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The Writers’ Slate is published by The Writing Conference, Inc., and features some of our 

nation’s top quality writing by students, kindergarten through 12
th
 grade.  The national journal is 

published three times a year, including one issue filled with award-winning prose and poetry.  

The publication is available online. 

The editor at invites original, creative, and expository writing by students in kindergarten 

through 12
th
 grade.  The editor also invites submissions of book reviews of children’s or young 

adult literature written by students.  Educators are also encouraged to submit article ideas for 

feature article consideration. 

The deadline for the fall issue each year is June 15.  The deadline for the spring issue is 

December 15.   

Please submit all entries electronically to:  KristenWorthington@writingconference.com 

 

Submissions should clearly indicate: 

 writer’s name 

 city and state 

 school’s name 

 grade level 

 contact information (email address and phone number) 

 

Due to the number of submissions and mailing costs involved, the editor will only respond to a 

student author’s submission if a self-addressed stamped envelope is included.  Submissions will 

not be returned. The editor reserves the right to edit manuscripts for clarity, style, and according 

to space limitations.  

 

This program is presented in part by the Kansas Arts Commission, a state agency, and the 

National Endowment for the Arts, a federal agency. 

 

John H. Bushman 

Director, The Writing Conference, Inc. 

 

mailto:KristenWorthington@writingconference.com
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October 2010 

 

The editors of The Writers’ Slate appreciate the writing that you do and thank you for 

your wonderful submissions!   

 

Your contributions have been informative, entertaining, and reflective. They are filled an 

assortment of creative ideas and emotions that serve to highlight your unique life 

experiences.  

 

We congratulate those whose work was selected for publication; we further encourage 

those who were not chosen at this time to continue writing, as well as to submit pieces 

for consideration for upcoming issues. Since we receive an impressive number of 

entries, the selection process is highly competitive. It is our hope that we have the 

opportunity to read more of your writing in the future. 

 

Enjoy reading the 2010 fall edition! 

 

Kristen Worthington, Editor 

Heather Bedsaul, Associate Editor 
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Brendan Scheller  

Gibsonia PA 
 

Eden Hall Upper 

Elementary 

Grade 5 
 

 

One Chance 
 

I’m sitting here: 
For that one chance 

That one moment to make a difference 
Waiting to be loved 

 
Just one chance to be the hero 

Cause history can’t be changed;  
But a change can come in history 

That one chance to make the book 
 

A picture on the wall  
It is that one chance 
With that moment  

I changed: to a champion 
 

A champion, a winner, an optimistic leader 
I’ll be the man: who is venerated 

That one who makes a change  
All, with that one chance 
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Charlotte Anderson 

Ault, CO 
 

Anderson Academy 

Grade 6 

 

 

Sunrise 
 

The sky is dark, 

The sun peeks out 

Just barely visible, 

To see how safe. 

 

The artists splash paint, 

Upon the sky, 

To make the clouds all orange, 

And red. 

 

The sun gets braver, 

He looks out farther, 

While artists keep making the colors, 

Spread and out west they try out dark blue. 

 

The sun keeps coming, 

The god of all light, 

The artists are changing the hue, 
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To light blue. 

 

The sun is not scared, 

He jumps into the air, 

The artists are finished for now, 

But tonight they’ll come back, 

To paint all anew, 

A sunset so beautifully done. 
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Andy Solarzano  

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 
 

Mexico 

 

I’m from the smell of death 

I’m from the smell of outdoor food 

I’m from sopes, posole, and bombasos 

I’m from the ground  

I’m from the soccer field 

I’m from the ghost in the dark 

I’m from the big houses they have 

I’m from the stores that are busy 

I’m from the taxies driving 

I’m from Mexico.   

              

Nelson Sorto  

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 
 

Washington, D.C. 

I’m from DC 

From watching kids play outside, 

And seeing a bunch of sports 

I’m from the city 
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From smelling the hotdogs 

And pizza and hamburgers 

From touching the cars 

And touching the poles 

From hearing people laugh 

I’m from DC and I love it. 

 

 

Adrian Garcia-Rios 

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 
 

Peru 

I’m from my brother hitting me 

I’m from people getting robbed and drinking coco cola 

I’m from people playing soccer 

I’m from roads with cracks 

I’m from steak and fish 

I’m from people breaking in houses 

I’m from Peru. 
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Melissa Gonzalez 

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 

 

Chirilagua 

I am from little kids yelling at one in the morning, adults partying till dawn 

I am from where the BBQ’s are the best 

I am from birthday parties where little kids show up even if you don’t know them 

I am from an abusive life little girls try to run away from 

I am from where it rains from your eyes every other day 

I am from guys yelling curse words and throwing beer bottles 

I am from Chirilagua, Arlington. 

 

Peter LaPorta 

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 

 

Manhattan 

I am from the Empire State building and all the other buildings 

I’m from ice cream 

I’m from smoke 

I’m from the streets 



11 
 

I’m from baseball and concrete 

I’m from music 

I’m from Manhattan. 

 

Angie Canales   

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 

 

Honduras 

I am from endless oceans 

I am from seeing drunk people 

I am from fresh coffee in the morning 

I am from soccer balls  

I am from hot sun 

I am from people cursing  

I am from dogs barking 

I am from my brother screaming, “You’re adopted!” 

I am from the smell of mud. 

I am from Honduras. 
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Ernesto Villalobos  

Alexandria, VA 
 

Mark Twain Middle 

Grade 7 
 

El Salvador 

I’m from where old and young people are 

I’m from seeing people fighting a lot 

I’m from where the streets smell good 

I’m from ice cream 

pollo campero 

my mom’s pupusas 

I’m from curse words in Spanish everywhere 

The noise from the cars 

Reggaeton in the night clubs, in the streets, in el barrio 

I’m from the soccer ball 

The Xbox controller 

And the blood on my knuckles after I fight 

I’m from El Salvador. 
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Jack Jacob 

New York, NY 

 

P.S. 183 

Grade 3 

 

 

Purple 
 

Purple is the jell-o in your bowl 
Purple is the hair of a troll 

 

Purple is the monster under your bed 

Purple is the crown upon your head 
 

 

Purple is the ghost hidden deep in the trees 

Purple is the sting from a hive full of bees 
 

 

Purple is the bruises you get in a fight 
Purple is the glow of a firefly’s light 

 

 
Purple is the treasure chest found in the grove 

Purple is the amethyst found in a trove 

 
 

Purple is the star on Isis’ cloak 

Purple is the flowers found beneath the oak 

 
 

Purple is the slug in the wood 

Purple is the darkness under the hood 
 

 

Purple is the horse on the carousel 
Purple is the ringing of a bell 

 

 
Purple is the trash in the can 

Purple is the steering wheel in a van 

 

 
Purple is the bracelet on your wrist 

Purple is the anger inside your fist 
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Chris Andrews 

Fort Collins, CO 
 

Kruse Elementary 

Grade 3 

 

……Black 

Black is the taste 

of losing a war 

You fought hard to win. 

 

Black is the smell  

of a gun firing 

in the shadows. 

 

Black is the feel 

of death 

as it creeps closer toward you. 

 

Black is the tips 

of flames 

as they dance in the heat of a fire. 

 

Black is the sight 

of a shadow 

of nobody. 

 

 



15 
 

Victoria Hanks  

Tenafly, NJ 
 

Tenafly Middle 

Grade 6 

 

 

Life Does Go On…. 

 

The world around me is full of 

Poetry, 

Beauty, 

Hope. 

I forget about 

Death knocking on my door. 

Life Does Go On…. 

We still 

Dream, 

Smile. 

The sun is shining. 

Spring is covering the 

Cold earth with a warm blanket 

Of new blossoms once again. 

Nature is awakening from its long nap. 

Everything sparkles with new life. 

Life Does Go On…. 
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Liam Haynes 

Spokane, WA 
 

Hamblen Elementary 

Grade 4 

 

Don’t Be a Chicken 
 

 
I’ve seen people ride a horse 

I hear it fills you with glee 

But I also hear it’s as rough  

as very yellow teeth. 

From a lot of peoples’ opinions 

I just can’t seem to make up my mind 

But a voice keeps racing through my head,  

“Decide, decide, decide!” 

I never made up my mind  

Until one quiet, quiet night 

My little voice that goes through my head once said 

“Ride a horse. Don’t fill with fright!” 

