 
water but still cautious, every bone and muscle 
tensed and ready to defend myself.
 “Back so soon?” a familiar voice asked. I 
swung around, and despite my painful injuries, 
was ready. I saw nothing.
 Slowly, I began to scan the clearing. Once. 
Twice. Three times. Then, finally I heard the voice 
again.
 “Hey!” It said. “Down here!” I looked 
down in front of me, and saw perhaps one of the 
happiest sights of my life: Tucker. His toothy smile 
shone up at me, and his little eyes stared. His eyes 
grew wider and wider, and I soon realized that he 
was staring with what could only be surprise and 
terror.
 “What Tucker?” I asked curiously. “What 
are you staring at?”
 “What happened to you?” Tucker ex-
claimed suddenly.
 “Uh – no – it’s – it’s – nothing.”
 “No, no, no. That is something alright, and 
it needs to be looked at!” He insisted. “Come.” 
Tucker grabbed my muzzle with one paw and 
began to tug me along.
 “T’r!” was all I could say. “Tr! Tr!” But 
Tucker only ignored me.
 Finally, we stopped. I looked around: We 
were in a clearing. A large rock stood in the mid-

and his gaze softened.  “How do you know?” he 
repeated more calmly.
 “It’s kind of obvious,” I replied coolly. “Ev-
erything about you fits perfectly in the story that 
the mares tell their foals.”  Seeing Houdini’s con-
fused face, I added, “Blacker than night, brighter 
than stars.” 
 “What?”
 “They say your coat is blacker than night 
and the star on your forehead is brighter than the 
stars themselves,” I explained.  “They tell them the 
whole story of how your shame had driven you 
away from the herd that you had once belonged 
to.   Most of the horses call you by the name of 
Whisper on the Breeze.”
 Houdini stared at me quizzically.  “Why?” 
he demanded.  
 I sighed and continued.  “Many years ago, 
not long after you left, one of the youngest fillies 
was lost in a storm and she drifted away and was 
found under an oak tree.  An old gelding found 
her.  She was muttering over and over, “Houdini 
has come back.  He has come back for revenge,” I 
said this in a sarcastic spooky way.  
 Houdini, however, remained utterly con-
fused.  
 Ignoring him, I changed the subject.  
“Houdini, listen,” I said firmly.  “And be honest.  
Have you ever considered returning?”
 “Never,” he interrupted, cutting me off 
short.
 “Why?” I pressed.
 “Because I’m so much happier here,” he 
replied.  “I have the highest position in the herd.  
I’m lead stallion.”
 “But why does it matter so much to you?”

dle. Grassy banks stood on either side of a river. I 
began to  limp hurriedly towards it, but I had only 
gone a few steps before I felt Tucker’s paw on my 
muzzle again.
 “Not so fast now,” he said, and tugged me 
to the rock. “Wait here while I fetch my herbs.” 
 I was confused. “You’re a healer…” I 
trailed off. Tucker had disappeared. “Tucker?” I 
called. “Tucker, where are you?” 
 A muffled voice said, “Here!” 
I jumped and swung my head around. I saw noth 
ing. Then, a little clump of leaves moved towards 
me. I sighed. “Tucker, really. You’re not scaring 
me at all,” I said to him. “Show your face and it 
might be easier. “
 “I can’t!” He called back. “I can barely car-
ry all of this anyway. And I wasn’t trying to scare 
you.”
 “Oh!” I exclaimed. “Do you need help?” I 
rushed forward and carefully snuffled the leaves.
 “Don’t!” He cried. “If you so much as taste 
these herbs, they will give you a terrible bellyache. 
Maybe even what I’ve heard humans call colic.”
 “Colic?” I asked curiously. “Since when 
have you ever even gone near humans?”
 “Now, come over to the river here, and I’ll 
go back and get the herbs,” Tucker ordered hastily, 
clearly avoiding the question. I decided not to try 
and ask again, as he might lose his temper.
 Casually, I let him lead me to the river and 
examine my wounds. He began at my shoulder, 
then scooted to my hindquarters.
 “What is this one on your shoulder from?” 
Tucker asked, rubbing his chin.
 “Right after you left, a cougar attacked,” I 
explained. 

 “Will you please stop asking questions?”  
Houdini scolded in sudden frustration and anger.
 “One more?” I asked innocently.
 “No,” he snapped sharply.  After a pause, 
he turned and stalked away.  I trotted after him 
and cut in front, but that did not stop Houdini.  
He shoved past me and continued walking.  I 
cantered to his side and once again tried to push 
in front of him.  But he veered off to the left, 
disabling my attempt.  I followed and repeated my 
actions successfully.
 “Look, Houdini,” I began.  “I was lost…”
 “Get out of my way!”  Houdini leapt at 
me and sank his teeth into my flank.  I shrieked 
in pain and bolted away toward the edge of the 
meadow.  I heard many questioning whinnies as I 
entered the forest again.  I broke into a trot, then 
eased into a walk, saving my energy for the long 
travel home.

Chapter 6
The Healer

 I twisted my head around to examine my 
injuries, but just as I began to crane my neck to 
the left, the gash on my shoulder folded over itself 
and shot excruciating pain through my body. I 
shrieked, then glanced briefly at the nip on my 
flank before whipping my head back around and 
rolling onto my other side, resting my head gently 
on the ground. Everything in my body burned 
with pain.
 Before long, I began to pant. I needed 
water. My throat went dry and I began to breathe 
heavily. I put my front legs out in front of me and 
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“Fine,” I said, defeated.  “You win.”
 “I knew I would,” Tucker replied, shaking 
one claw at me.  
 “But I was only drinking,” I began again.  
“I really don’t understand.  I closed my eyes ‘cause 
it was so refreshing.  Then I was galloping in 
darkness, then I was in a stall and I had bandages 
and there were humans all around me.  Then I 
opened my eyes and I was here,” I explained. 
 “All’s well that ends well!” Tucker said 
cheerfully.  “Now I must tend to your wounds.”  
He turned, and once again padded across the 
clearing to collect his herbs.
 It took Tucker a few tries to bring ev-
erything back as he had added a new variety of 
strange plants to his pile.  On his last trip, he re-
turned with one paw wrapped in cobwebs, walk-
ing on only three legs.
 “What are those for?” I asked curiously.
 “You’ll lose too much blood and both 
of your wounds will get infected unless I cover 
them up,” Tucker explained. “I haven’t found 
anything else to cover deep wounds yet.  I know 
that it’s kind of awkward, but nothing else sticks 
but cobwebs.  Grass would cover up better, but it 
wouldn’t stay on.”
 I began to rise to my feet, but Tucker 
touched my hock gently and said, “Now, now.  I 
can’t reach if you’re so high up now, can I?  Go on 
now and lie back down on your side.”  
 I looked at him for a moment, then 
obeyed and lay down stiffly. 
 “Rest for a minute while I chew these 
leaves up into a pulp,” Tucker said casually.  He 
picked up a leaf between two worn claws and 
examined it.

“A cougar?”
“That’s right.”
“I’ve never seen a cougar around here, “Tucker 
remarked. “They’ve always hunted on the east side 
of the forest with all the other god-awful preda-
tors like them,” he continued. “And this one?” I 
winced as he nudged my flank with one paw.
“Well, it’s kind of a long story,” I began quietly.
“Long story short, come on!” Tucker said over my 
voice impatiently.
“Alright. I found another herd in a meadow. The 
lead stallion used to belong to my herd, but did 
something that I believe has never been done be-
fore.  He ran away in shame.”  I looked down.
 “Will you just get to the point please?”  
Tucker sighed.
 “Sorry!”  I apologized quickly.  “So, I asked 
him a few questions and told him a few things 
about the past and I think he just thought that 
everything was behind him so he lost his temper 
and gave me this nasty bite.  That’s when I fled.”
 “I see,”  Tucker muttered.  “I see.”  And he 
hurried off again.
 “Where are you going?” I called.  I didn’t 
wait long until I focused my attention on the river.  
I took one last glance around before thrusting my 
muzzle into the water.  I let the cool water flow 
freely down my throat, filling my body with glee.  
But suddenly I wasn’t drinking from a river at all.  
I was galloping in darkness.  I went straight into 
a stall where bandages appeared on my shoulder 
and flank and humans appeared around me.  I 
felt a heavy weight on my uninjured shoulder. 
I opened my eyes.  I was lying on one side.  My 
wounds burned like fire and my throat felt tight.  
My belly lurched and I began to cough.  Water 

