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“Go confidently in the direction of your
dreams. Live the life you have imagined.”
-Henry David Thoreau-
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The Stupid Struggles
by Sundar Das
There was a boy who thought that he was just the greatest
Always on time, and never in the latest
He knew that if he messed up, and got into a struggle
Someone always had his back, to get him through the trouble
But as he matured and grew, through all his many years
He came across an enemy that made his near perfection, almost disappear
A common awful problem, embedded in his system
Time was the disease, and procrastination was the symptom
The next thing he knew, 80 missing assignments
SIS was not an issue, but school was a confinement
A project was due the very next day
But it looked much more appetizing, to go outside and play
Grades dropped, as if he had done something wrong
He thought that time was on his side, that he could just prolong
What was happening he thought, with his mind all a mess
A feeling produced inside him and whispered, hello my name is stress
Suddenly five minutes of work, was more than just enough
He needed lots of breaks, or he’d get mad and rough
This was the extent to his limits, was he going crazy?
No no said his mom, you’re just getting lazy
There's always one you hate more, blue day or a gold
Blue days last forever, they’re really getting old
Every time I raise my hand, a century goes by
And once my teacher notices, my arms about to die
“How do you do this?” I asked my teacher, “I've already tried it twice”
“Reread the question dear,” Oh, Wow Thanks Great Advice
I'm not trying to insult teachers, or say that it's a crime
But I just get the wrong help, at all the right times.
`

There was a boy who thought that he was just the greatest
Always on time, and never in the latest
He thought that if he messed up, and got into a struggle
Someone always had his back, to get him through the trouble
Well now he knew that life was not all kind, loving, and sweet
Sometimes you must get sick with the stupid struggles, to get back on your feet
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Memories
by Annika Bitner
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New Age Incomprehensibilities
by Megan Hutchison
Ⅰ.
If I can't see you
You can’t see me
I can hide all I want
But I still have that feeling
A spider on my back
Crawling to make sure I’m asleep
I am not
Crawling to see if i can breathe
I cannot
I ask for forgiveness
For entering its home
Unannounced
For telling it to make room for me
When I am the one not fit for this place
My tears hit the floor
Spoiling the wooden planks
Eroding them with each drop
The spider asks me not to be sad
To not to do this to its home
The spider doesn't understand
It simply can't
The spider sinks its pincers into my shoulder
Hoping I disappear
completely
But it doesn't know that if I could speak
I’d agree
We are more alike than different
In the end
Wishing the worst for me
Wishing I could leave its home
The feelings follow in the dark
Unless I blind them
Unless I blind me
Ⅱ.
I was left in the rain
the mud
the cold
I was left for the clouds
To storm on
Left for the moss
To grow over
Left for the vines
To cover
Left for the night
To swallow whole
Just for the water to reach my knees
I wade here instead of walking away
instead of finding a new path
I sat in the cold rainy scene
I breathed for the first time
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And I loved it
I was all mine
I never got up
Or looked for the clean water
I sat in the filth unlike the others
Waiting for the water to reach my chin
Even if I found a clear ocean
Even if I made it dirty
with each moment I got farther from shore
Even if I hadn't met
The rain
The mud
The cold
I would have drowned just the same
Ⅲ.
Moving no further
I wait where I am
Politely listening for my que
Moving no farther
I wait for what I know to come
I wait for the sun to rise
To set
I wait for the moon
To orbit around me
To lift the tides
But to wait for me
Is to wait
For a never-ending avalanche
To calm
Wait for the forever agitated dust
To settle
And like static from a tv
I will never be allowed to rest
Ⅳ.
I pry at my floorboards
Wanting to see what's beneath
I carve at the planks
Wanting to see the wood peel
I etch at the material
Pacing myself between each beat
I blow at the dust
I want to see more
I want to hear more
I want to be more
I want the wood to reveal a secret
A secret whispered to me through the wind
I whistle along to the new tune I carved
with my good friend the knife
Sharper than any sword duller than any light
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Roses for the Red Queen
by Konstantina Boules
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Insanity in Salem: The Gruesome Salem Witch Trials
by Nick Yazdani
I put my long, thick black hair in a low ponytail before running to my mother from the kitchen of the
bakery and giving her a warm hug from behind. My mother owned this bakery. She was working at the cashcounter almost every day, although, even with my skills I couldn’t compete with her baking. I was almost the
same height as her. She tilted her head toward me and gave me a warm but weary smile before telling me off
for hugging her while in the middle of baking. I laughed it off before going back to the sink to wash my hands.
My best friend Ana ran hurriedly in through the back door, starting her shift late.
“Where were you, Ana?” I asked with a smirk.
“Getting presents ready for someone's 13th birthday next week. I think her name’s Kat Bella.” She
replied jokingly with a wink.
I laughed and shrugged everything away, pretending not to know what she meant.
Ana and I were friends when she was orphaned a few years ago (before she moved in with me and my mom,
Isabell Bella).
Ana and I were both turning 13 the next week; my birthday on Saturday and hers on Sunday. After we
finished up in the bakery, my mom said she was going home while we were supposed to go grab more
supplies from the town before everyone closed up shop for the night. As Ana and I walked into the market,
there was a scarce amount of people scattered about.
We quickly finished shopping as faint streaks of pink, purple, blue, orange, and red spread across the
star-tattered sky. When was the last time the sky was THIS beautiful? I thought.
“Hey, I don’t want to go home quite yet. Want to go look in the woods a little like when we were kids?” I asked
Ana. She smiled kindly and nodded her approval. We walked through the wooded paths, nostalgic for times of
naivety to the horrid witch trials and hunts. I never understood why witches were hated so much for being
connected with nature. They were always framed for murder and torture just like in my books of witchery.
“What’s that cottage doing in the depths of the woods?” said Ana, perplexed by the extremely small cottage
next to the river standing before us. We went inside before setting down our baskets on the wood counter and
sitting on the comfortable bed randomly placed before us. Just as we sat down, we heard chanting and
shouting coming from town.
Ana and I glanced at each other before running back through the trails, scraping and cutting every open
surface on our body in our rush to see which person was accused this time.
When we had gotten to town, it seemed a mob had appeared with the heat and brightness increasing as I tried
to move forward in the crowd. Ana and I got shoved to the back, luckily with only few new cuts and rude
remarks. Suddenly a regular from the shop turned to face me, She seemed surprised then grimly whispered.
Her breath felt hot on my numbed ear.
My worst nightmare had come true with those five words. “Oh honey. It’s your mother.”