So that’s exactly what I did 

And it did fill me with glee 

It wasn’t really rough at all 

Not even as rough as a little  bit of yellow teeth. 

 
After that I learned a lesson: 

 
Do not fright. 
Do anything 
that fills you with delight! 
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Samantha B. 

Seymour, IN 
 

Homeschool 

Grade 9 

 

Spring Slang 
 

Clothes a-swingin‟, swingin‟ in the breezes, 
And I‟m just watchin‟ „em blow, 

Sun‟s a-dancin‟, dancin‟ with her graces, 
Meltin‟ all that black-dirt snow, 

Castin‟ out a glitter glow, 
A-killin‟ all them terrible freezes. 

Trees a-blowin‟, blowin‟ fresh, brand-new winds, 
I‟m outside, wanna breathe in „em all, 

Dog‟s a-barkin‟, barkin‟ at these new signs, 
And a-runnin‟ through wet grass, real tall, 

actin‟ like some cloud‟s gonna fall, 
But them clouds would never fall on their friend. 

  
New grass a-ticklin‟, ticklin‟ my dry nose, 

Colds old relics of a winter gone by, 
All that‟s left of Ol‟ Man Winter‟s piles of snow, 

Is meltin‟ fluffs, all gonna die, 
North is now a place for feather birds to fly, 

And warmth is no longer the hope of numb toes. 
 

I‟m a-dreamin‟, dreamin‟ of flowers a-growin‟, 
Wantin‟ Missy Spring to show up real soon, 
Better hope that that River starts a-flowin‟, 

And gurgles up his flutey tune, 
„cause it‟s only a few more months „til June, 

A-countin‟ all the days „til the flowers start a-showin‟. 
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Lili Rosenkranz 

Greenwich, CT 
 Greenwich Academy 

Grade 10 
 

I Made You Up 

 

I watch you watch me and it could be us because your eyes tell me so and your mouth 

hinged at the upper lip. Could it be us? You are always saving me from hospitals and 

pretty girls and problems.  

You say I love you and you mean it because you don’t giggle or sway or fidget, you say 

it unmoving, steady, madly moon-stuck and present.  

I don’t make you up in my head with broad shoulders and muscles that collapse and 

curve with caving shapes and you don’t tower with frosted hair. You are just freckles 

that I can count like constellations.  

A child, not a man.  

Stop saving me, please. So I don’t fall in love with you more and want you more and 

ask more about what never happened yesterday, that thing I made up inside my head 

that you should know about.  

So maybe I mould you in my mind because Paris was lovely, the cobblestones, the 

coffee, the rain. And my feet were cold when you took off my socks because you 

wanted me to really feel what country sides are like.  

You don’t remember these things? I think I made you up inside my head.  

I know I made this all up inside my head because yesterday I watched you watch her 

and her and her not with hearts and all those recycled smiles reserved just for me, 

but I can’t help feeling empty.  

These are not my dreams where I am vulnerable and knowing. These are high school 

hallways.  

I kissed you last night so I did not make you up inside my head. I am just falling now 

because this is not Paris, yesterday we kissed, today we walk; these are not dreams, 

you are just a boy not a man, it’s just being young, and I shouldn’t need to be saved. 
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Aaron Notis 

Chappaqua, NY 
 

Grafflin School 

Grade 3 
 

Parents‟ Conversation 

Bing, Boing 

Chitter, Chatter 

Blah, Blah 

Dah, Ding 

Ding, Dah 

Scatter, Chatter 

Chitty, Chatty 

Bing, Boing 

Chitter, Chatter 

Bang! 

Uh, Oh… 

Scattered Glass! 

I’m in 

Trouble! 
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Chelsi McGhie 

Chappaqua, NY 

  

 

Hook   

(Parody of the Jabberwocky) 

 

„Twas Neverland and the dragonflies 

Did flitter and flutter in the air: 

All whimsical were the faerieflies, 

And the night was fair. 

“Beware of Hook, my son, my son!” 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 

Beware the parrot bird, and shun 

The dreaded pirate patch!” 

He took his tarnished knife in hand: 

Long time the menacing foe he sought – 

So rested he by the apple tree, 

And stood awhile in thought. 

And, as in deepest thought he stood, 
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Hook, with eyes of flame, 

Came sneaking through the darkened wood, 

And was glaring as he came! 

One, two! One, two! And through and through 

The tarnished knife went whoosh-crack! 

He left him dead, and with his head 

He went a flying back. 

“And, has thou slain Hook, my son? 

Come to my arms, my wonderful boy! 

O fabulous day! Hurrah! Hooray!” 

He chortled in his joy. 

„Twas Neverland and the dragonflies 

Did flitter and flutter in the air: 

All whimsical were the faerieflies, 

And the night was fair. 
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Carmen Timmins 

Sandy, UT 
 

Albion Middle 

Grade 9 

Rain 

 

I can feel it the air, as the wind rushes past.  

It’s the feeling of something good and refreshing happening. 

Like eating vanilla birthday cake with sherbet ice cream. 

  

The wind comes fleeting by again, 

Bringing the smell of freshly cut green grass and pink roses too. 

It is coming…. 

  

It’s a sensation of happiness and excitement all mixed into one. 

Like holding a brand new baby for the first time, 

Worried, but knowing everything will turn out. 

  

The wind again, 

This time, it brings the smell… 

It’s the smell I’ve been waiting for. 

  

It’s my favorite smell… 

Even better than Grandma’s peach pie and apple crisp. 

How? It just is. 
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I can feel it now…the drops. 

Drop, drop by drop 

They slither down my arms and face. 

  

The rain makes everything better. 

Not only does it wash the earth clean, 

I believe it brings luck…good luck. 

  

It’s one of those things you just know. 

Like knowing the sun will come up in the morning, 

Or knowing Daddy will return home at the end of the day. 

  

So many good things have happened in the rain, 

For if it wasn’t for rain, we wouldn’t have rainbows… 

Without rainbows, what would come after the rain? 

  

I believe rain can bring signs, 

Signs of good, but sometimes bad… 

Either way, I love the rain.  

I stand in the rain, 

Waiting for my sign to appear. 

I can see it now; it’s in the distance. 

 

I can hear music playing. 

As I make my way forward, I feel myself fall… 

 

But this time, I’m caught; hopefully, for the last time. 

 

 

 

 

 

It’s one of 

those 

things 

you 

just 

know 
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Aria Dougherty 
 

Grade 9 

 

Walking through the Woods 

Walking through the woods, 

grass under feet. 

How different this feels 

from the grass it replaces. 

It's soft and lush green. 

It's only drink 

from Mother Nature herself. 

It grows wild, 

Untouched by the blades 

Mankind has created 

to make it tame. 

Here it is free. 

Free to live where it is. 

Free to grow where it is. 

Free to die where it is. 
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Alaliah Beene 

Silverdale, WA 
 

Central Kitsap High 

Grade 12 
 

 

 

Battles 
 

He looks at his opponent. 
 

He can feel the rage coming from his body. 
 

He tries his hardest to please his surroundings, 
 

fighting any weakness that he may have. 
 
 

Weakness is something that can get him  
 

to a place he doesn't want to be, 
 

for he has a fear 
 

called his perfection-striving dad. 
 

And daily battles that follow him. 
 

Battles he can't afford to lose. 
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Margaret Shavlik 

Madison  WI 
 

Madison West High 

Grade 10 

 

Baggage 

inspired by Tim O’Brien’s The Things They Carried 
 

Nadia pulled on her pack. The weight of it all burdened her shoulders. She hiked up her 

pant legs to spray her ankles with mosquito repellent and dabbed some sunscreen onto her 

nose and ears. The sun was bright in Nicaragua, and the air was sticky on her skin. She hoisted 

her aching body off of the rock she had been resting against, leaving the welcoming shade 

behind her. Licking her sun-cracked lips, Nadia continued back to camp.  

The day had been like all the others—long. Nadia grew tired of the same routine. Every 

day began at sunrise, and sometimes ended as late as midnight. The first order was breakfast—

the volunteers eagerly scrounged down their morning meal; usually rice and a cup of water. 