 “Ew!” I said, disgusted.  “I’d rather you 
didn’t put your saliva all over me, thank you very 
much!”  
 Tucker looked up from the leaf and slowly 
began to walk towards me.  He had a very firm 
and serious expression on his face.  Then he 
stopped.  His face was inches from mine.
 “If perhaps, you would like to continue 
your life, you will allow me to do what I need to 
do to help you.  If you would rather die, then be 
my guest,” he said, turning away and waving one 
paw.  “Don’t mind which path you choose to take, 
as long as you don’t go on about the reasons for 
your two options.”  He turned back to me.  “So? 
What is your choice?”  Tucker looked me in the 
eye.  
 I knew that look.  That look of expecta-
tion, of anticipation.  I didn’t care for that look.  
But I stared straight back at him.  We looked at 
each other for a very long time.  Tucker’s beady 
little eyes bored into mine, but I couldn’t hold it 
any longer.  I blinked and looked away.  Tucker 
scooted along the ground until his face was di-
rectly in front of mine again.
 “Well?  If you don’t make your decision 
fast, then I’ll make it for you,” Tucker snapped, 
obviously growing impatient.  
 “I can make my own decisions, Tucker,” 
I shot back indignantly.  “And as I am so young, 
clearly you can see that I would like to live?  I 
honestly don’t think that it’s a very good idea, go-
ing around asking people life or death questions.  
I expect that most of them would choose to live.” 
 “Alright.  This conversation is over.  And 
as you chose life, you must allow me to tend to 
your injuries the way that I must.  No more inter-

spewed from my mouth.  I caught sight of Tucker 
in the middle of the clearing.  He was facing me 
with a mischievous expression.  The deep mis-
chief in his eyes also held a great deal of pride.  
He began to trot on all fours, straight toward 
me.  Faster.  Faster.  Closer.  Closer.  And before I 
realized what he was about to do, he leapt at me.  
Suddenly, Tucker seemed to come flying at me in 
slow motion, his little paws flailing and his eyes 
locked on my stomach.
 I shrieked in pain as he butted into my 
stomach but my cry was cut off short.  Water 
gushed from my mouth, forcing me to cough vio-
lently.   Tucker began to climb off of my stomach, 
but I proceeded to cough.  He came around and 
stopped at my head.
 “What was that for?” I rasped once my fit 
had stopped.
 “What do you mean, what was that for?” 
Tucker exclaimed.  “I just saved your life you un-
grateful moron!”
 “Sorry, it just looked like you were trying 
to knock the air out of me or something.”
 “Close,” Tucker answered, now much 
calmer.  “Actually I was trying to get the water out 
of you before you choked to death.  You fainted in 
the river.”  He blinked and continued, “I told you 
to wait while I fetched the herbs.” 
 “But you’re only a beaver.  This is the 
second time I’ve met you and you can’t order me 
around.  I just needed water, so I had some,” I 
protested.
 “I know you haven’t known me for very 
long and technically I shouldn’t order you around.  
But this time I’m only helping you survive,” Tuck-
er replied coolly.
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it, by the way?”
 “I killed it,” I replied.
 “Ha! Nice one,” Tucker said with a laugh.   
 “No, really.  What happened to it?” he 
asked again.
 “I just told you.  I killed it,” I repeated.   
 “See- look at my front hoof here and may-
be you’ll believe me.  I hit it in the head.”  I pawed 
the ground with my front right hoof.  Tucker set 
his washing down and trotted towards me.  I felt a 
jab in my leg and knew to pick it up.
 “Hmm.  There is a splatter of dried blood 
on the front,” he said, almost sounding disap-
pointed.  “Well.  Alright.  One more question,” he 
said, dropping my hoof and looking up at me.   
“Do you actually want to be washed?  Can you get 
by without it?  My biggest client was my nephew, 
and he’s smaller than me.”  Tucker looked at me 
hopefully.
 “Fine,” I sighed, “but can you at least help 
me figure out which direction I should head in to 
get home?” 
“Yes.  You go off and relax while I finish up with 
this.”  He waved his paw dismissively behind him 
and turned to his washing.
I gently rested my head on the ground and closed 
my eyes.  Soon I drifted off to sleep.

Chapter 7
Traveling

 That evening, Tucker and I spent our time 
figuring which direction home was.  We had gone 
back to where I had first met him, arguing about 
where I came in.  When we had it all figured 
out, Tucker renewed my awkward bandages and 

ruptions,” Tucker finished firmly.
 Without another word, Tucker turned 
away and examined the leaf for a few more sec-
onds before popping it into his mouth and chew-
ing intently on it.  Soon after, he picked up anoth-
er leaf and did the same.  Then another.  Another.  
When his mouth was full, he stopped chewing 
and dug into the small pile of leaves beside him.  
He pulled out a broad stick with deep teeth marks 
in the center.  The teeth marks formed a dip in the 
stick, in which Tucker spat his mouth’s contents 
into.
 I stared down at the gooey green brown 
pulp in disgust.  Relax, I thought to myself.  It’s 
only leaves.  With beaver’s saliva.  Or rather bea-
ver’s saliva with leaves in it.  The thought came 
back to me over and over.  Beaver’s spit.  Ew. That 
is revolting.
 “So,” Tucker said without looking up, 
“where are you going?”
 “I don’t know,” I replied honestly.  “I 
would like to go home but I have no idea which 
way to go.”
 “Hmm,” Tucker rubbed his chin thought-
fully.  Then said, “We’ll figure that out after.”  He 
chose a large leaf from the pile and scooped the 
gooey pulp into it.
 “Be careful not to get it on my fur,” I 
warned.
 “Quiet,” Tucker hushed.  “We can wash it 
off after.  Besides, you already have dried blood 
matted to it.  It shouldn’t be too hard to wash it all 
off.”
 I turned away in disgust.  “Just get it over 
with.”
 Tucker glared at me and continued his 

looked me over for anything else.
 “I don’t know much about you horses, but 
I’ll say we did pretty well,” Tucker remarked in the 
clearing.
 “Maybe I can come back and visit,” I be-
gan to suggest.
 “I really don’t think so,” he cut me off.  
“They might think that you ran away again.”
 “Good point,” I agreed, embarrassed at my 
ridiculous suggestion.
 “You’d better leave if you want to make it 
home by sundown.” 
 “True.”  We stood there for a long time, 
just looking at each other.  I broke the silence. 
 “I should go.”
 “And you shall.”
 I turned and trotted stiffly out of the clear-
ing.
 “Goodbye, and thank you!” I threw over 
my shoulder just as I exited the clearing.  I was 
on my way home, filled with hope and courage.  
I was determined to reach my destination, and I 
knew that I would eventually.
 As the forest flashed by me, I began to 
recognize different areas.  Occasionally, I slowed 
down to make sure that I was heading in the cor-
rect direction.  
 After awhile, I began to grow tired.  It was 
getting dark, and I hated the idea of spending an-
other night in the forest.  I pushed myself on, but 
continually found myself in a slow trot.
 A hollow tree caught my eye and I 
stopped.  A low and almost sorrowful hoot came 
from it.  
 “Hooo, hooo, hooooot!” it said.  I had 
often heard that same sound just as the horses 

work.
 I began to daydream.  Will I ever get 
home?  Yes, probably.  Will I still be as popular as 
before?  Maybe.  Then I began to imagine myself.  
I was galloping through the old pastures in one of 
our little races.  I won.  Mother was pleased and I 
was home.  But then I heard Tucker’s voice again 
and I knew that I was probably nowhere near 
home.
 “Now for the cobwebs,” he said.  “This may 
feel a little funny, but it holds everything in and 
sticks well.”
 I examined the deep gashes.  They were no 
longer scarlet, but green.  The lumpy liquid oozed 
slowly from my wounds and caught on my fur.  
Quickly, Tucker applied the cobwebs to the pulp, 
holding it in.  He pressed the sticky webs tenderly 
to the chewed gooey leaves, making me wince.
 “One down, one to go,” Tucker muttered.  
He stood back to look my shoulder over, then pat-
ted my stomach and moved to my hindquarters.
 “Careful,” I said.  “I’m ticklish back there.”
Tucker repeated his actions, carefully avoiding the 
places that were unnecessary to touch.  “There,” 
Tucker said loudly, “you’re all done!”
 I stared at my once glossy coat.  It was 
patched with pale green spots and matted dirt.   
 “Thank you,” I sighed.
 “I will wash my supplies, then you,” Tuck-
er remarked.  
 I gave a slight nod and stared into the 
forest.
 “You know you can’t stay here much 
longer,” Tucker called from the riverside.  “Horses 
don’t belong here in the forest, seeing as you were 
recently attacked by a cougar.  What happened to 
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began to fall asleep with the herd.  Instantly, my 
mind lit up and I felt a pang of joy.  I was close.
 I trotted on, now very awake.  But some-
thing stopped me.  I had an idea.  I raised my 
head to the sky and let out a long, shrill neigh, 
filling the air with echoes.  I only had to wait a 
few seconds before an answer came, which I rec-
ognized as my mother’s.  I leapt into a gallop and 
neighed again.
 My mother answered again, this time 
much closer.  I stretched my head out and quick-
ened my pace.  Despite my sore body, I was going 
very fast, as determination had overcome me.  
 I burst from the forest and knew immedi-
ately where I was.  A pure white horse broke from 
the large group of horses in the pasture.  A horse 
that I could only recognize as my mother.  Her 
tail streamed out behind her and her head was 
held high.  Dozens of horses raised their heads 
and watched as we both halted.  I nuzzled into my 
mother’s warm fur and whispered, “I’m sorry.”
 Mother backed up and looked at me.
 “Wherever did you go?”  Her voice was 
hoarse and cracked.
 “On an adventure,” I replied.  That seemed 
to be enough for her, because she turned away 
and trotted back to the herd.
 “Come,” she said shortly.  We broke into 
the middle of the herd and slowed to a walk, then 
halted.
 “Never mind those,” she said gesturing to 
my patched wounds.  “The humans will notice 
them in the morning when they come out at feed-
ing time.”  
 I thought for a moment, then realized 
what I was looking for.  I was safe, I was sound, 

