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Forward

Being creative is difficult, often terrifying, lonely work.  The best 

writers and artists must dig deep within themselves in order to cre-

ate the art that they later share with others. And then, in the sharing, 

the artist must stand unmasked, alone, and vulnerable while an 

audience of  strangers critiques their work. In many ways, there may 

be no occupation that requires more bravery than that of  the artist.

The work you are about to read and view represents the brave and 

creative efforts of  Wayne County Public Schools’ students from 

every grade level. It is broad in scope and covers a range of  topics. 

Imagination runs wild here, in brilliant thoughts and ideas, colors 

and images.   

I hope you will enjoy your journey through the 2018-2019 

Wayne Collection.  As you browse, please take an extra moment to 

appreciate not just the talent represented on these pages, but the 

pure-hearted courage as well.

Tamara Berman Ishee

Assistant Superintendent for Curriculum & Instruction
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If all the world's problems were solved would positive thinking be needed?
 If all the world’s problems were solved, positive thinking would still be needed. Aristotle told us that 
“Happiness is the meaning and the purpose of life, the whole aim and end of human existence.” You couldn’t 
enjoy the perfect world if you are negative and grumpy. People spread their attitudes to other people that 
they see or talk to. Happy thoughts also keep people healthier.
 You couldn’t have fun in a world that had no problems if you are negative and grumpy. The absence of 
problems in the world does not mean that everybody would be happy.  Each person chooses what they think 
about, whether positive or negative. Psychologist Steven Baum tells a Cherokee fable of a grandpa teaching 
his grandson principles about life: “A fight is going on inside me,” he says to the boy. “It is a terrible fight and 
it is between two wolves”. “One is evil – he is anger, envy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, 
resentment, inferiority, lies, false pride, superiority, and ego.” He continued, “The other is good – he is joy, 
peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, 
compassion and faith”. ”The same fight is going on inside you – and inside every other person too.” The 
grandson thought about it for a minute and then asked his grandfather, “Which wolf will win?” The old 
Cherokee simply replied, “The one you feed.” [1] Either choice has consequences, both for the individual and 
the community around them.
 People spread their attitudes to other people that they interact with. It’s a chain reaction that affects 
individuals, then society. When one person is mad, cranky or grumpy, that one person can say mean things to 
other people and make them mad, cranky or grumpy.  The new grumpy people then acts the same 
towards other people they come in contact with. On the other hand, when one person is happy and she 
comes in contact with another person and says nice things to him, he would become happy and nice to other 
people as well. Encouraging a person who is having a bad day may change their attitude and day. It makes 
them feel better and helps them handle their situation. In school, work or home, when one person says 
negative stuff to another person, it may discourage him and the person could give up and be negative 
too. The Bible tells a story of Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden. Adam and Eve lived in a world without 
problems and were happy for a while. Another resident of the Garden started telling Eve a lot of negative 
thoughts. After a while, she began to be unhappy because her way of thinking had changed. She began to 
argue with Adam and made his thinking negative too. They were both kicked out of the Garden of Eden 
because they let negative thinking take over.
 When your “glass” is half full you are happy and appreciate what benefits that you have in your life. 
When your “glass” is half empty you are sad or depressed and don’t appreciate anything you have. People 
that say that they are happy most of the time, tend to lower their stress levels and heart rate. Happiness can 
also result in being less likely to get sick during cold and flu season. When exposed to a disease that can cause 
the cold and/or flu can not only be less likely to get infected but can also recover faster if infected with the 
cold and/or flu. Happiness can also help with pain. Joint pain like Arthritis causes painful stiffening in joints 
and worsens with age. It is proven that a positive outlook may help joint pain and improve physical 
functioning in arthritis infected people. Daisy Coyle found that “Being happy promotes a range of lifestyle 
habits that are important for overall health. Happy people tend to eat healthier diets, with higher intakes of 
fruits, vegetables and whole grains.” [2]
 In conclusion, research shows that even if all the world’s problems were solved, positive thinking 
would still be needed. People should think about their life, be thankful for what they have and not be mad at 
whatever they don’t. When someone is thankful and happy and interacts with other people, then the 
positivity will spread from person to person. Simply by being happy you help your body relax and feel better 
altogether. Eating healthier helps keep your thoughts positive and leads to a healthier lifestyle. The world is 
only as good as the people that live there and positive attitudes would make the world a better place.
References
[1] Steven K. Baum, The Psychology of Genocide: Perpetrators, Bystanders, and Rescuers (New York: 
Cambridge University Press, 2008, quotation on p. 237)
[2] Daisy Coyle, APD  healthline.com How Being Happy Makes You Healthier 2017

Sabree Allen, Fifth Grade, Brogden Middle School
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Yeniffer Gonzalez-Osorio
Sixth Grade



Living In The Jungle   
 

I am a lion  
I live in the

Jungle
I’m powerful and I love to rumble

I have no friends
I am always alone  

But when I am hungry I can catch a bone  
I fight like a king

I even fight human beings
Back then I was a shame 

Now I know my parents are proud of me because what I BECAME!!!!!