After eating they would head straight to work, whatever the project might be. Being in South 

America, lunch was the stereotyped staple: rice and beans. Rarely were the volunteers treated 

with meat. They would work into the late afternoon, taking occasional breaks from the burning 

sun. Nadia’s skin had become tough from the many sunburns she had endured living so close to 

the equator. Dinner was late in the day, after the sun went down, as to not waste any valuable 

work time. Campfire and debrief closed the day, and the volunteers would settle into their 

sweaty cots, relishing their precious sleep. 
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Looking back on the first few days of the trip—her excitement—it all seemed a blur. 

Seven months ago she had embarked on a twenty-four month trip around the world with 

Horizons, visiting twelve different countries, serving wherever needed. 

She had been living out of a standard-issue hiking backpack. Inside she carried a single 

change of pants, a raincoat, and underwear. Two spare socks, some long-johns, and a fleece to 

keep her warm on cold nights. A pair of Bermuda cargo shorts, her boots, and a tee-shirt 

covered her that day; her hat shaded her face from the brutal sun. 

She carried a sleeping bag, tent, and tarp. She frequented through many hot climates, 

owing her sanity to her canteen. Her mess kit contained a tin shell (serving as both a plate and a 

pan) and a knife, fork, and spoon. Soap, a tooth brush, and toothpaste kept her relatively clean. 

Aspirin kept her able and pain-free through the sinus headaches 

and skinned knees, elbows. In the bottom of her bag she hid $100 

American and her passport for political reasons or emergencies. A 

small picture of her father and mother comforted her through the 

initial homesickness.  

And even with only this, Nadia wished that somehow she could have brought less. The 

pack weighed her down, day after tiring day.  

She had learned to trust her mind’s eye and memory to capture her experiences. Small 

trinkets carried stories with them: a bracelet made of seeds, given to Nadia by a woman in 

Belize; corn-husk dolls made with orphaned children in El Salvador; earrings crafted from scrap 

She had learned  
to trust  

her mind’s eye 
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metal and clay beads; and sketches of odd animals and plants, people and places, that flooded 

her spiral-bound sketchbook.  

At last, Nadia arrived back at her project site in Rama, a small Nicaraguan village. Her 

Spanish was poor—all the conjugating and grammar she had toiled over in school did not help 

her communicate with the natives, very few of which had ever been properly educated. At first, 

she had relied on universal hand gestures, using body movements to carry out her point. Yes, 

please, thank you; nice to meet you. Over time, she had been picking up bits and pieces of 

slang, improving substantially.   

Nadia’s small group was made of three volunteer pairs, and a native host/guide. Camp 

consisted of a base-like safe zone, a collection of their tents and utilities. They were blessed to 

have an area for washing, where each could take short, cold showers if they were willing to go 

fetch the water from the small river about a mile away. The volunteers cooked with earthen 

pots used over a makeshift fire pit. If they were lucky, they had a shelter with a table or two.  

Her diet was far from nutritious, consisting largely of chapattis and rice and beans. The 

ingredients (rice, beans, flour, water, and a flame) were all easily packed, and came with no 

worry of spoiling. Every now and then, the young volunteers managed to get their hands on 

home-grown fruits or vegetables. When a son was born, or a daughter married, they might be 

treated to some milk or wine by the celebrating families. 

Nadia did most of her work with her team partner, Andrew. He was her best friend; one 

could even argue soul-mate. The only way that Nadia could think to explain their relationship 
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was similar to how one would feel about a war comrade. If the occasion were ever to arise, 

Nadia knew she could trust Andrew with her life. 

His face was honest and plain, but far from homely. He had a few soft scars on his 

cheeks from acne, but there was one on the left of his chin that wasn’t. Nadia knew better than 

to pry. His hair was a confusion of curls—tangled and messy from digging and insufficient 

washing. The hard work and poor diet made him lean but strong. His hands were calloused and 

dry, his teeth stained with nicotine. The volunteers all had outlets for their anxiety, and 

Andrew’s happened to be smoking. He hadn’t picked it up on the trip, but it had been getting 

worse.  

Unlike Nadia, Andrew’s Spanish was impeccable; his mother was from Costa Rica. Nadia 

had studied French briefly in college, anticipating time in Francophone, Africa. It was of no use; 

her group had been, and would stay, in Central and South America for the entirety of the trip. 

Working their way south, the volunteers planned on reaching from Mexico to Guyana and all 

countries between before returning home.  

The time abroad had been building up on Nadia; everyday brought more distress for her 

to carry. She had visited poverty, hunger, natural disaster, disease. Orphanages, prisons, and so 

called “houses of happiness.” She had visited helplessness and she had visited hopelessness. 

This past week Nadia and Andrew had been working on a community well for a group of 

five families. They had made many wells before, so the process was familiar. Andrew and the 

other men dug while Nadia poured mud into adobe blocks with the children. The women, from 
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whom Nadia had picked up most of her cooking knowledge, made colorful meals with what 

little they had. 

She never wanted to leave. 

Lifting her finished bricks, Nadia excused herself in broken Spanish and carried them 

over to Andrew and the others. The day was wrapping up, and by the time they finished putting 

them down, the sun had set. Wiping their moist brows, Andrew and Nadia wished the families a 

good night and sincerely thanked them for the meal. As they walked back to camp, Andrew 

relayed a joke he had heard from one of the men. Nadia broke into a hoarse laugh, as she 

hastened her steps to keep up with Andrew’s fast pace.  

When they reached base, Nadia noticed something sitting by her tent. As she grew 

nearer, she realized that it was a small envelope. Picking it up, a feeling of utter confusion filled 

her body. They never got mail; there was no address that could be specified. Seeing no 

postmark or return address, Nadia’s curiosity and apprehension grew. She tore open the seal, 

pulling the crisp paper out of its envelope. Nadia stared at the page without reading; her tired 

eyes had trouble focusing on the text. It had been quite some time since she had last read this 

fine of print, and the words took awhile to register. 

 The letter was only a short paragraph, but the words required re-reading. The first time 

didn’t set in, but the second time the sentences were clear as crystals. 

Tears started to blur the words once again as Nadia realized the repercussions of the 

news. She carried the letter over to Andrew, thrusting it into his hands. A look of concern 
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covered his face as he saw Nadia’s eyes, and he hastily studied the piece of paper.  Nadia 

anxiously fidgeted as she tried to read Andrew’s face. He lowered the page, and faced her with 

serious eyes. All of a sudden, Nadia couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think.  

Nadia began to run, her feet patting against the dry ground. She didn’t really have a 

direction, but she didn’t want to stop. Like a child throwing a temper tantrum, no words or 

reason could stop her.  

It was pitch dark, and Nadia felt the ground beneath her feet getting softer. She strained 

her eyes, realizing that she was near a river. Stopping, she threw off her backpack and began 

digging for her flashlight. Crouching down, Nadia bumped her bag, spilling her flour, her rice, 

and her beans.  Trying to pick up the scattered foods, her utensils, canteen, and mess kit also 

tumbled out. She thought of leaving it all there, but for too long she had been living with the 

motto “leave no trace.” Squinting in the meager light of the flashlight she painstakingly picked 

up each bean and grain of rice, and tried her best to dust as much flour off the ground as she 

could. Re-gathering everything else that had been dropped, Nadia pulled the heavy pack back 

onto her shoulders and let out a deflated sigh. 

Wandering back to camp, Nadia stumbled into her tent. She absently sat down, pulling 

her knees to her chin. Seeing this, Andrew followed suit, and wordlessly sat down next to her.   

For awhile, they sat like this, both wondering what would happen next. 

At least she didn’t have much to pack. 

 
 



32 
 

Max Mindich 

Greenwich, CT 
 

Parkway School 

Grade 4 
 

Burnt Marshmallow 

 
 
Racing down into my gloomy basement, I took out my hamster, Burnt Marshmallow.   
As I positioned the building blocks in a precise and confusing order, I readied Burnt 
Marshmallow for his amazing adventure to find and eat the legendary and delicious 
yogurt drop.   
 
 
I set Burnt down in front of the maze and set another block down behind him so that he 
could not escape.  The fluffy hamster immediately scurried around.  He poked his head 
down every dead end, frustrated 
whenever he didn’t see the pearly white 
treasure that he was searching for.   
 
He dodged left to right, left to right, confusedly 
following the mouth-watering aroma.  
He almost flew down an alley, as his 
head shook like a bobble-head doll, his nose 
following the tasty scent.  Only a contrast of light 
and dark gray could be seen as Burnt 
bolted down another alley, still finding 
nothing but a tiny dust-bunny rolling in front of 
him.  Burnt raced back up the alley and ran into 
an open space that looked like the state of 
Connecticut on a map.   
 
