
Volume 29 • Issue 1
Fall • 2013



The 
WrITers’ 
slaTe



iii

The 
WrITers’ 
slaTe

JOHN FRANKLIN
Pittsburg State University
Editor

Volume 29 • Issue 1



iv v

CONTENTS
Note from the director vii
Letter from the editor ix

PoeTry
 Separation 4 Autumn Partin
 Porcelain Dance 8 Meghana Mysore
 Between Silences 10 Ashley Huber
 A Wintry Night 12 Meera Nagpal
 Return 14 Franziska Preuss
 Ode to My Thumb 16 Sophia Villarreal
 The Hand of Man 18 Caroline Bousman
 Ode to My Phone 20 Lombardo Parada
 Savage 22 Grace Cronin
 Can You Feel It? 26 Abbigayle Liles
 Self Portrait 28 San Kim

exPosITIon
 Thicker than Blood 32 Kelly Hung
 A Life in a Quilt 36 Nick Joslyn
 

FIcTIon
 The Surprise Snowfall 42 Utsha Rai
 Money Tree 46 John Lobel
 Reality with a Side of Cranberry Sauce 50 Clemmy Callaway
 New Life 54 Evan Selger
 The Suitcase 58 Lauren Pelosi
 Sorrow for the Enemy 62 Lilia Kang
 Being a Woman in Today’s Society 70 Carmen Garcia
 Unchained Love 72 Shailee Modi
 

sPecIal FeaTure
The Power of Photographs to Inspire Writing 76 Hank Kellner 



vi vii

noTe From The dIrecTor
The Writers’ Slate           Fall 2013

The Writers’ Slate is published by The Writing Conference, Inc., and features some of 
our nation’s top quality writing by students, kindergarten through 12th 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 invites original, creative, and expository writing by students in kindergarten 
through 12th grade. Book reviews of children’s or young adult literature written by 
students are also welcome. Educators are also encouraged to submit article ideas for 
feature article consideration.

The deadline for the winter issue is January 15. The deadline for the fall issue is June 
15.

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

Submissions should clearly indicate:
• writer’s name
• school’s name
• writer’s teacher
• city and state
• grade level
• contact information (email address and phone number)
• category or genre (poetry, exposition, or fiction)

Due to the number of submissions, the editor will typically respond only to 
submissions that have been accepted for publication. Submission will not be returned. 
The editor reserves the right to edit manuscripts for clarity, style, and according to 
space limitations.

John H. Bushman, Director
The Writing Conference, Inc.
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leTTer From The edITor

We begin by welcoming Michelle Gorges to The Writers’ Slate. Michelle is our intern 
and assistant editor.

Among her responsibilities, she read—alongside me—hundreds of electronic pages 
of submissions. Because she is herself a teacher here at the university, our decision-
making process was a literary experience, filled with opinions sought and offered, 
debated and accepted.

The result is this issue, and while you may question our taste—which is, after all, 
heavily influenced by community, family, friends, school and travel—we stand ready 
to defend the quality of the poems, essays and stories we have selected for publication.

The writing you will read shares a common quality: it is good. 

We hope reading this writing provides you as much pleasure as it did us. This is in 
keeping with previous issues.

As you glance over the Table of Contents you will notice a special feature. This article 
exemplifies a hypertextual approach to publication that we find boundary-extending, 
presenting possibilities for future editions.

Michelle deserves a great deal—in fact all—of the credit for this feature’s appearance. 
Without her expertise and fortitude this piece of writing would have died aborning.

An alert: the special feature’s links may produce a harmless—albeit annoying—”Allow/Deny” 
pop-up window.

John Franklin
Pittsburg State University
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Autumn Partin
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
11th Grade

I escaped his hard, rough, grip,
I now can find myself,
I can run far,
Far away from all of the troubles that he brings me.

He can do nothing to me now,
I am free,
Free from the fear,
The fear of him growing tired of me,
And simply, easily,
Running away to another woman.

Now,
I am flying above the world,
Like the beautiful dove,
Finally set free from its old rusty cage,
I can go anywhere,
I can be anything.

I am above him now,
Happy with my life,
Something he will never be,
He has anger in his eyes,
As he wishes he could still have me tight in his hand.

Separation
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I think back,
Back to the twenty years that I was locked in his trap,
And now,
Now I think to the future,
To the next twenty years,
I wonder what it has in store for me.

A new me,
A better me,
Away from his cage,  
His trap,
His cold, empty, soul.
No more worries,
Just freedom for my life,
I,
Am,
Free.
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Porcelain 
Dance

Meghana Mysore
Lake Oswego High School
Portland, OR
10th Grade

two little dolls
side by side

control the movement
make them eat the moonlight,

make them bleed red smiles,
kiss 

and dance
let them experience the world

through your rigid hands
but never let them out of sight,

never let them dance alone.
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Ashley Huber
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
11th Grade

Between 
Silences

I’m singing my heart out
Listening to my bounding feet hit the road
Saying words that mean something
    Between Silences
I’m taking wheezy breaths
Driving with my music up
Laughing with my head back
    Between Silences
I’m FaceTiming Wilmington
Shedding a sniffly, stressful tear
Smiling about the little things
    Between Silences
I’m letting my hair down
Forgetting the day’s stressers
Letting the hot water run
    Between Silences
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Cloud pregnant with stars,
 Frozen stars
Dotting the sky
A blanket with no warmth,
A rug with no luxury,
Envelops me in a closet.
I shudder.
My bones rattle, my breath rasps,
Warm wheezing in the wordless wind.
The lifeless grass bleeds slowly,
Brown and
 red
 brown
and red
Dotting my vision
 Dotting the sky
I sigh, a single breath
 A single soul
  A single balloon on a wintry night.

Meera Nagpal
Mira Costa High School
Manhattan Beach, CA
9th Grade

A Wintry 
Night
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Return

Franziska Preuss
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
11th Grade

As the ladybug
climbed on the top of

the peony
First the outer

layer

slowly
then the madame
stepped deeper

into the center of
the pink

home
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You’ve never really strayed away.
The hum of the guitar makes us both feel whole.
The clickity-clack of texting keeps us both awake.
I thump my pen in between you & my desk, helping me concentrate.
I apologize for biting you when I’m nervous.
But, I do thank you for showing me the importance in individuality.
You’ve taught me not to sleep in front of doors, or leave my hands out in
the middle of the road.
Through the tears & heartbreak you still get me up every morning.
We’ve both been stepped & painted on, yet you’ve never left me behind.
Your deep wrinkles smile back at me, each day growing older.
Yes, I know you may be meaningless to others.
But little things become big things.
You make doing the little things possible.
And without you, we’d be giving high fours instead of high fives.

Sophia Villarreal
St. Pancratius
Lakewood, CA
7th Grade

Ode to 
My 
Thumb
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Caroline Bousman
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
11th Grade

The Hand of 
Man

Imagine if you could 
Shatter the sky with your fist

The amazing color would cascade 
Down to earth

Breaking the ice
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Ode to 
My 
Phone

Lombardo Parada
St. Pancratius
Lakewood, CA
7th Grade

You guide me in the dark, brightening up the room.
When you die, I revive you, so I could use you soon.

If you’re not with me I become scared.
My love to you cannot be compared.

You’re an everyday essential.
And I know your full potential.

When I see you my mind becomes calm.
You are most definitely da’ BOMB

Even though I resist seeing you for eight hours
I know eventually it’ll be ok.

I look at you and think you’re the best.
Sometimes you keep me up with no rest.

You are mine only, I can’t let you go.
I really do need you so.

This is my ode, only to you.
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Grace Cronin
Center School
East Hampton, CT
5th Grade

Savage
I be on the long land of trees 
This is where my spirit flies free
I reveal to the trees dark secrets of my soul
The trees speak their mysteries to me
I scavenge to survive
I eat what I must
Winds whisper like an eagles soft wings
The sound beats in my ears
A savage I be

I be alone
My brothers and sisters be no more
Slayed by our creations they were
I have no family and no friends
That which we have created, invaded and killed
Every   last   one
Bad luck that alive I be

I have white skin with luminous green eyes
I wash daily in pond or stream
I must make the cameras blind to me
Hunted as I am
An outlaw I be
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I use searing hot coals to roast my prey
Red robot squirrels make me tremble with fear
Moose are a dish sent from the heavens

On earth I may be the last
I nibble on old, dry bones
I lick juicy meat
I devour animal flesh
But yet a human I be

We created the machines
We feared the machines
They were not afraid of us
We tried to turn the machines off 
They went to war
They won
I am the last human
I am alone
So alone, my fate is to be 
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Can 
You Feel It?

Abbigayle Liles
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
9th Grade

As my thoughts return,
Just like magic,

Perfect moments of beautiful freedom
A gentle breeze rolls off the coast

Filling my soul with an unimaginable feeling
Do you remember?

Some days with the sun as your best friend
She warmed your world with her gentle kiss

It is as if winter did not exist
The world is calm

All is bright
A simple fade from gray to green

This is spring
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Self Portrait

San Kim
Stuyvesant High School
Manhattan, NY
12th Grade

I don’t let words bother me.
They bounce off my skin,
ping pong balls on green tables.

I let people come and go.
You can’t catch the wind.

I let anger slip through my fingers
like water
but cup forgiveness in my hands.

The stares of others don’t burn holes
in my shirt.
I don’t let others stop me from
singing in showers and kissing in public.

Worrying is carrying an umbrella
just in case and
I like to feel my bones
soaked in rain.