and I was home. 
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Sun Juice

 Hello, my name is Kim-Ly! I’m a seven year 
old girl who lives in Philadelphia, and I used to live 
in Vietnam. In the summer we sometimes grow 
pineapples. We make juice from them. My dad 
calls it pineapple juice but I like to call it Sun Juice. 
It looks like liquid sunshine to me, and it tastes like 
it too! It tastes sweet and joyful, like when the sun 
rises in the morning and everyone wakes up.
 Right now there’s a terrible war going on 
around the world, and I don’t like it. On the news-
paper I see scary men holding guns. My dad says 
it’ll be okay, that everything will be fine. My mom 
couldn’t say anything, because she passed. She had 
breast cancer and she didn’t make it. My dad now 
takes care of me along with my dog, Dragonfly. 
We called her that because my family thinks drag-
onflies bring good luck. She’s like a dragonfly too. 
She likes to run around and jump a lot. On the day 
I heard that a hospital was being opened to help 
hurt soldiers, I wanted to help, but my dad asked 
how, and I didn’t know.
 It was summertime and I really wanted to 
go to the hospital. My dad usually is busy tending 
to our farm, so I quickly took a pitcher of Sun Juice 
when he wasn’t looking and I ran out the door with 
it. The town wasn’t too far away, so I could walk. 
But I didn’t walk, I ran. I ran as quick as I could, 
and I felt like a rabbit running from a hungry lion.
 I could see the hospital there, but it was far 
away still, so I kept dashing there, dodging the tall 
people around me. There were cars and honking 

wanna give this to the hurt people.” I blinked. 
 “What is it?” I asked, curious. “It’s pineap-
ple juice. Sun Juice.” she answered. I was surprised 
again. We barely had pineapples here, especially 
since the winters were long and cold up here in 
Pennsylvania. I took the pitcher from her.
  “I’ll take these to our patients.” I assured 
her. She grinned, and I noticed that her two front 
teeth were missing. Probably just getting her adult 
teeth. 
 “Thanks, mister!” she said, and with that 
she ran out the door. 
 Lord, my name is Private Raymond Whit-
field, and that was the bravest little girl I’ve ever 
seen!
 I stared at the pitcher in my hands. I guess 
the soldiers could use a break from plain ‘ol water 
and bitter medicine. They were working hard to 
protect our country, anyways. Trying to keep bal-
anced, I slowly walked out from behind the desk 
and around to the room where the wounded sol-
diers were.
 All the walls were white, and if someone 
was locked in there alone they could go insane. As 
I ambled in, I glanced at the soldiers, left and right, 
some coughing and wheezing while others just 
were asleep. I kept my teeth clamped together as 
I set the pitcher down on the table next to a sleep-
ing patient. “It’s for a drink.” I said simply, then I 
walked out of the room, just as stiffly as before.

----

 I burst through the front door and ran to 
my room, hoping that my dad didn’t notice that 
I was gone. He was still in the fields, so I sighed 

everywhere, and the tall buildings made me feel 
short and small. There was yelling, whispering and 
idle talking. I was huffing and puffing like that wolf 
from that American folk tale. I stopped in front 
of the hospital, which was large and almost scary, 
with its large white walls and large entrance, and 
fear leaked in my stomach. I swallowed real hard. 
This is harder than I thought.

----

 I glanced up from my paperwork when I 
heard the door open. It was a long day so far, and 
I was prepared to say my usual “Good morning, 
ma’am/sir” from behind the desk. I saw that it was a 
little girl holding a pitcher of yellow liquid. “Where 
are your parents?” I asked hurriedly. I didn’t want a 
lost girl on my hands, yet alone worried parents. 
 “My mom’s dead. My dad’s working the 
fields.” she replied simply. “I came here alone be-
cause my daddy didn’t want me to.” she added. I 
was surprised that she responded so coolly that her 
mom was dead.
 “Uh, okay. Name and business here?” I 
asked, following the routine. “My name is Kim-
Ly. And what’s a ‘business’?” she asked innocently. 
Why did I say that? She only looks six or seven, 
how would I expect her to know what ‘business’ 
meant? “Uh, I mean, why are you here?” I asked a 
bit quietly, so she would know I meant no harm.
 She just held up the pitcher and said, “I 

in relief. Dragonfly hopped up on me and whim-
pered. “Aw, girl. Are you hungry?” I asked, and she 
wagged her tail. I pet her head, then I headed to 
the kitchen to get her something to eat. Dragon-
fly had a big belly. She loved to eat. I took down 
her bowl and shook some food into it and almost 
spilled it over.
 “Whoops,” I said to myself quietly. I set the 
bowl down and Dragonfly started chowing down. 
She was one hungry dog.
 I was breathing so heavily that my chest 
started to hurt. Who knew that running to a hos-
pital was so much work? Running to my room, I 
jumped into my small bed and lay there for a bit. I 
really wanted to take a nap, but I was too energetic 
but tired at the same time.
 The ceiling of my room was just a plain 
white. I really wanted to paint it gold or pink, but 
my dad said ‘we don’t have the money to buy paint’ 
and that ‘your ceiling is fine the way it is’. I didn’t 
believe him. Plain old white is booooooooriiiiiii-
ing........
 I was thinking about those wounded sol-
diers and the juice. I wondered if they liked it. I bet 
they did. Everyone who tried it liked it, as far as I 
know. And that man at the front desk. He was nice. 
Cool guy.
 I also asked if I was going to see him again, 
but I knew I wouldn’t be able to answer that myself 
at that point. Maybe I would bring more Sun Juice 
to the hospital. That I would probably do. I kept 
on thinking and thinking, but eventually I became 
sleepy so I fell asleep.
 I didn’t know what I was dreaming about, 
but it must’ve been good because I woke up feeling 
happier than normal. Happy about nothing, really. 

Emily Taylor •  Peter Sar py Elementar y •  Bellevue, NE  
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Just happy. I hopped out of bed and almost dashed 
to the kitchen. I was really hungry for breakfast. As 
I stopped into the kitchen, I almost tripped over 
Dragonfly, who was sleeping quietly near the en-
trance. Dragonfly was also a sleepy dog. Dragonfly 
was a lot of things.
 I stepped around her and snuck into the 
kitchen when my dad was still sleeping. I took the 
box of American cereal out of the cupboard and 
poured some of it into a bowl. I put that away and 
dashed to the refrigerator, where I took out some 
milk and poured it into the bowl as well. We didn’t 
have this kind of cereal in Vietnam, so this was all 
new to me.  I glanced at the new pitcher of Sun 
Juice on the counter. We had tons of it. I looked at 
it again and again while I was eating, and finally I 
decided to just go again. I washed my bowl, put it 
back in the cupboard and took the pitcher quickly 
and dashed out the door while swiftly putting my 
shoes on.

Nine years later...

 A 16-year old teenager with long black hair 
with even ends and brown eyes stumbles into the 
hospital, holding a pitcher of yellow liquid. She 
stands up straight, and brushes some hair out of 
her face using her long and skinny fingers. “Hi, 
Sergeant Whitfield.” she commented. 
 The 35 year old man looks up from his pa-
perwork and grins. “Good mornin’, Kim-Ly.” he 
responds. She smiles at him and places the pitcher 
slowly on the counter. 
 “You know what to do with it.” she de-
clared. Kim-Ly turned away to leave, but then the 
man stops her.