Shykell Cannon, Sixth Grade, Brogden Middle School
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Trapped in the Dark

I’m leaving the light, I don’t know why
I’m leaving the light, I’m trapped inside

Please help me inside
These demons in my mind

I’m leaving the light
Oh why Oh why

I’m trapped in the dark
Leave my feelings inside
I’m trapped in the dark

Please keep me alive
I’m trapped in the dark

Oh why Oh why
I’m leaving the light, I don’t know why

I’m leaving the light, I’m trapped in my mind
I’m trapped in the dark
Please help me inside

I’m trapped in the dark
Oh why Oh why

I’m trapped in the dark 
Oh why Oh why

   Eliss Ochoa, Sixth Grade, Brodgen Middle School
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The Lady or The Tiger

 As I moved my hand quickly, I knew right away that he had trust in me. As he kept walking towards 
the right door, I knew I lost him to her forever. When my “loved one” opened the right door, the supposingly 
beautiful lady stepped out with a wide grin and embraced him. However, his face had no emotions as if he 
had no interest whatsoever. Everyone started cheering and the marriage began. 
 The happy bells rang and it was irritating my ears. Children were throwing flowers at the new 
married couple and I was in my seat raging with pure anger, jealousy, and sadness.  My lover, who is no 
longer no more, glanced at me and I immediately sat up from my seat and ran out of the arena. My head 
was feeling pain and my jealousy was becoming stronger. I couldn't just let him be with her...right? 
 A couple of long minutes passed and everything was finished. I was heading back but the couple, 
which I hated, now seemed to be heading somewhere.  I silently followed behind them as they were
having a conversation. I cringed to myself a little and noticed they stopped walking and were now in front of 
a home. 
 I stood back hidden and saw as my loved one took out a key to the home. An idea popped to my 
head and so I went home with an evil smile. On the next day, I went up to my father with a fake but 
charming, smile on my face and had a small conversation. I suddenly asked, “is it okay if we have a party to 
celebrate the newlyweds?”  My father took his time to think and agreed. I let out a victorious sigh and knew 
my plan was going to work. 
 On the next day, the party was being organized in the arena, which was my idea. I made it to the left 
door where behind of it held the tiger. Yes, it was there as a request from me and for my plan. When the 
party was over and everyone left besides the married couple, I went up to them with a professional 
expression and congratulated them. That is when I told them that the guests who were invited dropped off 
some gifts and were put behind the left door. I also mentioned that no tiger was inside so they both walked 
in as I ran out of the arena where I heard yelling and pleading

Ashle Suarez
Brogden Middle School

Grade 7
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“The Eerie Monster “

 I didn’t know what to inspect when I opened that door, my hands were unsteady as my breath was 
caught in my throat.  Never had I imagine I would be stuck in this situation. My hand landed on the knob and 
I paused.
Paused to rethink my life, paused to think back to the past.  Paused to think about my loved ones.
 When she and I first encountered each other, I knew she was the moon to my sky.  The fangs to my 
tiger, she was my everything.
Being cut out of my daze by the faint mumbling coming from the crowds.
“His so hesitant.” One person cried.
“I would be too if my life was one the line.” Another one spoke.
 “Well he better hurry up! I have crops to water.” A different voice boasted. With a long 
sigh I turned the knob.  A long eerie creek filling the air, everyone was silent: the man, the wom
an, the birds and the lizards.
Silent.
Everyone was so silent.
 I peered into the room that didn’t seem to hold a lady nor a tiger.  Confusion sunk into 
my veins as I looked back at the king, his face was fixed with confusion as well.  Glancing at my lover 
whose face was turned with shame and what seemed to be . . . gulit? Before I could call out I heard the 
sound of anonymous movement.  My heart sank. Turning back, I saw two piercing amber eyes. Poking out of 
the darkness like the first stars on a dark night.
“The tiger!” Someone yelled.  “Sucks to be him I guess,” Another person said.  “I can’t watch!” A person 
weeped, looking away from the scene.
 Tripping on my feet, falling back from overwhelming fear.  My love . . . betrayed me! I thought we had 
something more.  Turning to the royal party to see the king smiling with delight, while my love seemed to be 
weeping.
Why? She had no right to!
 “You betrayed me!” I cried loudly, “You liar!” And before I could call once more, my faint was blinded 
by the slash of claws.

Azada Kornegay, Seventh Grade, Brogden Middle School
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On the Court

On the court it is always fun
Grab a friend and make a run

go grab the ball
When we start we will give you a call

On the play they leave him free
He is open and shoots a three

That is the end of the game
It is fun what a shame

Joshua Kearney
Brogden Middle School 

Eighth Grade
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Should We Get Rid of the Penny?