I fell to my knees, stunned. If only I was there, I thought. All I felt was the chilled stone on my knees and the
freezing, summer night wind; I felt frozen. I couldn’t cry. I couldn’t feel anything but shock. I was suddenly filled
with the rage that had built up over these 12 horrid years that I’d been alive for, but at the same time, I couldn't
scream. I was silenced. My eyes suddenly blacked out.
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Nightmare
by Kaitlyn Shin
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Fires
by Katie Sullivan
I think that I am a firefighter. Now, I don’t identify myself with that title because of the
stereotypes surrounding the physical badge, like being responsible, brave, and hardworking. In
fact, I don’t get any recognition for my job because my badge is invisible, but it’s heavy and
tiring. You see, like a firefighter, I help people. If they have a fire or I suppose an issue or
problem, I fix it. I adopt other’s problems and raise them as if they are my own in hopes to fix
those fires.
A firefighter's badge is acknowledged with gratitude, and they get praised and thanked,
but because my badge is invisible, I live a thankless job. Now, I am not trying to complain that I
need to be appreciated, all I am simply trying to say is that my firefighting gear gets heavier and
heavier and more draining for every problem I adopt because I live a thankless job.
Now once a firefighter has finished their job, they get praise and walk away proud. I am
the firefighter that saves the house, but I am also the hero that gets replaced by the new
painter. I don’t get thanked; I get kicked out. I don’t leave proud; I leave thinking that I did not do
a good enough job saving that house. I leave ashamed knowing that I should and could have
done better. That maybe if I had just adopted one more problem or put out one more fire that I
could have stayed longer before I had been kicked out without any thanks. That’s the problem
with having an invisible suit, no one knows that you are the hero. No one knows how much
effort you put into putting out other’s fires. No one knows how hard it hurts to be replaced by
their new painter.
So, when it came around to save the next person's fire, I did everything I could not to be
replaced by their new painter. So, I lied and swore that I needed to stay to put out more fires
after my job was already done. Even though I got burned, all I wanted to do was stay and get
burned again just as long as it meant I would not get kicked out. But when I came clean for
those lies, I was kicked out for being selfish. Not only did I save this person's fire, but when
trying to save my own, I got kicked out feeling ashamed and worthless worse than anytime I
was replaced by any other painter.
So, I took my invisible suit off. I ripped my imaginary badge off and ripped it in shreds. I
then realized that I was too busy trying to help others identify their issues and their own
judgment that I didn't even know where the key to open the door to my judgment was. I learned
that I was just setting myself up for failure by putting out other’s fires while my own flames were
still growing.
No one asks a firefighter about their fires; they just assume that they can put them out
themselves, but I was too busy putting out others fires that I couldn’t even identify my own. So, I
quit. I need to put out my own fires and find my own key before I can ever help others find their
key and put out their fires.
And to all the people that replaced me for their new painter, just know that I was the one
that fixed your fire. I am the one that wore the suit. I was the firefighter whom you kicked out. I
may have some fires that I need to put out myself, but unlike you I will never use someone else
to do that work for me, because I know that I am not capable of cruelly throwing a firefighter out
the window of my house like you did to me before I took my uniform off.
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I will never replace my firefighters with my painters. I will have my painters give my
firefighter’s kitchen walls a clean coat. I will never be blind enough to be incapable of seeing the
bigger picture of all the heroes in my life. For every person I thank for being in my life, you kick
one out. Give it some time before you are left with a burned down platform that you call your
home because you kicked out every firefighter, painter, carpenter, plumber, designer, and roof
contractor. When that time comes, the door to my community center built by all the wonderful
people that helped me put out my own fires and the doors to my community center will always
be open if you agree not to burn them down. I wish you luck when you have put out the miles of
fires you are creating now. Something tells me you will be missing my imaginary suit and badge
and all those suits of the other heroes you kicked out.
I think that it's vitally important that everyone sees the bigger picture of the many heroes
that fill our lives. No one should need a blinding, bright red uniform to get recognition for helping
others. A plethora of people would not get burned in these fires or kicked out of these houses if
we as a community could be more open minded to what everyone is going through.
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Freedom
by Layla Graves
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Rights for Undocumented Immigrants
by Ramsey Warner
Actor Diane Guerrero grew up with loving parents, people who took care of her
and appreciated her. They never had much money, but they worked very hard to keep
their family afloat. One day, Diane came home to find them completely gone. Her
parents had been seized by immigration officers and sent to a prison to be deported.
Diane, at 14 years old, was left parentless and on her own in the world, forgotten by the
U.S. government. Sadly, she is not the only one who has faced this; this scenario can
happen to any child in any family in the U.S. that includes members who haven’t
obtained citizenship - meaning they are undocumented. These unregistered immigrants
exist because of an unfair citizenship process in America. Many people immigrate to the
U.S. to escape miserable conditions in their country, and to try to build a more
prosperous life. Unfortunately, the process for getting legal citizenship in the U.S. is
expensive and very time consuming. Immigrants in the U.S. who have not completed
this process and are undocumented are considered “illegal” and are seized and
deported if found by immigration officers. This leads to the separation of loved ones in
painful stories like Guerrero’s, which is just one example of how unregistered migrants
in America are forgotten, mistreated, and misunderstood. Undocumented immigrants in
the U.S. deserve protection, rights, and a clear path to citizenship because deportation
tears families apart, migrants in the U.S. are discriminated against and endangered, and
deportation negatively affects the economy.
Many families are ripped apart because of deportation. When a family member,
especially a parent, is seized by immigration officers, it causes a huge strain on the
whole family. Not only is it horrible and traumatizing for spouses and children to
suddenly lose their codependents, but it can also intensely financially hurt them as well.
Deportation has driven those left in the country to homelessness and hopelessness,
while sending the person who was deported back to a place they needed to escape. In
Diane Guerrero’s book In the Country We Love, she explains how she felt abandoned
and grief stricken when her parents were deported. “Tomorrow, I’d begin a new life, one
uncertain and frightening…A path I’d prayed so hard that I’d never end up taking”(103).
Children and young adults who lose their parents are often robbed of a good future and
are susceptible to other dangers such as addiction and depression. Guerrero describes
what depression felt like for her: “Despair is different. It’s the absence of hope. It’s a
long flat road with no horizon in the distance”(153). The U.S. is leaving its children and
its people with no hope, taking away the foundations of lives and failing to uphold the
American ideals of freedom and possibility for all. Lack of opportunity is just one of the
many problems unregistered foreign nationals in America face, however.
