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noTe From The dIrecTor
The Writers’ Slate           Fall 2014

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

Although I am a Summer baby, Autumn—particularly this time of Autumn—holds a 
place dear to my heart. While I very much enjoy the freedom that Summer vacation 
provides, Autumn offers its own respite and recreation. As a child of the South and as 
a grown-up in the fields of the Midwest, I’ve sweltered during many a Summer heat 
wave. To me, Autumn means meteorological relief.

But, cooler weather means more.

As a third-generation baseball fan—each of us named John Franklin, the first of whom 
saw Babe Ruth, all three of whom know that Home Run Baker’s real name is John 
Franklin Baker----Autumn also means the World Series.

And for this issue of The Writers’ Slate, the concept of world is apt, for though our base 
is in the Heartland of America, we are delighted to read submissions from countries 
near (Canada), far (India) and in between (France). Like baseball, we feel global.

This issue, too, marks the debut of our new Assistant Editor, Jessica Lucas. We are 
delighted to have her join us. The good stuff is hers; I bear responsibility for the errors, 
among which you may note some writer’s information missing from two poems; 
you may also notice the horizontal placement of our Art Essay. Though we tried, we 
simply could not correct these errors. Given a choice, as editors we decided in favor of 
publication.

Now then:  Play ball!
I mean:  Read on!!

John Franklin
Pittsburg State University
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Erika Emch
North Royalton High School
North Royalton, Ohio
10th Grade

It’s like the perfect tater tot that’s crispy all around

And when a dinosaur chicken nugget actually looks like a dinosaur

Or when the chip/dip ratio is perfectly proportional

It’s like when you can bite a cupcake and the frosting at the same time

And when you wake up to a cream filled Krispy Kreme doughnut on the table

Or when you put whipped cream and sprinkles on your pudding

It’s like a roasted marshmallow with a crispy exterior and a gooey interior

And when there’s just the right amount of chocolate chips in your pancakes

Or when you sneak a piece of real cookie dough

It’s like when you come home from school and there is macaroni and cheese on the 
stove

And there is cheese filled crust on your favorite pizza

Or when there are no orange fruit snacks in the package

It’s like when you get the piece of birthday cake with part of your name on it

And when the Oreo doesn’t stick to all of your teeth

Or when the milkshake goes through the straw without much effort

This is true happiness

Happiness
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Midnight Bike 
Rider

Sofi Morera
Brookline High School
Brookline, Massachusetts
10th Grade

You asked us yesterday why we decided with Real world lit

That line stuck in my head the whole night

I wanna feel

I want to feel it all

Happiness, sadness, empathy, sadness

AND mostly pain

Because the thing about pain it’s meant to be felt

I want to learn about the now

And feel in the now

I want Anis to mean it when he tells me to shake the dust

And I want Dean to take me in and screw me over

And I want my pops to see the calluses that have formed just beneath my
fingers

But the thing about wanting is having the balls to go out and get it.

That’s what’s going to help me out there

Not the square root of 60

The real helps me with the realism
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Example aids the inexperienced

 I’ve been numb for a while

Floating on a cloud

Floating by through life with my hands open

Touching everything yet passing right through me

But I’ve realized everything leaves a mark

I have scars all over

I have one of a sailboat above my heart given to me by Dr.Seuss

He gave it to me, and with a faded whisper told me

“For all the places you’ll go”

All the scars facing different directions

Like the troubles of a kid understanding that the sprinklers are only
available when the sun is happy and alive

It’s been foggy ever since Mr. Sugermann cut up the newspaper

For morning news

Its all been cloudy until Mr.Lown.

He introduced me to Malinda Sordino

And the powers of art through pains eyes

He showed me the intricate yet simple ways of saying hello through
Charlie’s eyes

Allowing Scout to hold my hand

Showing me the bible sin to not let the mocking bird sing He gave me a
flashlight in the dark hallway. where

Mr. Kerouac was waiting for me.

Sitting in his rocking chair

Mad As ever

He told me the answers to it all

Yet seemed to be missing it all

Missing the key

The key, which Hazel Grace gave me

It said Life Is Hard

Each ridge on the key representing each battle

And all the ones i’ll have to overcome

Because we’re all on a roller coaster that goes up.

But we have to celebrate

As Alexander and Jade said to me last night:

Come celebrate life is hard

Come celebrate life is hard

All life is all we are

That’s real

That makes me feel

In this world filled with barriers and suit of armour

My armors made out of the real

But it’s only the wounded who know how to heal
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Brittany Perez
Miami Arts Charter School
Miami, Florida
10th Grade

I Can See You 
Through

Pierced navel,
nose, cartilage,
tongue and lip.

I see right through
you when you think
no one could.

Your dead, brittle hair
lies limp on your head
filled with satanic lyrics
that drip from your 
earphones just how
your tears drip from 
your eyes, ruining your
thick eyeliner.

The dark blue fear that
habituates your heart
lets me know since
you wear it just as often
as you wear your damaged,
blue hair everyday this week,
until you realize that maybe
the color green could hide 
yourself better than that 
boring old blue can.

You cut one line against your
soft wrist for every bottle
your mother picks up and two
for every woman your father 
denies sleeping with.

Pierced navel,
nose, cartilage,
tongue and lip.

I see right through 
you when you think
no one could.
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His fevered breaths
Rasping past dry and cracked lips, Once brimming with the promise
The promise of life, of an education, Of all the wonderful accommodations that we are   
 so readily assured.
The “American dream”.
In primary school we never heard, never fathomed. The uncountable no, no.
The uncounted.
Those that were never assured
 of anything. There was no promise of a life.
No promise of safety, of nourishment, of shelter. And especially no promise of    
 affection.
Because in our eyes it is deserved.
Because in our eyes they have in some way earned Who they were born to, where they   
 grew up,
the color of their skin, their parents preferred poison.
The novelty of the “American dream”
never bestowed upon him
never to come to fruition
Shielding his mother from her own self destruction, he sacrificed his protection in   
 pursuit of another’s.
The unbridled vision of perfection
once danced through his mind,
now executes a ghastly jig across
the calloused outer surface of his bruised, diseased soul.

Melanie Tomaszewski
Schaumburg High School
Schaumburg, Illinois
12th Grade

Uncounted
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Folk

Elizabeth Whitley
Croatan High School
Newport, NC
11th Grade

Pass, pass,
Laughing,
In a circle.

Faces glistening with sweat.
Fingers of aluminum,

Hearts in hollowed wood.
Tapping and whirring,

Over folded history.
Strings vibrate,
Throats clench.

Past meets present,
Old souls collide.
For hours we sat,
Rats on the street,

Singing songs forgotten.
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The wind blows, crusty autumn leaves,
Around in swirls, churning like clothes in a machine.

Dead trees with broken limbs,
Holding on for that push of wind,
That would end its long wait.
The trees slightly bent,
Across from a ruined fortress with an iron fence.

Dusty steps to a wide archway,
Walls chipped and cracked holding conversations of the past,
Pressured unable to sway.
The remaining fragments of yesterday.

Vacant hallways through which once walked,
The nobles, the royals and the maids.
Many stories inspired long ago,
When young hearts beat in the corners,
Of the now dusty darkened chambers.

Lost is the fierce and brilliantly unsullied figure,
Is the beauty of the massive structure.
But hidden still remain the colourful whispers,
And hidden they remain in the darkened corners.

Fatima Sirhindi
Rick Hansen Secondary School
Mississauga, Ontario
12th Grade

A Castle 
Forgotten
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Libby Sevigny
North Yarmouth Academy
Portland, Maine
7th Grade

Brainstorm

Storm clouds approach,
ready to rain down.

The rumbling nears,
the storm commences.

‘
‘
‘

Words pour,
and splatter onto the blank page.

The storm rages on,
words etch on paper.

The bell rings,
the storm subsides.

The pencil slows,
the period ends.

The brainstorm concludes,
the real story begins.
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Books

Taryn Potter
Center School
5th Grade

I pick up a book,
So thick and full
Of some characters’ feelings,
Just waiting to be told.

I plopped down on the bed
And snuggle deeply in
Since this is a reading
With no regard to the powers of time.

I smooth out the first page 
Then start right away
A frenzy of words flies my way.
I whip through the chapters of courage and love. 
And cry through the chapters of the death and wars.