EXPOSITION
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Kelly Hung
Hinsdale Central High School
Hinsdale, IL
11th Grade

Thicker than 
Blood

 Birth
 “I can’t believe that Hao is going to have a daughter. She must be absolutely dev-

astated,” my grandmother tuts, shaking her curly mass of hair in disbelief. The room 
around her erupts with murmurs of sympathy; sighs echo throughout the room, stir-
ring the sticky, humid Taiwanese air. The sun’s probing rays slowly heat up the room.

 “Honestly, she should just get an abortion and try again. It’s so important to 
have a son,” she repeats, her voice stunned and dismayed. 

 She suddenly turns her gaze to me, and the room grows quiet. Only the vague 
whispers of an old fan are heard. Hum-hum-titter-titter. Hum-hum-titter-titter.

 “Remember this: bŭ yào sheng nu ér. Yào sheng ér zi. Tā men huì yán xù wo mén jiā de 
xìng shì.”

 Don’t have a daughter. Have a son. They carry on the family name.
 Hum-hum-titter-titter. Hum-hum-titter-titer. Don’t have a daughter.
 Don’t have a daughter. 
 Don’t have a daughter.

***
 My grandmother had three daughters.
 When my grandmother had her first daughter—my mother—she shrugged her 

shoulders in resigned discontent. 
 When my grandmother had her second daughter—Hao—she grew concerned, 

visiting the temple of the Buddha of Birth every day, bringing flowers and money to 
seek his favor.

 When my grandmother had her third daughter—Jing—she believed that she 
must have sinfully transgressed in a past life: what else could explain this misfortune?

 When my grandmother had her fourth and last child—Chien—she wept with 
joy.

 Finally, it was a son.
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 Silence
 My mother cuts up the durian clumsily—she never was graceful—splattering 

odorous, antimony yellow pieces of fruit all across the counter. She glances at me, grin-
ning, and I burst into gleeful laughter as she attempts to gather the sundry pieces into 
a hard, plastic container.

 “Such a mess!” 
 My grandmother stands, feet apart, surveying the smelly chaos in her otherwise 

tidy kitchen. My mother is silent.
 Turning to me, she deadpans, “Girls shouldn’t be that loud.”
 My mother’s eyes blaze back in silent defiance.

***
 My mother opened her eyes to the chaos and heavy responsibility of the adult 

world at the tender age of fifteen. Left to live alone in Taipei, Taiwan, my mother cared 
for her two younger sisters whilst attempting to keep up her academics without the 
emotional support of a familial unit.

 Alas, her parents, neglecting their duties as guardians of their daughters, contin-
ued to reside in the idyllic city of Tao Yuan, doting on their only son. My mother was 
forced to become an adult three years too early.

 Blood ties do not matter.

 Seeds
 My mother and I sit together on the red, timeworn couch, watching my grand-

mother as she stirs a concoction of brownish soup that supposedly prompts women to 
give birth to males. It’s for a neighbor, my grandmother ardently insists. A neighbor in 
need. 

 “How can you sit by, watching her do this?” 
 My mother briefly gazes at me before responding, “It’s how she was raised. She 

can’t change it, just like you can’t change your blood, your roots. It’s Taiwanese tradi-
tion, and she can’t help it. Saying something won’t change anything. Her beliefs are 
not her fault.”

***
 These unkind beliefs are not my grandmother’s fault. 
 The seeds of exclusion were planted long ago: in my grandmother’s own days, 

she was not given the education that her brothers received. Indeed, her experience 
with learning was not ideal—she was sent to live with a host family of sorts, where she 
earned her lodgings by gathering leftover scraps from meals to feed to the host fam-
ily’s pigs. Ashamed, she would perform these seemingly demeaning chores during the 
night, neglecting her school work. Her education terminated with her middle school 
graduation, the fact of which is, fifty-five years later, yet evident in her often bemused 
eyes.

 I am a Daughter 
 I am a daughter, born after a son. Theoretically, I am an unneeded continuation 

of my maternal genes. However, my mother, mercifully, seems not to have adopted 
my grandmother’s traditional beliefs.

 During class reunions, her Taiwanese peers barrage her with unending compli-
ments and praise regarding her wonderful fortune in having a son on her first try; she 
remains calm, quiet, silent. The conversation, however, inevitably turns to a darker 
subject as they bombard her with a string of probing questions regarding the annoy-
ances of dealing with a daughter.

 But don’t daughters spend a lot of money? Aren’t they hard to raise?
 These cruel wolves pick apart a seemingly helpless snow hare, allowing its crim-

son blood to flow onto the earth beneath its flailing body. 
 But my mother strikes back, her tongue lashing out with berating words, defying 

and condemning and denouncing those cruel traditions that her peers yet adamantly 
hold on to, leaving the wolves to slink off with heads bowed and pride diminished.

 She rips modern feminine limits apart, from seam to gaping seam.

 Thicker than Blood
 I, too, wish to dismantle these beliefs. 
 I, too, wish to prove to my grandmother that females are no less powerful than 

their societal brothers. I wish to illustrate the fact that the worth of an individual lies 
not within her gender, but within the ability to do good and to see others through un-
clouded eyes. 

 I wish to prove to my grandmother that she, as a member of the female gender, is 
no less important than her male brethren.  

 Together, we must face this Taiwanese society which derides our sex, a society in 
which women are naught. Together, we must realize the beauty that is woman, as we 
must realize the beauty within ourselves. 

 My grandmother, my mother, and I are bonded by the links of blood. 
 But blood ties do not matter.
 For we, as women, are beautiful.
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Nick Joslyn
Baldwin High School
Baldwin, KS
11th Grade

A Life 
in a Quilt

 From the smell of warm macaroni and cheese to the delightful games of Scrab-
ble, the baby blue house on the corner of 5th Street holds many memories.  The home 
of my grandparents for the past several years, I often frequent to enjoy food, play 
games, or talk with my grandparents.  And inevitably, I will find a quilt stitched by my 
grandmother.  Quilts are intriguing.  They are the life of work between the thread and 
needle.  

 Quilts rest on top of the soft brown couch where Grandma sits.  Beaming, she re-
calls meeting Grandpa.  The summer after junior year of high school, she left her home 
in Birmingham, Michigan to attend a church camp in Angola, Indiana.  During camp, 
Grandma’s brother Bill introduced her to a man from Battle Creek, Michigan; a man 
named David Joslyn.  Although they both returned home following camp, the two 
travelled across the state about once a month to see each other.

 Bark! Bark! explodes through the room, interrupting the interview.  Grandma 
pauses, laughing, as my grandpa enters the room to usher out the two fighting dogs.  
He grabs one, and my grandmother’s supportive words guide away the other.  Even 
for such a minute disruption, my grandparents were quick to help one another.  I often 
see my grandparents help each other, and it is not because they feel obligated to or en-
titled to, rather it is because they want to.  The two are complements, and as they help 
one another, they create a stronger bond between themselves.  When people work col-
laboratively, they are much like the thread and needle that, together, create something 
stronger than either alone.

 Disturbances absent, Grandma happily continues.  “So we spent some time to-
gether, got to know each other, and decided okay we like this, this is doing alright, 
so maybe we are going to make it last.  By the end of my first year of college, we had 
gotten engaged.”  In June 1961, the two married and moved into a small apartment in 
Battle Creek, Michigan with my grandfather’s grandmother.  When asked if she ever 
felt hesitant about the move, my grandmother responded assuredly, “No, not at all, no! 
It was small, but it was fine.”  

 By now, one dog has returned and been welcomed by my grandmother.  Grand-
ma always greets kindly, for she is a kind person, as she has been all her life.  It did not 
change when she married, and it has not changed since.  As she aged, her surround-
ings differed, but like the thread that does not change when it becomes part of the 
quilt, she maintained her personal characteristics.  Another dog enters the room, look-
ing for affection.  Obliging, my grandmother pets it and proceeds.

 After three months, my grandfather’s employer requested him to work in Ka-
lamazoo, Michigan.  My grandparents packed, and they travelled the thirty miles to 
Kalamazoo.  Moving was something my grandmother would become very familiar 
with over the next few years.  She moved several times, accommodating, while my 
grandfather worked to support the family.  For there was a family now.  In three years, 
Grandma had three kids: the oldest, Debbie; the middle, Chris; and the youngest, my 
father, Mark.  
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 One dog perks its head up from sleep and begins to lick itself.  My grandma 
pauses to stop the noise.  Thoughtfully, she asks if the dog is obstructing the video 
recorder.  My grandmother is selfless, and she is constantly helping others.  Her 
thoughtfulness is similar to her kindness, for they both mirror the unchanging thread.  
A thread immerses itself in a quilt, weaving in and out, creating elegant patterns, and 
providing strength.  But the thread never changes.  My grandma’s thread has weaved 
through many cultures and it has never changed.  It has always remained kind, self-
less, and thoughtful.  Her thread is her personality, never changing, no matter the 
challenge.

 Following Mark’s birth, my grandfather returned to school, and the family lived 
with my grandfather’s parents.  During this period, Grandpa’s mother passed away, 
and Grandma inherited the extra maternal responsibilities.  My grandmother assumed 
the cooking, cleaning, and laundry as well as helping raise my grandpa’s younger 
brother and younger sister.  All this was in addition to raising her three kids.  My 
grandmother, at age 24, selflessly absorbed each task, and she does not remember it be-
ing hard or being mad about it.  In fact, Grandma has happy memories.  “It was good, I 
remember it as being great.  We just had a great time there.”

 Listening, it is quite a story.  A woman in her younger twenties raises five chil-
dren and helps her husband through school, all without complaint.  There is no mone-
tary payoff, it is merely out of love.  Love is the bond between my grandparents.  Love 
is the stitching of their life’s quilt.  Apart they are merely a thread and needle with 
individual features. But together, they retain their unique characteristics as well as be-
coming much stronger.  Their lives, stitched with love, are united like a quilt, stitched 
by a thread and needle.