Nonnatives in the U.S. face a large amount of discrimination, misrepresentation,
and prejudice. The government does nothing to protect these migrants from racialized
violence. In fact, it heavily encourages it, not only with the anti-immigrant lies spread by
politicians, but also by enacting xenophobic policies such as California Proposition 187
in 1996 and the 2017 travel ban. The government feeds a culture of mainstream
xenophobia and dehumanization of migrants, which leads to a lot of discrimination and
16

violence. To make matters worse, Migrants who are undocumented cannot turn to the
police for help if they are in danger because they do not want to be found out and
deported. Diane Guerrero recalls how she was hit by a car and could not go to the
hospital for fear of drawing attention to herself. “I’d just gotten the crap knocked out of
me, and yet one thought reeled through my head: Do not cause any trouble”(117).
Undocumented immigrants live in inequity and bigotry and are forced to hide and live
under the radar, which causes them to have harder jobs, harder living conditions, and
risks their safety. The U.S. government needs to start caring about the hardworking
people who majorly contribute to the running of this country. They are worthy of
protection, and they are worthy of citizenship. Our country must stop dragging them
down with lies and propaganda that misrepresent them and put their lives in danger.
Politicians and people argue that paperless migrants must be deported because
they are stealing people’s jobs and hurting the economy, but this is not true.
Undocumented people in the U.S. work hard, laborious jobs for low pay, which doesn’t
hurt the economy, it boosts it. Furthermore, the economy would be boosted even more
if unregistered nonnatives could become citizens. According to The Center for American
Progress, “Putting undocumented immigrants on a pathway to citizenship would
increase U.S. GDP by up to $1.7 trillion over the next decade, raise wages for all
Americans, and create hundreds of thousands of new jobs, advancing the country’s
economic recovery”. So, claims from politicians those nonnative migrants are stealing
jobs are purely based on undeserved racism, prejudice, and misrepresentation. It is
essential to the future of all U.S. immigrants that Americans stop believing and
spreading these propagandic lies.
As undocumented migrants in the U.S. are being discriminated against and
deported, tearing families apart and causing negative effects to the economy, the U.S.
government needs to start giving them the protection, rights, and clear path to
citizenship that they deserve. Households and families are separated when people are
deported, making it harder for people to achieve a good quality of life, and negatively
affecting the future of children. As nonnatives in the U.S., this minority faces a heavy
load of discrimination, misrepresentation, and prejudice while the U.S. government does
nothing to help them. Harmful lies spread by politicians and people about unregistered
migrants “stealing jobs” and “hurting the economy” must not be believed and
encouraged. Let’s protect the people who work the hardest to keep our country afloat,
and advocate for undocumented immigrants. They deserve a fair chance to achieve the
American dream.
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The Cruelty of Factory Farming
by Taha Sarviha
Sick and weak, a cow stands in the vast land full of other cows with hardly any space to
walk. Cows are prevented from fulfilling their natural tendency to graze on green grass and are
treated more like industrial machines rather than living beings. They are forced to eat food that
isn't meant for them to eat, therefore making cows highly ill. Up until slaughter, cows are fed
antibiotics to keep them alive. This is the life of an ordinary factory-farmed cow. Factory farming
animals is torture to them, and the rest of their lives should be spent peacefully the way they
naturally live. Due to the brutality of factory farming, the US government should encourage
animal rights via local farms.
Factory farming for years has been taking away the rights of animals. In The Omnivore's
Dilemma by Michael Pollan, he writes about unethical farming as “farming was no longer an
ecological loop-it was more like a factory” (42). Meaning that farming used to be one with nature
and let animals live how they naturally lived. However, in the present time, animals are forced to
live in ways that are not natural for them. As a result, when animals get forced to eat food not
natural for them, they create toxic manure that cannot be used as fertilizers. In the Farm
Sanctuary online article, “The Environment” it is said that cows produce more than 500 million
tons of manure annually in the US, emitting toxic gasses into the air and polluting the water as a
result. Therefore, with ecological farming, pollution produced by animals can be limited which
would also restore animal rights.
The government should promote animal rights by encouraging local farms. Data from the
Farm Sanctuary suggests that factory farming “is responsible for 14.5% of our greenhouse gas
emissions worldwide.” Therefore, if this number is lowered or eliminated, one-tenth of worldwide
pollution would be eliminated. Local farms accomplish a low to zero-emission farm by letting
cows live the way they naturally live. By letting cows graze on pastures and eat grass, cows
produce manure that can be used as a fertilizer. By doing so, an ecological loop that has little to
no harm to the environment or animals will be created. With the government’s support, lower
emissions of gas can be possible. Therefore, having the government promote local farms would
lower worldwide greenhouse gas emissions and restore animal rights.
The brutality of factory farming could end through local farming which can promote
animal rights. Ecological farming can prevent pollution produced by animals because it feeds
them natural food. Therefore, animals live a more peaceful life while not harming the
environment. Through the encouragement of the government, pollution produced by factory
farms can be limited and an ecological cycle that has little to no harm to the environment can be
accomplished. In conclusion, even though factory farming is highly effective, it does not make it
right because it is unethical to abuse animals and harm animals.
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Field Day
by Madeleine Ahrens
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The-Thi
by Mia Nguyen
The-thi just sat there, thinking about her life so far, thoughts filled her mind with
memories of her life before she became a mother. She remembered when she used to play with
her friends every day after school, and when she used to ride her bike through town and smell
all the food that everyone was cooking, and when she used to live in Vietnam, but it was 1975
and her life changed after the war happened. Now The-thi lives in America and she can’t do the
same things as she used to do in Vietnam. The-thi thought about it all while rocking back and
forth in her chair.
It was 4:00 in the morning and she was hearing silence for the first time in a few weeks.
She knew she had to get up but after one year of nonstop working and having to raise four
children she wanted to stay in that chair forever. Her room was pitch black, the only thing she
could see was the light seeping through the bottom of the door. Then she heard a timer go off
from the kitchen. The-thi stood up from the rocking chair she was sitting in and stumbled out of
her dark room and into the kitchen. As soon as she entered the damp, cold area of her
apartment she could smell the rice cooking on the top of the counter. The-thi picked up a towel
laying on the side of the sink. She let out a deep sigh and started wiping the counters of the
kitchen.