I whirl through the pages, 
Reading, reading, reading
Never stopping, never leaving

I leap through the beginning and middle, 
Until I get to the dreaded end.
The last couple of words are the best ones of all.
They rush by so quickly, 
They all seemed so small.

You sit there wondering what you should do, 
But then you question are the characters real,
And are they stuck in the story against their will?
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Joana Lopez
Tri-City United School
Le Center, Minnesota
7th Grade

With Claws 
and Teeth With claws and teeth

Among the safari
Across the land
Upon its prey

Beside its family
Near some trees

Within its territory 
Against a rock
Before night

Toward a zebra it goes
Along a lake 

Under some trees for shade



24 25

Out of the 
Darkness

Benjamin Sladek
Tri-City United School
Le Center, Minnesota
7th Grade

Out of the darkness
Near the woods

Around the corner
Past the houses

Over the hill
Behind the barn

Near the lake
Between the tall trees
Before I could scream

Without thinking, I ran
After I saw Bigfoot



EXPOSITION
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Eliza Petrie
Poly Prep Country Day School
Brooklyn, New York
10th Grade

Wainscott, 
Long Island

There is something magical about the air in Wainscott, Long Island. The
zephyr is warm and dry. The breeze that hits my sunburned face at twilight
is cool and misty- peppered with ocean spray. It smells of saltwater,
freshly cut grass and a hint of raw fish at low tide.

The sailor’s favorite time is late afternoon, just before sunset when the
winds are particularly strong. The calm ripples of Georgica Pond violently
curl with a foaming brackish crest. The white polyester sails swell with
gusts of northeastern wind. “Keep the sail full,” my dad always says as I
push the wooden tiller away from me. “Don’t let it billow.” This lasts
about an hour or so until the pink and orange pastels begin to surface on
the Atlantic horizon line, the wind subsides, and we make our way back to
the boat landing.  Back at shore, my best friend Elizabeth is waiting for
me on her little black bicycle. Best friend probably isn’t the right word.
If you didn’t know us you’d think we were sisters. In fact, a lot of
people do. We have the same sandy blonde hair, light eyes, and freckles on
the bridge of our noses, and we spend almost every waking hour together.
She hates sailing, and prefers to stay on land, so she meets me after I
moor the boat to its anchor.

The rower’s favorite time of day is at dusk, just as the sun is coming up
and the sky turns from grey to blue. The air is beautifully still, and the
water on the pond is so flat you swear you could walk on it. The only
sounds you can hear are the crashing waves behind you and the piping
plovers chirping. Sometimes I wake up at 4 in the morning to my mom
rigging her boat and tying it on top of the car for a morning row. She’s
crazy, I think to myself, and go back to bed only to wake up an hour or so
later to the roaring sound of a hedge trimmer. I love these little things
that aggravate most people. It reminds me where I am. And that place is
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home.

My favorite time is midday when the sun is high and beating down on my
tender skin. The tar and sand are equally scorching on the tough soles of
my feet. Living in New York City, shoes always protect my feet from the
dirt and grime of the concrete, so this is painful at first-before my
soles strengthen- which is usually after a week or two.  “Have you gotten
your country feet back yet?” my mom asks me after long days spent
barefoot. By the looks of my sooty heels, the answer is usually yes. On
the exceptionally hot days, steam exudes from the har tru tennis courts
and the players’ clothing become soiled with perspiration. But there’s
nothing that can’t be cured with a bike ride to the beach for a quick
plunge. The white sand is blistering but we can’t tell because our feet
are still burdened by socks. We do this quite often actually, and every
time, we regret it afterwards while we’re biking home through frigid wind
in white clothing that’s soaking wet to the point of translucency.

At 6 o’clock every Monday, children, cousins and mothers file in down the
wooden steps of the beach to the area by the lifeguard stand. Friends
gather on woven blankets and fold-up beach chairs eating La Capannina
pizza. The fancy ones get Citarella or baked goods from Levain. Limonata
cans and brown beer bottles rest on the uneven ground. Clumps of sand
cling to the moist condensation like magnets. The dune grass and
phragmites rustle behind me as the sun sinks into the horizon. Elizabeth
and I roll our jeans up to our knees and walk down to the shore where the
icy water pierces our ankles. Together, we watch the sky as the sun takes
its final breaths, ceasing to the moon.

These summers are when I am happiest. The most content and free of anxiety.
One hundred miles away from the honking taxis, crowded sidewalks and
oppressive subway stations. There’s no stress about school work or grades
or my future. The farthest we plan ahead is whose house to go to for that
night’s game of manhunt. As I look into the stars casting shadows on the
still black ocean, all of my worries fade away like sea glass with the
tide. I look beside me at these kids who have become my family. Whom I’ve
grown up with. Whose parents grew up with my parents. And I know someday
our children will grow up together too.

One night last summer, Elizabeth and I sat in a tent on the beach and
reflected on this place we call home. As we venture towards college and
adulthood, we are anticipating a time where our summers won’t be so

carefree. Where we’ll have to spend more time away from our beautiful
Georgica bubble. It is a difficult concept to accept- that our time in
Wainscott will decline from three months to a mere three weeks. We have
mixed feelings about the situation. On one hand, we are going to miss the
luxurious summers we have become so accustomed to. But, on the other hand,
we are venturing out on incredible journeys that will shape the young
adults we become.

“I feel like I’m going to miss out on so much,” I complained to Elizabeth.
She sighed, turned to me and said, “Georgica will always be here. And it
will always be home.” I couldn’t have put it better myself.

Even as the winds shift and the currents pull us away, a sailor will
always find their way back to shore.
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Anna Hite
Central Hinds Academy
Raymond, Mississippi
10th Grade

The Empty 
Desk

There is an empty desk in my history class. It’s been empty for almost a week now. 
About seven days ago a person sat in that desk. He would slowly twirl his stringy, 
black hair around his long, pale fingers as he would stare at the white board with-
out really seeing what was written on it. His dark eyes would peek sleepily from his 
half-closed lids, shielded by long ebony eyelashes. His free hand would be grasping a 
slightly chewed-on pencil that would dance across the notebook paper in front of him. 
I had seen his paper once as I’d walked by. It had been covered in what looked like 
song lyrics. I wish I could’ve read them, but I had always been too shy to ask, and now 
it’s too late. 

I’m roused from my reverie by my teacher, Mr. Robertson, placing a worksheet on 
my desktop. As he passes copies of the same sheet to the rest of the class, he says, “I 
want you to work on these with a partner.”

The class lets out a collective sigh of relief while I suppress a groan of distress. I 
don’t like working in groups. Neither had Damien, the boy who used to sit in the 
now-empty desk. Because of this common quality, we had usually ended up as each 
other’s partners, which had been fine by me. He had always done his fair share of 
the work and never tried to initiate awkward, pointless small-talk. I didn’t know if I 
could’ve carried a conversation with him anyway. I had wanted to know more about 
him, but something always held me back from asking, some inhibition that I couldn’t 
understand. 

There is a chatter of voices and scraping of desks against tiled floor as the other stu-
dents pair up together. Mr. Robertson looks up and sighs when he sees me. 

“May I work alone?” I ask even though I already know the answer. 
“No, Rachel,” he answers exasperatedly. “Now find a partner.”
“There’s no one else left.”
“Then I guess we’ll have one group of three?” He says the statement interrogatively, 

as if he’s questioning my intelligence. He looks down the ridge of his long, hooked 
nose at me condescendingly as he glances at the nearest pair. “Go join Kaitlyn and 
Sarah’s group.”

My cheeks tinged pink with embarrassment, I scoot my desk around to face the two 
girls. Out of all the pairs in the class, this is probably the one I wanted to belong to the 
least. Kaitlyn and Sarah are best friends, and they also like to chatter. It is both annoy-
ing and detrimental, seeing as they’ll probably be too busy arguing over what hap-
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pened on their favorite TV show last night to help me much with our assignment. 
Sure enough, when I settle down into my desk, they aren’t talking about history 

at all. They are talking about who should get voted off tonight on some competition 
game show. I open my textbook and start answering the questions on the page about 
the Revolutionary War. Still continuing their discussion, they now pause every once 
and while to copy what I’ve written on my page onto their own. I don’t care enough to 
be angry at their lack of effort. I just want to finish this assignment so I can move away 
and be alone again. 