 After some time, my grandfather elected to obtain his master’s degree.  “He 
worked for the state (of Michigan) at the time, and the state offered this program that 
would pay the tuition for people to get their master’s degree.  Then, they would owe 
(the state) that amount of time back to work for (the state).”

 “They paid a salary,” interjects Grandpa from the other room.  “Yeah, they paid 
a salary, that’s right.  Thank you!  That was a long time ago,” laughs Grandma.  It is 
plain that my grandfather’s insertion has not affected her.  Like a thread and needle, 
the two simply worked together; my grandfather knew a fact and my grandmother 
accommodated.  

 The family moved into married housing in Ann Arbor, Michigan while my 
grandfather received his degree from the University of Michigan.  Here, my grand-
mother met a lot of new people and saw a lot of new things.  She attended a Russian 
ballet and watched a piano recital, for my grandparents developed an agreement: 
Grandma observed cultural events at the University while Grandpa saw the football 
games.

 Hearing of this agreement, I am reminded once more of the thread and needle 
my grandmother uses to quilt.  The thread and needle are dependent on each other 
and they work for each other: without one, the other can not function.  Such collabo-
ration has been utilized by my grandparents during their 51 years of marriage.  Not 
many marriages reach the half-century mark, but for my grandparents it has been easy.  
Like the result of the thread and needle coalescing into delightful, appealing stitching, 
their marriage is an interdependent, beautifully stitched pattern.  It is art.  All relation-
ships should mirror this art, or at the very least, mirror the partnership between the 
thread and needle.

 My grandparents would move several more times, and from the new to people 
to the new things, Grandma enjoyed almost every part of it.  However, originally, 
she was not inclined to moving.  Moving was something she learned from my grand-
father.  It was a new thing she tried, and she now appreciates it.  In a marriage, each 
person should allow the other to grow and try new things.  Grandpa taught Grandma 
to move, and she grew from the idea.  Equally important in a marriage is that one does 
not feel required to change, for although the location changed, Grandma’s kind, self-
less, thoughtful personality did not.  

 Just as before, the quilts rest on top of the soft brown couch, but there is some-
thing different now.  If they could speak, they would tell me what I have missed.  They 
would tell me the story of the thread married to the needle in a patchwork of differenc-
es strengthened by the bond at the stitches.  They would tell me that these stitches hold 
the quilt together, no matter how many times it is moved.  They would tell me that 
they reflect their creator.  They reflect my grandmother.  They reflect her life.  It truly is 
a life in a quilt.



FICTION
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Utsha Rai
E.M. Downer Elementary School
San Pablo, CA
6th Grade

The Surprise
Snowfall

Olivia woke up confused. She knew something was off. Not only was her room a 
freezer, but she also couldn’t hear the cheerful chirping of birds like any other day. 
Instead, she heard the wind howling. It was very unusual considering it was sum-
mer. She trudged over to her window shivering and shut it tight. Olivia had opened 
it the night before, for it had been very humid before she went to bed. That’s what got 
her heart racing. How could the weather the night before turn a complete 180? She 
shrugged her shoulders, and went downstairs for breakfast.

 Although Olivia ate a lot for a 13-year-old girl, she was a stick. She had straight 
chocolate brown hair with uneven bangs covering her aqua blue eyes. She was still 
dressed in her black and purple PJ’s that usually kept her warm and toasty, but for 
some reason didn’t keep warm enough that day. She was trembling from the cold as 
she ate her cereal. It was silent. Too silent. She chugged down the rest of her cereal as 
she remembered it was Monday. She huffed out loud while getting up from her table. 

 She quickly got dressed after looking out the window to see what the weather 
was. The trees were being rocked back and forth as their leaves were being tossed 
around the air because of the powerful wind. What surprised Olivia the most was 
that there was some ice on the ground. She couldn’t believe her eyes, but she eventu-
ally tore her eyes away from the window. She dressed in something suitable for the 
unusual weather. She put on a black coat with brown boots lined with midnight black 
fur. She had never worn boots before since it was never cold enough to wear any type 
of boots. She grabbed her crimson red backpack, and set out to school.

 The chilly wind hit her face, causing a shiver to run up her spine. Even the birds 
didn’t come out because of the cold. All the cars had ice on their windshield and door 
handle. She even saw her neighbor with an unattached door handle in hand, and a 
frustrated expression. She chuckled to herself while shaking her head, and continued 
walking to school. 

 It was ten minutes into the walk when the most exciting thing happened. It 
started to snow! At first, Olivia thought that it was just white petals falling. However, 
she came to her senses, realizing that it was just snow. By then, the light snowfall had 
turned into a dangerous blizzard. Although Olivia was not one to know a lot about 
blizzards, she realized that if she didn’t get to school sooner, she would be lost. She 
quickened her pace, and decided to take a short cut to get to school before the blizzard 
became worse. The short cut consisted of going through a forest, and climbing a fence.
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  She made her way to the worn out fence, and got ready to climb it. But first, she 
had to throw her backpack over the fence then attempt to actually climb the fence. She 
landed on the other side of the fence with a loud crunch.  Olivia grabbed her backpack 
before entering the forest. She followed a hiking trail, but had to follow another hiking 
trail halfway. The hiking trail she started on would lead her back to town, but it would 
take longer. Therefore, Olivia took the other hiking trail to get to school faster.

 The snow did not help at all. It had covered the entire hiking trail, so Olivia 
could not find her way. Usually, Olivia wasn’t scared about getting lost, but the snow 
had already come up to Olivia’s knees which was making her very nervous to say the 
least. She started to panic, and scanned the forest to look for any signs of a town near-
by. Unfortunately, the snow was so bad that she could barely even see the trees next 
to her. She knew better than to wander around without a clue of where she was going, 
so she tried to use her hearing. She heard nothing, but the sound of her own ragged 
breathing. Maybe if I was closer to the fence, I can hear something. So she tried to fol-
low the hiking trail by memory. 

 After half a mile or so, she stopped and listened really hard, but she heard noth-
ing. She was starting to lose hope, but she didn’t want to give up without a fight.  She 
continued for 2 more miles and listened, but still couldn’t hear anything. After 3 miles 
of walking, she finally heard something. It was the sound of car horns beeping and 
people shouting. Her heart skyrocketed as she jumped up and down in joy, and ran 
towards the sound. She couldn’t really see the fence because of the snow, but saw it 
nonetheless, and ran towards it. She shrugged off her backpack, and threw it over the 
fence before climbing it. She recognized the road immediately, and started to run as 
fast as she could to school.

 When she arrived at school, she saw a sea of students leaving the school. She 
spotted her best friend Amber. Amber had strawberry blonde hair with forest green 
eyes that stood out from her dark complexion.  Olivia asked her why everyone was 
leaving. Amber looked at her like she had two heads, and said, “School’s out!” in a duh 
voice. Olivia gaped at her in surprise. She didn’t know that it was the end of the day 
already. She suddenly got hit by something, and looked down to see what it was only 
to be hit again. But this time, she knew that it was a snowball, and that Amber was the 
one who threw it at her. So she made a snowball of her own, and threw it at Amber. 
She shrieked in surprise, and they soon were in an all-out snowfall fight with some of 
her other friends. 
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John Lobel
John Jay Middle School
Cross River, NY
8th Grade

Money Tree

 "Ah money," I thought to myself as I looked in my magazine seeing the new-
est video game out. The magazine said it cost 50 dollars. I shook my head and walked 
downstairs to find my mom. "Mom, can you take me to GameShop and buy me this 
game?" I knew the answer she would give me before I even asked. "Joeseph, you are 14 
years old! It's way past the time you need to stop asking me for money! You are smart 
and you know how to work, so what are you waiting for?" This wasn't like Mom's 
other speeches. This time she didn't just say no and yell at me about maturity, this time 
she inspired me. As corny as that may sound, it was true. She made me really want to 
go out and make money. But this raised a new question: how in the name of the Lord 
am I going to make money? We lived in the country so there weren't really any stores 
I could work at. It wasn't so rural that I could go milk cows on the farm or anything, 
just not urban enough that I can go across the street to a fast food restaurant and work. 
I walked outside to think, I always think better with fresh air. But that’s when it hap-
pened, I saw something very small, almost like a seed, it was gleaming and shiny with 
gold-like material. I picked it up slowly and something fell out from under it. It was a 
nickel. "What the...?" I said out loud. "What is that?" I jumped up at the sound of my 
sister's voice. "What are you doing here?" My sister shrugged and said "I don't know, 
what is that?" I picked up the coin without responding. "This looks like a seed, what do 
you think would happen if we planted it and gave it water and stuff?" I said chuckling, 
sarcastically. My sister stared at me for a second "Let's try!" I put my finger into the soil 
and dug a small hole. Then I put the seed in and packed the soil back into the hole.

***
 The next day, I stepped out of the house and looked at where we planted the 

seed. There was now four quarters next to where we planted the seed. "Lex, Lex!" I 
screamed for my sister. She came sprinting out. "Oh my gosh!" I took the four quarters 
and gave Lex two of them. She ran back into the house and came back out with a wa-
tering can. She poured some water onto the area. "Should we tell Mom?" Lex asked. 
"Nope, she'll find out when I have that new game I wanted," I winked at my sister.

***
 Two days later, I heard my sister yelling. I came out of the house almost drop-

ping my sandwich on the way out. I almost fainted when I saw what happened to the 
seed. There was a small tree which had almost ten branches coming off of it, on each 
one there was a five dollar bill. "That's 50 dollars right there!" I yelled to my sister. We 
split the money half and half again. My mom and dad came out of the house, "What's 
with the yelling guys?" Lex was about to speak, so I stepped on her toe lightly. "Lex 
and I planted a tomato tree to see what would happen." My parents nodded and went 
back into the house. I nodded at my sister, satisfied with my fib. We watered the tree 
again and went back inside.