After an hour of cleaning up the kitchen, The-thi grabbed her bag and walked out of the
door at 5:00. The moment that she stepped outside of the apartment she had been in all night
she felt a sudden breeze hit her. The-thi shivered through the cold wind passing her. She
quickly ran to her car and turned it on. As The-thi drove to work she smiled thinking about that
moment of silence she just had and the family she now had aside from the war.
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Lost in Thought
by Madison Vischulis
Mae sat in her comforting bedroom, staring at the ceiling. Waiting for something,
something she waits for every night at exactly 8:23 pm. The night she turned fourteen years of
age Mae discovered something spectacular, something that starts at 8:23 pm and ends at 6:00
am. She had calculated that over the two years she has had this mysterious thing. That
something would never be revealed to anyone else in the world, she would not allow herself to
potentially endanger other living things. She has nightmares every night about the things she is
miraculously able to do and create. Mae had tried to shut those nightmares and thoughts out,
never speaking of them to anyone. Yet those thoughts persist and continue to haunt her
dreams.
Mae was stranded when she was just a small and petite child, lost wandering around in
the woods for many months on end. One dreary day a young couple had found her while they
were on a hike to find and study the rare Gemdai bird. The Gemdai bird was one of the most
alluring and elegant creatures there was out in the world. It had beautiful amethyst purple
feathers and striking ocean blue eyes. At some point during their hike the couple had seen Mae
lying with eyes closed next to a blackberry bush. She had juices smeared all over her face, a
stark contrast to her long, and silvery white hair. The couple looked around the forest and saw
no trace of any guardian, family, and most concerning, life. There were no animals scurrying
about, nor were there any birds singing throughout the forest.
Suddenly, there was a flash of purple that soared past the couple. They both frantically
stumbled around looking for where the mysterious flash of purple had gone. Then, something
instantaneously caught their attention. The little girl sleeping next to the bush had a small streak
of purple in her long snow colored hair. The couple then decided to take her to their humble
cottage home and figure out who she was, why she was alone in the wilderness, and most of
all, why a portion of her wispy hair had turned purple. Not just any purple, an amethyst purple,
just like the Gemdai bird that had swooped down in front of the couple's very own eyes. The
man then quietly scooped her up into his arms being careful not to wake Mae. Meanwhile the
woman who walked beside him lightly rubbed her hand as they made their long and treacherous
journey back to their home.
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Jealousy Rots My Brain
by Nola Benton Kenney
Jealousy rots my brain.
Can you hear the buzzing flies?
The buzzing flies that swarm into my ears
As the disease called jealousy infects
Infects and rots my head
I hate the way you look at him.
I hate the way he looks at you.
I hate how it’s almost like he knows
Almost like he knows my feelings
Feelings for you
And he links his fingers in yours
He wants my infection to spread
So, I will let it
Jealousy rots my brain.
Has he kissed you yet?
If he kissed you,
Did you kiss back?
Did you like it?
I bet you wouldn’t have
If you saw the things I did
Jealousy rots my brain
Can’t you see?
Can’t you see me?
I’m right here
I want you to look at me
The way you do to him
Jealousy rots my brain.
Jealousy rots my brain
Jealousy rots my brain
Jealousy rots my brain
Jealousy rots my brain
Jealousy rots my brain
Jealousy rots my brain.
Last night I killed the jealousy.
I sent it away
With a disinfectant called tears
Because I finally accepted
You’ll never feel the way I do.
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Bread
by Annelise Sienknecht
No matter how you bake it
You simply can't mistake it
Okay maybe you can mess it up
Like trading a teaspoon for a cup
Burning it to a crisp
Letting it flatten thinner than a wisp
But bread you are my favorite treat
You make me feel whole, complete
Especially baguettes fresh from the oven
When you get it warm you can't misgovern
Break it in two feel the steam
Pair it with butter it makes a great team
One bite is all you need
Just kidding, eat it all with greed!
Bread you are my muse
You blow away my blues
The perfect bread tears unresisting
Thank you so much for existing

Pie Day
by Neva Asan
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The Sweet Life
by Victoria Pennington
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The Monster of Our Myths
by Clara Yin
A lighthouse sits on a rocky outcropping, wind and water spraying salt into the air.
Storm tossed waves underneath gray skies the color of ash.
But beneath the surface of the ocean
A glint of silver scales, a long, magnificent tail.
Shipwrecks litter the sand, perhaps grandiose at a time,
Decrepit now.
She can still hear their screams
They echo in her head as clear as a siren’s wails.
Echoes of the fury of a figure with more power
Than any living creature could match.
The artifacts of an angry storm
Dusty old books covered in cream-colored barnacles
Tarnished jewelry and other treasures
They come looking for it
Because humans will be humans,
Romanticizing old warnings,
Believing themselves to be invincible.
But monsters will be monsters.

The Future Perfect
by Clara Yin
If I read multiple-choice questions carefully and do my best to understand material, I will get
100s on the rest of my grades this year.
If I watch the assigned video today instead of tomorrow, I can save time in class.
If I never text with capital letters or punctuation, I can save myself the grief of pressing more
keys than necessary.
This way of communication is called the future perfect.
Not something I’ve heard from any English teacher I've had in my 13 years, but
The way I understand it
Is that basically you say Event B will occur, but only if Event A occurs first
Just like an if-then statement, the cause and the effect, or the IV and DV.
If I say I think in future perfect tense
What would that mean for me?
It means that simple future tense sometimes isn't good enough
Because future perfect is more specific on how a future goal will be achieved.
And even though I sound somewhat obsessed, and overachieving to a certain degree,
Even though it seems rather pointless to take 2.5 minutes now just to avoid spending 2.5
minutes later in life,
Even though my future is anything but certain,
It's not like anything is going to stop me from trying
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Tree of Life
by Daniela Renderos Hernandez
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Emotions
by Caitlin Egan
Sadness is like water on a grave.
Drip, dripping to form a puddle,
Until life hits you like a flood,
You stumble,
You flutter,
You shudder and shake with sudden utter,
But shudder you will not,
As the flood washes away,
To form rainbows
No hurricanes,
No tornadoes,
No dark clouds,
Or raging volcanoes;
But just happiness,
Like your walking on air,
Without a world to care.
With rays of sunshine,
And calm winds,
But the beautiful blue skies won’t last.
For the Earth needs rain,
And thunder to pass…
Scared like a fish trapped in plastic
Or as you would think: unenthusiastic…
As time slows down,
You still wear your crown,
But end up with a frown,
Unaware of what’s around.
With lightning in mind,
You will be confined,
Like a bitter, sour lime
All tangled up and combined.