I’m halfway through with the worksheet by the time they exhaust the competition 
show topic. Sarah twists a strand of her brunette hair around one of her neatly mani-
cured fingers. First her dark, cocoa eyes roam around the room. They stop momentari-
ly on the one lone desk that hasn’t been moved. Then they dart over to my pencil as it 
scratches across my paper. 

“Did you do a lot of the work for Damien too when ya’ll where partners?” she asks 
suddenly. My head jerks up. She looks calm, slightly bored. Just asking a question to 
pass the time, I suppose, and not realizing that Damien isn’t a subject I want to dwell 
on. 

“Uh, no,” I say, also noting that she seemed to have no guilt that I’m doing all the 
work for them. “He did his share. He was really smart.”

“Yeah, he was in honors English, I think,” Kaitlyn throws in, glancing up  momen-
tarily from her phone, which she has hidden from the teacher’s view behind her text-
book. “Weren’t you his friend?” 

I glance at them both before speaking. I can tell Kaitlyn is only asking out of disinter-
ested curiosity, but I still feel oddly unwilling to answer her. 

 “Well, no, not really,” I respond. “I mean, we ended up being partners most of 
the time, but we never really talked about anything besides school. So no, I don’t think 
I could’ve called myself his friend.”

 “I don’t think he had any friends,” Kaitlyn says. “He was really weird.”
 “Yeah, he always creeped me out,” Sarah agrees as I stop writing, my hand fro-

zen in a clenched position. I try to swallow, but it feels like something is caught in my 
throat. 

“I didn’t really say it before, but I will now since he’s gone,” Kaitlyn leans forward 
as she lowers her voice slightly. “He always seemed like one of those kids who would, 
you know, shoot up a school.”

 While I feel like a ball of lead has dropped into my stomach, Sarah nods in agree-
ment. “To be honest, I’m kinda glad he offed himself before did something like that. It 
was only a matter of time. Remember when Jason was messing with him, and he went 
off on him, like yelling and stuff, and he ran out of the room? That was crazy.” 

 I had been there when Jason was messing with Damien, and it hadn’t looked like 
light-hearted teasing to me. It had looked like bullying, verging on harassment. But I 
don’t really pay much attention to Sarah’s tale. I’m still focused on her first statement, 

I’m kinda glad he offed himself.
 “Did you just say you’re glad Damien committed suicide?” I ask in disbelief. 
 “Huh? What? No way,” Sarah says. “I meant I was glad he couldn’t, like, go 

crazy and hurt someone now. I’m not glad he’s dead. I mean, it would’ve been just as 
well if they’d sent him to some kinda home or something. You know, one of places 
where they put crazy people.”

 “A mental hospital?” inserts Kaitlyn.
 “Yeah, one of those,” agrees Sarah.
 “I honestly don’t know which is worse,” I say, my voice chipping with iciness. 

“Damien was not crazy, and he certainly wasn’t dangerous. He didn’t deserve to die 
and he didn’t deserve to go a mental hospital.” 

 Sarah’s dark eyes narrow. “I didn’t say that—”
 “That’s sure what it sounded like,” I interrupt. 
 “Well, it’s not!” she snaps defiantly, her lips pursed. 
 I resist an eye roll and look back at my paper. Out of the corner of my eye, I can 

see Kaitlyn mouthing to Sarah, I think she liked him.
 Liked him? Of course I liked him. I mean, I hadn’t disliked him. He hadn’t been 

annoying or judgmental like the two girls I am partnered with now. But I know they 
mean liked as in had a crush on. I have no idea if I’d had a crush on him or not. It’s 
not like it mattered now anyway. But I do know that whether I had liked him or not, 
no one deserves to feel so awful about himself that he thinks his only option is to kill 
himself. 

 As I fill in my last answer on the worksheet, I feel my anger inside me grow. I 
finally decide I’m going to say something about it. 

 “You know, just because someone is different, doesn’t mean they’re a homicidal 
maniac who’re planning to shoot up the place,” I say as I shut my textbook. “You say 
he had no friends because he was weird. Maybe it’s because of people spreading nasty 
rumors about him.”

 Sarah glares at me. “Oh yeah?” she retorts, “Maybe he had no friends because of 
people who ignored him. I know someone who claims they weren’t friends but has no 
problem talking about him like he was her best friend now that he’s gone. Too bad she 
didn’t care enough to talk to him when he was alive, huh?”

 All at once, the fire seems to go out of me, and I feel as though I’ve been punched 
in the chest with a ball of ice. I try to speak but can’t. I’m not even sure what I would 
say anyway. I can see Sarah and Kaitlyn smirking triumphantly at me, but I am too 
stunned to feel any anger at that. I sit still in my seat, flabbergasted and mouth slightly 
ajar, as Mr. Robertson tells the class to move their desks back. 

 Sarah’s words seem to ring in my ears like a church bell’s toll. A nasty feeling—
guilt—begins to pulse through my veins like glue. I know she only said that make me 
mad; she didn’t really care about Damien. But had I cared about Damien? 

 “Rachel!” Mr. Robertson’s sudden reprimand jars me. “I said move your desk 
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back.”
 I hear snickers around me, especially from Sarah and Kaitlyn’s direction, as I 

scrape my desk back into its original position. Those snickers make me think. I remem-
ber a time in class when Damien had been walking to the front. After a quick glance at 
his buddies, one of the boys had stuck his leg out in front of Damien. He hadn’t fallen, 
but he had stumbled a little, and the class had snickered then too. I hadn’t snickered, 
but I hadn’t called the boy out either. I had stayed silent. 

 Suddenly, several other scenes flood into my mind in quick succession. I see 
Damien walking down the hallway. One boy shoves him as he passes and another calls 
him some offensive names. I’m standing nearby, but I say nothing. Then I’m in the 
cafeteria and I see people skip in front of Damien in the food line, either acting like he’s 
invisible or giving him cocky looks, discreetly tempting him to challenge them. I don’t 
say anything then either. Finally, I see the scene that Sarah and Kaitlyn had been talk-
ing about earlier. I can remember it as if it had happened yesterday. 

 “Hey, what’re you writing?” Jason called loudly to Damien one day in math class when 
the teacher had stepped out of the room. Without waiting for a response, Jason reached over and 
snatched Damien’s notebook out of his hands.

 “Give that back!” Damien said angrily. 
 “I’ll give it back when I’m done looking at it,” said Jason teasingly. Damien stood up and 

tried to snatch it back, but Jason, being a good foot taller and much more muscular, pushed him 
easily away. 

 “What’s this crap?” he guffawed. 
 “Nothing—” Damien began, but Jason cut him off.
 “Is it poetry or something? Dude, that’s so gay,” he laughed loudly, and several other 

boys laughed with him. 
Instead of handing the book back to him, Jason tossed it over Damien’s head. It landed on the 

floor behind him with a thump. As he turned and bent down to retrieve it, Jason nudged him 
with his foot. Damien toppled forward as Jason and his friends burst into laughter again. Some 
other kids in the class were snickering. I still sat silently in my desk, wanting to speak but not 
daring to. I thought of several reasons why I shouldn’t do anything. Jason or some other stu-
dents might turn on me and start teasing me. Or maybe Damien would be mad if I intervened. 
Boys didn’t like it when girls saved them, right?

Damien pulled himself up off the floor, acting like nothing had happened even though his 
cheeks were burning red, and threw himself down into his desk. He roughly opened his notebook 
and tried to continue writing, though to me he just seemed to be angrily staring at the page 
with his pen clenched in his hand. Jason continued to mock him from across the room. Unsatis-
fied with the lack of response he was getting since Damien was ignoring him, Jason sauntered 
back towards him. He didn’t say anything at first but then he snorted.

“What’re those marks on your arm?” he asked with a teasing edge in his voice.
“Nothing,” Damien grumbled, pulling his jacket off the back of his chair and trying to put it 

on. Jason grabbed hold of the arm and held tight, making putting on the jacket impossible.

“They look like cuts,” Jason continued. “Like those razor cuts that emos have. You’re a cutter, 
aren’t you?”