 “Wait,” he blurted. “Come with me. I’ll 
show you how happy this stuff makes the soldiers.” 
he states. The teenager turns around and stares at 
him before obeying and following him towards the 
back room. They stopped in a white room and the 
extremely tall man put the pitcher on the side table 
of the soldier that was in the bed closest to them. 
He was sitting up, and when he heard the thunk of 
the pitcher being settled down he glanced at the 
pitcher.      
 “Oh, good.” the soldier seemed to sigh in 
relief. “Getting sick of this plain water.” he adds. 
The sergeant nodded and the other soldiers took 
notice of the pitcher. 
 “Privates, this is the young girl who was 
brave enough to bring this juice to y’all every 
week.” Sergeant Whitfield said abruptly while put-
ting a hand on the Vietnamese girl’s shoulder. She 
crookedly smiled and all the soldiers seemed to say 
a hearty ‘thanks’ to her.
 She still stayed silent, before saying a small 
‘you’re welcome’. The tall sergeant then led the girl 
out of the room and back to the entrance and she 
smiled. “I’m always glad to help.” she says, and then 
she walks out the door stiffly after waving a good-
bye. All the sergeant knew was that she would be 
back sooner than he thought, and he never wanted 
that to change. And he’ll always have Sun Juice to 
remind him.
 Always.
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Hero Narrative

 On March 9th, my aunt taught me to keep trying no matter what the odds. This day was 
her death day. For a month, she lay ill from her lung cancer. At eight o’clock p.m., her breaths 
were short. We all sat by her praying, an hour later, she died. A month before this, she was per-
fectly fine, watering the garden, washing plants, then all the sudden, she became crippled. Her 
cancer hasn’t done anything serious to her in a while. She didn’t even smoke.  My aunt’s courage 
and will kept her alive for a month. Without that kind of determination, she wouldn’t have lasted 
as long. She was a lady that loved to travel, have fun, spend time with her family, and most of 
all, loving. I don’t think she deserved to die. She always put everyone first. My family probably 
might have felt the same way. Most of my family was shocked by this tragedy, but after a while, 
we stopped discussing it. Though occasionally it always popped in my head. I learned that most 
things shouldn’t be taken for granted, especially life and family.
 While she was well and healthy, she would always help my brother and I out, no matter 
how small it was.  She was caring and could barely spoke English, though that didn’t stop her 
from doing the things she loved. Though she wasn’t a special heroine of some kind, she taught me 
valuable lessons in the afterlife. For this, I will always remember her. To this day, my family tries 
to forget this tragic death, but I know, in their hearts, a loved one cannot be forgotten. I don’t 
have special hero or heroine, but this is my heroine.

Benjamin Tran Pham •  Willoughby Middle School  •  Willoughby, OH  
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King Da KA

 Click! Click! Click! The sleek green cart 
dragged into the station, weighed down by the 
die-hard roller coaster maniacs, also known as the 
survivors. The roller coaster zombies crawled out 
of the cart, assuring people of what great fun it is. 
I painted a fake smile on my face because some-
thing about something about screaming out a 
lung, closing your eyes in pure terror, and think-
ing that you are so going to die doesn’t sound like 
fun to me.
 I guess I had one of my please-let-me-out-
of-this-line-before-I-hurl kind of faces on because 
time after time people would try to persuade me, 
because time after time someone would give me 
a “ Oh you’re going to be fine!” or a “I’ve rid-
den this seven times, it will be fine.” I was done! 
I didn’t want to hear another word about King 
Da Ka! I wanted to stop smelling the deep-fried 
fattening cheese fries from behind Olivia and I, 
as if I wasn’t going to throw up already! I wanted 
to get out of this line of maniacs and go to some 
place where I wasn’t putting pressure on myself! I 
wanted to go home and calm all of my mixed feel-
ings with junk food! But it was too late, “All riders 
please enter the vehicle carefully.” 
 Oh no, this couldn’t be happening! I 
blinked hard hoping that when I opened them I 
would be dreaming or at the bottom of the coast-
er watching people turn as green as the tracks, 
not be one of the people turning as green as the 
tracks.

I breathed heavily through my nose, like a panic 
attack! I didn’t have time to rethink my decision 
and when I thought about it, it was too late!
Zwooosh! The cart went flying forward. This 
is what the previous riders were talking about 
the neck-cracker. I felt the sudden change from 
looking straight ahead to looking at the blue sky 
with the peaceful birds being driven away by the 
roar of the monster cart coming their way. The 
ride shook so fast, my head was splitting from 
banging the head rest. My ears rung with screams, 
but I was silent. We had reached the top and the 
train had only made it over with an eerie creek. 
My eyes were shut and I was in a world to my own 
and I didn’t want to find out the chaotic world 
behind my eyelids. I slowly peeked out one of 
my eyes and we were flat, the ride was over. I had 
conquered King Da Ka!  
 A foggy glaze was over my eyes as Olivia 
sputtered, “I told you so. You know I did!” I zoned 
out of her have-I-ever-led-you-wrong speech 
and realized something. I was one of those roller 
coaster maniacs. I was the zombie crawling out of 
the cart. I was one of many persuading the pale 
faces to go on the ride. I was all of those people, 
even though I swore I wouldn’t be! King Da Ka 
had changed me. I was still the same old MJ. It 
hadn’t changed me, but it may have tweaked me 
just a little. 
 

 My stiff legs inched forward through the 
old rusty gate that determined people who talked 
the big talk, but they get so scared they run out of 
line ignoring the long line’s eye roles and raised 
eyebrows, and go run cowardly to their mommy, 
and the people who talk the big talk and ride the 
big ride. This didn’t feel like just a “big ride” it 
was like that monster under your bed. You never 
think it is going to be as scary as it is when you 
slowly drop your head down and have that fright-
ful feeling that the monster is going to grab you. 
I continued my three-foot journey to the torn 
up black leather seats and hesitantly sat down 
and slid back into the form-fitting seat. The ride 
attendant casually tightened everyone’s lap bar 
loosely and walked away. I quickly turned around 
like that one annoying person to ask if he could 
make it tighter. He spun on his heel as I sucked in 
my gut, hoping to hear one final click, but I didn’t. 
Olivia kept telling me that I was going to be fine 
and after the last time she said it, I believed her.  
I believed her, until that sudden jolt that made 
my spine tingle started up. I squeezed her hand so 
tight that it turned purple. We continued on the 
straight track until it gradually stopped. We were 
about one-hundred feet from the ninety degree 
mountain. The speaker to our right slurred out 
the safety procedures, “In the event that King Da 
Ka has a rollback please keep your head back to 
avoid body and brain damage. Thank you, and en-
joy the ride!” Hearing the possibilities of danger, 

Margaret Schwab •  Christ the King Regional School  •  Haddonfield, NJ  
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Nai -NAi

 Bao Mu she was called, a “nanny” in Man-
darin. Five years ago, her husband had passed 
away, and she was left alone in her Shanghai 
apartment. Her forty-year-old son lived in Amer-
ica, so she followed him, finding a job in the Lee 
household for money and for company. There, she 
found it so difficult to express herself in English 
to the American-born, English-speaking Lees that 
she often chose to stay silent. 
 To nine-year-old Charlie Lee, she was Nai-
nai—grandma. Like Nai-nai, Charlie was reticent, 
but not because he could not speak English. In 
fact, his English was very good. His timidity, espe-
cially before Mr. and Mrs. Lee, stemmed from his 
feeling that he was not what his parents wanted 
him to be. Charlie often stared idly, at nothing in 
particular, his mind a vagabond. This especially 
disturbed his mother.  
 At five-thirty in the evening, Nai-nai 
stooped in the kitchen, wiping away a splatter of 
tempura sauce she had spilled on the ground. The 
stove sizzled, and Charlie sat in the living room 
watching SpongeBob. Mrs. Lee came home from 
her work at the hospital, frazzled and weary, and 
Mr. Lee pulled into the driveway shortly after. The 
four sat down together for dinner. 
 “What have you done since you came 
home from school, Charlie?” Mrs. Lee asked her 
son. Charlie did not look up and used his fork 
to push around his pork chops. He didn’t appear 
to have heard her, but Nai-nai could tell he was 

good Mama and father.”

And with a pat on Charlie’s head, Nai-nai closed 
door and headed to her room where she stayed 
six days out of seven. Every Saturday, she would 
wait for her son to pick her up in his Sedan and 
bring her to his and his wife’s home where she 
would deposit the money for the week and watch 
her teenage granddaughter text on her phone and 
sit facing the bright computer screen for hours at 
a time. 
 Nai-nai heard the angry staccato of Mrs. 
Lee’s voice against Mr. Lee’s grating baritone com-
ing from the master bedroom down the hallway.
 “He never talks and just stares ahead. I 
don’t know where his mind is! Did you see how 
he didn’t even seem to hear what I was saying at 
dinner? Do you think he’s behind the other kids 
in his grade? Why can’t he be as outgoing as Jim-
my or David? Or…goodness, do you think he has 
learning disabilities?”
 “How dare you accuse my son of being—“
 “Your son? He is OUR son!”
Nai-nai could almost sense poor Charlie turn in 
his bed and pull his covers over his head to block 
out the strident sounds of his parents arguing 
over who he should be and who he was.
 
 Shortly after the Lees’ argument, work-
books came in the mail. Mrs. Lee had ordered 
them for Charlie. She called them “Enrichment.” 
Titles read “Super Math” and “Math Made Easy” 
and “Skills Sharpeners.”  Hoping to catch Charlie 
up to the children in his grade, she assigned Char-

absorbing his mother’s words because he didn’t 
place his fork in his mouth. 
 Mrs. Lee’s raised her voice. She had 
stopped eating. 
 “Charlie, did you hear me?”
Somewhat unwillingly, Nai-nai intervened,
 “He eat my food, watch television, and 
read a book. Charlie good boy, right?” Nai-nai 
looked encouragingly at Charlie. Charlie re-
mained silent and gazed at her with his enor-
mous, brown eyes. His bottom lip quivered, but 
otherwise his facial expression was exactly the 
same as it was since his family sat down to eat. 
 Mr. Lee snapped at Mrs. Lee to calm 
down.
 “Anne, could you please speak to your son 
civilly? Who would want to talk to someone with 
such a vicious tone?”