A hot pot that's boiling over
Just to give you full disclosure….
But a mystery within thee,
Of happiness, madness, and misery;
And that’s how I feel inside me.
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Lost
by Blake Armstrong
When the sun shines, and the bird flies,
The world seems…peaceful.
But all is not as it seems.
Backstabbing, Betrayal, Blasphemy
Always making friends into enemies.
the world is cold, angry, and strong
And everyone hurries along.
They rush, in a crowd,
Needing attention, making sound.
But not all are this way,
Some of us like to stay,
In one space.
They are lost, lost in the crowd, lost in the sound,
Hidden away, they can’t be found.
They can’t be found Looking,
They can’t be found Staring,
The world forgets them, it moves along.
But not all are lost to the winds of change,
Not lost to the sands of time.
When the world gets too loud, the sound becomes a scream,
It becomes deafening,
Suddenly, the focus is on you,
A spotlight, shining bright.
And the sound, the sound dies,
And you become a magnet for their eyes.
You don't know what to do, but all eyes are on you,
Then, you speak.
You say what you need to say,
You Shine out, You don’t fade away.
Remember to be bright, remember to shine,
Be a beacon, That's what the world needs,
Climb over your mountains,
Sail over your seas,
Just make your mark,
And no one will forget,
Stand out, speak, and Importantly,
Don’t quit
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School Days
by Elise Garten
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A Place to Pause
by Emily Kang
The eagle asked the rock
‘Hey there rock, are you never sick and tired
In the midst of this vast ocean
With nothing to see
Besides the talkative birds and the serene sky
With nothing to feel
Besides the sharp wind and the ice water?
For goodness’ sake you can’t even move!’
The eagle took a second to spread its fabulous feathery wings
Like a phoenix rising from the ashes.
‘I can soar above the universe
With nothing but my wings
Feeling every inch of the earth
Free, merry, and lucky.
Oh, little rock, are you never sick and tired... of yourself?’
The rock waited patiently, a smile spreading across its face.
‘Yes eagle, for I am imperfect
Gray and rusty, edges jagged
However, as I sit in one spot, I can see
The seasons changing with every gust of breeze
The currents slowing with every splash of wave
But most importantly
I am a resting spot for birds like you
A place for peace and relaxation
So that you can take a breath
Before going to soar above the universe again.
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Envy
An Excerpt
by Emily Kang
Her silky, smooth coal black dress and hair was a panther, ready to pounce. Her red lips
and nails, the color sharper than a needle, was easily mistaken for blood. Raquel. The name
felt dangerous in your mouth. She was perched on her throne, legs crossed like a snake and
eyes piercing through your soul. The colossal hall in which the throne sat, was gray, old, and
dilapidated, but something about it was menacing and frightful just like the woman sitting on it.
Who knew this woman was once a little, timid child named Harlow? It was time. Today was the
day Raquel had waited for her whole life. The day she dedicated the last fifteen years for. The
day for which she built her power and strength. The day she was to kill her sister. She tapped
the point of her black heels against the dusty, concrete floor. The emotion she was feeling was
indescribable. She felt mightier than ever, but in the back of her mind there was a tint of
uncertainty.
“Madam, Amity Ashford is here,” said Drake, her only assistant.
“Let her in.” Raquel's voice sharpened at the sound of her sister’s name. The huge
doors, covered bit by bit in moss, opened, ever so grandly, and before Raquel’s eyes stood her
very sister. Her sister whom she hadn’t seen in fifteen years. By her side were two guards,
clutching her on both arms. Amity Ashford. The manacles on her wrists and ankles were worn
out, emitting a foul metallic smell and she was dressed in white, stained rags, with her golden
hair tangled like a bird’s nest. The scars and cuts on her body and face indicated that it wasn’t
easy fighting her here. But what stood out most amongst all was her gaze towards her little
sister, eyes bloodshot red and full of hatred. Raquel smirked; her lips raised to one side. The
guards thrusted her in the center of the hall before Raquel, and Drake exited the hall with them.
Raquel sauntered out of her throne, looking down on her older sister, the separation of power
clear as day.
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Black and White Racial Stereotypes
A Slam Poem
by Nick Harms and Xavier Mayfield
Just because we have a different skin color does not mean we are different (Both)
Just because I’m white does not mean that I’m a redneck racist (Nick)
Just because I’m black doesn't mean I steal stuff (Xavier)
Just because I’m white doesn’t mean I tell people to get deported (Nick)
Just because I’m black doesn’t mean I play Call of Duty all day (Xavier)
Just because I'm white doesn’t mean I eat crackers all day (Nick)
Just because I’m black doesn’t mean that I eat watermelon and drink grape Kool-Aid (Xavier)
Black and white is like blue and red they bond together (Nick)
We go together like chicken and rice (Xavier)
We go together like peanut butter and jelly (Nick)
We go together like chips and salsa (Xavier)
Like cheese and crackers (Xavier)
Like Yin and Yang (Nick)
Bang, bang, that's all I hear (Xavier)
Not all our people drink beer (Nick)
The color of our skin does not define who we are (Both)
Seeing white people in a gang is bizarre (Nick)
And a black person smoking a cigar (Xavier)
And a black person playing a guitar (Xavier)
These are all on point like Derek Carr (Nick)
Running from a gang see from afar (Xavier)
We both have the same culture (Xavier)
We both have the same structure (Nick)
Underneath we are the same color (Xavier)
We are different brothers from the same mother (Both)
Runnin’ down the court hit a three with the buzzer (Nick)
Just like back in black sneaking around undercover (Xavier)
We got a whole new world that is way too big to discover (Nick)
We are who we are (Both)
Nothing can change it (Both)
But us (Both)
Stop putting me on the back of the bus (Xavier)
Like why you doing that? That's a bit sus’ (Nick)
Can you please stop leavin’ me in the dust (Xavier)
I have nobody I can actually trust (Nick)
These things need to stop going undiscussed (Xavier)

32

Art
RJ Roberts
Thinking outside of the box
like an ox doing the moonwalk
I can use different mediums and materials
But wait need to pour my cereal
Arts and a cool craft
Maybe I can build a raft
Then I can sail the silky seven seas
Of markers used by expertise
Then you make art and don’t feel inspired
Please don't feel tired or want to retire
When you make bad art
Don't be afraid to restart
And if others say it’s good
But you misunderstood
Just wait until you see a new perspective
For your final objective
If you think about it art is like school
Because your final product can be pretty darn cool
But in between
it's not so clean
And you’re like a water fountain spewing out creativity
But you're also a drain getting taking creativity collectivity
Make sure to appreciate what you make
Or in some cases what you bake or create
If you like to make art and people disagree
just show them your confidence and bravery
Through what you make
Or while in a challenging mental state
Thanks for listening to my poem
That I was gladly showin’
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Multiverse and My Lost Family
by Yerin Jeong
Stephen Hawking said that there may be a multiverse and he was right. I finally found it.