“Just let go of my coat and leave me alone,” Damien growled, giving his jacket another tug, 
but it remained stuck in Jason’s grasp.

“You write poetry and cut yourself. That’s so gay, man,” he laughed. “You’re one of those 
emo freaks who cuts ‘emselves. I bet you ain’t really sad. All you want is people to feel sorry for 
you, y’know.”

That seemed to be the last straw for Damien.
“Just SHUT UP!” he yelled, and several people jumped. Jason was so surprised that his hand 

slackened its grip on the jacket, and Damien ripped it out of his hand. He threw it over his 
shoulder, grabbed his notebook and backpack, and stormed out of the room. As he was leaving, 
a teacher from next door came running over to see what the commotion was about. He pushed 
past her and out the door. 

“Damien? Damien Knight, come back here! Where are you going?” she called after him, but 
he must have ignored her because he didn’t return, and seconds later we heard the sound of the 
outer door to the hallway slam. 

I had sat there in my desk, stunned, when that had happened, much like I am sit-
ting now. Then I had been stunned by his behavior, but now I am stunned by my 
own. Why hadn’t I said anything? Why hadn’t I stood up for him? I’d had no problem 
standing up for his memory to Kaitlyn and Sarah, but why couldn’t I have stood up for 
him in person when Jason had tormented him, or one of all those other times people 
had teased him and made his life difficult? God, why hadn’t I at least talked to him!?

The bell for the end of the class period rings, and the students rush out of room as if 
it’s on fire—a normal reaction. I, on the other hand, slowly gather my things together, 
moving as if in a trance. 

“Rachel, are you okay?” asks Mr. Robertson, glancing up from a paper he’s grading. 
“Yes, sir…” I mumble out, dropping my worksheet on the corner of his desk as I 

pass. 
Standing in the doorway, I glance back one more time into the room. Even though all 

the desks are empty now, Damien’s still stands out to me. I can’t stop the next thought 
that comes into my head. Is it my fault that his desk is empty? 
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Lorelai Jump
East Hampton, Connecticut

 Sadness washed over me like a cold wave, what if you did not come home? What 
if something really bad happened? “What if” was all I could think of. I would not say 
good bye. I would not let you leave.

 Dressed in camouflage you said that no good word “Good bye.” Tears flooded 
my frowning face. You said you would call when you got the chance, but that did not 
stop the everlasting waterfall of tears. I did not just want to hear you. I wanted to see 
you here with me. My hammering heart ached from the sadness.

 It felt like I would burst and tell you how much I wanted you to stay, but I tried 
to stay strong like you always told me to. That no good word came out of my mouth 
“Good Bye” and you said, “I love you.”

 You grabbed your bags from the driveway and we all watched you pull away, 
and those last moments when you left where the worst moments of my life.

 Mom asked me if I was “OK” but she could see by the river of tears I was obvi-
ously not. I ran to my room, I tried to calm myself down, but as soon as I was calm a 
tear slipped from the grasp of my eye and they all came back.

 That night, horrible dreams came to my head and torture me. They took my 
worst fears and showed them to me. My eyes shot open and began to leak and then I 
burst into tears, mom dashed to my door with the phone in her hands punching in a 
number and quickly handed me the ringing phone. Your voice said “hello” my tears 
grew louder and you realized who it was, you told me not to cry, that you would be 
home soon but we both knew that was just to calm me down. We said that no good 
word “Good Bye” and you hung up. 

 My eyes burned the next morning. A few more miserable months passed and 
then on the best day of my life I peered through the window and saw your silver car 
pulled in to our driveway, and a smile flew on my face for the first time in those long 
months I ran outside, opened your car door, and hugged you and you said “I love 
you.”

Goodbye
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Michael Pallotto
Sacred Heart Catholic High School
Newmarket, Ontario,
Canada
12th Grade

Saving a 
Tombstone Heart

“They say there is something calming about cemeteries,” thought Ralph, though he 
could not quite put his finger on why this was the case. If you think about it, walking 
through a cemetery was nothing more than walking over dead bodies. When someone 
stands over a grave and offers a flower, or says a prayer, what they cannot see buried 
below are the piercing hollow eyes of their beloved dead looking back up at them. 
Such an idea would invoke in most people a sense of fear, and yet, day by day, mil-
lions flock to cemeteries around the world to spend an afternoon in peace and seren-
ity. Some even go as far as to picnic by the resting place of the person they came to see, 
hoping to share some sort of a final meal together; proof that perhaps human beings 
are the strangest of God’s creatures on Earth. As for Ralph, his emotions were anything 
but calm, ranging between anxiety and horror, as he made his way through this city of 
the dead.

 Ralph was a stranger to cemeteries and not one to enjoy wallowing in sorrow. He 
believed death to simply be the final stage in life, as it was something that surrounded 
him quite often at his days on the job. However, something today had called him to 
pay a visit to an old friend. He resisted the inclination at first, but upon realizing that 
today was the one year anniversary of the death, he got in his car and drove to the 
burial grounds. Numerous times along the drive, Ralph was tempted to turn around 
and considered heading back home or to the nearby supermarket to run some errands, 
but each time a sense of guilt pecked at his conscience and he could not bring him-
self to abandon his friend once again. Then, before he knew it, he had arrived at the 
cemetery. 

 As Ralph made his way to the site of his friend’s grave, sharp jabs of nostalgia 
attacked his heart. Memories of the two of them dominating as a defense pairing in 
house league hockey swelled in his heart and made him sick, as did thoughts of play-
ing each other’s wingman at the first high school dance, and of the time his friend of-
fered him a joint and he refused. This was the same sickness that struck him exactly a 
year ago and the same sickness he had hoped he could forget. 

Ralph looked up, after having stopped for a moment to gather himself, and there 
staring right back at him, was the tombstone he had come searching for. He advanced 
slowly towards it and immediately, his mind returned to the image of his friend’s de-
composing skull glaring at him. Ralph recoiled in fear and tears began to fill his eyes. 
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He looked at the name he had seen so many times before; the one that had appeared 
on the back of the hockey jersey, on the class attendance list and on the police files. The 
first drops escaped his eyes and soaked the previously polished metal letters. Ralph 
grabbed the police badge fastened to his jacket and said just loud enough so his friend 
could hear, “Why? Why were you so stupid? Why didn’t you listen to me when I said 
they were ruining you? Why didn’t you move when my gun went off? You didn’t have 
to prove anything to anyone. Why?” 

Suddenly, a wave of shame broke from Ralph’s heart and overcame him like a shad-
ow that rendered his being a trembling wreck. From his sunken position Ralph cried 
out, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I didn’t protect you when I had the chance! I’m sorry I de-
serted you when you needed me most! I’m sorry, my dear friend, it was at my hands 
that you had to die! I’m sorry!” 

It was too much for Ralph to handle. He dropped to the ground and crumpled into a 
sobbing ball. 

*   *   *
Ralph wasn’t sure how much time had passed when he released himself from his 

agonized state, but when he opened his eyes he could see that early afternoon had 
turned to early evening and that he was the only person in sight. He picked up what-
ever belongings he had dropped and began to make his way back to his car, when he 
realized the change. For all he knew it could have simply been the way the setting sun 
illuminated the autumn leaves as he walked out, but for Ralph, the cemetery appeared 
anew. The endearing silence echoed the background music of new life that the idea of 
being so close to death now brought him. For once Ralph agreed: there is something 
calming about cemeteries. Cemeteries offered for him, and, as he now understood, for 
the many others that stored guilt in their heart, a chance at something quite rare in the 
living world:  forgiveness.
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Elizabeth Elin
Mariemont Junior High School 
Cincinnati, Ohio
7th Grade

Cascaded 
in Tears

My life is draped in sorrow, shrouded in hate and bitterness. Beneath my inky, soiled 
surface, I can imagine the crimson, billowy eyes of her parents erupting in yet an-
other volcano of flooding tears. It had been fifteen hours since she departed the earth, 
clothed in me, her faithful black lace dress. Since then, I had been caressed, hugged, 
and yet blamed and cast away as her parents decided whether to bury me with her or 
keep me as the memory of the only child that they may ever have.

 Though she had been two months old, Jade Kayla had loved me like a teddy 
bear. Known as Jade, she had hated that blue green color that had given her name 
after the jewel. Though her eyes were bright and vibrant, she was tired and sorrowful, 
though she was only a baby.