Burnt took a quick glance down the maze, and 
during his quick glance, the pearly white 
treasure caught the corner of his eye, making him quickly look back down the alley 
way.  His eyes bugged out, as if they were trying to grab the yogurt drop.  Using all 
his strength, Burnt stumbled down the maze pathway.  But because he was so tired, he 
knocked into one of the maze building blocks, which made all the blocks tumble down in 
front of him like dominoes, standing in the way of his desire.  
 
Burnt collapsed right on the spot, but his eyes stayed open. I picked up the yogurt drop 
and put it right in front of his mouth, so he nibbled on the yogurt drop.  Right at that 
moment, his eyes glittered with renewed strength, as the first wave of deliciousness 
went down his throat.  Just then, his eyes seemed to say “thanks.” 
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Faith Zeller 

Eaton, CO 
 

Homeschool Academy 

Grade 5 
 

           

Tiny Tom’s Courageous Victory 

 

 

 There were once five little mice that lived in Mouseville, which was not far from the big 

city.  Their names were Jacky, Ham, Tom, Jill, and Sam.   They were all brave except for one.  

That was Tom.  Everyone called him Tiny Tom.  He was afraid of the dark and couldn’t even play 

at the park.  The other mice called him a “Fraidy Mouse”.   

 Tiny Tom wanted to make other mice believe he was brave.  So one night he climbed 

out his window into the dark, cold world.  He was starting his journey to Bravehood.  He 

crossed a big river and even climbed a boulder.  Just when he was feeling courageous, he came 

across a twelve inch rat!  Poor Tiny Tom was only three inches small!  He decided he better get 

home where he would be safe.  He turned quick and started to run but tripped on a big stick.  

When he did, it flipped a rock into the air, which came down right on the rat’s head and 

knocked him out cold.   

 Tiny Tom returned home and everyone had heard of his courageous victory.  They threw 

him a big cheese party for defeating the rat.  After his victory, no one thought he was a “Fraidy 

Mouse” any more and his new name was Terrific Tom!  
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Bre Ann Houston 

Danville, CA 
 

Monte Vista High 

Grade 10 

 

The Antique Shop  

  

     When he saw her through that window, he immediately stopped, mesmerized by her 

simple beauty. She wore a white sweater and blue jeans with not a sign of makeup 

anywhere, her long, silky, black hair pulled up into a loose bun and she looked like an 

angel without wings. As Jesse stood there overwhelmed, Dawn looked his way, making a 

face of antipathy; she was used to creepers watching her through the window. Jesse 

smiled at her and waved as he thought to himself, ―Darn it!‖  Jesse usually didn’t get 

embarrassed but at this moment he felt his body stiffen and face become flushed.  

     Dawn felt disgusted; how dare men stare at her through a window like she was some 

alien! The boy began to smile and she took a second look. He was cute in his t-shirt with 

his tousled hair and deep, dark-brown eyes. A smile slowly crept across his face and she 

grinned in response. She blushed and continued to look busy, but before she knew it she 

heard the bell on the door ring and Dawn smiled. As he stepped into the shop, her palms 

began to sweat. ―Hi, how are you?‖ she said with a fake smile plastered on her face. ―I’m 

great,‖ the young man replied. He began to walk around the shop and Dawn sat watching 

every step he took. 

     He could feel her beautiful green eyes on him and his blood ran cold. His heart began 

to race as he looked through the stacks of music books in hopes of finding one he would 
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like to purchase and give him a reason to speak to the young woman. As he reached 

toward a music book, his hand began to shake and he accidentally knocked over a teacup. 

He stumbled and caught it against his chest, then looked up at Dawn with an awkward 

grin on his face. He could tell he had almost given her a heart attack, so he moved into 

the clothing section of the store to make sure he 

didn’t break anything. 

     Dawn was leaned over the counter, sweat 

beading on her forehead as she saw him reach for 

the music book. She saw it coming from a mile 

away; he was going to break the that glass and 

she was going to get fired. Dawn had just begun 

working at the antique shop and if anything went wrong today she would without a doubt 

be fired. She let out a sigh of relief when the boy caught it at the last moment, then 

looked up to give her some contorted smile. Did he have gas? Good thing he was headed 

to the clothing section. ―He surely couldn’t break anything there,‖ she thought to herself. 

     As Jesse searched through the rack of clothes he was not actually paying any attention, 

instead he was thinking of the young worker. He thought of ways to start a conversation 

with her since his first attempt had failed, perhaps the weather would be a good topic, or 

maybe her favorite music. Maybe he would talk about The Beatles, surely she most love 

them since she mouthed the words and bobbed her head along with the song Back in the 

…his hand began 
to shake and he 
accidentally 
knocked over a 
teacup. 
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USSR, which was faintly playing throughout the store. He continued to browse the 

clothing as he brainstormed a way to talk to her. 

     He didn’t know if or when he would see her again, so he had to make a move and 

make it fast. Jesse was usually outgoing but for some reason, when his eyes fell upon the 

black haired girl, he couldn’t speak. As he stared at her from between two racks of 

clothing, he thought of her out in the moonlight with her long black hair cascading down 

her back; he thought of her big green eyes staring up at him. His fantasy stopped when he 

heard her clear her throat. She was looking straight at him. 

     He was staring at her! Maybe he would be interested after all? No, that was absurd. 

Dawn was convinced she repelled boys, after all, boys never talked to her, and when she 

would speak to them they would shy away. Dawn was embarrassed that she even thought 

this boy would be any different.  Then again, he looked different. Something about the 

way he moved made her think he was nervous around her, but everyone was nervous 

around her. Dawn was different and she knew it; she was nothing like all the other girls 

she knew. She began to think that maybe this boy was unique, like she was.  It was too 

bad he wasn’t interested. 

     Jesse slowly walked up to the counter as he thought of what he should say in order to 

impress her. He reached the counter and smiled. All that he could manage to squeak was 

―Hi.‖ With a confused look on her face, the worker replied, ―Hey, do you need any 

help?‖ Jesse blurted, ―Would you like to go out sometime?‖ The worker replied, ―My 
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name is Dawn and I would love to go out with you sometime.‖ Dawn looked up making 

eye contact with the boy, and they looked into each other’s eyes for a moment before 

they both smiled and looked away. Dawn grabbed Jesse’s hand and quickly wrote her 

number on it, then looked up at him and said, ―Leave!‖ She spun him around and pushed 

him out the door just as her boss walked in. 

     ―Dawn what did I tell you about visitors?‖   Dawn blushed and replied, ―Not to have 

any.‖ As Jesse walked away, he looked through the glass windows again and there she 

stood perfect, just like before. As he rounded the corner, he pulled out his cell phone and 

called the number; it went straight to voicemail. ―Hey Dawn, it’s Jesse. I couldn’t wait. 

Call me when you get off work?‖ Jesse was so nervous about what they would do or 

where they would go for their date, he had nothing planned.  

     Later that day, he received a message from Dawn saying that she was off at four. This 

made Jesse a nervous wreck. He took a deep breath and convinced himself to relax 

because even though he knew nothing about this girl, he could see in her eyes that she 

had felt the same way about him.  

     Jesse smiled.  Even though he did not know if anything would become of them, it was 

summertime, and he was sure willing to give it a try. 
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Sarah Cocks 

Norman, OK 
 

Norman High 

Grade 11 
 

Stargate Atlantis Summer 

When I moved from Albuquerque, New Mexico, to Norman, Oklahoma, the Earth didn’t 

implode, the sky didn’t come crashing down, and the sea didn’t erupt in tsunamis.  Instead, it 

was as if I had left the Earth entirely and I was alone on another planet, separated from almost 

everyone I loved and everything familiar.  Well-meaning, friendly aliens surrounded me, always 

smiling in sympathy, but never endeavoring to ease my loneliness.  Worse, it was ninety-nine 

degrees outside with a 70% relative humidity.  That, in regular English, means I couldn’t step 

outdoors without sweat sticking my damp t-shirt to my skin within a matter of minutes.  Trapped 

indoors, stranded with my regrets, I became utterly miserable.   I had nothing to think of except 

how much I missed my friends and Albuquerque.  Even little things, like starting the morning 

with a McDonald’s biscuit instead of a Golden Pride breakfast burrito, added to my depression.  I 

couldn’t even look forward to school in August—I would be just an uncomfortable, unwelcome 

newcomer.   But every day, the mail brought hope in the form of a Netflix envelope containing a 

DVD of my very favorite television show, Stargate Atlantis. 