***
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 After a week more of foraging and watering, my sister and I had made 150 dol-
lars each. I couldn't believe it! To ensure that this would continue to grow, I kept it 
very secret and made sure to take the money off of the tree before anybody could see 
it. I even put a few grape tomatoes on the branches to keep up the fib. I hadn't bought 
the game I wanted yet, because I didn't want my parents to get suspicious.

***
 The next day, it rained. I walked outside after the rain ended, and my eyes lit up. 

Instead of a bunch of five dollar bills, there were hundred dollar bills! There must have 
been at least a thousand dollars there! I decided it was about time to buy my game. 
My sister and I walked to the GameShop which was about half a mile from my house. 
When we got there, I found the game I wanted and another game. When I placed the 
games on the counter, the vender said "100 dollars even." I placed some of the new-
found money onto the counter; I had been keeping the money in a homemade wallet. 
The vender smirked at me and shook his head. “Nice one kid, that’s not going to work 
for me. You're lucky I don't call the police.” I couldn't believe my ears! The vender 
must have been jealous. I shrugged to my sister. The vender pointed at a little mark 
on the dollar. It said not valid for legal tender. I remember seeing that on the Monopoly 
money my family played with, that wasn't a good sign. That’s when my parents came 
into the store. My mom smiled at me holding a stack of the fake money. "That's what 
happens when you try to take the easy way out. Well, I think you learned your lesson." 
That’s when she placed a real hundred dollar bill on the counter. The vender placed 
the games in a bag and waved us out. I looked at my mom with disbelief, "You really 
are cool," I said, smiling.
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Clemmy Callaway
Buckley School
Los Angeles, CA
9th Grade

Reality with a 
Side of Cranberry 
Sauce

 Here comes another round of “thankful for’s”: I am thankful for my family; I am 
thankful for my friends; I am thankful for the food on my plate. But perhaps I should 
explain. Ever since I was old enough to squeeze a pencil between my pudgy fingers, I 
have been forced to participate in a school tradition. We choose from the never-ending 
pile of brown, green, orange, and white paper; we make the Thanksgiving handprint 
turkey and write out a list of gratifications that the majority of us do not mean. I re-
member looking over at friends’ desks; Emma is thankful for her mom, Sammy is 
thankful for her dad, Ben is thankful for his dog. I have a mom, I have a dad, I have a 
dog; should I just make it easy on myself and be thankful for the same things? Either 
way, we bring the beautiful artwork home, where we receive an overreaction from our 
parents who later toss them in a pile, or hang them up, never to be read again. How-
ever, this Thanksgiving, these unreasonable thoughts pounded on my eardrums as we 
leisurely circled around the dinner table. When I was younger, aside from the mashed 
potatoes, I did not see the point in Thanksgiving. My wandering mind used to be filled 
with frustration and boredom; although, at age 7, my views on “thankful for’s” were 
flipped completely upside down.

 It was Thursday, November 28th, 2007, 5:30 P.M. in Fort Smith, Arkansas and 
my family had just sat down for the annual Thanksgiving feast. My cousin and I were 
laughing at the amount of lemon-meringue pies on the table, joking about how the sec-
ond my Uncle Terry sat down, the pies began to cry because they knew their lives were 
ephemeral. I noticed that there was a chair sitting alone towards the end of the table. 
Just as I began to wonder who was missing, my Aunt Kendall quietly entered wearing 
a beanie and a baggie sweatshirt. I was delighted to see her, seeing that she was my 
favorite aunt, though I was puzzled by her outfit choice. She was wearing a hat at the 
dinner table. Nearly a week prior, my dad had made my brother remove his Dodgers 
baseball cap at dinner because it was “disrespectful.” So why did Aunt Kendall get to 
wear a hat at dinner? It just wasn’t fair. The dinner was eternal, but for some reason, 
I could not seem to set my mind on anything but Aunt Kendall’s hat. A few times, I 
pondered asking her to take it off, but something deep inside me kept it from coming 
out. The faint sound of “thankful for’s” and my grandpa’s childhood tales lingered 
in my ears as I stared blankly at the grape knit beanie that concealed Aunt Kendall’s 
head. Finally, after what seemed to be years, my dad leaned over and whispered in my 
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ear, “All good, Clem?” I smiled, quickly grabbed my plate, and scurried to the kitchen 
where I placed it gently in the sink. My family always gathered in the “library” after 
dinner, so I skipped into the nearly book-less room and made a comfortable seat out 
of my father’s lap. My grandpa was speaking, of course, about his glory days when he 
opened up for hit bands like Jerry Lee Lewis, but my eyes were glued to her hat once 
more. How could Aunt Kendall get away with wearing a hat indoors? The thought 
began to boil inside of me; the internal kettle was just waiting to scream. And all of a 
sudden,

 “You can’t wear that.” The words shot out of me like a boomerang, but my hand 
moved even quicker to cover the awful hole that the words had flown out of. Aunt 
Kendall looked at me, then around the room, then back to me again. And then, to my 
surprise, she removed the hat, revealing a nearly hairless head. My eyes widened, as I 
stared in wonder and disbelief. The topic of grandpa’s glory days continued on with-
out hesitation. Maybe I was the only person who noticed she was bald, or maybe I had 
packed my stomach with too many helpings of mashed potatoes and was beginning to 
hallucinate. I leaned back into my dad’s chest,

 “Dadda? How come Aunt Kendall cut her hair off?” He smiled an uneasy smile, 
and then motioned me to get up. I lugged my potato-stuffed body off of him and pro-
ceeded to follow him into the backyard.

 It began as so, “Clemmy, Auntie Kendall has cancer. Do you know what Cancer 
is?” I nodded, but it was a lie. I was old enough to know what cancer was, but young 
enough to have difficulty understanding it. My dad told me about the type of cancer 
she had, Hodgkin’s Disease, and the treatment she was undergoing from really smart 
doctors. I was also informed of how deadly cancer can be, and how if you don’t stay 
strong throughout the process, it may not end well. My eyes glazed over like a lake 
in December, and I sat there; staring, listening, waiting. Finally the phrase, “we think 
she’s going to be okay” stuttered off of my dad’s lips. “We think.” A tear slipped down 
my face as I looked at my size 4 feet.

 Who knew that I was going to be served a huge helping of reality along with my 
turkey and green beans on that particular Thanksgiving? It turns out that life, even for 
the people we cherish the most, is never constant. This is why we must treasure every 
second, minute, and hour we share with the people we love. Thanksgiving, by defini-
tion, is the expression of gratitude. Let people know how much you appreciate them; 
tell them why they mean so much to you; show them how important they are. Genuine-
ly good people come around only so often; so don’t make the mistake of taking them 
for granted. Of course that all makes perfect sense now. But at that point in my young 
life, all I could do was take my father’s heartfelt suggestion that I run and give my 
Aunt Kendall a hug. And I’ll never forget doing just that; only to have her smile, laugh, 
and place the bright purple hat on my concerned little head.

 This year, as I sat down on my own time to jot down my “thankful for’s”, I 
thought about Thanksgiving at age seven. I am no longer thankful for what we are 
expected to be thankful for. Yes, I am thankful for my mom, I am thankful for my dad, 
and occasionally, I am thankful for my abnormally large golden retriever; however, I 
am particularly thankful for my beautiful Aunt Kendall, who has been in remission for 
nearly 5 years. But most importantly, I am thankful for a better understanding of ex-
actly what it means to be thankful.

 Here comes another round of “thankful for’s”, but this time, they’ll mean some-
thing more than just a fourth grader’s improv on a piece of orange construction paper.
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Evan Selger
Center School 
East Hampton, CT
5th Grade

New Life

 Ian, the spy, is driving around in a tan smart car.  He has every right to be mad 
because his mission takes place in a fairly large town and the car he is driving is not 
the top notch spy car.  Ian would prefer the FWC, which is a flying car with wings or 
the ADB, which is a car that has an automatic drill that digs underground.  His salary 
is less than $30,000 a day which in 3017, is not a lot.

 Then one day there was an amazing announcement.  A robot spaceship found 
an outer planet that has footprints unlike any animal from Earth.  The planet is shaped 
like the profile of a head when you face the right way.  Unfortunately, technology has 
grown including warfare and weaponry on Earth.  The most powerful weapon is a gun 
the size of a street which is so accurate that it has the ability to shoot the top of a pin. 
The gun can hold up to 1,025 rounds, each bigger than cannon balls.  Also there is a 
Hydrogen Bomb XD which can destroy a full third of the U.S.A.

 Tick, tick, tick Ian’s super hearing device allows Ian to hear a bomb.  He drives to 
stop the bomb but the top spy, has already diffused it.

In all of Ian’s life as a spy there have only been three occasions in which Jay has not 
gotten to a crime scene before him and one was a bomb threat which turned out to be a 
clock.

 The next day Ian heard something in the nearby woods. He went to investigate 
and he couldn’t believe what he saw. It was as if he was in a dream.  He saw a pitch 
black shadow of a bomb. The situation was so bad he felt like fainting.  With his power 
scanner he could see the bomb had enough power to destroy the world.  And who did 
he find behind all this?  It was none other than Jay the top spy.

 Then Jay vanished.  Ian realized it was a trap but had no time to move.  BANG! 
Ian was knocked unconscious and he fell to the ground.  The last thing Ian heard was 
a faint voice saying “no one can stop me now.”  When he woke up he was in a cellar 
with no clue as to what had happened. He didn’t even remember what had happened 
that evening or any time before. He still had blurry eyes, but he saw a rope attached 
to something dark and round. When Ian’s eyes adjusted, he saw he was in a cellar. He 
walked to the door and opened it to see a huge bomb but was not scared. He didn’t 
know how dangerous it was because he had lost his memory. Then he remembered 
everything. 