I finally found a universe where my family is alive. After my family died, people called me “A girl
who lost her family” and I don’t want to be called “A girl who lost her family.” So, I came into that
universe, and I’m trying to bring my family back. I already told my friend Soomin that I found the
universe and she helped me to come to this universe.
Yesterday was my D-Day to leave my universe and jump into another universe. The
route to get to another universe is simple. You don’t have to jump into black hole (like Stephen
Hawking said). Instead, you just go to an abandoned amusement park at 4:40 a.m. and think
about four reasons why you want to go to that universe and four things you want to do in that
universe for four minutes. I know, it’s weird. But Soomin said that it’s the only way to get to
another universe.
I don’t believe Soomin very much. She is the new student in our school, and she never
talks about her family. She seems like she doesn’t care about the schoolwork but getting all A in
the tests. And she barely talks to people except me. When I found out that there may be a
multiverse, she asked me about the multiverse that day! I thought that it may be some kind of
Magic. I told her about this multiverse. I can’t believe it, but I could get to this universe because
of her.
After I got to the multiverse, I found my family. But they were surprised at me. They said
that I died one year ago. My parents got so confused. My big brother and little sister got
confused, too. But it was me who was the most confused. ‘Am I supposed to die?’ I thought.
That night, I heard my family talking about me. “Is the return of Seohyun a blessing or a curse?
She came back. But what if she goes back?”
Curse. I’m a curse to my family. I felt guilty that I did this. But I was mad at this universe,
too. Why did I die in this world? Why can’t our family all live happily together? How can I make
this right? I felt like I broke the peace in this universe.
I gotta go back. I must go back. But how? I decided to try what I did to come in here. I
don’t know if it will work, but I have to try. There’s no other way. I planned to go to the park
today. I’m gonna go back to my old universe and turn everything back to normal. Of course I
want to stay with my family. But I’m ruining them. I gotta go back.
I went to the park at 4:40 and did the things exactly I did to come here. I prayed and
prayed. Please... But when it was 4:44, nothing happened. Nothing... I cried, “Please, bring me
back. Please... I need to go back. I can’t stay here.”
Then all of a sudden, I heard a voice. “Do you want to go back?”
“Yes. Of course.” I answered immediately.
Then the voice talked to me again, “Are you sure you’re not going to regret?”
I paused but I answered “Yes. I wanna go back.” The voice said, “As you wish.”
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I saw a light and I can’t remember what happened after. I came back to the place where
I left this universe. Then I heard someone calling out my name. “Seohyun!” ‘Did the voice come
to me again?’ I thought. I opened my eyes, and I was really surprised. It was Soomin.
Soomin was the voice, and the voice was Soomin. She tricked me and so I had to be
mad at her, but I wasn’t. She helped me meet my family again and helped me figure out that I
belong to this old universe. She helped me figure out that I shouldn’t try to find something that’s
already gone. I looked up to Soomin and said “So, what should I call you? Soomin, Voice or
Magic?”
Soomin smiled at me, too. She said “Well, how do you want to call me?”
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Monarch
by Kathryn Caroll
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Butterflies
by Margaret Willens and Madison Vischulis
Creativity runs through our veins
It's so difficult to explain
Like when we write long, lengthy, and lyrical stories
or when I play marvelous, melodious music
Stories are a pathway to another world
as minutes turn to hours
Writing, reading
expressing creativity
Lyrics to undiscovered hidden songs
books, poems, essays
Creativity runs through our veins
We bake, we make, we create
We run, we dance, we write
We listen to the strumming of a guitar
We run until we're out of breath
Baking batter to create many different sweets
Mixing various magical colors
Using an offset spatula with a billion different strokes
Twirls and turns in pretty pastel pink soft slippers
Arms tight and strike a delicate pose
Creativity runs through our veins
When we are lost in creativity we are immune to the flames
The flames of doubt, the flames of apprehension
The flames you dance alongside as you perform on stage
A common favorite tragedy
Like The Hunger Games
The Hunger games show the flame of fire
wanting, needing , something desired
something that's needed in order to thrive
you need it to survive
each of us are our own individuals
We are like butterflies spreading our wings
We know that what sparks our creativity will help us learn to fly
We soar through the sky, lost in creativity
We finally show the colors of our fragile wings
Creativity can be expressed in many different ways,
Writing, drawing , painting, dancing
So many possibilities
One thing however I know
is we are butterflies
Our delicate lavender wings flap inside
Butterfly fly, fly
We are all like butterflies
we flutter, we change, we thrive
We love, we create, we fly
We truly are butterflies
We really are butterflies
Lost in creativity
Soaring through the endless skies
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Life and Death
by Christopher Devine
Life, Beautiful, but scary.
it’s irrefutable how life and death are connected.
We are all affected by the birth and death of humans and animals..
People are all unique, all different. It's magnificent.
Sometimes I wonder if humanity is worth saving. We are all misbehaving.
I look around me and I see happy faces, sad faces, different races. all in one place.
I hear people living laughing trying to get by, life is just a slice of pie.
On the other side of life there is death.
Death is always looming but that doesn't stop us from blooming.
We all have our demons, different feelings.
Death makes me sad, makes me feel down and bad. but I manage to persevere it knocks me to
my knees makes me kneeling
but We all need healing. Death kills everything it touches, everyone is in death's clutches.
But as soon as death strikes, life blooms.
Then boom a new person is born. It's a cycle. always repeating, never stopping, like a never
ending spiral.
Being happy is easier at our highest point.
Lucky charms, puppies, kittens, cute little guppies are what makes me happy
but when we are at our lowest is when it's a struggle, but we push through we hustle.
That is what makes humans interesting, we never stop moving, we improvise and are always
improving.
just like life, always changing but never stopping the clock just keeps tick tick-tocking.
And that's what makes life and death beautiful.
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The Wishing Totem
by Monica Wong
“Come on, you two. You’re so slow!” brown-haired Ariana Marson scolded the two slow
boys traveling six or seven feet behind her and her best friend Leslie.