 I suppose I should take a moment to explain the actual plot of Stargate Atlantis.  The 

Stargate is a circular contraption used to travel to other planets. The military then developed 

Stargate Command under Cheyenne Mountain, where they sent teams through the Stargate to 

explore other worlds.  After seven years or so, Stargate Command figured out a way to send a 

group to Atlantis in the Andromeda galaxy, formerly inhabited by aliens called The Ancients.  

The Wraith, a vicious species of the Andromeda galaxy, was the primary power, and fed on 
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humans with a freaky mouth on their hand.  The Atlantis expedition, consisting of Colonel 

Sheppard, Dr. Becket, Dr. Weir, Dr. McKay, other scientists, and eventually Teyla Emmagan, 

challenged the Wraith, and in the season finale, prevented them from defeating Earth. Got it?  

Cool. 

 In the midst of the bleak transition from moving, Stargate Atlantis was my flashlight in a 

power outage.  Whenever the mailman slipped that scarlet envelope into our mailbox, I rushed 

outside, snatched it, ripped it open, and eagerly perused the episode list.  I waited for my dad to 

leave for work, for my mom to take off on some errand, and for my brother to play with his 

neighborhood friends. As soon as I was alone, I slid the precious DVD into our player and 

anxiously anticipated another adventure through the Stargate.   

 Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t always this attached to a television show.  In fact, I fondly 

rolled my eyes when my friends chattered on and on about television characters who were—

hello!—fictional.  And when Glee came out, the excited babble increased, both to me and the 

general population of Facebook.  I could barely speak to some of my friends without enduring a 

long-winded analysis of Will and Emma’s chances of ―hooking up.‖  Such devotion to an 

illusion was…stupid.  At least, I thought so—until I met Dr. Beckett.  

 He was just a character on Stargate Atlantis, but he was the ultimate best friend most 

people never have.  As the head physician on Atlantis, he always had a kind word for everyone, 

he was absolutely dedicated to his craft, he was compassionate and humble and friendly, and he 

could tolerate the most obnoxious people.  Despite his fictitiousness, somehow, in the midst of 

my sadness and loneliness, he became my best friend.  Not just him, either.  I came to know and 

love all the characters.  Their lives became a part of my own, as if we had been friends for years.   
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My friendships  

 

with the characters 

 

had to end  

 

once school began… 

Though Dr. Beckett came first in my affections, Dr. McKay, Dr. Keller, Colonel Sheppard, and 

Teyla were close seconds.  

 When I watched Stargate Atlantis, it was as if reality was suspended and I could participate in a 

world where my problems were replaced by the more pressing concerns for the fate of the Earth 

and the universe as we know it.  The Oklahoma humidity was awful, but at least I wasn’t in a 

desert, attempting to fend off Wraith with a jammed gun. The mosquitoes tormented all of us, 

but I didn’t have a giant Wraith bug attached to my neck.  Maybe I didn’t have anyone to talk to, 

but hey, I wasn’t fawning over a creepy guy with addictive 

pheromones.  I had no real friends of my own, 

but every day I got to travel with the team 

through the Stargate into some unknown, 

primeval, and almost always 

dangerous world.  My friendships with 

the characters had to end when school 

began and I had to return to the real world.  

But for a time, it was my inexpressible comfort.     

 I read somewhere about a psychological defense mechanism called displacement, where 

we transfer emotions from one object to a more acceptable one.  In a way, that’s how I dealt with 

my depression from moving.  I had already grieved over leaving my drama group and my school 

and my church and Golden Pride and Dions, and I didn’t want to be sad about them anymore.  I 

wanted to move on, to stop grieving.   
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Since I was particularly attached to Dr. Beckett, and when his character died in the emotional 

episode, ―Sunday,‖ it was the second crisis of the summer.  My family and I were watching it 

together, and as it ended with Dr. Beckett’s spirit comforting Dr. McKay, I burst into tears.  I 

cried myself to sleep that night, the two nights after that, and even a couple weeks later. I 

couldn’t think of Dr. Beckett without tearing up.  Last summer, I thought it was silly that the 

death of a fictional character affected me so much, but I’ve realized I displaced my grief onto Dr. 

Beckett, and when he died, it was as if I had moved and left my friends a second time.   

 However, I refuse to end on that note, and I will take a page from Stargate Atlantis’s 

book, and finish this with hope.  I still miss my friends and my drama group in Albuquerque, and 

sometimes I find myself thinking that it would be so much easier if we just hadn’t moved.  But 

I’ve sort of moved on, I’ve made friends, I’ve—dare I say it—accustomed myself to the culture 

and climate of Norman, Oklahoma.  Though I will never be numb to tornado anxieties and I will 

still complain about the humidity, thanks to Dr. Beckett and company, I left my depression 

behind on that lonely planet when I went through the Stargate back to Earth.   
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Jessica Bramer 

Rolla, MO 
 

St. Patrick Elementary 

Grade 7 
 

Anything for You  

     ―That beagle has to run away to get to his rabbit enemy,‖ I tell myself. I look for Snoopy 

around my small neighborhood, even in the neighbor’s yard. But I can’t seem to find him. My 

fingers become numb, my cheeks are red, and my arms are shivering with goose bumps. I feel 

humiliated running like a maniac in my neighbor’s yard with an apron on, so I decide to take it 

off. My mom’s big shoes are soaking wet. I run back to my house to take them off. ―I hope I can 

find him,‖ I worry.  

     Once inside, I look for Snoopy’s leash. My heart starts to pound with anxiousness. I keep 

looking and can’t find his leash! But, I do see his collar. ―That will have to work,‖ I say to 

myself. I think about how horrible and upsetting it would be if I can’t find him. What would I do 

without him! I start to set my mind on thinking about finding Snoopy instead of not finding him.  

     I search for ten minutes in the cold, snowy weather, and I’m just about ready to give up. 

Until, I suddenly find him close by the highway, which freaks me out. My stomach starts to twist 

and turn. I start calling, ―Snoopy! Snoopy, come here, boy, come here1‖ In a friendly voice. He 

runs straight toward me. I try to grab him, but he starts to run past me. I literally jump on him so 

I can get his collar on. ―This is going to be hard!‖ Think to myself.  

     We both are partly covered in snow. While walking, I’m crouched down holding onto 

snoopy’s collar. He won’t move, not even when I pull him. He won’t even start walking. Snoopy 

wants to go the opposite direction, through the neighbor’s yard. I try to tell him that that’s not the 
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right house! I’m irritated because I really want to go home! Since we are both in the people’s 

driveway, I have to at least get Snoopy on my road, across another road. The only solution I 

have is to pick him up. And I know that that won’t go so well because Snoopy has a big belly 

and that will kill my shoulders even more!  

     Right before a car comes, I get Snoopy over the road onto the other side. ―This is going to 

work!‖ I say to myself positively.  

     I figure that I could just run down the snowy road to get to my driveway. It works out, except 

my back is killing me because the whole time I’m crouched down, gripping onto Snoopy’s collar 

with my numb fingers. ―I’m going to die, it’s so cold,‖ I complain. Then, for some strange 

reason, Snoopy stops in the middle of the road again. ―What are you doing?‖ I ask him. But of 

course, he still sits there.  

     ―Christina! Christina!‖ I yell, hoping that she’ll listen. While I’m calling her name, she is 

already coming up to check on me. I am so happy to see her because I know that she can help. 

Christina pats her knees and calls ―Snoopy! Come here boy, come here. The thing is: he runs 

toward her. The problem is: Snoopy isn’t running by himself. He is literally dragging me, while I 

am holding onto his collar. My back is aching even more. I keep holding onto his collar, though.  

I don’t want the first dog I’ve ever gotten to run away and get hurt. Christina and I finally pull 

Snoopy back to the garage. I’m relieved and excited that this worked out.  