 In the 1900s pennies were all you needed to get yourself a sweet like licorice, hard candy, and 
bubble gum. But nowadays you need at least a quarter to get candy. As a matter of fact I don’t think there is 
ANYTHING you can get for a penny. But maybe I'm being too harsh on the penny, let's look into the pros and 
cons of the 1 cent coin and really see if we should get rid of the penny.

 I’m going to start off with the biggest argument towards getting rid of the penny. And that argument 
is that it costs more money to make a penny than what a penny is actually worth. That's not even the worst 
part about it though because these pennies just end up in fountains or on the ground. It would save 
Americans so much money if the government were to just stop producing the penny. But money is not the 
only thing pennies waste they also waste important resources like zinc and copper which can be found in 
batteries, laptops, washing machines, and more.

 Another problem with the penny is that they are LITERALLY useless. There is nothing in the United 
States that you can buy with a penny. Then there are things that’s price doesn’t round up to .05 cent and 
that’s when you have to use a penny. But even that wastes time as a study conducted in 2012 found that the 
average American spends 2.4 HOURS handling them per year.

 Some pros are that the penny gives respect to the cherished 16th president: Abraham Lincoln. One 
of the only things that the penny really contributes to is charity since there are things like penny drives. But 
if you think about it if you can contribute a penny, can’t you donate a nickel, dime, or quarter. It would also 
make the charities profits much larger that with just pennies. Another reason is that they keep things 
cheaper, if they eliminate the penny people who sell stuff would likely round up a nickel instead of down.

 In conclusion I think we should get rid of the penny. The reasons to get rid of it outweigh the reasons 
to keep it by a ton. Except for maybe charity, but like I said before if you can donate a penny, why can’t you 
donate a nickel, dime, or a quarter. Also I think we should replace the guy on the nickel with Abraham 
Lincoln since he has a lot to do with US history and how it is today (if they were to get rid of the penny).

Christopher Suarez
Brogden Middle School

Eighth Grade
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My friend is Samya.  She is a good heper.  She is nis.

Ny’Liyah Gaines, Kindergarten, Brogden Primary School

My Best frin is ms.tomis and ms.win Because thay is the nisis techr in the wed.  She help me and 
ms.win mayx shr that we doing what you suspos to Do.  She help a lot of Days.  

Travion Mayhue, Kindergarten, Brogden Primary School
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Brayan Ramirez Alvarado
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Elvia Reyes Reyes
First Grade
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Once upon a time there was nice teachers named Mrs. Benaissa and Mrs. Trejo. They are very kind 
teachers and are very funny. My teachers love everyone with all their hearts. They make funny stories 
and read stories to use. They are the funniest teachers in the world.

Mileyna Romero, First Grade, BPS

I felt sad when my brother broke my favorite pencil. My mom said that she was going to buy me a new 
one. When my brother broke my toy it was an accident. My brother said sorry and I felt much better.

Stephany Villegas Vega, First Grade, BPS
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William Perez-Juarez
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My Family and I at the Fair

 In October my family and I went to the fair. At first I saw the art display. I 
saw a picture of a dog. It had puppies. After that I got on the horses. I got on the 
brown and white spots horse. It was cute. At last I ate cotton candy. I liked the 
blue cotton candy because I like the color blue. We had a terrific day at the fair! I 
hope to go again next year.

Solangel Pantoja
Second Grade
Brogden Primary School

A Trip with My Family

 Last Saturday my family and I went to the mall. At first we went shopping. 
We bought beautiful dresses. After that we went to a Chinese restaurant. We ate 
delicious noodles. When we were done we went to buy shoes at Sears. The shoes 
were so beautiful that I love them. Then we went home. My family and I can’t 
wait to go back to the mall.

Mary Angeles Luna-Gomez
Second Grade
Brogden Primary School
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Anabella Nietro
Third Grade
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Isabella Overby
Third Grade
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Flowers
I see flowers, so many kinds.

I’m going to name some that I find.
A blossom is awesome.

Just like your smile.
A lavender is prettier than all the rest.
But, you can’t forget about the daisy.

It’s so awesome, it’s crazy.
Don’t be fooled, they all are COOL.

Me and you
Come check the world out.

Verniciyah Harvey
Third Grade

Brogden Primary

The Very Hungry Wolf

   Once upon a time, there was a very hungry wolf.  He could not find anything to eat.  “I am very hungry” 
said the wolf.  “What am I going to eat?”  wondered the wolf.  That day he saw a hare hopping by, so he said 
“I am going to eat you!”  The hare raced as fast as he could until the wolf grabbed the hare.  “What do you 
want from me?”asked the hare.  “I want to eat you” said the wolf.  The worried hare said “I can help you find 
food.”  They both raced to the pond and the hare grabbed 2 fish.  “These fish are good!” said the wolf.  The 
grateful wolf said “Thank you for these fish.”  The hare said “You are welcome.”  The very full wolf walked 
towards his house while he thought about those good fish.