 He saw four lasers about to set the bomb off. 
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 Ian was thinking of how to stop the bomb.  He saw he was stepping on a button, 
so he stepped off the button, but he stepped onto another button. The first button was 
still pushed down, making the lasers go faster.  Ian figured out that he had to find a 
button that would stop the laser, and fast.  He kept stepping on different buttons that 
might stop the lasers, but the lasers were still moving faster and faster. Then he saw 
a button around the string at the bottom and he pressed it just before the bomb went 
off.  The laser beams disappeared and as he walked and all of the sudden bullets were 
flying at him from every direction.  As he was dodging bullets, he saw that an army of 
Jay clones were shooting at him as he took fast steps toward the exit.

 After what felt like countless hours, Ian ended up in a cloud of Jay clones. All 
the clones started to shoot at Ian again. He dodged the bullets and the bullets aimed at 
him from the clones of Jay ended up killing other Jay clones and Ian escaped into the 
woods to spy on what was happening.

 Ian saw a timer that had thirty minutes on it.  Ian looked at his watch. It read 
11:30 a.m.

 Ian told the spy company that Jay was evil, but they laughed their hearts out. Ian 
knew he had to stop the bomb by himself, but how?

 He went back to the woods, but there was no bomb in sight.  Instead there was a 
building surrounded by millions Jay clones.

 Ian was trying to find a way past all the Jay clones so he could get in.  He thought 
of just one small possibility, so he tried it.  He took out his emergency camouflage 
bush.  Little by little he got to an underground entrance.  It was dark and cold. Then he 
heard the words “Hurry Up!” and knew it was Jay.

 Ian saw the faint image of some guards coming closer, so he jumped out of the 
bush and behind a chair.  Ian crept away while all the guards went over to check the 
bush out.  He knew this was his chance to get the real Jay and stop him. Ian checked 
his clock. It was 11:55 a.m. and the bomb was set to explode and 12:00 p.m.  The guards 
started to come back and Ian looked for a hiding spot, but no matter where he looked 
he could not find one.  He ran into a room where he could not see at all, but he heard 
Jay’s voice.  At that moment, the lights went on. Ian saw clearly he was outnumbered 
by what seemed like millions of robots and there was a large machine made of parts 
from the spy company.  Ian could not fight because it would take too much time and 
there were more robots being made by the machine. Then Ian noticed a rope above 
him.  He jumped to grab it and swung over the robots to the top of the bomb.  The 
bomb’s timer was ticking down again.  Ian had to stop the timer before the bomb went 
off.  With just seconds to spare he stopped it with his swiss army laser blade and the 
bomb did not go off.   

 Then a laser sword came out of nowhere and cut his hand off.  With robots chas-
ing him he cut a hole in the machine with his swiss army laser blade and the robots all 
fell at once. Ian had finished his greatest mission. Jay was caught and went to a special 
jail with great security. 
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Lauren Pelosi
Memorial Middle School
Middlebury, CT
8th Grade

The Suitcase

 Ten floors above ground level, she fumbles to fit the key into the lock, cursing 
her rotten luck that tonight, of all nights, a sign on the elevator door reads “Out of 
Order.”  Rose stumbles inside her old-fashioned, one-room apartment, eyelids droop-
ing as she lugs her burdensome suitcase through the doorway.  Exhausted, she craves 
nothing more than to swipe her pajamas from her bag and snuggle into bed, but a sud-
den realization jolts her wide awake.  As a breeze wanders through the room, arousing 
her wild, fiery red curls, she stops.  How could she have been so careless as to leave 
her window open the whole time she was away on her girls’ weekend retreat?  

 In the faint fluorescent lamp light of the apartment, she heaves the plain black 
suitcase onto her bed.  If her best friend, Corey, hadn’t given her a ride home from the 
airport, Rose hates to think of where she would be now.  In her tired haze, she fondly 
recounts their weekend jaunt to the Caribbean. It is remarkable, she thinks, how three 
girls with such utterly distinct personalities could come together in a binding friend-
ship that works so well: Corey, fulfilling the boisterous, eccentric, and outgoing por-
tion of their clique; Shannon, the reserved, reliable one; and Rose, the factual, rational 
archaeologist.  She undoes the zipper on the bag.  The thought of cuddly pajamas 
brings a smile to her face as she drowsily begins to sift through the disorderly mound 
of skirts, blouses, shorts, heels…and they’re not hers.      

 Overcome by the dread of what this means, her hands flurry around the outside 
of the suitcase in desperate search of a tag telling an owner. She finds none.  Regret 
swells in her heart for in her lost black suitcase, Rose had stored the album containing 
every photograph ever snapped over the years on her friends’ annual girls’ trip.  Out 
of habit, Rose reaches for the phone on the nightstand to dial Corey, as she always 
does when she has a problem, but something amid the jumbled mess of clothes catches 
her eye.  It’s the corner of a book peeking out.  The archaeologist in her is tempted to 
systematically unload the suitcase in layers in order to reach it, but the senseless chaos 
of clothes makes this task impossible and deeply disgusts her. As she brushes aside the 
garments on top of the pile to uncover the book that hides beneath, she notices shreds 
of toenail clippings are scattered among the contents, caught in stitches of sleeves and 
clumped together in the soles of shoes.  “Ugh,” Rose groans to herself, “whoever left 
their bag like this is such a slob.  Toenails?  Really?”  She manages to unearth the choc-
olate-brown leather-bound book deep in the depths of the clothing mountain, and runs 
her finger across the spidery creases etched in the cover.  She decides that, because this 
must be a diary revealing the owner’s identity, she was not going to bother respect-
ing privacy.  Rose eases open the cover to the first faded page and is startled by a large 
pencil-sketched image of a crescent moon, the lines careful, precise, and deliberate.  
She turns to the next, which depicts a similar night sky, this slice of the moon slightly 
wider than the first.  Discouraged, she flips the book shut, thinking it must belong to 
an astrologist, and tosses it aside.  Rose buries it in various toenail-sprinkled articles of 
clothing, dismissing each as of no use to her.  Until she comes upon a wooden stick. 
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 Intrigued, she examines the twig’s imperfect structure, just with her eyes at first.  
What a peculiar thing to pack for a trip.  For a closer look, Rose raises it gingerly to her 
eyes, wondering if it was more than what it seemed like and not daring to handle it 
recklessly for fear that it was.  A sudden overwhelming, inexplicable rush makes her 
fingertips tingle, a sensation like a static electricity shock, but for some reason she feels 
her touch is being rejected and she releases it.  It falls lightly onto a cushion of hats 
within the walls of the suitcase.  Furrowing an eyebrow, Rose pushes it aside. Why 
would anyone carry around a stick with them?  She shakes the pain out of her hand 
but the tingling lingers.   

 She fishes deeper into the bag.  Out comes a toothbrush, flashy, decorative belts, 
and shimmering necklaces.  With a smile of affection, she finds what is clearly a home-
made child’s doll, soft, felty skin patched with rags.  Rose cradles it upright in her 
hands, and its limbs dangle lifelessly.  The head hangs forward so the chin rests against 
the chest and a curtain of dark, stringy hair hides her face from view.  Rose sweeps the 
hair aside with a finger and holds the head up straight, already grinning as she pre-
pares to admire its expression.  But her grin drops when her eyes fall on the face of the 
doll.       

  The hollow eyes peering back at Rose strike her as eerily familiar.   In less than 
an instant, she realizes whose features the doll’s so strangely imitate.  Her friend, Ab-
bey.  Just weeks ago, Abbey had tragically died, fallen down the steps and broken her 
neck on the courthouse where she works.  Rose thinks that it’s ridiculous, of course, 
that she’s reminded of Abbey through an insignificant doll which she has no relation 
to, and disregards it, convinced she is simply grieving her friend’s recent death after 
returning from their first girls’ getaway without her. But the resemblance is uncanny.  
Rose strokes the threads that run down the sides to hold the doll together, feeling the 
countless popped stitches, prickly against her skin.  The doll’s emotionless, haunted 
eyes, glare back at her as she searches them intently for an image other than a strik-
ingly familiar face.  This was not a child’s doll at all.  She prods the head with her fin-
ger, thinking that perhaps a different angle would help her perceive it in another way, 
and it rolls limply back.  As she does, she thinks she hears a soft crackle, like a partly 
snapped piece of wood bending, breaking completely in two. 

 Rose sets the figure down next to the suitcase.  Suddenly, she feels an indescrib-
able urge for a second look at the astrologist’s book and pulls it from beneath the 
clothes.  Behind the leather cover, the crescent moon gapes at her from the otherwise 
empty page.  Curious, Rose scrambles to her feet and pads over to the open window, 
which stretches from her ankles to above her head.  She finds herself holding the 
book out into the shaft of moonlight that falls into the streets below, being careful to 
keep her balance as she leans precariously forward.  She cannot see the moon itself 
as it looms over her head out of view, but its light is just enough to read by.  To her 
astonishment, beside the sketch, thin, ragged words slowly come into visibility.  She 
holds her breath.  Squinting at the scraggly handwriting, Rose begins to decipher the 
message:

 “When the waxing crescent casts its light
 I declare her in my thrall
 Descending into the moonlit night
 Ten stories down she’ll fall.”

 “What preposterous hocus pocus,” Rose mutters to herself.  She tries to keep her 
whispering voice steady, but she’s trembling.  Rose backs hastily away from the win-
dow.  A little too hard, she slams the book shut and throws it down among the belong-
ings strewn across the bed.  “Silly nonsensical garbage,” she scoffs, but inside she’s not 
convinced of this.