     And I realize that, even if it’s a hard task, I’d do anything for you, Snoopy, because I love 

you.  
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Soumya Avva 

Leawood, KS 
 

The Barstow School 

Grade 5 

 

The Bronze Key 

     “Buzz!” My alarm clock went off.  I rushed around taking a shower, brushing 

my teeth, and changing my clothes.  Gobbling down my breakfast, I grabbed my 

lunchbox and flew out the door.  Phew!  I just made it to school before the bell 

rang.  I ran down the hallway to the door of my homeroom.  Opening the door, 

all the students were staring at me.  My teacher beckoned me over to my seat. 

“Steven,” the teacher called.  I didn‟t respond, and a few snickers came from the 

class.  She called again, and this time I listened to her.   

     The hours whizzed by.  Finally, my favorite part of school had arrived. 

     It was library time.  The library contained many wonderful books:  mystery, 

literature, fantasy, and many more.  I made a beeline to the fiction section.  As I 

was searching for a book, I saw a golden glow.  I was curious, so I went over to 

examine the golden glow.  It was coming from the book Rain Forest Animals.  I 

had this weird feeling that I needed to get it.  I picked it up.  It looked like an 

ordinary book.  But instead of pages inside, I found a large brass key.  I made 

sure nobody was looking before I stuffed it in my pocket.    
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     At lunchtime, I sat down at my assigned seat.  Suddenly, a brilliant flash of 

light appeared.  I felt kind of warm.  I looked down and saw that my pocket was 

burning!  I looked inside and the brass key was glowing radiantly.  Before I knew 

what was happening, the whole place was filled with growing vines and trees.  I 

was in a rain forest. 

             A frightening noise came 

from behind me.  It sounded like a big, loud 

trumpet.  Curiosity got the better of me and I 

went to look.  A large elephant was coming 

towards me.  I tried to run, but my legs 

wouldn‟t move. The elephant came to me 

and spoke in a gentle soft voice. “Steven, 

you have to save us.  You are the only one who can.”  As I was still trying to 

process this information in my brain, he picked me up effortlessly and slowly 

trudged to a cave.  The cave entrance was blocked by a big boulder.  The 

elephant told me to take out my brass key.  I pressed it against the boulder and, 

to my astonishment, the boulder disappeared. 

            Inside the cave, there was a battered old chair.  On it rested an old lion 

that was very sick.  He began telling me that this evil monster was trying to hurt 

the rainforest.  He was using dark magic to make the rainforest fade away.  This 

The monster  

was called 

“Capricorn” 
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monster was so powerful that even he, the most powerful animal in all of the 

rainforest, couldn‟t stop the spell.  The monster was called “Capricorn.”  The 

rainforest had no hope until I opened the book and took out the brass key.  I was 

the only one who could stop Capricorn.  I had to fight against him.  To prepare 

myself for tomorrow, I rested, bathed, and ate.  The elephant showed me how 

the weapons worked and I practiced with them to prepare for the battle 

tomorrow. 

             Sunlight streamed into to my bedroom, awakening me.  Trembling, I 

slowly climbed out of my bed.  Today was my battle with Capricorn.  All the 

rainforest animals marched with me to the battle field.  Then I got a look at 

Capricorn.  It had scaly, black skin with liquid dripping out of its mouth.  It 

looked like poison. Capricorn was not as tall as I expected.  It was only the size of 

a one-story building. Around it was black smoke, which flowed and shimmered.  

I gulped and struck my first blow.  Capricorn parried it like it was nothing.  As 

we fought, I noticed that its mouth was the most sensitive part of its body.  I 

jabbed it in its mouth and it fell to the floor.  It was badly hurt.  Wailing, 

Capricorn stumbled away to another place.  

 Everybody started cheering and praising me.  Lion calmed everybody 

down and asked me to choose any wish I wanted and it would be granted.  I 
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whispered into his ear.  He smiled and slowly nodded.  Whoosh!  I was back in 

the cafeteria.  Nobody seemed to notice I had gone away this whole entire time. 
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Matthew Mills 

Farmingdale, NJ 
 

Ardena Elementary 

Grade 5 
 

Johnny’s Jumbo Hit 

Shoes — tied. Water — bottled. Body — pumped and ready.  All the ingredients for a perfect 

game were ready. “Are you ready yet, Mom?!?” Johnny asked, with excitement oozing out of 

him. He was like a rubber ball, just bouncing off the walls. When his mom came downstairs, he 

checked to make sure he had everything before they left. Johnny and his mom piled into the 

cluttered station wagon. It was a good thing Johnny 

was not claustrophobic.  

     On the way, Johnny was feeling a mixture of 

confidence and nervousness in his stomach. To get his 

mind off of it all, he turned on the radio. He thought some 

music would calm him, but he was wrong. “The Final 

Countdown” came on. He frantically scrambled to 

change the song, but then “Don’t Stop Believin’” started playing.  As he turned off the radio, he 

thought, “It always has to happen to me!” After the music frustration, they arrived at one of 

Johnny’s favorite places in the world—the old ball field. He’d seen many successes here, but 

today it would be the biggest of all. He had a feeling in his gut that today would be the day. 

     He found his team and started to loosen up with his friends. He looked around for the 

opposing team. Rumor had it that they were playing the biggest and baddest team in the 

 

He had a feeling 

in his gut 

that today 

would be the day 
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league—the Bulldogs. Picture the beginning of Beethoven’s 5th and you’ll know how scary they 

are. Long story short, the rumor was true. A tremendous, dark figure was towering over 

Johnny’s teammates, nearly blocking the sun. One of his teammates nearly fainted in fear. He 

knew they were in for some trouble, especially since this game decided if they made it to the 

league finals.  

     Man, was his gut wrong! Johnny sat on the cold bench for nearly a million years. He was like 

a statue, as the other kids spit sunflower seeds at him. As Johnny sat hopelessly on the bench, 

the aroma of strawberry bubble-gum swirled around his head. “Don’t Stop Believin’” came back 

into his mind. Just then, the coach called the batting order for the inning: “Joe, Jacob, Jake, 

Jesse, and…Joan.”  The coach groaned. “Darn,” Johnny thought, kicking the dirt, “not my turn 

yet.”  

     After a few innings, the coach was out of ideas. They were losing 12 to 9. The bases were 

loaded and there were two outs left. The coach called Johnny over. “Listen, kid, you’re the 

team’s last hope. Do it for all of us.  Now, get out there and get us a hit!” the coach exclaimed. 

Johnny knew that he had to get a hit to win the game. He had been in that situation several 

times before, but had never completed the task. Everyone, including Johnny, knew it would 

take a miracle to win the game. 

     He stepped up to the plate; his legs felt like Jell-O. His sweaty hands trembled as he got a 

grip on his Copperhead bat. He found his usual stance in the batter’s box and got ready for the 

pitch. WWWWWWWWWHHHHHHHHIIIIIIIZZZZZZZZZZZZ!!!!!!!!!!!! The ball was a white blur as it 

zoomed by Johnny’s face. “Strike One!” the umpire announced. In the background, he could 
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vaguely hear his friends cheering, “Let’s go, Johnny!” After he heard that cheer, Johnny 

somehow felt some extra energy to try harder on the next pitch. He found the proper stance 

and patiently waited. ZOOOMMM!!! The ball sailed right over the plate. “Strike Two!” the 

umpire shouted. The cheers from his friend Jake and the rest of the team grew louder.  

     Johnny got pumped up. His heart pounded like an earthquake. He knew this next pitch would 

alter his life. He gathered all his energy and got ready. The pitch was thrown. He closed is eyes 

and swung the bat confidently. SSSSSMMMMMAAAAACCCCCKKKKK!!!!! The ball soared through 

the air and did not stop. Johnny ran through first based and started heading toward second. 

BONK!!! The ball apparently bounced off the outfielder’s head and went over the fence. 

HHHHOOOOMMMMEEEE RRRRUUUUNNNN!!!! The Koalas beat the Bulldogs 13 to 21!  He did it! 

He scored the winning run! The team chanted his name, as they picked him up and placed him 

on their shoulder triumphantly. That day, Johnny had the time of his life, and he proudly 

remembered it forever. 