Elian Serrano Herrera
Third Grade
Brogden Primary
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Valeria Castaneda
Fourth Grade
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Karlie Rowe
Fourth Grade
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Me and You

Me and you
On a ride

Time flies by
We play a game

One that you tame
I hope we can do this again

For you are my friend
Maybe you are ready for the test

To be the best of the best
But hey

Life is full of yays until it ends
This poem goes out to my friend

Karlie Rowe, 4th grade
Brogden Primary School
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Very Bad Day

 Imagine you are at home on a hot, summer day.  There is a beach 30 
minutes away from you.  You go to the beach, but as soon as you get there, the 
beach is closed, for some strange reason.  One of the seaside stores is having a 
75% off sale on a kiddie pool; so, you go into the store.  The regular price for the 
pool is $100, but you only have $20.  Luckily, a man was nice enough to give you 
$20 and tells you to keep the change.  So now, you have $40, and this is more 
than enough to buy that pool.  When you see the pool, its smaller than what 
you saw.  A couple of minutes later, you go to the register to buy the pool, and 
you’re the 1000th customer.  The store gives you a deal of 80% off.  Now it’s 
$20; so, you buy the pool and drive back home.  There’s a traffic jam, and you 
begin to think, “Could this day get any worse?”  It gets worse.  The traffic jam 
took longer than anyone expected.  There was construction.  No one was told 
that there would be construction.  Everyone had to wait.  They finished around 
4 hours later.  Now your day is wasted and your plans ruined.  At least you got 
your pool.  You’re sad and get some turtle ice cream to make you feel better.  
You sadly just shove the ice cream in your mouth.

Leiah Bell, 4th grade
Brogden Primary School
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“Dear Friend”

I know—
I know, I know, I know;

It’s been forever since you believed.
I know it's tough,

I know it’s been a rocky road,
But trust me when I say this:

It gets better.
I know the light seems so distant,
And I know you are losing hope,

But you aren’t alone. 
It feels like you are climbing Mount Everest

Just to escape this pain.
I know this— I’ve been through this,
Worked with this, remembered this…
But I cannot take this pain from you.

I know it hurts now,
I know you just want it to be over,

But it takes time.
Know this:

You are loved,
You are cared for,

You are amazingly beautiful,
And far stronger than any of this.

Sincerely,
You

Kaylea Schlomer
Ninth Grade

Charles B. Aycock High School
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Kristen Ridgle
Tenth Grade
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Genevieve Simmons
Tenth Grade
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The Process of Moving On

The air flips through the pages of my life,
the depressing tale of heartache and loss.
Thank God fire skips past heaven,
for my dad rests there in peace,
and my mother’s worries wash away with the tides.

May his daughter’s fire return in the blizzard of their cold, 
dead hearts,
and may his son’s earthly eyes dance in the sky like the 
colors of the sunset.
May the water lift in his mother’s broken heart, 
and may his father finally cry with the Earth, the sound of 
sorrow erupting from his throat.

Sarah Carroll
Tenth Grade
Charles B. Aycock High School
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An Old Song 

Lingering on the notes of music, 
a flame bores over a dull melody.
Flowers that once grew in my heart
wither away in my lungs,
poisoning my breath.

Whether the dirt was in my eyes
or in their words, I cannot tell.
I lie next to my radio
while it plays empty familiar notes.
Something that warmed my soul
is suddenly at my throat.

Kristen Ridgle
Tenth Grade
Charles B. Aycock High School
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Chrislyn Kirkpatrick
Eleventh Grade
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Stacy May
Eleventh Grade
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Bunnie Smith
Eleventh Grade
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“A Mind Away”

I often find my mind to roam
To look beyond itself
To observe, learn, and question the
Thoughts of someone else
And though I try and try and try 
Again
To see and understand
We are still a mind away

Miles can be lossed
Oceans can be crossed
If I put my ear upon the wall
I could hear what happens down
The hall
Though if I placed my ear upon 
Your head
And listened for a stream of
Words that go unsaid
I would only hear my own
Disappointed sigh
For there is some unseen distance
Between you and I
Because we are still a mind away

Joseph Guillemette
Eleventh Grade
Charles B. Aycock High School
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“Unstable Ground” 

Worn and weathered, are my shoes, 
Lying beneath the hot summer sun's rays 
Just as my ties bargain to age 
And become useless for their use- 
 
I'm tired of walking and waiting, 
And talking and fading 
As my shoes break loose, tearing the seam 
And everything between crumbles and falls 
Beneath the gravity. 
 
I'm still waiting. 
 
I'm still aching and shaking 
As my knees collapse and my soles slap 
On the hard cement reality. 
 
I'm breaking. 
 
Tattered and sully 
My sole slips free leaving nothing but the bearings 
Of an empty body. 