 She had gained my love through her strong bond with my handfuls of knit ob-
sidian lace. I had gained her love just for always being there, whether it was a tight, 
baby hug, or an outpouring of the woes of the ages. 

And now I was here beneath layer on layer of peaty soil, the smell of heather running 
in and out of my fabric. Above my sleeves and scoop neck, the pressure of the drab ash 
stone fell upon me, its inscription pitiful and sorrowful. I could picture it flowing and 
rippling inside every stitch of my lace, nagging and tugging at my mind like a piece of 
fuzz.

“The loved sleeping child, Jade Kayla Smythe, aged one, has departed to where toys, 
games, and rest are plentiful in her heaven. Born May 17, 1868. Died July 21, 1869.” 

It was from that inscription that my own river of tears opened up.  But as they 
separated themselves from my fabric, the late July sun’s sweltering rays beat rigidly 
upon them, moving back to their own heaven of tears. Her own chubby rose lips were 
clutched in a smile, their last peaceful pose before the scarlet fever marked her as their 
own. Bunched in her fleshy hands was the material of my pockets, now as crumpled 
and wrinkled as her own life had disappeared.

Now she lay what seemed like miles beneath the surface of happiness, in what was 
the realm of death, sorrow, and sickness. As soon as her parents’ tears had melted and 
dried for good, she would be forgotten above the long, luscious emerald grass. She 
could be thought of as an immortal being, living with her God, but the ripple of her 
impact here would just be a memory.
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All living things die, decay, and seem to rot into forgetfulness, but those of us who 
make our residency among the dead know otherwise. We are representatives of those 
who sleep but will no longer wake.

As this one peaceful thought ambled along the hem of my skirt, the heavens seemed 
to split open. Cracked down the middle, the rumbling started far, far away but moved 
tantalizingly closer with every passing second. After these five counts, it had swept its 
destruction down the bare, rocky mountainside. Jade’s chubby, fleshy fingers seemed 
to curl around me just as they did when she was alive. In my horrible feeling of 
doomed disaster, I barely felt the bruises of infliction that her coating of generous fin-
gers inflicted into the stitches of my midnight ornamental trimmings spread along the 
hem. The questions of the past several seconds burned a raging fire inside my mind. 
What had happened? Why?

The thin layer of soil blocking me off from my home shifted with an uncomfortable 
lurch. The heaviest of the marble and granite rocks slid swiftly over my head with a 
pain that exploded and rebounded from every part of my narrow banding of jet hued 
scalloped lace at the top of my scoop neck. The fawn clay rolled like stones silently 
down the mountainside as if they were just having a bit of merriment and that nothing 
in the world should have the smallest care racking their brain.

I froze when I heard the noises above the surface of my soily underground home. 
Shrill voices pierced the air with the exactness of a quivering arrow that just landed 
on the bull’s eye of the target. Those voices had a name to Jade Kayla and me alone 
as her parents. They were screaming as if the woes of ages had been placed on their 
shoulders. 

Their screeches of mercy for them and their baby receded into enormous, racking 
sobs of sorrow. They had had one child, and when she was buried, the landslide came 
and took her away from them. Understanding stabbed my seams as they split open. 
Then the noises stopped and the only thing to be heard for miles was the rustling of 
Jade’s mother’s mourning dress as her husband escorted her away from her scene of 
terror.

My fabric froze to the coldly unfeeling floor of my mistress’s grave. Jade had never 
imagined such terrors and was not capable of it. I, then, was the only one that knew 
about them.

Her peaceful touch soothed the agony that wormed its way into my bodice. As her 
small hand clenched fistfuls of my lace, I felt an unknown warmth that was more than 
just the raging sun. It was the feeling of tranquility that lived simply to serve rather 
than to be served. The feeling of understanding and love. The feeling of true joy and 
happiness.
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Rashida Khokhar
Rick Hansen Secondary School
Mississauga, Ontario,
Canada
12th Grade

Marble clenched her teeth, dug her nails in the palm of her hands and began to jog 
the last few blocks towards her house after a tiring day at school. She could hear the 
irregular thump thump of her heart as it raced to pump blood. Beads of sweat dripped 
down her face when she finally arrived at her block. Drawing closer to her house, 
though, Marble’s footfalls receded in disbelief at what her eyes were seeing. As she 
resumed walking in a daze, more of the estranged house came into view.

The lawn that looked like it hadn’t been mowed for months. The three steps that led 
to the porch looked like they would break at the weight of a slight step. The two mar-
ble pillars that supported the roof above the porch had cracks running through their 
middle. The sagging bronze door handle that held on to the unpolished wooden door 
made the house seem discontented. The roof of the house that wore away like the dead 
skin cells of an old man. And if that wasn’t enough to convince Marble this wasn’t the 
house she had left in the morning, the lack of a satellite dish on the roof left her with no 
more doubts. Not a day went by without the television working in her house. As she 
came to a halt in front of the now grotesque house, Marble rubbed her eyes uncontrol-
lably to ensure this was reality, like one does with a mirage. She felt like she was see-
ing through the fogged-up lenses of a pair of glasses: even through the blurriness she 
could still make out the little details of her own house.

  Deciding to investigate this ugly unfamiliar version of her house, Marble sucked 
in a breath and marched down the rusty, cobblestone pathway that led to the beat-
up stairs. She stopped near the untamed grass and bent down to inspect it: the grass 
looked like the overgrown hair on many guys in her school. But at the slight move-
ment of her head, she saw something else. Well-cut grass beneath the unkempt grass? 
This was getting eerier by the minute. Marble drew her hand to touch the grass and 
felt the sharply-cut blades. As she looked down, a gasp fell out of her mouth almost as 
spontaneously as a sneeze would. The grass underneath her hand was now freshly cut 
but everywhere around her the rest of the lawn still looked wrecked. It was only the 
part underneath her hand that looked like her lawn. Unable to take it anymore, Marble 
snatched her hand back and fell on her bottom. The section of well-cut grass returned  
to its wild, messy state. The tears that had been building up since she first saw the 
sorry excuse for a house now ran down from her olive-colored eyes. 

On the verge of sobbing, Marble heard a slight giggle carried by the wind. She spun 
around madly, wiping her tears. The giggle had now turned into a series of guffaws 

Virtuality
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and snorts. The wind’s direction indicated the sound was coming from behind the 
edge of the wall of the house. Before she could check for herself, the white running 
shoes of a boy stepped out from behind the wall. As the rest of him appeared, she now 
saw the blue knee-length shorts, the half-tucked peach-colored T-shirt and the black 
thorn-like hair of her smartass ten-year-old brother Jacko, the devil incarnate. Tears 
were running down his face from the uncontrollable laughs. In his hand was a wire at-
tached to a 3D hologram projection machine which was now unplugged.

Marble could feel her pale skin turning red with seething anger, about to blow out 
like a kettle being boiled. Her eyes bulged, making her look like a bull ready to charge. 
Her tears of sadness had now become tears of anger mixed with embarrassment. 

“Hahahaa. Hooo! Sis, you’re too much. Too easily fooled. Hahaha. O man! You 
should’ve seen your face: Trrrraaaain wrrrreck. Too good. Oooohh, I am too good!” 

Before Marble could metaphorically tear her brother’s head off, he ran off to the 
back of the house still laughing as the familiar smell of freshly mowed grass wafted to 
Marble’s nose. She looked around and noticed the pillars that were strong as ever. The 
door handle that had returned to its old stiff position. And the roof that now had the 
trademark satellite dish attached to it. Marble was back home.
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The House 
Next Door

Sandhini Agarwal
Modern School
New Delhi, India
11th Grade

It so happens that when you roam the great streets of Sallby Road, you might meet 
the occasional person. Now, upon asking the afore-mentioned person about the where-
abouts of one Katy Hamilton, you usually receive a pitying or creeped-out look, not to 
mention the question, “That freak? She lives down the street, right?” or of course the 
popular, “Isn’t that weirdo always with her therapist?” 