“But it’s so ... hot ... here ...” Tate Channing complained, wiping sweat off his forehead
as he pushed his way through the jungle vegetation to catch up with the girls ahead. Somehow,
blue-eyed Tate had managed to soil his shirt, rip his pants, and get several leaves stuck in his
normally polished, but now shaggy and messed up, blonde hair; they had only been traveling for
forty minutes.
“Why do we have to find this artifact thing anyway? I personally believe we should just
head back and enjoy the rest of the day watching a movie in our hotel room,” Julian Adler
suggested, pointing back down the nearly invisible trail that the foursome had been walking
along.
“No, Julian. We’ve come this far already,” Ariana ordered, without even bothering to face
him. “Besides, aren’t you even a little curious about what kind of powers this relic could hold?”
“Relic? You sound like my grandma,” Julian murmured under his breath. Luckily for him,
Ariana hadn’t heard the retort. She was too busy moving swiftly through the outstretched ferns
and grasses that inhabited the forests around them.
“If you want to go back, you can,” Ariana told Julian forcefully.
“Naw, I’ll stay,” he muttered, shoving his hands into the pockets of his black slacks. The
foursome was adventuring through the Congo Rainforest, searching for an ancient artifact,
hidden deep within the jungle. The artifact was said to hold great magical powers. According to
the stories about it, whoever found the artifact and took it from its resting place would gain the
totem’s abilities. It was humid in the forest. The calls of birds could be heard from everywhere
among the trees, and little creatures were always scampering and gallivanting through the brush
below. Though the forest was home to many animals, it certainly wasn’t to a few of them.
“This is not how I wanted to spend my summer break,” Julian mumbled, glancing
at Tate behind him. Though Julian normally wouldn’t have interacted with a guy like
Tate, he was grateful to have a fellow dude on the trip with him.
“Me, too, Julian. Me, too,” Tate agreed tiredly.
“Ari, how much farther?” Leslie Peterson asked Ariana as she finished retying her
blonde French braids. Ari stopped to check her map, an old, withered piece of parchment paper
that she’d found in a chest in her attic. The map had belonged to her mother and her
grandmother before that. According to her mom, their family believed in the legend of
“The Wishing Totem,” and many women in her family had tried to search for it, but none
had succeeded. A few weeks before, Ari had dug it out of the chest and inspected the
ancient symbols, inky crisscrossed lines and old sketches scattered about the
parchment. Instantly, she knew she wanted to search for the treasure that the map led
to. Naturally, her best friend agreed to come along on the adventure. Ari recruited Tate
and Julian with a little bit of harmless bribery. Let’s just say Ariana would be doing all
the boys’ chores for three weeks.
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Turning the paper around in her hands, Ari analyzed the symbols written along
the edge of the map to decipher where the group was in the Congo Rainforest of
Africa. “The totem’s supposed to be inside an old temple or something. I think it’s up
this path a little way. It’s probably at least twenty more minutes of walking,” Ariana
estimated. She folded the paper carefully and tucked it back inside the netted pocket of
her dark green backpack. They started up again on the trail.
Leslie and Ari turned around when they heard a whimper. “Wha- Bu- Twenty
more minutes?” Tate questioned in disbelief, looking at Ariana and Leslie with pleading,
desperate eyes.
“Yep. Now, stop complaining. We need to get moving.” Ariana continued up the
path, Leslie right behind her. With a sigh, Tate began to walk again, and Julian brought up
the rear. Julian tugged on the jacket around his waist, wishing he hadn’t even brought it
at all, as he was led up the path by Ariana’s and Leslie’s laughter.
The jungle was hot and misty. Sure, she liked summer, but Leslie was having a
hard time with all the humidity in the air. Plus, she had to wear her scoliosis brace
twenty-two hours a day, which made everything that much harder. Leslie was sweating
through her tank, and she felt like her insides were baking in an oven. “Can I have one of
the trail mix bags?” Leslie asked Ari, stopping by a section of rocks at the edge of the
trail to get out her blue and gray water bottle.
“Sure,” Ariana agreed, setting her backpack on the forest floor and unzipping the
middle pocket to reveal the four bags of snack mix inside. Leaning against the rock for
balance, Leslie took a long gulp of water, letting the cold liquid splash down her throat.
She reached for one of the bags that Ari was holding up. Inside, there were nuts, M&Ms,
raisins and dry cereal. A bird’s call sounded throughout the forest, as Leslie tossed a
handful of the snack mix into her mouth. The bird was close.

40

Monstrous
by Madhav Vijay
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The Changing Mirror
by Brooks Maiden
I am soaring now
without distress
without rocks being thrown and traps being placed
I feel a sense of relief, like a weight was lifted off me
before you were the trap
I was buried deep
I could not escape,
couldn't move, couldn't breathe.
But now I moved forward to reach a new light
to see what once was a fun-loving friendship turned into one I could no longer see myself a part of
I realized It was never comfort, never peace
you only tried to bring me down
the energy you brought made me question things
Your sarcasm seemed clever
but I didn't let it get to me
I persevered
through the persuasion and temptation of your words
I was afraid to be hurt
I didn’t want to make you mad
you always brought me down
waving off your cruel words as “just a joke”
Maybe I was meant to grow from this
but now I surround myself with friendly faces all around helping me up along the way motivating me to
work harder with each step I take
every day that I spend with them I feel a change in the way I speak
the way I look
as I face myself in that same mirror that I used to look into
when I felt dread about the words you had thrown at me
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From Afghanistan to America
by Shagofa Tareq
This is my travel story from the USA to Afghanistan. My dad went to Afghanistan when
there were 5 or 6 days left for us to go. The day we were at the airport my dad called from
Afghanistan. We talked with him. My mom was saying that coming back would be so hard
because her family is in Afghanistan and saying bye to the family, I have in Afghanistan is hard
for my mom. Because families are the same everywhere in the world, parents, siblings. It was
not easy to say bye to them.
When we arrived in Afghanistan my uncle and cousins came to pick us up at the
airport. When my dad went to Afghanistan before us, he bought an apartment for us. Since we
had a lot of family members in Afghanistan, we couldn't go to a different family’s house every
day. That is why my dad bought an apartment so they could come to our apartment. That would
be much better.
After some days we went to Wardak, my grandma's birthplace. It is sad that my
grandparents are not alive , I have never seen them. They died before I was born.
In Wardak we had 2 houses, one from my dad's family and the other one was my mom's
family house. We stayed 20 days In my dad’s family house and 17 days in my mom’s family
house.