Emilee Swinson
Eleventh Grade 
Charles B. Aycock High School
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Sadie Lassiter
Twelfth Grade
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Landon Moore
Twelfth Grade
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“Anglo-Saxon Ideals”

 The Anglo-Saxon culture predominately revolves around the idea that, to live on forever, one must 
make a name for himself through his good works. With no central religion and the absence of an eternal 
existence, it is imperative to resemble the characteristics of a “heroic” figure. In having these 
characteristics, such as loyalty, bravery, generosity, and friendship, it could be possible for the heroes’ names 
to live on forever through the tellings of their heroic deeds. In Burton Raffel’s translation of the epic, 
Beowulf, readers see many of these ideals in action. For the people of this time, Beowulf embodies the 
perfect example of an epic hero.
          Perhaps the two most important characteristics that allow Beowulf his eternal existence are his 
bravery in battle and loyalty to his people. During his nearly fifty-year reign over his people, and even before 
then, Beowulf always remained loyal to his people. Even through hours of slow submersion unto a terrifying 
“water witch” (In. 181) or a fifty year rule in riches, Beowulf never ceases to put his people above all else, 
marking him the true example of the Anglos-Saxon ideals.
          With loyalty, Beowulf accomplishes another one of the common characteristics of a noble hero: 
friendship. Throughout the epic tale of Beowulf’s journey to an everlasting existence, it is clear to see that 
friendship is truly important to him. This is visible when Beowulf, concerned for his men, offer to fight the 
lethal dragon all on his own (ln. 291-292). In his own act of heroism, it was friendship that saved him from 
an unforgiving death at the hands of the serpent (ln. 358). The truest form of generosity is shown when it 
is to no benefit of the person. A lot of times, people will display such characteristics for their own personal 
gain, such as admiration. While these affections are apparent from Beowulf’s people, it is also apparent that 
they come from a genuine place. A shining example of Beowulf’s generosity, or friendship, is shown when 
he, on his deathbed, bestows unto Wiglaf his mighty armor (ln. 426-429) and, in a hopeful way, gives 
courage to a brave new hero.
          Through it all, it is Beowulf’s bravery that truly sets him apart. He challenged enemies no one would 
dare to provoke. He led men to battle and, when necessary, left them in safety while he fought the battle of 
one-hundred men (33). In those moments, it was not for fame or fortune he so willingly fought, but for the 
safety and care of his people. 
 That is why Beowulf is the shining example of an epic hero, or that is why his name shall live on 
forever, and his eternal existence shall be admired till the words of men cease to exist. 

Work Cited
Raffel Burton and Seamus Heaney. “From Beowulf: ‘The Battle with Grendel,’ ‘The Monster’s Mother,’ and 
‘The Final Battle.’” Elements of Literature, 6th ed., Vol. I, Holt, Rinehart, Winston, 2006. Pp. 21-28; 33-39

Cameron Merrill
Twelfth Grade
Charles B. Aycock High School  
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“Fair Lady” (A Reader’s Response to Shakespeare’s Hamlet)

She had a loving husband
But he died with hidden cause.
She remarried to his brother,
Who slaughtered all just laws.

Blinded by his comfort,
She didn’t see the truth.
He lusted for the power
But he kept that aloof.

Time passed on slowly
And serious events occurred.
The son found the murderer,
And stated it without a word.

In his sporadic state of mind,
The new king tried to kill,
But she drank the poison
And now her body lies still.

Madeline Patnaude
Twelfth Grade
Charles B. Aycock High School 
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No, I do not want the cat in the hat to come to my house because he made a big mess.  
My mom would be mad that he drew on the lamp and the piano.

Jazilyn Shipman
Kindergarten
Carver Elementary School
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Naomi Ramos
First Grade
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     I can’t wait to be 100 years old.  I will have  wrinkles because I am going to be old.  
I might have a cane because my legs might be weak.  I bet I’m going to have glasses 
because I might not be able to see well.  I will live in Florida with my husband, and two 
dogs, and three cats.  I hope I can eat grits and mashed potatoes.  Maybe I’ll be in the mood 
for ice cream.

Jillian Bond
First Grade

Carver Elementary School
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When I am 100

    When I am one hundred years old what will I be doing?  I will look old and have no teeth.  
When I am one hundred years old I will live in a city.  When I am one  hundred years old I will be 
nail designer.  When I am one hundred years old I will drive a Lamborghini.  These are the things I 
will be doing when I am one hundred years old.

Kamiyah Edwards
First Grade

Carver Elementary School
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Amberly Morgan
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Jahari Spell
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My Opinion

In my opinion, I think it would be best to live  in a school.  First, I think school would be the best place 
because I get to play all day long.  Another reason I think school would be the best place is because I get to 
eat all the food until I get fat! The last reason I think school would be the best place is because I can play in 
all the classes. I can run superfast in the hallways.  So you see, 
living in a school is super cool! 