Unfortunately for me, the aforesaid Katy Hamilton happens to be me. Keeping all 
this in mind, imagine my surprise when my therapist told me that I no longer needed 
therapy. I had finally “managed to control and direct my over-hyper energy into some-
thing productive.” If you ask me then it had nothing to do with any sort of “controlling 
or directing.” It was all really this simple new plan I began following: Sit, smile, and 
talk for an hour about mundane things like the piece of bread you ate and the pro-
foundly deep feelings it generated. Trust me, early release is guaranteed. 

Now, why have I been stuck in therapy for so long, you ask? Well, there are vari-
ous different reasons. The first time that I was sent to a therapist’s office, it had a little 
something to do with the fact that my neighbor was in truth, an alien. Or at least that’s 
what I thought. I remember pelting her with crumpled up balls of foil and shrieking 
out, “DIE! DIE! DIE, ALIEN! DIE!” 

After my parents took certain steps to safely establish that she wasn’t an extrater-
restrial being here to spy on the human race (that’s what they claim, I personally don’t 
think they took any such measures) I was nicely packed off to therapy. Childhood 
imagination is obviously something my parents have never heard of. In my defense, 
I must add that though she wasn’t an alien I later found out that she was a tarot-card 
reader. 

A string of such events have since then taken place, ensuring my continued presence 
at the clinic every Monday, Wednesday and Friday between 5 and 6. Miraculously 
enough, all these events have somehow always been linked to the alien. The tarot-card 
reader I mean. Ugh, sorry, what I meant was, Ms. Halberry. For some strange reason, I 
don’t think she is particularly fond of me. It might have something to do with a differ-
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ence of opinion-- she thinks I’m deranged and I think I’m not. 

Ms Halberry is, to put it bluntly, a big, fat woman with a big, fat ego. There’s really 
not much you need to know about her, other than the fact that she resembles--in ap-
pearance and personality both--the jolly, green monster. Barring the jolly of course. 
Okay, fine, not the green either.

 Now, for the story to progress, I need to add a little note here. My little sister has just 
bought a little kitten. An absolutely vile kitten. Don’t get me wrong, it’s not that I’m an 
animal hater, but I swear, if I ever get the opportunity then I’m going to strangle this 
kitten. The sadistic, little creature is plotting against me! 

Before you judge my obviously diminishing intelligence, let me explain. The dumb 
animal decided a few days ago that food was not enough to satisfy his hunger. He de-
cided -like the loving pet that he is- to eat my history homework! The vile animal will 
pay some day. 

Ignoring that, I will continue my story. It so happened that a few months ago my 
therapist asked me to just write and not send a letter to someone I held a grudge 
against in order to experience closure. After thinking long and hard, (exactly seven sec-
onds) I decided to write my letter to the lovely Ms. Halberry. In the letter, I informed 
her in an extremely polite and cordial manner of the fact that she was a phony, inter-
fering woman who just faked having a “connection with the other mystical realm” in 
order to give some sad excuse for her not very strong “connection” with those who 
actually existed. Some adjectives such as “malicious, nasty, spiteful, despicable, hor-
rid and mean” might have been dropped in here and there, not to mention a few death 
threats. 

Re-enter evil kitten.  One fine day, The-kitten-who-shall-not-be-named began playing 
with my letter and conveniently dropped it in the drawing room. That very same day 
the alien came to our house for some reason that I can’t remember. Seeing a big, white 
envelope on the floor with her name on it she picked it up and shot me a suspicious 
look, obviously wondering how her letter managed to reach my house. (Or maybe she 
shot me a suspicious look because that’s just the way things are between us.)

After all my failed attempts to retrieve the letter achieved nothing other than more 
suspicious glares, I gave up.

 This event that I was sure would lead to my return to therapy has actually resulted 
in the miraculous sight I’m seeing right now.  A big, white sign with the two most 

wonderful words in the English language painted on it graces the otherwise unpleas-
ant yard of the house next door. Ms. Halberry, it seems has shifted to another planet 
place and her house is for sale.
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A Key to the 
Heart

Chapter 1: World at War

The story all starts in London City, back in 1942, during World War II. Now we hear 
stories about what it was like and how things were but we never lived it; many people 
went through family loss and other more dreadful things. But I’m going to tell you 
about a young girl. Now let’s see, it’s 1am and the sirens are ringing, the Nazis were in 
their airplanes looking to bomb some good old London buildings. This was all happen-
ing outside the window of a young 15-year-old girl. 

Suddenly Zola Spell wakes up to her two little sisters screaming. This was the third 
night in a row that this had happened. Annabeth, her baby sister, would get scared of 
the sound of the sirens and the bombs that fell with them. Unfortunately, their mother 
was working her night shift at the factory, and their dad was at war, meaning Zola was 
in charge of taking care of her sisters. She jumped out of her warm cozy bed and ran 
into Annabeth’s and Janet’s room. It was dark and they were not allowed to turn on a 
light. Zola lit the candle that was beside the door and went into the room. There was 
Janet, standing up trying to comfort her sister. Zola ran to Janet and took Annabeth; 
now Annabeth was crying and kicking. Though flustered, Zola knew exactly what to 
do. She began to sing, 

“Over in Killarney, Many years ago, Me mother sang a song to me In tones so sweet 
and low. Just a simple little ditty , In her good auld Irish way, And I’d give the world if 
she could sing That song to me this day. Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ral, Too-ra-loo-ra-li, Too-ra-
loo-ra-loo-ral, Hush, now don’t you cry! Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ral, Too-ra-loo-ra-li, Too-ra-
loo-ra-loo-ral, That’s an Irish lullaby.” (James Royce Shannon, 1913)

Zola sang this song twice before her two little sisters fell back to sleep. She did not 
know the rest of the song; it was the song that her Grandmother would sing to her 
when she was little. She could almost understand all of it (she thought). 

After putting Annabeth and Janet back to bed, Zola decided that since her mother 
would be back home in an hour she better just wait up. She went downstairs and made 
herself a cup of tea. By the candle light she read her favourite book:  Mary Poppins 
by P.L. Travers.  A little while later Mother appeared out of the door in her factory 
uniform: 

“Hello Zola, Annabeth woke up again I suppose?” Mother asked.
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“Yea, more bombs, how was the factory?” asked Zola. 
“Nothing very interesting. Zola we must talk about something,” she said worryingly, 

as she sat down with a warm cup of cherry tea. “I think it would be a good idea if you 
and your sisters went down to stay with Aunt Regina, down in the country, just for a 
year.” 

“What! No! Please! I hate Aunt Regina!” 
“ Zola, it’s getting too dangerous in the city now. I love you and I need to protect 

you, and I’ll be able to visit. You can come back in a year or so.” 
“When are we going?” Zola mumbled. 
“Monday. It was the earliest train I could get for you.”  
“Monday! But that’s only two days away!”

Chapter 2: So This Is the Train Station

The next day was spent packing and arguing among the girls about what should go 
in the four suitcases that they were allowed on the train. In Zola’s opinion that was not 
enough for three girls, one of them being a teenager of course. 

Monday, the Spell girls were up extremely early, getting ready for the long walk to 
the train station. Luckily it was a beautiful, late summer’s day. As they approached the 
London train station, Zola took one last look at her beloved kingdom, before walking 
through the gateway to hell. 

As Zola walked she took in the surroundings of the station. The walls were dark and 
grey, not to mention covered in mould. The people were much the same with many 
crying children walking along corridors with their mothers, on their way to the trains 
that would take off going into the great beyond ( away from home and parents). Zola 
had two heavy suitcases in her hands, Janet had one, and Mother was carrying the 
other. Annabeth was carrying something too-- her favorite dolly. Around each of the 
girl’s necks was a ticket; on it was their destination in bold print for all to see. 

Suddenly Zola stopped dead in her tracks. In front of her was an enormous train, as 
black as the night sky, the tall dark chimney exuding thick clouds of grey smoke. Many 
carriages trailed behind it all connected as if by one nail. 

“All aboard!” cried the train conductor, “for number 15!” 
That was their queue, that was the one that would take them far away, away from 

mother, bombing, friends, and reality. “This is your train, now let me take one last look 
at you,” Mother said with tears in her eyes. Annabeth started to cry and Janet’s face 
started to turn red with wet tears in her eyes. “Now be good.  Remember --Zola is in 
charge.”

 Zola now was close to tears, but she would not cry. She stayed big and strong. 
“Zola,” Mother whispered, “don’t worry, you will be back before you know it.” 