 Rose comes to the last of the clothes, straggling socks at the bottom, and pulls 
them out of the bag.  Lonely, lurking in the shadows deep in the black void, all that 
remains is a lock of hair.  Rose reaches for it, takes it in her hands, caresses the bushy 
bundle of bright red curls.

 The telephone on her nightstand rings.  She snatches it up.  “Rose, honey, its Co-
rey.  I think you have my suitcase.”
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Sorrow for the 
Enemy

Lilia Kang
Communication High School
Wall, NJ
9th Grade

 The deep, stygian pit of loss was almost too much to bear. Walls of despair 
loomed all around me, taunting me, casting dark shadows of coldness that swirled 
around my head, clouding my vision. Maybe I could have climbed out—if only I had 
a purpose and a heart to serve it with. But, no. Instead, there was a black hole in my 
chest gasping for air, every day—every hour—every minute of the damned day. How 
could I ever return to the life I had before? All I wanted was for everything to be nor-
mal again. But I couldn’t. It was simple. There was no way, and I had no reason to live. 
Nobody would tear up, even the slightest, if I died. No one cared. This is what I sol-
emnly believed for the past year and a half.

 Now, my depression didn’t just drop from the clear-as-day blue sky, in a little 
bottle with a label that said, “Drink Me.”  If life were a fairytale, I wouldn’t—shouldn’t 
be feeling like hell right now. No, there was a reason my fragile heart was bound with 
unbreakable chains of pain and suffering. What it was or where it came from I’m not 
completely sure of. But I did know I couldn’t handle it. 

 You see, the heart is delicate. But it is also vital. It is the artery that works day 
and night to keep you alive. So much pressure, so much dependence that the heart 
needs to uphold. And yet it is so delicate—breakable with only a few whispered 
words. Even if your heart breaks, it needs to soldier on and keep pumping blood. But 
how long could it do that? How long can you continue to fight, even when you are 
broken? 

 Early on, it felt as though the pain was somewhere far off, past a murky glass 
window. I knew it was there, yet I couldn’t see it clear enough to feel its entire wrath. 
I would fight against that plummeting feeling in my stomach by stuffing myself with 
junk food. But it didn’t help. If anything, it made my situation worse. My alcoholic par-
ents would scream at me to “Get off your good-for-nothing butt and get a damn job.” 
For all they cared, I was just a wastrel that took up too much space, food, and more im-
portantly money, for their liking. Yet, amazingly enough, they weren’t the main build-
ing block of my “Tower of Tribulation.”  There was something else. Something terrible. 
Though, I’m not sure if I can tell the story, without wringing my little hands raw, or 
staining my shirt in tears. I must tell the story, I told myself over and over in my some-
what delusional head, If I don’t, I will never be able to accept the fact that she is gone. So this 
is how my story unfolds.
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 Everybody has a best friend right? The one that you can trust with your secrets. 
The one who won’t judge you because of your eccentricities. For me, that person was 
Morgan. I called her Morgue for short and often teased her about her inexplicable 
fascination with the darker things in life. Morgan had been my friend since I was a 
toddler, and I loved her with all my heart. She was my go-to gal if I ever had an issue 
to deal with. Essentially, she was the sister that I never had. I knew, even at my ado-
lescent age, that I would do anything for her, risk my life even. No force in the world 
could tear apart our friendship. We were as close as my mom and I, and the chilled Co-
rona on the bedside mahogany table. (SHE WASN’T CLOSE TO HER MOM-RIGHT?)

 Or so I thought. 
 It was a cloudy day—gray with just that tint of orange that hinted at an oncom-

ing storm. I trudged to the bus stop, shrinking inside myself to try and escape the cold. 
Morgue was already there, her hair bouncing to the rhythm of the wind. I smiled. 

 “Hey, how’s it going?” I began. It wasn’t so much a conversation starter as my 
genuine interest in her well-being.

 “I’m fine, I’m fine. Cold as hell but nothing to do about that I guess.” She replied. 
“My brother didn’t come home until one in the morning. You should have seen the fit 
my parents were having. It was hilarious.”

 I nodded my head gently. Her family was so much different than mine. I would 
never understand what it was like to have parents who cared. 

 Hands in our pockets, we huddled to the bench and sat down on our backpacks 
to avoid the cold sting of metal in the winter time. Then began our usual routine. Mor-
gan and I started to swap secrets even though we both knew each other’s heart, from 
the inside out. I confessed to her that I no longer had a crush on Mikey Hudson and 
she dutifully denied my statement. At times, she knew me better than I knew myself. 
She shoved me playfully and received a slap on the back in return.  Things couldn’t get 
better. I was too right. I noticed then, that Morgan’s hands were shaking—and it wasn’t 
because of the cold.

 “Something wrong Jenskey?” I inquired in a playful yet considerate tone. 
“You’re shaking like a blender set on PUREE. And we’ve been in much harsher weath-
er than this before. You ok?”

 “Yeah, yeah fine. Just cold, that’s all.” I knew it was weird at the time but I de-
cided to let it go. If only I had inquired deeper. Maybe I could have helped her. Maybe 
I could have saved myself. 

 She changed the subject quickly to sports and I went along with it. We were 
discussing the probability on the Giants winning the next game when there was a 
high-pitched shriek. It was only a few houses away and Morgan and I quickly looked 
to each other, fear overwhelming our once-giddy expressions. She resembled what I 
imagined to be the face of the screaming victim. Her eyes were blank, her skin chalky 
white, and for once, her rosy red cheeks, weren’t so rosy. 

 I knew then that I would need to be the strong one, just this once. But I couldn’t. 
A qualm crept into my body, and for a moment I felt as if we weren’t going to make it. 
I’m going to die I thought with almost a definitive tone. It will be a short painless death, but 
nonetheless, I will die. 

 Then there was a man clothed in all black, dashing down the street like a Teflon-
coated bullet. He knocked down several garbage cans that were in his way. Almost si-
multaneously, the comforting bright yellow of our school bus appeared in my periph-
eral vision. The bus driver must have heard the shout and known we were in trouble. 
Run! I shouted at myself. What are you doing just run! But my feet were rooted to the 
spot. 

 Eventually I broke out of my stupor and started towards the bus. However, 
when I looked back over my shoulder, Morgan was frozen to the spot. She must have 
been facing the same petrifaction that I felt just a few moments ago. Without a second 
thought I did a 180 pirouette to drag my best friend out of harm’s way. But luck was 
not with me that day. I clumsily slipped on a mixture of dew, mud, and grass and 
my head plunged towards the concrete. Shock and adrenaline protected me from any 
initial pain. I struggled to stay conscious to ensure that Morgan was safe, but it felt as 
if the whole world was yelling at me to let go and give in to the trouble-free state of 
unconsciousness. I was able to stay awake long enough to see Morgan getting pushed 
into the street just as the bus came to see what happened. Morgan and the yellow dis-
trict school bus collided creating an audible thud. I was conscious enough to catch the 
sound of her bones cracking, and the unforgettable resonance of her spinal cord dis-
connecting. The reverberation still haunts me in my sleep. She let out a startled cry, 
and choked “Oh!” then closed her eyes and allowed the world capture her. She’s gone, I 
realized with inevitable dread. Blackness overtook me before I could weep for her.

 When I awoke, a man wearing white that was too bright for my eyes loomed 
over me. His eyes were gentle but still I did not feel safe. A constant, rhythmic throb of 
pain inhabited the back of my head. I scrutinized the room some more, never looking 
directly at the man who I assumed was my nurse. A tall, steel, machine monitor was 
to the right, measuring my heartbeat and glucose level, with a gentle hum. I noticed a 
saline drip attached to my right arm on the inner elbow crease. Slowly, yet audibly, I 
heard the drip drip of the fluid, and the thud thud of upcoming footsteps. 

 I picked up a spoon from the food tray, and examined myself on the backside 
of it. My hair was matted with blood and dirt. My skin was pale and blue veins were 
faintly visible. My eyes were light gray – almost white. That was odd. I always had 
dark chocolate-brown eyes. I dropped the spoon, startled, as another doctor entered 
the room. 
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 “A bit jumpy today, aren’t we?” he began. The doctor consulted the brown clip-
board in his right arm, and glanced at me briefly. I tried to salvage a smile, but it may 
have turned out to be a grimace. “In any case, you’re awake. Good. How do you feel? 
Your head will hurt for a couple of more weeks I’m afraid. That fall you suffered was 
quite nasty. Your heartbeat and EEG are normal, and you should be alright except for 
the slight case of emotional trauma. We’ll call down psych for that.”

 He rambled on and on and all I could do was nod. The doctor’s eyes drifted 
down towards the spoon on my lap and it must’ve clicked in his head.

 “Ah… well your eyes have changed color because of the shock you have expe-
rienced. That should be temporary. Your parents are coming in a few moments, so sit 
tight, and try to keep yourself hydrated. If you need anything, just ring this bell. Ok?” 

 “nnngh.” I mumbled through numb lips. I chuckled slightly then just nodded my 
head. He looked at me with genuine concern in his features. His eyes were sympathet-
ic. It was a refreshing change from my parents blaming eyes.

   As the doctor left I sifted through all the information I had just been given and 
caught onto one particular part. ‘Your parents are coming in a few moments.’ The 
statement repeated in my mind a few times like I was unable to accept the reality of 
it. My parents would beat every smile that I had worn in the past, slick off my face. In 
their eyes, the lousy excuse for a daughter of theirs just cost them perhaps thousands 
of dollars in medical bills. 