Juan Valencia-Bartolon   
Second Grade   

Carver Elementary  School

A Fairy Tale

     Once upon a time, there was a mom who had a little girl.  First,  the mom wouldn’t let her play on her 
phone.  Then, the little girl felt sad because she couldn’t play on her phone.  
Suddenly, a magical bunny appeared and said, “Don’t worry, I will help you!”  The next day, the magical 
bunny used her magical powers to make mom say “yes”.  So the little girl  played on her phone.  They lived 
happily ever after! 

Cristina Lopez Soto  
Second Grade  

Carver Elementary School
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Shantelle Martinez Avila
Third Grade



Leo Monodragon
Third Grade

Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Hector Tucux Perez
Third Grade
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When I’m 100 Years Old…

 During the day, I will cook, sleep, and watch television.  I will go shopping if I have a little 
energy, or play with my nieces.  At night, I will eat cookies with milk, and change into my pajamas 
and go to sleep.  I won’t be able to run anymore!  I’ll eat smoothies, and bubble gum all of the 
time.  I will shop at Target and buy clothes.  When I’m 100 years old, I’m going to be AMAZING!

Ayme Flores Onate
Third Grade

Carver Elementary School

Candy Cane

Colorful delicious
Tasting unwrapping hanging
Swinging in the pretty tree

Yummy!

Maylyn Perez Perez
Third Grade

Carver Elementary  School
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Lisbeth Bernardo Mendez
Fourth Grade
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Elisabeth Venegas Quinta
Fourth Grade
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Save the Turkey

          I feel that chicken would be a better choice for Thanksgiving dinner instead of me.  
The following are reasons why I think you should consider not eating me.
           The first reason is that I’m stinky.  I’m really gross looking and other turkeys stay 
away from me.  I’m also really skinny, and I don’t really taste good.  You will have to put 
hot sauce on me so you would have any flavor. 
            Next, you should choose chicken because chicken is really tasty.  When you go to 
fast food places you can have chicken wings. Chicken is really good, and you put sauces 
and other good ingredients on them. You can have chicken many different ways.
              Also, I don’t want to die because I have a family.  I need to live so I can take care of 
my family and protect them.  I need to take care of other turkeys and my turkey family. 
I need to be alive to help them when they are in trouble.
                Therefore, I hope these reasons are enough to convince you not to eat me, but to 
eat chicken for your Thanksgiving dinner.

Ivan Lopez Alvarez
Fourth Grade

Carver Elementary School
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Plutonium Man

     Plutonium Man can create a giant green fireball that will explode on impact and a green substance 
comes out.  His enemies will melt and dissolve into nothing. He can also turn into a yellow substance and 
squeeze through tight spaces, and with his rod, he can smack enemies and they will turn into dust. 
     Plutonium Man was a regular human being, walking by a factory, then the factory exploded and he 
formed into a boy superhero! He heard that some heroes got their powers by a nuclear substance. 
So he put his hands in front of him and created a big fiery ball and threw it and it exploded. 
Now he spends his time saving people.

Kenneth Anderson
Fourth Grade

Carver Elementary School
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Kyla Carlisle
Third Grade
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I just love to dance
Dancing makes me happy
When I’m mad…
It also helps my health
My family always supports me,
Wow I’m dancing 
They will come get me
Make sure I’m good and have everything
They always come to my competition

Justice Simmons
Third Grade
Carver Heights Elementary

I just love my family
When we get together
We have fun
We always support each other,
We will stay together and always be strong.

Makayla Jackson
Third Grade
Carver Heights Elementary



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Deneria Petterson
Fourth Grade
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On a snowy day, 
I wake up and get my hat, scarf, boots, and everything else
I go to play, I make snowballs
I love to play in the snow

Lindsay Sauntayr
Fourth Grade
Carver Heights Elementary

Shine bright like a star
You are in the light
Keep being who you are
You don’t need to change for no one else
Only people can change themselves
So keep being who you are
You are still a shooting star
You are in the light
So keep shining bright. 

Seven Pounds
Fourth Grade
Carver Heights Elementary
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Ariana Jackson
Fifth Grade
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The stars shines as bright as the sun
They dance at night
When you sing in the moonlight
It’s a star parade

Trinity Moore
Fifth Grade
Carver Heights Elementary

The Poem of “My Dog”

My dog’s name is Bug
And she always wants' a hug
Bug loves to poop on my rug
When she get’s mad…
She broke my mug.

I cuddle with her cause she’s my dog
But she wont stay still without breaking my leg
Me and Bug love to blog
Then she get’s mad at another dog.