     The Koalas ended up winning the finals 14 to 0.  It was good for Johnny to know they never 

would have made it that far without him.   
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Emily Rovillo 

East Hampton, CT 
 

Center School 

Grade 5 

 

Where Squirrels Can Thrive 

 

The blizzard winds got fiercer and fiercer as time went on.  Cobweb snuggled closer to 

her sister, Valley, to share body heat.  She glanced over at Ma, sorting through the squirrel 

family’s remaining food.  There were three acorns and two berries left.  Ma looked up at the 

tunnel opening out of the squirrel’s nest.  Though her mother said nothing, Cobweb knew she 

was thinking about Papa.  He was out in the storm, looking for something that the family could 

eat. Cobweb was suddenly reminded of Uncle Chasm.  He’d been killed by a hawk a few days 

before.  The hawk had never finished his meal, and the squirrels had buried the remains of 

Chasm’s body by the roots of their tree. 

     Chestnut wasn’t safe, either.  Cobweb’s older brother was staying with his girlfriend, Willow, 

until the worst of the storm was over. 

 Sighing, Cobweb opened her diary and began to write down her thoughts and feelings. 

***   Cobweb’s Diary   *** 

Will Chestnut be okay?  Willow’s nest isn’t a nest at all.  It’s just a tiny space under an outcrop 

of boulder by the stream.  It’s drafty, wet, and unprotected.  Squirrels have died there!  In fact, if 

Chestnut and Willow stay alive, they’ll be the first to ever survive that place.  I sure do hope they 

make it! 
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Cobweb closed her diary when Ma called her.  

 ―Cobweb, please come here,‖ her mother said.  ―Sweetie, I noticed you were awake.  

Would you wake your brother and sister up?  I have some chores for you.‖ 

 Normally, Cobweb wouldn’t want to do any work, but today was different.  It would be a 

relief to move around with her family.  She shook her siblings awake.  Turnip, Cobweb’s other 

brother who was the same age as Cobweb, drowsily scratched at her paw with his sharp nails.  

Turnip was mean and self-centered. 

 ―Wa d’ya want?‖ he moaned.  ―I’m getting my beauty rest.‖   

Cobweb giggled.  Beauty rest!  If anyone was not beautiful, it was Turnip. 

 ―Ma has some chores for us,‖ Cobweb replied.   

Turnip continued to complain but eventually got up.  Then Ma began her instructions.  

―Valley, we’ve only got two berries left.  They’re blackberries, so I want you to separate those 

little bumpy parts.  It’ll be easier to ration our food this way.  Turnip, you patch up these walls.  

Drafts are coming in like crazy.  And Cobweb, you’re going to peek out and learn as much about 

this storm as you can.  After all, you’re the only one in this family who knows about weather 

interpretation.  Meanwhile, I’ll supervise, and give us all fresh moss bedding.‖ 

 A few minutes later, Cobweb was poking her head out of her nest.  The winds were very 

strong.  She figured out that they were blowing at approximately 47 miles-per-hour, or strong 

enough to bend a sapling to the earth.  The next thing Cobweb noticed was the snow.  It was sort 

of sticky, the kind that human children would make snowballs from.  She concentrated hard and 

estimated that the winter storm would end in about three hours.  Cobweb reported back to Ma. 
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 ―Thank you, sweetie,‖ said Ma.  ―You really are-,‖ Ma’s words were cut off.  There was a 

falling sensation.  Suddenly, the squirrels felt solid substance beneath them.  Too solid.  Ma went 

out to see what had happened, but she ran back in again. 

 ―Oh, my kits, something terrible has happened!‖ she shrieked.  ―Our nest has fallen from 

the tree!‖ Cobweb, Valley, and Turnip crawled outside to look. Their home lay on the cold, 

snowy ground.  It wouldn’t stay intact for long. 

 Cobweb was shocked.  Without a nest in a tree, a squirrel was homeless.  Her family had 

no place to go. 

 Silently, Valley began sobbing into Cobweb’s shoulder.  Cobweb felt tears come too and 

buried her face in Valley’s ear.  The two sisters wept together.  Ma covered her face with her 

paws and began to cry.  Even Turnip, for once, was kind and gave Ma a big hug.  Minutes later, 

they made some serious decisions.  Turnip spoke first.  His change of attitude from when he had 

embraced Ma was dramatic. 

  ―I hate this family.  You’re the most pathetic squirrels ever.  Well, I’ve had enough!  

Goodbye.  I’m leaving.‖  And with that, he disappeared into the snowy forest. 

Cobweb, Valley, and Ma spent the solemn night in a tiny, cramped space between two 

boulders.  None of them slept well.  It was a difficult life.   They stayed there for a few days, and 

then Cobweb decided that they should find someplace else. 

Cobweb had taken charge of the trio because of Ma.  Ma had slowly gone mad.  

Something had happened to Valley as well.  She no longer spoke much.  Her once-elegant 

movements were stiff.  It was as though Valley’s mind had worn away with worry and stress 
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until she was nothing but a creature with fewer emotions than a rock.  Talking to her was like 

talking to a brick wall; or, as the squirrels said it, like ―chatting with a boulder.‖ 

Cobweb led her family through the twilight forest, searching for shelter.  The young 

leader recognized the path as where Papa had gone to gather food in the blizzard.  In fact, there 

were even some tufts of his fur stuck on thorns and bushes.  There became more and more of 

them as they walked along.  Finally, Cobweb and her two insane companions found a place 

under a pine tree that they could take shelter.  There was an especially big clump of Papa’s fur 

there.  It was as big as a squirrel’s body.  Maybe, Cobweb thought, this was Papa.  He could be 

asleep.  She quickly hurried into the shelter. 

It was Papa.  But there was no sign of life.  Cobweb’s dear papa was dead. 

 Cobweb began to sob into her father’s corpse.  Then she heard an unfamiliar voice behind 

her. 

 ―Why so sad, young’un?‖  the voice asked.  Cobweb turned around and saw a squirrel 

who was still young himself.  He had light fur, bright eyes, and a gentle muzzle.  The squirrel 

looked no older than Chestnut. He told Cobweb that his name was Cedar and explained that he 

was planning to prepare Papa’s body before he buried the dead squirrel. 

 ―Th-that’s my father,‖ said Cobweb. 

 ―Then I’ll take extra special care of him,‖ said Cedar.  ―And then it’s back to my quest.‖ 

―What kind of quest? Like a quest for a new home? Cobweb inquired.  ―That’s what I’m 

doing,‖  
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―Sort of like that,‖ Cedar replied.‖ Have you ever heard of a place called Sciurus 

Domus?‖  

―No,‖ said Cobweb. 

―Well, it’s a wonderful place.  The name means ―Squirrel Home‖ in Latin.   Squirrels 

from all around live there. There’s no struggle to survive. Everybody helps one another. 

Sometimes, if a squirrel has a special talent, he or she can learn about that talent until they know 

enough to start using those talents for real. Even if you don’t have one of those talents, you still 

feel welcome.‖ 

Cobweb listened to her new friend speak. 

When he finished, she took a deep breath and told him, 

―I’m coming too.‖  

Cobweb had known that she had to make this 

trip from the moment Cedar said the place’s name. 

The sound had sent a warm feeling through her body .She couldn’t really describe it. It was some 

sort of unknown magic. 

Cedar didn’t protest. But over the next few days, he taught Cobweb how to find the 

correct path to Sciurus Domus.   

 ―It’s all in interpreting the signs,‖ he told her one day.  ―For example, if there is a birch 

tree in one direction and a rabbit’s burrow in the other, take the direction with the rabbit’s 

burrow, because in Sciurus Domus, the best living places are underground.  Plus, there are oak 

trees there, not birch trees.‖   

Cobweb  
had known that  

she had to 
make this trip 
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Soon, Cobweb was very good at reading the clues to find Sciurus Domus.  One day, they 

buried Papa’s body and set off.  They were constantly slowed down by Ma’s craziness. 

 ―Oh, young snail, you gallop like the eagle’s tongue slithers through the flames,‖ she told 

a fern one day.  And of course, there was Valley.  In her state, she was slow as well.  But Cedar 

and Cobweb didn’t mind.  They were a team.   

 The group came to a place with two possible signs to follow:  One clue was a boulder.  

The other was a stream.  Cedar went over to the boulder. 

 Cobweb thought about the stories Cedar had told her about Sciurus Domus.  Cedar was 

going to the rock because in Sciurus Domus, there were lots of stones pushed there by glaciers 

many years ago.  But…there was also a stream.  A very clear stream.  Cobweb examined the 

stream first.  It was clear.  So clear.  She saw a perfect reflection of her face.   Could this be the 

stream in Sciurus Domus?  It was very possible. 