 At night Nana tucked Charlie in bed and 
spoke to him in Mandarin, the only tongue that 
felt comfortable in her mouth.
 “When your mother asks you a question, 
you must be a good son and answer her. It is basic 
respect.”
 Charlie whispered back to her in English, 
“But I do not want to talk to her. She will yell at 
me.”
 She replied in the same tongue,  “She not 
yell. She want hear you bee-oo-tiful voice. Your 
parents, they love you. You are lucky boy, such 

lie ten pages a day to finish and show her when 
she came home from work as a nurse. Charlie, she 
thought, was mentally idle, and so had nothing to 
say to her when addressed. These workbooks will be 
his antidote. 
 After school, Charlie stepped out of the 
school bus and ran to the front door, his back-
pack bobbing up and down. He knew that Nai-nai 
would have something delicious waiting for him, 
perhaps bing1, or perhaps sweet, sesame-filled 
tangyuan2. 
 As Charlie sat down to eat, Nai-nai re-
minded him of the homework Mrs. Lee asked 
him to do. She brought him a sharpened pencil 
and a yellow workbook. With the corners of his 
mouth dotted with sprinkles of sesame, Charlie 
took the pencil, carefully opened the book, and 
began to read. He found a sheet of paper and 
began slowly, painfully etching numbers with his 
pencil.
  Solving math problems, Nai-nai thought. 
Satisfied, she began to cut and wash vegetables for 
dinner.
 Charlie stared at her flowered apron. The 
white ornaments contrasted sharply against the 
dark cloth. The numbers on his paper began to 
bloom. An hour later, Nai-nai placed four bowls 
of noodles on the dinner table and prepared sea-
soning. She glanced at Charlie’s work and drew a 
sharp breath. 
“Charlie, why your number become flower? Very 
beautiful, Charlie, but your mother want to see 
maths, not beautiful picture. Give me paper, I 
keep safe. Do your maths, and no more drawing.” 
Encouraged that someone had called his scribbles 
beautiful, Charlie gave her his paper and resumed 

Audrey Luo •  Watchung Hills High School  •  War ren, NJ

1. Cake.
2. Dumplings make of glutinous rice flour stuffed with crushed 
sesame
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doodles.”
 Afterwards, Nai-nai told him, “You must 
do more work in your workbook to show your 
mother.”
 From then on, Charlie never showed his 
parents his artwork, especially not his mother.

 One night, Charlie sat drawing in bed. 
Nai-nai read the Mandarin newspaper that she 
bought from the supermarket every Saturday 
during her stays at her son’s house. An article 
about a girl who received a scholarship to the 
Rhode Island School of Design caught Nai-nai’s 
eye. Excitedly, Nai-nai showed the picture of the 
girl with her artwork to Charlie.
 “She go to Hah-vahd of art! One day you 
go there too, Charlie!” She beamed.

 The grating sounds of Mr. and Mrs. Lee’s 
arguing penetrated through Charlie’s door, and he 
began to cry.  
        Speaking in Mandarin, Nai-nai consoled 
Charlie. 
 “Why are you crying, bao ber1?”
“Mama and Dad are never happy with me. They 
fight because I’m not the perfect boy they want 
me to be. I don’t like to talk like other boys and 
don’t like to do math or play soccer or build 
things. Once, I remember Mama talking to ah-yi2 
at a party about how the last thing Mama wanted 
me to be in the future was an artist. Or a garbage 
man, but for an artist, Mama said you would even 
have to pay for school.”
 “If you really, really loved art, you must 
hold on to it. You know, I once read on a fortune 
cookie, ‘Love is like a piece of gold, hard to find 

reading through his workbook. 

 The sound of clicking heels and the jingle 
of keys announced Mrs. Lee’s arrival. Mrs. Lee 
peered down at Charlie’s work. 
 “You only read through five pages? Is ten 
pages too much to do in two hours?” she com-
plained. 
 “No, no,” Nai-nai defended Charlie. “He 
can do more, much more. My fault, I give him too 
much food. He eat slow.”
 “Why are you overfeeding my son and 
keeping him from doing his work? This is not 
Shanghai, Bao Mu.”
   Nai-nai apologized profusely and turned 
around to hang up her apron. She did not want 
Mrs. Lee to see how angry she was. Charlie 
watched the two women in silence. 

 That weekend, Nai-nai returned to her 
son’s home and asked her son to take her to the 
nearest art store so she could buy her little Charlie 
something he could enjoy.
 She was back at the Lee’s on Sunday morn-
ing. Mr. and Mrs. Lee had gone out for brunch 
with a few friends and Charlie sat at the kitchen 
table slurping up soggy cereal. Smiling, Nai-
nai presented to Charlie her gifts: a small spiral 
bound sketchbook with blank, white sheets and a 
pack of oil pastels.
 “If you finish all ten page, I let you draw,” 
she told him. 
 Thrilled, Charlie scurried to his room to 
find his workbook and a pencil. In half an hour, 
he showed Nai-nai his finished work and opened 
the spiral-bound sketchbook.

and hard to hold. If you find it, hold it tight. Then 
you’ll know what love is like.’”
 “That’s a long fortune.”
 “I know, I probably forgot. Not from 
fortune cookie, but somewhere I don’t remember,” 
Nai-nai replied, speaking English again. 
 Charlie giggled, and Nai-nai tucked him 
to bed.
 His last thought before drifting into a 
peaceful sleep was, Oh, how I love Nai-nai.

 One day Charlie came home clasping a 
sheet of a paper. 
 “Mrs. Carol told us to write a haiku about 
our hero. A lot of people wrote about their Moms 
and Dads or older brothers, but I wrote about 
you. Here it is.”
 It read:       

I love my Nai-nai.
She always stands up for me,
And protects my art.

 “What haiku mean? Sound like ah-choo! I 
am joke, very good, Charlie, very good.” 

 For Charlie, Nai-nai truly was his hero. 
She was a bulwark for him against his mother’s 
tirades, his encouragement when his own faith 
faltered, his nurturer and his sponsor. His mother 
was almost always absent because she was either 
toiling away at the hospital or running errands 
or socializing with important adults who he had 
never met before. When his mother spoke to him, 
he felt that if he didn’t reply with exactly what she 
wanted to hear—“Yes, I finished all my home-

 “Thank you, Nai-nai!” he said excitedly.
 “When you finish, show Nai-nai.”
  Charlie opened the pack of oil pastels. 
He tentatively placed a pastel on the paper. One 
stroke. Two strokes. He chose a different color. 
The label read “burnt sienna.” Amused by such 
lovely names, he chose another color, and an-
other, and soon, Charlie blended all the colors 
together. Charlie had drawn a picture of a tric-
eratops with breathtaking precision. When the 
garage door opened, he ran up to his room and 
placed his work and his new gifts under his bed. 
These items were sacred to him and his Nai-nai.

 Weeks drew into months. After he re-
ceived his sketchbook and pastels, Charlie would 
return home, blaze through his workbook, and 
immediately retrieve his art supplies from un-
der his bed. Some drawings would take multiple 
days to finish, and they exhibited an imagination 
that Nai-nai thought only very few little boys 
possessed. Every time he completed a picture, he 
would stow it away under his bed.     
 Soon his blue and brown pastels wore 
away into little stumps, too small for him to hold. 
Over the weekends, Nai-nai used part of her sala-
ry to by him colored pencils, markers, and water-
color paints. She also purchased many books that 
catalogued works of famous artists. Charlie would 
flip through the pages, disregarding all the text, 
and gape at the magnificent lighting and broad 
strokes, imagining himself creating the magnum 
opi depicted in the books. 
 Once Charlie had shown his mother 
a drawing he finished one afternoon, and she 
scolded him for wasting his time creating “silly 

1. "Precious" or "Darling."
2. Aunt.
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ed to. Many people search their whole lives. You 
found it when you were only nine! Promise me 
you will draw.” 
 Wiping his tears away with his sleeve, he 
looked at Nai-nai and promised her in the most 
solemn manner Nai-nai had ever seen from a 
child. And with his promise, he pulled out his 
new colored pencils and began to draw in his 
sketchbook, which was almost full.
 The day came that Nai-nai finally picked 
up her packed bags and was ready to walk out. 
Before finally exiting the Lee household, she had 
one gift to impart. She looked into Mrs. Lee’s eyes 
and spoke to her in Mandarin with a matronly 
aura that none of the Lee’s had ever witnessed 
from her before: 
 “Know your son, Anne. You are wasting 
his and your time sending him to these boyish 
activities. He is an artist, and he may be quiet but 
his mind,” she said as she patted Charlie’s head, 
“is not idle. His mind is like a bird with thoughts 
flittering about constantly, though you may not 
notice it because you are too busy looking for 
qualities—playfulness, energy, extroversion—that 
he does not have. You must see this.” 
 Inside, Nai-nai trembled. She wanted 
nothing more but for Charlie to be able to be 
recognized by his mother and to continue his art, 
unhindered. Nai-nai was afraid that by speaking 
so forthrightly to Mrs. Lee, his mother would 
become even less willing to accept her son’s 
nature. But the truth, Nai-nai resolved, must be 
unveiled. From her bag, she drew a spiral-bound 
sketchbook. Charlie gasped and stared at Nai-nai 
with frantic eyes. Nai-nai responded with a gentle 
smile.

work” or “Jimmy asked me to go play at his house 
today”—he would be met with the most unhappy 
reaction from her. He barely had the courage to 
speak, but Nai-nai not only protected him from 
his mother’s criticisms but also appeased her. Nai-
nai, he decided, was much braver than he was, 
and perhaps one day, he would be just as brave as 
her. 
 Nai-nai was touched. Charlie placed the 
haiku in the pile with his art under his bed. 