 Unexpected tears started streaming down my face. I couldn’t go back to the 
life I had at Tennessee’s Woodtown Junior High. I wouldn’t be able to see Morgan at 
school anymore. Morgan. She was dead. The word sounded harsh and unforgiving 
in my mind. Burning tears ran from my face once more, sliding off my face and onto 
the fleece blanket, creating puddles of salty water. I mourned my friend, blubbering 
nonsense words, and bawling my eyes out until they were extremely puffy and the 
skin was rubbed raw. “MORGAN!!!!” I vociferated, unaware of my surroundings for a 
fleeting moment. Hastily, I shut my mouth, and reverted to sobbing agonizingly. Every 
large intake of breath, sent a pang of nausea to my stomach, and I knew I had to stop 
before my parents arrived. Father didn’t tolerate the slightest bit of crying, and slapped 
me upside the head every time so much as a tear leaked out from under my eyelids. 
Impetuously, I mopped up the tears from my eyelids. The movement irritated the al-
ready sore skin of my eyes. I rejuvenated my eyes with a dash of water from the plastic 
cup on the food tray, so I was more able to see. I then shut my eyes and forced myself 
to speak normally, so that my voice would not sound choked when the time came to 
speak with my parents. I can’t let Mother and Father see me like this I reminded myself, 
as I felt the tears threaten to well up again. Pull yourself together. Just put on an apologetic 
façade for Mom. That way I can avoid the worst of their wrath.

 Not a second too late, my parents thrust the automatic door open, impatient to 
get the visit over and done with. “Hi.” I greeted them softly.

 “I don’t know what type of prank you’re trying to pull, but I will not let you 
bankrupt me. Do you have any idea how much this little stunt of yours cost? I’m strip-
ping you of all your savings, and you better find a job within the week or else you’re 
out. Got that? Your mother and I care for you and provide you with shelter every day, 
and this is how you pay us back? You spoiled and filthy child.  Just watch yourself 
Missy. One more “incident” like this and you’ll be shipped off to St. Bernard’s School 
for Juvenile Girls.” 

 I could smell the tequila and cigars in his breath, and instantly, my vision grew 
hazy. Spittle lay splattered across my face, but I paid no attention to it. My drunken 
parents actually thought that the injury was my fault. I was speechless. My insides be-
gan to boil, as the fuming hatred for my parents resurfaced. All these years I have been 
able to keep out of my parents hair and “lay low.” Now one little accident, that wasn’t 
even my fault, was suddenly enough to kick me out of the house? However large my 
revulsion for the two people standing before me was, the remorse I felt for Morgan, 
overcame all feelings. 

 I took a few deep breaths, to calm the pounding in my ears. I looked over at the 
spiked line that showed my heartbeat. How could it look so healthy and normal when 
inside a war was raging? 

 I grabbed my phone from the side table and checked my messages and social 
media. For some reason, connecting with the real world seemed like the right thing to 
do. Tapping the Facebook app, I wanted to write some sort of poetic tribute to Morgan, 
and post it on her wall. But something else caught my eye. 387 notifications and 45 
messages. That was practically the entire 9th grade. Cautiously, I checked my notifica-
tions first, as they would take a longer time. Most of them led to my wall. As I read, 
and reread some of the posts, my eyes started to sting. 

 “Mikey Hudson will never love u lol u cray” one wrote. 
 “tbh i’m not even surprised that your parents are alcoholics. figures.”
 “LOL JORDAN EXCALI WOULD NEVER LIKE YOU”
  “pls just go away no one needs you here” 
 The list went on and on. There was so much hate in these comments. But I didn’t 

do anything. Why did all these people loathe me? Gradually, the vexation I pushed 
aside earlier rose to the surface again. This was all of my personal information they 
were exploiting. How did they even find out? I tapped back to my newsfeed and saw 
the answer staring me boldly in the face, jeering at me. 

 It was all Morgan. She told everyone… everything; my crush on Mikey Hudson, 
my hunch that Jordan Excali liked me, my parents’ alcoholic problem—everything. 
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 For the umpteenth time, tears overfilled my eyes, as I thought of Morgan. But 
this time, I wasn’t completely sure whether the tears I cried, were of anger, or of sor-
row. My inner feelings were battling each other for the rightful place in my heart 
and mind. And now it was a test of what was stronger. Could grief cloud the anger? 
Or would rage triumph and completely wipe out any sorrow I had over her death? I 
couldn’t believe that Morgan, Morgan my best friend, betrayed me. 

 I felt so alone. The majority of my grade hated me. My best friend was not only 
dead, but the last thing she did for me was betray me. My parents didn’t care for me. 
What else was left? Nothing. 

 I fell into a light slumber then, plagued with sharp spikes of angry reds and dark 
blues. When I awoke, I was significantly calmer. I thought about what my life was go-
ing to be like now. What if all I felt for Morgan for the rest of my life was fury? No, she 
deserved more than that. On the other hand, I couldn’t just ignore the fact that she had 
forsaken my everlasting trust. My brain and heart throbbed in unison as they conferred 
with each other, to decide which emotion they would possess. It was too much of a 
hardship. I felt as though my heart was ready to burst from all the stress and complica-
tions put on it. For the second time in minutes, my heart sensed that the weight of the 
world and all its troubles were bearing down on it. But this time, the weight was too 
much. My delicate little frame could hold no longer. Every breath I took was a wave of 
agony, more than eager to knock me over. Every thought that trespassed my mind was 
burned into my brain forever and repeated in my mind until the very statement itself 
was invalidated. Every tear I cried, was a reminder of the confusion and chaos that 
settled itself in the new home it overtook—my heart. I had lost all sense of time and 
place. My body didn’t feel the rough cotton of the light green bed sheets below me or 
sense the presence of a microwave heat pack on top of me. I felt disconnected from the 
world, and therefore on my own little planet. This planet was a little like Pluto—cold, 
with bitter winds forever biting at my face. How I yearned for sunshine and peace of 
mind. How I desired freedom from this world of never-ending bewilderment and last-
ing anguish.  

 But, as long as I waited, that freedom never came. To this day, the incident still 
haunts me, in my dreams, as well as my daily visions. Though I am frightened to real-
ize this, there was nothing I could have done to save my friend. If I had even tried to 
save her, we would both have died. But perhaps that was the better choice. That way 
I wouldn’t have to go through the torture I feel right now. I am afraid to take the bus. 
I get palpitations if I even walk past the place where the incident occurred. Whether I 
feel angry at Morgan now, I can’t tell. My heart is one grand jig-saw puzzle, but no one 
has the strength to put it back together—especially not me. 

 I slowly picked myself up off the ground where I lay, reminiscing in my story. 
My t-shirt was soaked with tears, and my hair was messy as a bird’s nest. Crawling to 
my room, I changed without even thinking about what I was putting on and ran a wire 
brush through my hair a few times. Retelling the story in my head, gave me renewed 
strength—not much—but enough to ignite a little spark of hope. With a smile on my 
face—the first one in 13 months—I went to the bathroom and fixed my hair, brushed 
my teeth, washed my face, and even applied a tad bit of makeup. With the meager 
piece of hope swirling around inside me, warming my body, I prepared my bag, and 
rode briskly to school on my bicycle. The fresh air only kindled the spark of hope rath-
er than blowing it out. 

 I marched straight into first period and began my day, impressively better than 
the past 278. I participated in all the questions, spoke lively during hallway time to 
anyone that would listen, and even smiled at a teacher. That was my second smile to-
day. What a record. 

 The minutes of the day seemed to zoom right on by as I partook in classes. Final-
ly, when I reached the final period of the day I remembered that Mikey Hudson was 
in this class. Mikey Hudson who, without knowing it, stole the heart of every girl in 
the 9th grade. I walked past him gingerly, attempting not to draw attention to myself. 
Instantly, anxieties of not looking “good enough” overpowered my enterprising spirit. 
I probably look like a shipwreck, I told myself harshly. Just don’t make eye contact. Focus 
on the lesson. Naturally, I did none of those things. My eyes kept glancing sideways at 
Mikey to check on how he was doing. Once, he almost caught my gaze, but I expertly 
crafted my gaze downward just in time. 

 Around twenty minutes into the class, a poorly folded piece of notebook paper 
was thrown in my direction. My heart sank. Could this possibly be another hate com-
ment? Would people go as far as too insult me during school? Unusually eager, I un-
furled the piece of paper with bated breath, and rapidly scanned the sheet. Again and 
again, I analyzed the page, hopelessly groping for an answer to the many questions 
that erupted in my mind. Finally, in the bottom right hand corner, a small inscription 
was made. “MH” it said. The full note read:

 “you’re not alone. don’t ever think that you’re alone in this world. you have me.”
 I looked up at him and saw his crooked half-smile. I smiled back. Maybe there 

was a way, and I had a reason to live. Maybe someone out there would tear up if I 
died. Maybe, just maybe, someone cared. 
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Carmen Garcia
Potomac Falls High School
Sterling, Virginia
11th Grade

Being a 
Woman in 
Today’s Society

 Through out my life, I have had to face many challenges; keeping my grades 
up, becoming a faster runner, and performing well on my violin. Though the barriers 
separating men and women have more or less disappeared, I still come in contact with 
sexism nearly every day. I have been in high-level math and science classes since 9th 
grade and am often times one of the only girls in my class. Personally, I feel like my 
teachers some times expect me not to succeed as often as my male peers. When run-
ning track and field, I have often been greeted with snide remarks: “You’ll never be 
as fast as a guy,” almost as if people simply expect less of me because of my gender. 
For hundreds of years, a woman’s role in life is to solely provide for her husband and 
children. A woman was supposed to be happy with her life as a housewife and wasn’t 
expected to be independent. Though our society has obviously advanced (women now 
go to college, work, and are not always married), there are still many people in this 
world who do not accept this idea as normal. 