“But…” Zola tried to say.
“Last call for train 15!” a loud voice boomed.

“Hurry, hurry, you don’t want to miss it.” Mother helped them onto the train, giving 
Annabeth to Zola. She then gave the suitcase to Janet, as she stepped down from the 
train.

As quick as they could, they found a compartment all to themselves. Quickly, Zola 
looked out the window. She saw her mother waving as the train disappeared into the 
dark tunnel.

Chapter 3: On a Train to the Unknown

It was a sunny Monday morning in England.
A black steam engine was rolling through the country at high speed. Annabeth and 

Janet had fallen asleep; they had been asleep for at least 30 minutes. Zola’s throat was 
sore from singing the lullaby over and over again. Zola looked out at the great country, 
the great beyond. She felt tired, sleepy, her eyelids felt heavy when suddenly the world 
went black. 

 Zola’s eyes flew open. She looked around. In front of her were her sisters exactly as 
they were before, but they were awake. Janet was reading to Annabeth. Zola stood up 
and walked out of their compartment, but something was wrong, the cold wind was 
blowing in her ear, something was missing… THE TRAIN!! It was gone!! She started 
to shout to her sisters that they needed to get off the train, but they weren’t listening! 
There was nothing she could do. She started falling, falling, falling, never to hit the bot-
tom, and suddenly BANG!! 

There she was in the train; it was a nightmare, that’s all, nothing else. She looked 
around, the whole train was there. Looking out the window she saw that their stop 
was next! 

“Quickly, quickly, wake up!” she said as she woke her sisters up. “Our stop is next!” 
They hurried along the corridor to where a man in a uniform was standing (it was 

he who opened the door). The girls waited for a little, and then the big train came to a 
sudden stop. The girls were let out onto a small platform, where a tall lady in a black 
dress was waiting for them.

Chapter 4: The Walk to Regina’s House

Zola and her sisters got off the train. Above them the sky was dark and grey. For a 
late summer’s day, it felt like mid-winter. In front of them was a tall lady. She had dark 
hair, which was tied up in a bun on her head. Her face had no wrinkles, making it look 
like it had never smiled before. Beside this stern lady was one bike.

“Hello Regina… Umm--how are we getting back?” Zola asked.
“Well if you walk that way, and don’t stop, after 30 minutes you will see my house.”
“We’re walking!!”
“Yes, what do you expect?  I only have one bike and its mine,” Regina said snarkily.
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All of sudden little drops of water fell out of the sky onto their faces. Rain. “Great, 
we have a 30 minute walk in the rain,” Zola mumbled as Regina got on her bike and 
set off, leaving the girls to walk to their new home, a good way to start off the summer 
in the country. 

Regina was very far ahead, and worse, fog had come so that you could not see your 
hand in front of your face! 

All of a sudden, an enormous house appeared just in front of the girls, and what a 
house. It was covered head to toe in ivy, the doors were a dark brown wood, and the 
house itself looked like it jumped out of a fairy tale. Around the house was a big forest; 
it looked like it went on for miles. Looking around, Zola saw a stable with a dark horse 
in it. The horse looked so amazing and majestic just like the house. 

The front door was open, meaning that Regina must already be home. As the girls 
stepped in, there was Regina just in front of them, “This way, girls.”

The first thing that Zola noticed about the house was the grand hall. It was amaz-
ing, it looked like something a king would live in. The walls were grey blocks, but 
the house was extremely warm. The hall led to two staircases that started at the same 
place, but ended in different areas of the second floor. There were velvet curtains, and 
many paintings. But something caught her eye. Zola noticed a photo of a man. She had 
seen him before but she couldn’t remember where.

Regina led them up the stairs to their rooms. “This one is for Janet and Annabeth,” 
Regina said, as she pointed to the first room, “and this one’s for Zola,” pointing to a 
room just opposite the girls. “I’ll need you down in 5 minutes, so I can tell you the 
rules.”

Chapter 5: Rules, Rules but No Regina

Slamming the door behind her Zola entered a dark, cold room. On the bed was a 
dress. It resembled one a maid would wear, black with white collar and a white sash 
with a bow. Zola put it on and started to look around the room. 

The bedroom was very dark, so she began looking for a candle to light so that she 
might be able to see exactly where she was going to be living for the next year. Finding 
candles, she was able to light one. The room looked like it was for a girl a little younger 
than her. There were dolls, toys, and one book. On the book, it said Journal. “I’ll look 
at it later,” she thought as Regina’s voice came thundering up the stairs. She met Janet 
and Annabeth at the top of the stairs. At the bottom was Regina.

Regina led the girls into the main living room, and started to tell them all the rules 
and all the chores: “Now you three will be staying with me for the next year, so there 
are some rules and chores that we must respect: 

1. Rules: no laughing, no running, no crying, no disturbing me, no crying. I will only 
see you once a day to check your progress. You make your own food, no climbing on 
my furniture, no taking out the horse, and never take off your uniforms when you’re 

working.
2. Chores: make your lunch, cleaning (wash floors, dishes, dusting), laundry (wash 

by hand, dry by hand).
3. NO GOING INTO THE FOREST. It’s very dangerous .”

Chapter 6: Something New from an Old Source

It had almost been two months since they had arrived at Regina’s house. Summer 
had left and autumn was upon them. The wind was cold, the weather was terrible, and 
their moods were much the same. Every day was the same thing, they’d get up, make 
their breakfast, do many chores, make themselves lunch, eat. Regina would come to 
examine their work. If she liked it they would not have to re-do all of it; if she liked 
the work then they were to do the laundry. It was like that every day. Zola now knew 
this house inside out:  every room, every object, every piece of dust, she knew about. 
With all of this work, she had never got the chance to look at the book she saw in her 
room, but today was their first day off. Going off to her room after putting Annabeth 
to bed for a nap, she took the small frail diary in her hands, and started to flip through 
the pages. She stopped at the last page, and she noticed that on it were teardrops. She 
started to read it: 

Dear Diary,
Today is a sad day, father has gone off to war and I’m left at home with Adam* and Mother. 

Father, before he went, gave me a key on a chain and said that as long as I had that, I’d always 
have love and he said that this key opened a door somewhere in this house, he said I must find it 
and keep it safe, I just need imagine it, to find it. I was so sad to see him go. Then I dropped the 
key by accident and Adam picked it up, but he ran off with it. Then today I asked him if I could 
have it back and he said that I would have to figure out a riddle that would lead me to a map, 
which would then show me the location of the key. This is what the riddle said:

“The bottom of the eye looks at you, straight and direct, daring you to find this clue.”
 I don’t understand it. My brother is so mean, and I’ll never forgive him.

*Adam is Zola’s father and Regina’s brother.

Zola blinked. She could not believe what she had just read, that her father had done 
something that mean. She had to find that key, she owed it to Regina. But she had to 
think. She had done riddles with her dad before and she had got quite good at them, 
but this was hard.

She said the riddle over and over again in her head, “The bottom of the eye looks 
at you, straight and direct, daring you to find this clue.” It had to be something at the 
bottom that caught your eye, something different. Zola thought for a long time. She 
thought of all the places she had cleaned, something that seemed unusual.“THAT’S 
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IT!” she shouted, as she jumped off the bed.
The photo at the bottom of the stairs stood out because it was the only photo of a per-

son in the house. She flew down the steps and sure enough the photo was there. Zola 
picked it up turned it around and took off the back. Just above the photo there was an 
old piece of paper:  the map. Zola took the map back up to her room, and making sure 
no one could see it, she slipped into her room.

Chapter 7: Finding a Key Is Hard

Zola took out the map and took a look at it, but something was very wrong, the map 
wasn’t there! Knowing her father, she knew that the map was there and that some-
how her father had hidden it. She looked over the page a few times before she saw it. 
In small writing, there was a riddle: “Wish I may, wish I might, put this up to candle 
light.” Very quickly Zola put the map up to the candle. There it was: a map of Regina’s 
garden. The only thing left was to dig it up, but rain was thundering down, so it must 
wait till tomorrow. 

The next day it was raining too, but this time Zola did not care. It was early morning, 
the rain was still thundering down. Everyone was asleep, meaning that Zola had to tip 
toe through the house. If she woke Regina she would be grounded forever. Making no 
noise, she got her rain coat and went outside. 