 Sometimes Mrs. Lee picked on Nai-nai. 
She was very fastidious about Nai-nai’s cooking 
and her cleaning. Sometimes Mrs. Lee com-
plained to Mr. Lee that Nai-nai overfed Charlie 
and Charlie was gaining weight. (What is she 
talking about, Nai-nai thought, he was so scrawny 
when I got here a year ago.) 
 Once, Mrs. Lee saw a blotch of dark paint 
from Charlie’s watercolor set on the dinner table. 
 “Why is there a stain on my dinner table? 
Who did this?” she demanded. 
 Nai-nai claimed she had been practicing 
her calligraphy and apologized. She wiped the 
table with a cloth, all the while saying how studi-
ous Charlie had been and how he was the most 
hardworking a ten-year old boy she had ever met 
in her life, and she did not lie.  Charlie had been 
working hard, in both his math and his art. 
Then, Mrs. Lee started to complain to her hus-
band about paying Nai-nai a thousand dollars 
a month for such poor service—“She is always 
making silly mistakes. My dinner table is not 
a calligraphy station!”—and of course, Nai-nai 
overheard. She had very good hearing for a six-
ty-eight year old. 

 “This,” she addressed Charlie’s parents, “is 
what Charlie has been working on almost every 
day for the last two years. I hope you will enjoy it. 
More importantly, I hope you will know how to 
nurture the gift Charlie has.” 
 With those words, and the images of Mr. 
and Mrs. Lee’s gaping mouths as her last memory 
of the Lee residence, Nai-nai stepped into his son’s 
Sedan. Exhausted from her episode of unusual 
assertion, she fell into a deep sleep until the she 
reached the airport. 
 
 Eight years later, Nai-nai received a letter 
from America from a Charles Lee. 
 On the top left corner of the envelope was 
the address of Rhode Island School of Design. 
 

 By the time Charlie entered sixth grade, 
his parents had signed him up for recreational 
soccer, swimming, and Taekwondo. They felt that 
they needed to toughen Charlie up for he was still 
a shy, quiet boy, not the outgoing and vociferous 
boy they envisioned. Charlie had little time for 
drawing, but at night before he went to sleep and 
Nai-nai read the newspaper, he would doodle in 
bed.

 Though Nai-nai was not surprised, she 
was still a heartbroken when Mrs. Lee and Mr. 
Lee decided to speak to Nai-nai about her return-
ing to China. They asked if she had enough mon-
ey for the flight back to Shanghai or if her son 
would be able to let her stay in his house. They 
thought that Charlie was old enough to be on his 
own at home, and they were paying for all his new 
sports and activities, which were, they claimed, a 
lot of money. 
 Nai-nai knew Charlie would be devas-
tated, but little boys must know how to accept 
change and adapt. Charlie had in fact eaves-
dropped on the exchange. At home, when his par-
ents were out, he began sobbing. He feared that he 
would not be able to draw anymore once Nai-nai 
left him. Most painful of all, he would lose his 
best friend and guardian. Nai-nai, too, had glitter-
ing eyes, and said to him in her native tongue, 
 “Don’t worry Charlie, don’t worry. You 
can always call me in Shanghai or write me letters. 
And when you have an email, you can email me, 
although I am not so good with computers. What 
is more important is that you continue art, no 
matter what your parents say. You are gifted, and 
not many people find what they want to be devot-
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It's Not Every Day

 The train screeched painfully to a stop.  A 
young boy burst through the car door, breath-
lessly reporting that they had broken down and 
would be stuck for a few hours.  His arms were 
flailing wildly and each sentence he managed was 
punctuated by a wheeze.  Alva Tadstern sighed 
so that her hair fluttered up and then fell back 
across her face.  Brushing it away, she became 
painfully aware of the wisps of gray hair that stuck 
out between the auburn ones.  She hadn’t been 
to the beauty parlor in some time.  Her hair, like 
the rest of her life, had succumbed to the daily 
battle against time.  Distracted by this sudden 
realization, she didn’t feel the tap on her shoul-
der.  “Alva?” An old man was stooped by her side.  
“Alva, it’s me, Hunter, from Deeridge High.”
 “Hunter?” she cried, her voice cracking 
from hours of disuse.  
 “I thought I recognized you, but I figured 
there was just no way it could possibly be, not 
after all this time.”
 “Well, set yourself down.  How’ve you 
been?”  She smiled, careful not to show the horror 
she felt at seeing him again.  But she knew the 
painful topic would have to come eventually, so 
she decided to ease into it on her own terms.  “So, 
I guess you’re going on home to see Violet, huh?”  
Her own lips tightened as she recalled the mouth 
that opened too wide, the hair that stood far too 
straight, the skirts that never knew a wrinkle.  
Hunter guffawed and a few people turned to stare.  

much harm.  The strong chin and full lips the girls 
had adored were still there, though now they were 
accompanied by new lines, lines that marked the 
years of separation.  Hunter’s eyes crinkled with 
pleasure as they sorted through the memories.  
A plump boy waddled in wearing purple striped 
pants that came down to the knee.  He was 
pushing a cart with some food and a few cans of 
Co-Cola, his thick glasses clouded and lopsided.  
 “W-what do you w-want to eat, sir?” he 
mumbled, talking quietly as if that would hide the 
stutter.
 “Oh just a water,” Hunter replied.  “Thank 
you, young man.  You know, it’s not every day a 
boy of your age will call an old coot like me ‘sir.’  
That’s real proper of you.”
 “Th-thank you, sir.”
 “I’ll have the same,” Alva chimed in.  
The boy got the drinks, his shaking hands spilling 
a trail of water onto the cold, metal floor.  After 
handing them the drinks he pulled a cloth out of 
his pocket and bent hurriedly to the ground.  He 
wiped the water up and stuffed the wet cloth back 
into his pocket before scuttling to the next car, his 
head wobbling like an overripe plum.
 “Kids nowadays,” Alva said, shaking her 
head.  The edges of Hunter’s mouth curved up 
mischievously. 
 “It’s not like we were such angels our-
selves, huh?”  He nudged her in the arm and 
winked, laughing quietly.  Alva peered at him out 
of the corner of her eye, pretending she was better 
than that.
 Her pale frame leaned against the window 

“Violet?  Well, I haven’t seen her in years!  We 
split three weeks after graduation.  Why, I thought 
she surely would’ve told you.”
Alva sucked in a breath of air and glanced down 
at the seat beside her as she scrambled to find the 
right words.  “Oh, we haven’t exactly been speak-
ing much.”
 “Hold on, you’re not telling me you two 
never made up?”  
 “No, sir.  I haven’t seen her since high 
school.  But you’re really telling me you two split 
that fast?  God, and to think a 15 year friendship 
was thrown in the pail by a one year relationship 
which didn’t last a month after graduation.”  She 
snorted quietly as if her folly was something to 
laugh about.  “Well, if you’re not going home to 
her, who are you going home to?”
 “My beautiful girl Sadie,” he replied.
 “Who’s this Sadie?  Someone from 
Deeridge?  Why, I don’t remember someone 
named Sadie.”
 “Well that’s understandable.  Sadie,” he 
grinned, “is my dog.” 
 They talked for a while and swapped 
memories.  The strain of lost time slowly eased 
until Alva held onto only the slightest grudge.  
As Hunter talked, her mouth began to contort 
into an unfortunate shape, somewhere between 
a sneer and the smile she was trying to hide.  She 
glanced up at him and, like she was back in high 
school, noticed that age had not done him too 