She’s sad when I start to cry
But then I tell her it’s a lie
I would never want Bug to die
Her favorite food is French Fries

Bug got really fat
She almost broke my back
Then she ate a baby rat
And the rat name was Zack

Taneisha Johnson
Fifth Grade
Carver Heights Elementary
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Jamya Gregory
Sixth Grade
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Onisty Jones
Sixth Grade
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Takima White
Sixth Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

by:Angelatrice Coney and Adonna Howell
Dillard Middle School
6th grade
Ms. Johnson’s class

 A special thank you to Grandparents

Thank you grandparents for all you do
Bless the old and bless the new 
Some raised us kept us safe, and even sometimes put our parents 
in place (wink)
You’re the light of our day, the shine of our smile 
In addition, for you and only you i would run an extra mile
Cause you would do the same for me
If you could look inside our hearts 
How quickly you could see
The special place you hold
Way deep inside of me
Grandparents, grandparents this is your day
And in our hearts you will stay 
So once again, we will like to say thank you,
 thank you for everything 
thank you for everything
Thank you
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Izaria Dewitt
Seventh Grade
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Amari Latham
Seventh Grade
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Taina Reyes
Seventh Grade
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THE Truth
 
 
After the war Tim was at ease.
 
Maybe Tim was terrified,
 
Before he could tell his daughter the Truth.
 
Until he started writing the book …
 
Sometimes he thought about his wife; sometimes he thought about the war.
 
He added bits and pieces in the story that wasn’t true, 
 before he could tell his daughter the Truth.

Paul Illozier
7th Grade
Dillard Middle School
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Samyah Cannon
Eighth Grade
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Myron Miller
Eighth Grade
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Tamarra Smalls
Eighth Grade
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Layla Drivers
Kindergarten



Maria Cortes-Lemus
Kindergarten
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Spring

My favorite season is spring.  I like spring because it is warm outside and the days are sunny and long.  
This is fun because I have more time to play outside and do fun things like swing and play with friends.  
In spring, I like to see the pretty flowers and the green trees when they bloom.  My favorite flower is 
a daisy.  Also, I like to wear spring dresses and I like it when the warm wind blows on me.  And that is 
why my favorite season is spring!
Auria Smith
Kindergarten
Eastern Wayne Elementary

Erin the Daisy
Im a little daisy, tall and slim

Here are my petals, here is my stem,
When the sun comes up and the 

Rain comes down I will grow, grow,
Grow, up from the ground!

Erin Beamon
Kindergarten

Eastern Wayne Elementary
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Diane
First Grade
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Ivan
First Grade
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Sunny 

Sky
Pollen
Rainy
Insects
Nights are later.
Good times

By: Gatlin Yones 
First Grade 
Eastern Wayne Elementary

Gorilla

Gorilla inhabits the tropical forests of Cameroan, Gabon, Congo, and Equatorial Guinea.
Gorillas stick to a mainly vegetarian diet, feeding on stems bamboo shoots and fruits. Some
eat termites and ants. They have flat teeth that allow them to be able to grind the plantsthey 
eat. Adult males are known as silverbacks’ because silver colored hair on their backs.

Zayden  Gray
First Grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary
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Shyonna Taylor
Second Grade
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How to Catch a Leprechaun

To catch a leprechaun I will make a leprechaun trap. First, I will cover my leprechaun trap with shiny pink 
paper. I hope leprechauns like pink! Next, I will make a path of gold coins leading to my leprechaun trap. I 
will build a ladder to help him get in the trap safely. Then, I will add more gold coins, shamrocks, and a tiny 
cake to make the leprechaun feel at home. Last, I will add some shining lights to the top of my trap to help 
him see in the dark. Hopefully my plan will work and I can catch that sneaky leprechaun at last!

Kyra Barnes
Second Grade 

Eastern Wayne Elementary School

Spring

I know it’s Spring when it rains at night. Also, flowers start to grow and I hear bees buzzing in the flowers. 
Another reason I know it’s Spring is because it is always sunny and warm. I hear birds singing outside my 
window and chirping in the trees. Spring time is my favorite. I love Spring most of all!

Corinthian Waters
Second Grade

Eastern Wayne Elementary 
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Milligors Aguilar
Third Grade
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My Resolution

     I will make a resolution in 2019 to improve myself.  First, I will do my homework.  I will try to get good 
grades.  Next, I will promise to keep my house clean.  I will clean my house before I can play with my iPad.  
Finally, I will help homeless people.  I will try to give them some shoes and other things.  I hope everyone 
has a good year in 2019.

Deicy Luviano
3th grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary

Taezjon
Lover of school

Who wonders why no one can beat Brock Lesnar
Who fears Halloween costumes

Who feels happy for Thanksgiving
Who cares about math

Who dreams about going to college
Wilkerson

Taezjon Wilderson
Grade 3

Eastern Wayne  Elementary
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Ethan Knight
Fourth Grade
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Atienna Heath
Fourth Grade
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My Favorite Sport

Soccer is my favorite sport.  My dad, mom and stepdad have inspired me to do my best.  They tell me 
to study hard if I want to be a soccer star.  When I became a soccer fan, I began to play soccer with my 
family and friends.  I want to become the next Cristano Ronaldo.  I may play other sports but I will always 
play soccer.