The rain hit her face like bullets. The sun was still asleep. She walked through the 
many puddles in her way, the ground was slippery and the grass was wet. There in 
front of her was a stump. It was the same one that was on the map. Walking over to it, 
she then looked due east, and walked ten paces to the exact point, the point where the 
treasure was. She started digging and digging. She might have been there for 30 min-
utes in the cold wet, until her shovel hit a small box. “Yes, I found it,” Zola whispered 
as she picked the box up.

Unfortunately, her wet hands were very slippery, meaning that the small box flew 
out of her hands to maybe 10 feet away. Just beside it was the devil of all devils, a 
squirrel--but not any old squirrel. This was the one that Zola chased earlier this month. 
Like Zola, he remembered.

That naughty old squirrel picked up the box and ran away. When Zola realized what 
happened she started running after the squirrel. He ran through the forest never stop-
ping, never looking back, with Zola not far behind, thinking, “What am I doing here? 
Regina said not to go into the forest.” Suddenly the squirrel took a quick turn! Turning 
on her heels Zola followed the old squirrel into a small clearing. 

The moon was full, and the clearing was dark. Zola stood frozen, looking at the small 
squirrel. He looked vicious as he stood there, the box in his mouth. Cautiously Zola 
walked into the middle of the clearing. She felt this feeling come over her--something 
different, something amazing. Looking around she saw this sparkling light. It looked 
like fairy dust! “Who’s there?” Zola shouted into the clearing. 

Out of the corner of her eye she could see a small light getting closer, and closer, and 
closer, until Zola could see what it was. She couldn’t believe it but she could see it. A 
small fairy stood there in front of her. It had sea-blue wings, a small blue dress made 
out of a flower, and tiny ballet shoes with a wand in her hand. “Who…what are you?”

“My name is Laila. I’m a guardian fairy of this forest. Who are you?” the small crea-
ture asked.

“My name is Zola Spell.”
“Spell! As in Benjamin Spell?” asked the little fairy
 “Yes, that was my grandfather but he died before I was born, so I never got a chance 

to meet him. Why do you ask?”
“Because a long time ago, we trusted him with the heart of the forest, which he put 

in a wardrobe in his house. One day our forest got sick and we needed the heart to heal 
it but when we called him, he never came. We just assumed that he had played us.”

“No, he died in the war, but what do you mean by ‘us’ and when was the forest 
sick?” Zola asked. 

“There is not just me in this forest, there are around 100 fairies just like me, and the 
forest has been sick for a long time. Every day that goes on this forest gets sicker and 
sicker, and soon it will die.”

“But why? And how can I help to get this forest well again?”
“Well, there is one more thing; we put a curse on the owner of the house. The curse 

was that he’d be unhappy until he gives us back the heart of the forest.”
“That’s why my aunt has been so mean, because she is the guardian of the heart. But 

does she know it, does she know where it is, and why didn’t you tell her? You could 
have done it a long time ago.”

“We thought about it but no one has the courage to say anything, because of the 
curse, but you can help. You can help Regina find the heart then bring it to us, in this 
clearing,” said the small fairy.

“I’ll do it, I promise, but I need that little box,” Zola said.
“Yes, of course. Come here Fluffy. There you go. Now go and get the heart back,” the 

little fairy said.
“Thank you. I promise I’ll bring it back,” Zola said as she ran off. 
As Zola came up to the hose, she saw Regina at the front door looking around, wor-

ried. “Where were you?  Your chores don’t do themselves,” Regina growled at Zola.
“I’m sorry, but I found something that I think belongs to you.” Zola reached into her 

pocket and pulled out the small box giving it to Regina. Regina watched her with great 
interest as she handed over the box.

As Regina opened it a tear ran down her cheek. “Where did you find this?” Regina 
asked with a trembling voice

 “I read your old diary, and I was able to figure the rest out.” Regina looked like a 
statue; her eyes were focused on the little key in her hand. Was she breathing? Sud-
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denly she turned on her heel and ran up to her room.

Chapter 8: A Secret as Old as Time

Zola followed her up the stairs, around the corner and into the bedroom where Re-
gina opened her wardroom doors and pulled back the clothes, which revealed a stair 
case. Regina ran up to a large oak wood door at the top of the stairs. Then she put the 
key in the key hole and turned and turned, until the large door slowly opened. Inside, 
a dark sickening red heart-shaped object was pumping.

Regina picked up this heart and all of a sudden, a magical wave lifted. Looking at 
Regina, Zola noticed a smile, one that spread across her face. She turned, ran back 
down the stairs and out the front door. Zola, trying her best to keep with her 50-year-
old aunt, couldn’t help but notice that she was going to the clearing were Zola met 
the young fairy only five minutes ago. Regina ran through the forest pushing away 
branches. Regina arrived at the clearing; she stopped dead in her tracks. It was almost 
like she was waiting for Zola. Zola ran right up beside Regina. Regina put the heart 
down on the ground and walked away. Zola, confused, turned and started walking 
with Regina.

“Why did you do that?” Zola asked carefully.
“Because it felt right. Thank you, thank you helping me, and I’m sorry for being so 

wicked. Let’s go back and have a fresh start. What do you think?”
“I’d love that.”

Regina said that she was going to make breakfast that morning, and that Zola was to 
go and wake her sisters up. At lunch (the best lunch she had had since she arrived), the 
doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” Zola said, “Hel…..Mother! “ Zola shouted.
“Hello, Zola. I thought I would come and visit.”
With Zola’s loud voice, everyone in the house had heard. All the girls came running 

to the door, helping Mother with her bags. The girls helped Mother into the kitchen. 
The girls were very excited to hear all the news from London; they really wanted to see 
if they could go home.

“So what’s the news from London?” Zola asked excitedly.
“Nothing much, unfortunately; I just came to see how you guys were getting on.”
“OOOOOOOOOO,” all three girls said all at the same time.
“I’m sorry, but the good news is that I’ll be staying with you for the next month. My 

company let me off, because I’d been working so hard lately.”
“That’s so awesome; I can’t wait to have so much fun.” 
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 Do you think siblings are a pain? They are, but that doesn’t mean that you “can’t 
ever” have fun with them. If you’re lonely, your sibling will play with you, and usual-
ly, you will have fun playing with them too. Also, they will have fun playing with you! 
As you read, I hope that you realize that siblings aren’t all that bad, and it’s still fun to 
play with them.

 Siblings can be annoying and troublesome because my brother never leaves me 
alone, but it is hard to live without them. It was 6:35 one morning, I was too tired to get 
up, and my eyes were pushed shut thin as paper. I curled up in my warm blankets and 
shut my eyes.

 But five minutes later, my brother slides in with gallons and gallons of energy! 
“Annette, Annette! Wake up! I want to play Minecraft with you; I already asked Mom. 
I want to show you something, I know you’ll be excited!”

 I wanted to stay in bed, although I would like to play Minecraft. “I guess,“ I 
moaned. “as long as you calm down and let me stay in bed.” I yawned as I slipped out 
of bed to grab my iPod. My brother stayed in my room -- as always.

 Siblings can be annoying and troublesome, but it is hard to live without them 
because I enjoy playing with him. For example, I don’t always like having my brother 
in my room, but maybe just this morning. My brother and I were having fun! We built 
and collected and gave each other surprises on Minecraft! After that, we had break-
fast, got dressed, then went outside. When we got out there, we biked in circles up and 
down our slanted road, over bumps, and through our yard, and that was an awesome 
day with my brother.

 Siblings can be annoying and troublesome, but it is hard to live without them. 
My brother always interrupts when I invite a friend over. Just like the time when my 
friend Shaylin and I were doing gymnastics on my mat, having fun showing straddles, 
splits, handstands, cartwheels, backbends, and more. In comes my brother for like the 
hundredth time that day, trying to show how funny he is. “It’s just not working,” our 
looks seemed to say, and he knew it. But you know how little siblings know they’re an-
noying and not funny but won’t give up. Well, that’s what he never gives up doing.

 The fact that siblings can be annoying and troublesome, but it is hard to live 
without them is true. But isn’t it also true that although siblings are siblings, they’re 
just people. Aren’t they?
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