and for the first time Hunter noticed the creas-
es between her brows, around her eyes, nestled 
against her mouth.  But they weren’t bad.  No, cer-
tainly not all bad.  “Do you ever feel lonely?” 
 “N-,” Alva paused.  “Well, sometimes I 
think I do.”
 “Oh, thank god.  I mean, not that it’s good 
you’re lonely.  No, ma’am, I’m sorry you are, truly.  
It’s just sometimes I feel like I’m the only one, you 
know?  Other people are married with kids and 
grandkids.  And I love Sadie, I do, but she’s not 
great to talk to.”  For the first time since Hunter 
had sat down Alva smiled so wide that the gold 
tooth she usually tried to conceal glimmered in 
the light.  “You know, I was thinking.  I was think-
ing maybe sometime I’d give you a call.  Maybe 
you can fill up that lonely spot for a few minutes?”
 “I think I could spare the dime.”  Alva sat 
back and closed her eyes.  She breathed in deep, 
just remembering.  She hadn’t let herself just 
remember in a long time.  Then all of a sudden 
she felt something wet on her mouth and her eyes 
flew open.  There was Hunter, kissing her.  Right 
on the mouth, in the broken-down train, with his 
little old lips that hadn’t kissed anything but dog 
fur in years.  And there they were on her mouth.  
She pushed him away and stood up, grabbing her 
orange handbag.  “I, I-,” she couldn’t think what 
to say and instead pushed her way past Hunter 
and into the aisle.  The words coming to her, she 
said, “Hunter Burrows I just cannot believe you.  
You ruin my life, get out of it for 50 years, and 
then expect me to sit there while you put your 
filthy lips on mine?  Well you’ve got one thing 
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wrong.  I couldn’t stand up to you all those years 
but that ends now.  You’re a 10-cent pile of dirt, 
you are, and I wouldn’t waste a dime talking to 
you.  Goodbye, Hunter Burrows.”  The orange bag 
cracked against his cheek and she walk out of the 
stopped train.  Hunter sat there, slumped against 
the seat, hand pressed against his burning cheek.  
The rest of the train car whispered and threw 
disappointed glances in his direction.  And then 
as quickly as his old bones would allow, he stood 
up, grabbed his newspaper, and followed her like 
he should have 50 years ago.



Vol .  28 Issue  3

Exposition



Vol .  28 Issue  3

57 58

Fear Versus Courage

My parents have always told me to feel the 
fear, but do it anyway. Not to never be 
afraid, but to embrace that fear and use 

to your gain. Fear is a key factor in the character-
istic of courage. It molds, shapes, and creates its 
limits and its boundaries. But there is one more 
key ingredient that fear uses to create courage: 
confidence. If one lacks confidence, they lack the 
very material to be a leader and to have courage 
themselves. Whether your fear is public speaking, 
or sharks, or monsters hiding under the bed, if 
you lack the courage to eventually face these fears, 
and you lack the confidence to admit these fears, 
then you will be dictated by the very nature of the 
fears that consume you. 
 There are countless situations in which 
a person may display signs of courage. A per-
son who saves a child from a careless bus mov-
ing at dangerous speeds, a person who says no 
to drugs and yes to school, even a person who 
sleeps throughout the night without a light on. 
These people are all heroes because they do not 
let fear control who they are as a person. Every 
time someone, the protagonist in this case, feels 
that insatiable desire to go beyond the expecta-
tions, and beyond all others, there is always the 
bad guy to stop the hero. The antagonist, usually 
a concrete adversary, is actually fear in this sce-
nario. Fear of what? Fear of messing up? Fear of 
not reaching the goals desired? The list varies. No 
person in this world has never experienced fear. 

fear, not absence of fear”. This quote explains the 
very essence of my argument. Courage dominates 
fear and controls fear, but courage is never with-
out fear. 
 Since the very first human beings, fear has 
reined the world. Why is there fear? Pandora’s Box 
is a common mythological excuse for fear. I say 
excuse because for millions of years, people have 
been making stories as to why fear plagues their 
minds instead of facing that there is no excuse 
there is no reason why we fear except for to create 
courage. It is courage that makes the difference 
and ends all evil. There will be all sorts of fear to 
encounter throughout one’s life but it is courage 
that maintains the balance of life and fear. Life is 
the car driving along, aimlessly, blindly, fear is the 
drop to the bottomless pit of despair and anguish, 
and courage is the bridge supporting the life and 
suppressing the fear. The bridge is always waiting, 
but it’s up to you whether or not to cross it.       

But it is my belief that in times of fear, are times of 
great courage as well. 
 In this changing and evolving world we 
are in, there are different opportunities to exem-
plify yourself with courage. This also means that 
there have to be new fears matched up with this 
courage. The most honorable and respectable of 
all courage, in my opinion, is courage that is never 
seen, that is never noticed. Courage that does 
what it was meant to do, but receives no acclaim 
or popularity. It is silent courage. It is a difficult 
type of courage. It is also accompanied by a loud 
and patent fear. These dualities create a balance 
that makes the very nature of a hero. A person 
with the fear of bridges. A person who drives 
over a bridge every day to get her children to and 
from school and does not say a word. This is the 
most noble of all courage because it is needed to 
be done. Not for the school, not for the dad, not 
even for the children, but for the mother who 
faces her fear every single day, twice a day, and is 
triumphant. All the while never faltering with the 
overwhelming fear of spinning over the bridges 
railings. She does this because it is needed to be 
done. She does this because it is perverse dis-
position of the human mind to feel fear, but the 
altruistic duty of a mother to ignore that fear. The 
only thing that matters more to her than her own 
fear of bridges is her children. Their education, 
their wellbeing, everything. Mark Twain once 
said, “Courage is resistance to fear, mastery of 

Graham Ungrady  •  Bolles School  •  Jacksonville, FL 



Vol .  28 Issue  3

59 60

The Real Heroes

All people have courage. It starts with that 
little voice inside your head that screams 
“I can!” when everyone else is saying that 

you can’t. Whether or not you actually listen to 
that voice is your call, and that’s where courage 
comes into play. That crucial decision is what 
separates everyday people from heroes. It seems 
really easy, but this decision is harder than you’d 
think. Heroes take the road less traveled, and 
though it may be rough at first, the pride out-
weighs the pain in the end.
 Great examples of everyday people that 
exemplify courage are athletes. From Olympians 
to elementary school kids in recreation leagues, 
these people fight the odds in hopes of coming 
out victorious. Not everyone can be the stron-
gest or the fastest, in fact there is an extremely 
small chance of actually coming out on top, but 
there are a large amount of people that still try 
to get there. Here’s to the boy who runs as hard 
as he can only to get a fifteen minute mile, or the 
benchwarmer who sits through long games for 
her ten seconds of playing time. It never ceases to 
amaze me how these folks give 100% with barely 
anything in return. Those are the kind of people 
that are heroes to me, the people who do amazing 
things everyday when no one is looking.
 You may think it’s strange, idolizing the 
people who seem less successful. However, they 
are so driven by courage that the end result 
doesn’t even matter anymore   all that counts is 

try. Even if no one recognizes it right away, you 
are a hero for giving your all (even if it seems like 
you never get rewarded for it).
 So next time you’re looking down upon 
someone who appears to be less successful than 
you, remember how much dedication and perse-
verance it took you to get where you are. Even if 
you took a leap of faith for what you love and it 
didn’t turn out how you planned, remember that 
courage is the one good thing that comes from 
all things bad. You may try twice as hard and do 
half as good, but it’s nice that you’re still a hero to 
somebody. Always listen to the voice that says, “I 
can do this,” and you can go virtually anywhere.

that they gave it their best shot. Success shouldn’t 
be measured by how much an individual is 
rewarded by their actions, but by how hard they 
worked to get there. A weak person may win by 
natural ability, but I admire the person in 10th 
place that began with no natural talent whatsoev-
er. Some people look down upon the weak links 
and bench warmers, but they only know one side 
of the story.
 Have you ever tried something that you 
were absolutely terrible at? Whatever the activity 
was, you probably didn’t like it very much to start 
out with. We as humans tend to only like things 
we excel in from the start, which is why I believe 
it takes lots of bravery to give it another try. You 
may risk looking foolish, but sometimes it’s just 
worth a shot anyway. Having and overcoming 
fears is a part of becoming courageous, and it 
definitely doesn’t happen automatically. If you 
pour all of the effort you have into something, 
eventually it will pay off one way or another.
 Danny O'Donoghue from the band the 
Script once wrote, “You can be a master, don’t 
wait for luck. Dedicate yourself and you can find 
yourself standing in the hall of fame.” I think that 
this fully embodies what courage and effort can 
do for you. With hard work you can achieve your 
dreams and become a hero, even if you crash and 
burn on the first attempt. Don’t let opportuni-
ties pass you by just because you don’t think that 
you’re good enough, have the courage to actually 
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That ACt

Courage is first learned through fairy tales. 
The valiant, dashing knight rides in on a 
white horse to save the damsel in distress. 