 This stereotype is a completely irrational one. Just like your race and sexual ori-
entation, you were born that way and to be judged or discriminated against for some-
thing you have had no control over since the beginning of your life is completely un-
just. Though it was believed, by early psychologists, that woman were simply born less 
intelligent, with brains proportionately smaller than men, this theory has clearly been 
disproven. Yet, who knows how long it will take for the stereotype to disappear in its 
entity. 

 However, being faced with these difficulties has taught me something very im-
portant. When people tell me I cannot do something, simply because I am a woman, it 
makes me try that much harder to prove them wrong.
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Shailee Modi
Quail Valley Middle School
Houston, TX
8th Grade

Unchained 
Love

 As I said goodbye one last time, I felt a throbbing ache creeping into the very 
depths of my heart. I didn’t know it was going to be this hard to let go of “my other 
half” but it had to be done. 

 I could feel his stare burning in the back of my head. I wanted to turn around but 
I couldn’t bear to see the anger and the hurt in his eyes. The guilt would eat me alive, 
bit by bit, until I was nothing but a soul filled with contrition. I could just picture his 
gaze; filled with accusation and a touch of pain aimed at me for breaking his heart and 
his trust as well. He had given me all his love with an expectation that I would return 
the love to him. But I couldn’t. So what was I supposed to say? Love should be some-
thing that is expressed in everything you do; it can’t be forced, no matter how much 
you try to gain that loving feeling. 

 Love is interconnected with truth. They bind you in chains and force you to do 
what your heart says is right but they leave you lying there, feeling hopelessly deject-
ed. At least, that’s what my sister told me when her fiancé broke her heart and left her 
waiting on her wedding day. 

 You shouldn’t have to lie or hide anything from the one you love. They should 
be able to understand everything without being told a single thing. He should put a 
smile on your face whenever he does something sweet or even stupid. The feeling you 
get when you are with him, should be the happiest few moments of your entire life. 
But they aren’t and they weren’t. So why should I lie to him and keep both of us un-
happy? Isn’t love telling someone the truth even if it might hurt them? Maybe not. But 
even if it isn’t, then so be it. I am not chained to anyone nor their love. I am free.



SPECIAL
FEATURE
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Hank Kellner
Retired Educator
Winston-Salem, NC

“Words and pictures can work together to communicate more powerfully than either alone.”                                                                                                
 William Albert Allard
    American Photographer

 
 Show a photograph to a child, and the youngster will point to it, trace its im-

age, and respond with a variety of emotions. Show another to an adult, and you get 
a frown, a smile, or a gesture—rarely will you draw a blank. Then show a photo, or a 
series of photos, to people at any level, and you’ll have more responses than you can 
handle. Soon your students will be scribbling poems and essays that will make you 
wonder why you hadn’t used this simple and obvious technique years earlier for stim-
ulating the creative process.

 Why do students respond so enthusiastically to graphic images? Here’s one 
theory. Early humans drew pictures on the walls of caves. That’s visual orientation, 
the kind of communication that doesn’t depend on the written word. Then along came 
paper and ink, and with them, word orientation. Meticulously copying texts, monks la-
bored for centuries with this kind of mindset. True, they also embellished these works 
with colorful designs and images—the illuminated manuscript— but the text prevailed 
and the visual orientation of the cave was slowly being edged out by attention to the 
written word.

 Then came the printing press followed by machines that could set type and re-
produce images that would have astounded the medieval monks who labored in their 
cells. Later, during the 19th Century, innovators discovered how to capture images 
on film, and still photographs and motion pictures were born. During the 20th Cen-
tury, children in schools found themselves in groups called “Bluebirds” and “Robins,” 
where they were encouraged to master the printed word, whatever the cost. Frozen 
in time, little Johnny and Betty roamed the pages of primary readers or scratched out 
weekly compositions on topics like “My Vacation” or “My Favorite Pet.”

 Today the pendulum of history is swinging back toward an emphasis on visual 
images. The explosion that began with the invention of photography recalled our early 
attempts to communicate by drawing on the walls of caves. From still photography 
came motion pictures. Then came television, and what was a trickle burst into a tor-
rent. It was, in a sense, a return to the cave. Finally, the digital revolution has convert-
ed the torrent of images into a tsunami that floods the senses and is virtually impos-
sible to ignore.

The Power of 
Photographs 

to Inspire 
Writing

Note from the assistant editor: The links in this article lead to a site called Flickr.com. Flickr is 
a safe, photo-sharing site. Clicking the links will direct you only to the Writers’ Slate’s online 
photo gallery.

-Michelle Gorges
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     Often maligned but never out of sight, these visual images captivate us. Show 
students a simple photograph of waves beating against the shore and you’ll be amazed 
by their responses. Some will recall memories of seaside childhoods; others will visual-
ize sea stories, shipwrecks, mysteries of the deep, and more. Still others will venture 
into the abstract—the world of simile, metaphor, and personification—perhaps tran-
scribing a bit of themselves into their writing. 

 For teachers who recognize the power of photographic images to inspire writ-
ing, the rewards are great. No longer will students complain, “I don’t know what to 
write about.” Why is this so? Perhaps it is because there is something magical about 
photographs; something that causes students to respond spontaneously and creatively; 
something that reaches into the subconscious and triggers responses.

 One of the many good things about using photos to inspire writing in the class-
room is that you do not have to look very far to discover suitable images. Consider, for 
example, a simple photo of a light bulb and the ideas it triggered in the mind of Becky 
Brown, a student at Peak To Peak Charter School, Lafayette, Colorado. 

Inspiration (Image)

So cheerful
Yet so grim
The inspiration hits                                                         
And the pencil caresses the paper
Turning dreams into realities

The words flow freely
Unhindered by the conscious mind,                                                                                                        
Simply written as thought,
As fragments pierced together
From disorganization to art

The pencil writes still
As if it has a mind of its own
The words just keep coming                                                     
And you sit, helpless to stem the flow
Like the mouse versus the mountain

You keep your head down
Oblivious to the world
Until the poem is done
And the inspiration trickles away
Like the stream in the desert

 It could be that digging into students for personal responses, abstract notions, 
creative concepts, and subconscious ideas is the real value of using photographs to in-
spire writing. But that is not the end. Photographs can also be used to teach such writ-
ing skills as sense impressions, cause and effect, and analysis.

 No photograph is too simple or mundane to stimulate writing. Take, for exam-
ple, a picture of the exterior of a deserted house. Gloomy and low-keyed, it lends itself 
to many interpretations. But it also makes possible the teaching of many skills. “What’s 
the difference,” you might ask, “between the appearance of the structure shown in the 
photo and the way it must have been when it was new? What do you think happened 
to the people who once lived in this house?” Responses will vary, of course, but quite 
often a student will come up with a gem like the following by Eve Milrod, a student at 
Baldwin Senior High School, Baldwin, New York.

Scarred and Pitted (Image)

The old house is scarred
And pitted. It once 
was smooth and shiny.

Its windows are two eyes
Gazing out at nowhere
Devoid of glass.

Shadows lurk inside
Reminders, it would seem
Of long forgotten occupants.

http://www.flickr.com/photos/105508402%40N02/10297205733/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/105508402%40N02/10302589423/in/photostream/
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 Even a simple photo of a dog painted on a doorway can serve as inspiration for 
writing. A student of psychology, astronomy, and philosophy at Massbay College in 
Wellesley, Massachusetts, Rose Scherlis responded to this image with the following 
poem.

The Dog With No Name (Image)

Your furry head peeked out from under the table
So I dropped some fried plantain for you to enjoy
You lived on a banana field in Costa Rica,
And it was beautiful, but the pesticides
For years underneath your delicate paws
Had twisted them until they grew like poison ivy
Bent in the wrong directions.
Your ear was tattered, a page in a book
With the corner folded down, 
Signs of an ongoing war
With a world so menacing
When seen from way down there.
But still your tail wagged
Like a stick in the hand of a drummer,
And your fur shone
Mottled with brown splotches,
Just puddles of mud
Surrounding your two copper eyes.

 Paired with such keywords as dogs, loyalty, friend, and dedication, this photo—or 
one that is similar—will trigger ideas leading to student writing, either poetry or prose. 
What’s more you can always add a quotation like this one by Gilda Radner to encour-
age even more creative thinking: “I think dogs are the most amazing creatures; they give 
unconditional love. For me they are the role models for being alive.”

 And how about an exercise in point of view? Using the photo of the protester 
shown here (Image), divide the class into groups of twos, and ask the members of each 
group to respond in writing from the point of view of either the woman holding the 
sign or an observer who disagrees with the sign’s message. Some students may choose 
to do this in the form of a dialogue. If you really like to organize things, arrange other 
appropriate photographs into such opposing themes as children and senior citizens, 
urban and rural, handcrafting and mass production, leisure and industry—whatever 
will elicit responses from student writers. 

 Perhaps by now you are thinking of other ways in which you can inspire writing 
by using photographs as stimuli. Here are just a few. (1) Use family photos to encour-
age writing about parents, grandparents, great-grandparents, (2) Use photographs to 
trigger the writing of haiku, (3) Create an anthology containing student photos and the 
written works the photos inspired, (4) Use photographs to encourage students to act 
out what they see in the photos before they write about them, (5) Simply project sev-
eral photographs on a screen without comment and let the students take it from there.

 In the long run, what approach you take really doesn’t matter. When you use 
photographs to inspire writing, the images speak for themselves. What’s more, the po-
etry or prose your students will create will be more honest and meaningful than most 
other student writing you have read. 

http://www.flickr.com/photos/105508402%40N02/10297153923/in/photostream/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/105508402%40N02/10302413244/in/photostream/
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