One of my cousins lives in America, with us. She came with us to Afghanistan. They
were in Kabul when we were in Wardak. One day they called us and said, “Taliban came
to take over Kabul and the airport”. We thought that we might not be able to go to America
again. So, we went back to Kabul the next day. In the airport: Whenever the palace saw the
Taliban they would start shooting. There were so many people trying to come to America
without passports.
Sometimes the police kicked us with big sticks. They would shoot next to us and next to our
ears, it was so loud. On the day we were coming to America it was so hard because we
left Afghanistan to go to Qatar. From Qatar we went to Germany. From Germany we came to
America. It took one week to come to America. After all, I am safe and healthy.
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Hopeful Illness
by Judith Backman-Cruz
Ms. Stein injected the poison that’s helping me once again. Hey, at least I could look
forward to the ice bath strictly for the most temperature vulnerable part of my body. I felt the
familiar pinch on the inside of my elbow and decided to take a nap, partially to avoid this reality.
“Wakey, Wakey,” she said warmly.
What would I do without my mom always by my side? She works painfully often to afford
chemo, caging her from spending time with me. But when she can, she does.
She wrapped the blue torture device around my head while kissing me. As much as I
appreciated her love, I simply wasn’t in the mood for affection. This was a strict reminder of the
torture that is my life. As soon as I was settled in the North Pole, I checked Snapchat.
I swiped up to see my pretty pink homepage. I decorated it with clouds, sunsets, and
inspiring words. I know I sometimes (a lot of the time) act like an unthoughtful daughter but
under the poison therapy there’s some rusty gold. Unfortunately, the first thing my eyes landed
on was Ava's story.
Party, after party, after party, after party. That was once my life, and it’s not like she stole
it from me. It just feels that way. I checked Jordan and Layla’s story, theirs were mostly filled
with schoolwork and football games. I wasn’t not painfully jealous of them as well, math class
with Mr. McCarthy just wasn’t something I missed as much.
Within these past seven months, I’ve been able to somewhat contain my envy.
Previously, anything hinting at the life of your average sixteen-year-old would throw me into a
panic attack. Now, it’s mainly social events that drive me up a wall.
It’s just not fair. I bought the heels and Gucci purses. I learned all the social rules. I
became friends with all the right people. Yet, the victory of my hard work was short-lived. Three
months into my party career I was diagnosed with skin cancer. My aunt had the same thing, but
she caught it too late. She lived her twenties to the fullest, traveling all over the world before
succumbing to her disease at twenty-four. That’s why mom is as loving and financially
supporting as she is. She refuses to let me or anyone else in her life meet the same fate.
She was diagnosed with OCD two years after I was born. In her case, she is obsessed
with ensuring we are healthy. I sympathize with her, due to her sister’s death, but she is literally
driving herself mentally ill over it. Cancer had to turn my life to ruins, imagine not even having
the disease and killing yourself over it anyways? I will never truly understand her empathy, or
illness, whichever one it is.
“Bing,” went the timer.
I slowly unwrapped the cold pack, hissing at the thumping pain.
“Sweetheart, how was the treatment?” my mom asked, pulling me from the couch.
“Good.”
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“Okay, well I have to tell you about these absolute dingbats. All they do is scream, they
can’t agree with anything, and the contract is due in two weeks. But I have a plan. You see….”
The elevator came to a halt, and we walked out the building. And when I say walk, I
mean I stubbed my toe exactly four times getting out. Although my vision is still blurry from icy
poison torture, I managed to find the car before mom did.
“We are gonna win billions from this idiocy. This is what happens when you mess with
someone who knows what she wants.”
“Mom, the MAPS app is right there.”
“Oh, thank you, sweetheart.”
While she started the car and happily talked about the life of a lawyer, I felt sleepiness
possess my body. This has become common since I began the treatment that’s technically
killing me. However, I’m determined to prove to my mom that I’ll see the end of this. I only pray
that she understands that despite my stoic, ungrateful attitude. I am honestly trying my best to
survive and let her help me through the journey.
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Fifth Grade Was Awesome
by Kazuma O’Byrne
Ah yes, 5th grade. The year when my wholesome life took a turn. If you asked anybody
who was a fifth grader in 2019-2020, they would probably say 5th grade was crazy. You see, a
couple of reasons why 5th grade was crazy was A: The school put all crazy kids and hyper kids
and dramatic kids in one class. Not to say that my class was just the crazy class, but the
amount of crazy kids outweighed the normal kids by a lot. And B: My teacher was on maternity
leave until November or December, so we had a crazy substitute teacher that we were stuck
with for four months. So yeah, it was insane.
Ok, one red flag that your substitute teacher is crazy are new, crazy rules based on HER
opinion. She made a couple of rules that were a slight annoyance, but The main rule that
EVERYBODY hated was the rule that you can only eat healthy food at snack time. Then class
was in outrage, but it's not for the reason you would think.
It was one fine morning for my bud Noah. He was just eating his footlong sandwich that
his mother made for him, “Mmmm, I'm hungry!” said Noah as he took a bite out of his sandwich.
He was pretty hungry because he didn't eat breakfast, so he started to take a few bites out of
his sandwich. Now apparently, our substitute did not like that. So, while everybody was eating
their apples, bananas, and granola bars, she went over to Noah and his sandwich, swiped it out
of his hand and threw it in the trash. The class went silent as the ruffle in the garbage can came
to a stop. All eyes, including mine, were on our substitute, Noah, or the trash can.
“What was that for!” Noah said. The class echoed in agreement, as our substitute sat
down at her desk. Noah stood up and looked down at the trash can. I felt bad for him, he was
probably pretty hungry. He looked down helplessly at the trash can with his sandwich inside, still
only having a few bites in it.
Ok, so I bet you are wondering what happened next. Well one thing that we all knew was
that Noah won't be sticking around. Noah's mother was not very pleased that the sandwich she
made was thrown into the trash. Noah had been moved to a different class. So why did our
substitute throw out the sandwich? I don't even know. Probably because she has something
against sandwiches.
In his revenge, every day when the bell rang, he would go in front of the class door and
dance singing, “Teacher, don't you be a meanie!” So what's the moral to this story? Don't
meddle with people's food. See, if you mess with a dog's food, it will bite your hand off. If you
mess with a bird's food, it will poop all over your car. And if you mess with somebody else's
food, don't expect a good response.
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And I Wish I Could Promise to See You Again
by Sara Yoshikawa
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