He defeats the malevolent dragon and saves the 
day. As wide eyed children, we are engrossed by 
the story, teased by its vibrant action and perhaps 
even its moral bearings. It is only as we grow old-
er, opening history books, that we realize courage 
is very much real. 
 We graduate  from black and white print 
to a color picture of a solitary man in front of 
tanks, and then a recording of a the words “I have 
a dream”. In our hearts, our minds, and maybe 
even our souls, we wonder at those moments. 
Courage is an abstract concept, intangible and un-
touchable. Yet even from that time, it has become 
clear that courage is admirable. We all want to be 
the hero.
 So, what is that act? What is that deed 
that turns an ordinary man into an extraordinary 
legend? To try and puzzle it all out, trusty Goo-
gle is utilized. Even a quick skim through reveals 
many familiar names: Mahatma Gandhi, Rosa 
Parks, and George Washington, among others. We 
venerate them because of what they have done, of 
what they are remembered for, and of what they 
have given. For it is when we recall their lives 
that we know courage can kindle the fire of hope 
and it can stroke the flames until a maelstrom 
is unleashed. It can be dangerous and unwieldy 
even to the one who first set it ablaze, but at the 

determination to be defiant.
 A man stands over a cliff, hand grasping 
tightly a cane. He looks out over the horizon, 
where mountains encircled by fog glimmer 
darkly. Blond hair flutters rebelliously over his 
face, but the man’s stance nevertheless is strong, 
resolute. This may seem like a dramatic image of a 
daring explorer and that’s because it is. Wanderer 
over a Sea of Fog by David Friedrich embodies 
much of why we are so awestruck by courage. 
Enshrined in our minds are the people who were 
willing to give it all to conquer the unknown. 
Some, like Harvey Milk, understood the risks and 
simply did not care. Revolutions are not necessar-
ily rational, but they are always radical. 
 From an internal struggle to one very 
physical, there are many types of courage. Yet, all 
courage captures and embodies the essence of a 
dream. The spirit of what could be is radiant and 
empowering and if nothing else it offers possibil-
ities.  An option to seek out the right road, which 
is rarely the easy road, is always there, but is not 
always taken.  When the wanderer does seek out 
that path with conviction, courage becomes tangi-
ble. It walks in the present. 
 Thinking of courage brings to mind a set 
of words taken from the very end of Tennyson’s 
“Ulysses”. Ulysses, himself a man of tremendous 
courage, tells his men, “To strive, to seek, to find, 
and not to yield”. These few words capture the 
spirit of courage. No one said courage would 
ever be simple. Instead, it is a multifaceted ever 
changing object of complexity. The dream may 
be idealistic, but reality rarely is ever so pasto-

same time, courage is a promise of change. It is a 
moving chorus of action (or inaction) that bands 
forth against insurmountable odds. Man reaching 
the moon. Man protesting against injustice. Man 
fighting for man.
 Yet courage is not defined by difficulties. 
Reaction is evoked. It is a response to misery, 
despair, or simply danger. A situation is an obser-
vation, while reaction is the next step, the hypoth-
esis. We all respond, a common difference that 
defines how the outcome is determined. Perhaps 
some give in, others fight to the death, and maybe 
even some step forth to forfeit their ideas for the 
future. 
 There is a fine line between the unthink-
able and being righteous. Placing ourselves in the 
positions of our heroes and faced with two roads 
shrouded in mist, we know which path to take 
because we know which path history hurdled 
down through. Our heroes didn’t know. They did 
not have the advantage of retrospective, of com-
mon acceptance, but fought to make their beliefs 
acknowledged to change the society they lived in. 
Emmeline Pankhurst did not know that women 
would gradually become the equals of men, but 
hoped it one day would be so. Ridiculed, mocked, 
branded as a militant in her time, few of us today 
would doubt her courage in fighting for the right 
to vote. Indeed, Courage is as much about with-
holding under pressure as it is about making the 
right decision. To put it simply, courage is the 

ral. A fist may try to shut close the chest that the 
dream springs from, or despair and horror may 
etch itself into stone. The true test of courage is 
the reaction to that difficulty. If one can find the 
strength to defy those limits and strive for the 
path path one thinks is right, then courage has 
been kindled.   
 Courage runs across the boundaries of 
humanity. It holds a connection straight to the 
heart of the mind. We admire courage because 
it shows the best of what mankind is: a faithful 
hero standing alone in the face of a destructive 
sheet of ice. Fairy tales are where courage is first 
experienced, but perhaps we applaud courage 
because we remember the fairy tale. It is when the 
ordinary man does something extraordinary that 
our hearts can swell and we think maybe there is 
a happy ending. It is about finding the strength 
within not to yield and having the courage to give 
courage to others.  Heroes are there to show us 
that there are people who have gone before us, 
facing hardships possibly even greater than our 
own, and to remind us of what we could be. For 
we are ever those gaping children and the wonder 
struck adults who stare at the limitless quality 
of courage that holds a promise of the timeless 
future.
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Amazing Grace

What is courage? Is it fighting off a vil-
lain on the streets of a city as movies 
portray to us? Or is it fighting a bloody 

battle to save our country? Courage is deciphered 
in many different ways depending on the per-
son being asked. Courage could be as small as 
standing up to a school bully, or as significant as 
fighting for your life against a deadly disease. If I 
were asked “What is courage?” my answer would 
be one word, one name, that should be known all 
over the world, “Grace.”
 What is Grace? Grace can be defined as 
elegance, beauty of form, manner, motion, or 
action. In my case, Grace can be defined as the 
strongest person I have ever met, someone who 
has never given up no matter how depressing the 
situation was.  Grace may have horrible luck, but 
somehow, she manages to see through everything 
being thrown at her.
 In 2010, Grace was diagnosed with bone 
cancer in her femur. Her parents had noticed her 
limping on her leg, but Grace didn’t think much 
of it.  Thinking it was an injury from soccer, Grace 
waited for it to heal on her own.  As the weeks 
went by, the limping only got worse.  She began 
to drag her leg as if it were dead weight.  This was 
when her parents knew something was wrong.  
The doctors diagnosed her with bone cancer, 
something no one would ever guess Grace would 
have. No one knew what to make of this situation 
except to pray and hope for the best.

weeks before the play, Grace went for a follow up 
with her doctor.  The mood changed from bright 
to dull in the few hours Grace was there.  There 
were three cancer spots in her lungs that had to 
immediately be removed. The cancer in her lungs 
was more life-threatening than her bone cancer, 
and no one knew what the outcome of this sur-
gery would be.  Grace was in my prayers as the 
surgeons put her on oxygen, sliced open her back, 
and deflated her lungs.  The doctors were looking 
for cancer as small as a grain of sand, and if that 
one grain of cancer was left behind, it had the po-
tential to end Grace’s life.  Fortunately, the grains 
were removed, but Grace’s recovery process was 
slowed down. 
 The next week was Grace’s play.  She had 
just enough strength to perform, but there was 
one setback; her costume was open-backed.  Her 
scars were at their darkest point and could not 
be missed, as her surgery was just over a week 
before.  Grace was asked if she wanted a dress that 
would cover up her scars, but she declined the 
offer. Her response sent shivers down my spine 
and still haunts me till this day.  She said “If any-
one asks what the lines on my back are, I will tell 
them they are just my fairy wings that had to be 
removed.”  This answer was unexpected, but suit-
able coming out of Grace’s mouth. She performed 
in the play, but I never found out if she was ever 
questioned about her scars. 
 Grace, without question, is the most 
courageous person I know. Stronger than any 
superhero, brighter than any star, she overcame 
something that could have easily ended her life. 
At only thirteen years old, she handled a disease 
better than anyone one else could handle it.  She 

 How Grace coped with this disease is a 
concept I will never understand.  Her femur was 
replaced with a metal rod, assuring Grace would 
never play soccer again.  She went through count-
less rounds of chemotherapy, a cycle that would 
drain the life right out of her.  She had a loss of 
appetite, as she was nauseous all the time from 
the chemotherapy. When she did eat, steak was 
always the number one thing on her mind, and 
on those nights when she ate steak, everything 
seemed normal. The life seemed to flow back 
through her body, and her eyes would sparkle as 
they used to. From what I heard, Grace was recov-
ering. It was a slow and unstable process, but she 
was definitely coming back.  Little did I know this 
would mark only the halfway point in her battle 
with cancer. 
  In the hospital, Grace was determined to 
keep up with her schoolwork. She was optimistic 
that she’d someday return to school, and she did 
not want to be a grade behind her friends. She 
passed her exams, which was another sign that 
the probability of Grace recovering soon was very 
accurate. At this point, Grace was no longer living 
in the hospital. She was allowed to visit home 
for short periods of time, which was yet another 
sign she was getting back on her feet.  Grace was 
feeling so healthy she tried out for the school play, 
and got the part of “Glinda the Good Witch” in 
The Wizard of Oz.  Excited for the play, cancer 
was one of the last thoughts Grace had.  Just a few 

never for a second thought she wouldn’t over-
come cancer, and she always had a smile on her 
face, even after the nauseating chemotherapy. 
Grace is perhaps the biggest role model in my life, 
even if I barely see her. If a person were to look at 
Grace, I can bet the first thing seen would be her 
beautiful personality, not the scars on her leg, or 
the wounds down her back.  Her face would be 
full of life, not drained of all personality.  Cancer 
may have slowed her down, but it never stopped 
her from living her life. Heroism is not always in 
the form of a superhero or a celebrity.  Heroism 
can be found just five minutes away in one of your 
friends.
 I am elated to say Grace recently complet-
ed her final round of chemotherapy in the first 
week of December 2012. She continues to amaze 
all her friends and family as she puts the past be-
hind her, and lives as she never had cancer at all. 
From now on, I pledge to live my life like Grace, 
and never take anything for granted.
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