―C’mon, Cobweb, let’s go,‖ Cedar said. 

 ―Which way?‖ 

 ―The boulder.‖ 

 ―But…,‖ Cobweb protested.  ―Don’t you think we should follow the stream?‖ 

 ―No, of course not.  Why?  There’s no reason to go that way,‖ Cedar replied. 

―Yes, there is! That’s a clear stream. There’s a clear stream in Sciurus Domus.‖  

Cedar pouted, then threw a temper tantrum. How babyish, Cobweb thought. After a 

while, though, Cedar partially recovered. 
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 ―The boulder would be better. But if you think you should take the stream, fine. Take 

your mother and sister with you. Good-bye.‖ He stormed off. 

 One reason that Cobweb didn’t follow him was because of the rock.  It was gray 

limestone. The rocks in Sciurus Domus were also gray limestone, but they had absolutely no 

pink granite in Sciurus Domus at all.  Cobweb noticed a speck of pink granite on the rock.  It was 

barely visible.  Cedar could easily have missed it.  In fact, Cobweb wasn’t even sure how she 

noticed it in the first place.  Even though Cedar thought he should go in the direction of the 

boulder, Cobweb knew the right path was the stream. 

 She set off with her family.  They walked for days, weeks, months, always finding 

temporary shelter.  Their travels were calm and undisturbed, though boring. 

 The trio was making slow progress.  They were padding along the bank of the stream 

when Cobweb heard a strange, abnormal rushing noise coming from above.  She glanced up and 

could not believe her eyes.  Gliding just barely six feet above them was a huge, brown hawk.  

And it was heading straight toward Ma. 

 The predator’s eyes were ready and determined.  Its razor sharp talons were extended.  

Cobweb wanted to run out and push Ma out of the way, but she was paralyzed with terror.  

Moments later, the bird of prey’s hunting weapons closed around her dear mother’s spine.  In 

one swift movement, Ma was dead. 

 Cobweb wanted to curl up and sob for all eternity, but she had to get herself and Valley 

to safety.  There was a hollow log nearby; they could shelter there.  Cobweb led her sister to it, 

and then she began to gather moss for bedding and some food.  A half hour later, Cobweb heard 

a scuffling sound from a nearby tree.  She cautiously stepped out to take a peek at what was 
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happening.  At first, she didn’t see the plumb, elderly squirrel coming toward her.  When the 

stranger entered the log, however, Cobweb grew slightly afraid. 

 ―It’s okay,‖ said the newcomer. ―I won’t hurt you.  I just heard some noise, so I came 

down to see what was going on.  Maybe I can help you.  Are you all right?  You look like you’ve 

just seen a ghost.‖ 

 Cobweb was indeed terrified. She’d learned not to trust anybody before getting to know 

them.  Her fear increased with every word this odd squirrel said. 

 ―W–who are you?‖ Cobweb stammered ―W-What’s your n-name?‖ 

 ―Well, now, let’s see.  I don’t talk to anybody, really.  No one comes by here.  The last 

time I spoke to someone other than myself must have been about, say, seven, eight years ago!  

I’ve nearly forgotten about my name.  But I think my name is…Eclipse.  Yes, that must be it.  As 

for who I am, well, I’m just a plain old squirrel.  There’s nothing interesting about me.‖   

 By now, Cobweb was feeling a bit braver.  When Eclipse offered to take Cobweb to her 

tree hollow, Cobweb agreed.  Cobweb told Eclipse about everything, from the nest falling down, 

to meeting Cedar, to leaving Cedar, to the hawk killing Ma.  Eclipse listened intently and talked 

about her own childhood.  She understood Cobweb’s journey.  She even offered something 

Cobweb wasn’t sure she could accept. 

 ―Your sister.  Who is she?‖ the elderly squirrel inquired. 

 ―Oh, that’s just Valley.  After our nest fell down, she…she went all weird.  It’s hard to 

explain.  She stopped moving the way she used to right after my brother, Turnip, left.  Valley 

used to walk so smoothly.  Watching her was like watching a down feather glide so slowly 
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towards the earth.  Her eyes got glassy and she stopped talking a few days later.‖  Cobweb 

finished. 

 ―It must be hard, traveling with her, even though she is your sister and you love her.  I 

know it seems very…final, but…if you really want to get to this place called Sciurus Domus, 

um…maybe you should leave her with me.  I would treat her like my own daughter, and 

you…you wouldn’t have to worry about her anymore.‖  

 Cobweb didn’t want to part with her sister, but Eclipse was right.  She would travel faster 

this way.  Besides, Eclipse seemed lonely.  As soon as she made the unspoken decision, her heart 

began to ache with grief and longing.  However, a feeling of overwhelming worry, responsibility, 

and stress was lifted from her shoulders.  Immediately, she felt free. 

 ―You can keep her,‖ said Cobweb.  ―Take care of her.‖ 

 ―If that’s really what you want,‖ answered Eclipse.   

―I really like you, but I know I have to leave you.  Now, it’s just a feeling that I’ve got.  

I’m sorry, but…goodbye.  I’ll never forget you.  I’ll tell them all about you in Sciurus Domus.  

You deserve to have your story told.  And thank you for everything.  Goodbye.‖  Cobweb 

repeated. 

 ―Farewell, Cobweb.‖ said Eclipse simply.  Then Cobweb set off into the twilight. 

 It had been a beautiful parting of the ways, not at all like the time when Cedar had left 

her.  That one had been full of anger; this one, full of love. 

 That night, as the full moon was rising in the sky, Cobweb stumbled upon a path of forest 

that was different.  Instead of the flat ground and pine trees of the woods, this area had beautiful 
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broad-leaf oak trees and rocky ground.  The stream was clearest here.  At first, Cobweb thought 

it was another sign, but then a squirrel, like Eclipse, emerged from a low-to-the-ground tree 

hollow.   

He noticed her and spoke: ―Why, hello, there.  Are you new here?  I suppose you are.  I 

know everybody here, and you don’t look familiar.  Anyways…oh, where are my manners?  My 

name is Coconut, and I’m the leader of this place.‖ 

 ―Am I …Have I reached…All that…Has it… Is… Finally…,‖ she stammered. 

 ―Well, if you mean:  Am I standing in the middle of Sciurus Domus, then yes.  

Welcome.‖ replied Coconut. 

 Cobweb could hardly believe it.  Finally, after all those hardships and losses, she was 

here! 

********** 

Epilogue 

 Cobweb never knew what happened to Cedar.  Cedar had fallen off a cliff and snapped 

his neck soon after he and Cobweb had split up.  He never knew what happened to Cobweb, 

either.  Cobweb often visited Eclipse and Valley.  Eclipse had been nursing the young squirrel, 

and was actually restoring Valley’s mind.  Do you remember what Cedar had said about how a 

squirrel can learn about his or her special talent in Sciurus Domus?  Well, Cobweb had a special 

talent.  Even though she excelled in weather interpretation, her literature skills were greater.  

Cobweb became a writer.  It wasn’t until she got her new journal that she remembered her old 
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diary.  Its pages had been destroyed by water when the nest had fallen.  She had forgotten about 

it in her determination to find a new home. 

 When Cobweb received the journal, she knew she had to put something special in it right 

away.  So she recorded her adventure by putting the tale into a poem.   

I’m pleased to say that I have a copy of this poem.   

Here it is: 

 

The Falling 

I can remember the sensation  

As my family’s home tumbled from the tree. 

I’m the only squirrel in my family who made it here. 

There’s my father, killed by nature 

 In the determination to feed his loved ones.  

And my older brother 

 Who spent the fatal blizzard 

 With the love of his life. 

I never heard from him again. 

 My littermate, who abandoned us all 

 So he could live his own life 

 Free of responsibility.  

 My mother, who’s mind slowly dissolved 

 Until it was a pile of nonsense,  

Her life was taken away by a hawk.   
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My sister, whose very emotions 

  Paralyzed by some dark magic. 

My friends, whom I discovered along the way: 

Cedar, who took his own path. 

  Will I ever see him again? 

  Eclipse, who helped me 

Who still watches over my sister. 

 Will I ever repay her? 

This place called Sciurus Domus is amazing. 

  This is a place of friendship 

Of light and guidance. 

  This is a place of opportunity 

 Of peace and hope. 

This is a place where squirrels can thrive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