Diego Castaneda
4th grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary

Malayaa

Is funny, pretty, tall, and brown
Sibling of Braylen

Lover of Mom, Dad, and tacos
Who feels happy at the beach, joy with my friend, and sill making my family laugh

Who gives toys, smiles, and hugs
Who fears spiders, bees, and sharks

Who would like to see Disney World, Washington, and New York
Who lives in an apartment

Coley

Malayaa Coley
4th grade

Eastern Wayne Elementary
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Nicloe Mellinger
Fifth Grade
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Daisy Williams
Fifth Grade
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NOISES IN THE ATTIC

When I was lying in bed last night, I heard footsteps in the attic. I did not think much of it, because it was 
windy and raining hard. Then I heard screeching and scratching echoing in the attic. It went on and on until 
I could not take it anymore. I got up, grabbed a flashlight and climber the ladder into the attic. As I reached 
the top, I saw something black dash across the attic. I stumbled back in fear, ran to my room, locked the 
door, and decided to wait until morning to investigate.
When it was morning, I went to the fridge to make some chocolate milk, but then I suddenly remembered 
what happened last night! I went up to the attic with the previous night still in my mind. As I was searching, I 
came across a small box with blankets and as I picked them up, I noticed a small black puppy!
I saw how skinny this baby was, and immediately brought it some milk. I kept up the routine of feeding this 
puppy milk every single day.
A few weeks later…. After a windy and stormy night- when I went to check on the puppy, it had disappeared 
as mysteriously as it had appeared!

Jonathan Torres
Fifth Grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary

 
HOW TO BE A FRIEND

In order to be a friend, you cannot be mean. No one needs friends who bring you down as a person, or who 
make you look bad. You do not need a lot of friends, just good ones. Good friends, you don’t have to worry 
about them telling your business.
This is what I look for in a friend:

 
Khanique Williams
Fifth Grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary

• Personality

• Someone I can trust

• Someone who gets along with others

• Someone who is smart

• Someone who doesn’t do bad stuff
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Wayne
High
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Life

Through a looking glass I see, On a lively spring morning
My Life in front of me, And I stand in the morning

What will become of thee? So soon from now, a week
Will I stand in the glee? Or will I be amongst the weak?

 
For the truth to what I yearn, Here in the spring I lie

The truth I was to learn, as the summer burned on by
That life ran like a clock, we are attached like ticks
And there is for every tock, always to follow it tick.

Isa Alghorazi
9th Grade

EWHS
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The Worst of the Worst

 An anonymous quote says, “Sometimes the people you would take a bullet for, are the ones behind 
the trigger.” This quote is saying that sometimes one may think they have a friend, but in reality they care for 
you less than you do for them. Of all the books read in Mrs. Ruhl’s class, the character who suffers the most 
is Gene Forrester. He battles with jealousy, faces extreme guilt, copes with his anger, and experiences the 
loss of his best friend. 
  In the story, A Separate Peace, Gene grapples with envy towards his “best friend.” In Knowles’s 
novel, Gene states, “Now I knew that there never was never could have been any rivalry between us. I was 
not of the same quality as he” (51). The built up resentment Gene has towards Finny destroys their 
friendship. This leads Gene to doing something he truly regrets— jouncing the limb, that caused Finny to fall 
out of the tree. Since that traumatic moment, Gene was never able to respond when Finny called him his 
“best pal.” After the incident, Gene’s feelings towards Finny dwindled: the traits Gene wanted the most from 
Finny are now gone.
 Bruce Lee said, “Mistakes are always forgivable, if one has the courage to admit them.” Finny is the 
character everyone wants to be, and if Gene would have admitted to him what he did, Finny would have 
most likely forgave him. After Gene pushed Finny out of the tree, he was haunted by the reality of what he 
had done, guilt hung heavy on his mind. He cannot get over how Finny is actually hurt. Gene said, “ That 
night I slept easily, and it was only on waking up that this illusion was gone, and I was confronted with 
myself, and what I had done to Finny” (Knowles 54). Gene then realizes that, in order for him to get over the 
guilt that he is facing, he needs to tell Finny the truth. Just as he is going to tell Finny, he is interrupted. Now 
he has to live with the guilt until the word gets out that he is the cause of the effect. 
 Gene has turned into a very temperamental person, every time someone mentions the tree 
situation, he is riddled with anger. Leper said, “‘Like that time you crippled him for life.’ I shoved my foot 
against the rung of his chair and kicked. Leper went over in his chair and collapsed against the floor. 
Laughing and crying he lay with his head on the floor and his knees up... ‘always were a savage 
underneath’” (Knowles 137). Gene is letting the guilt he has built up inside get to him and taunt him. 

In the end of the story, Gene finally learns to put his anger aside, his enemy was “ put away”. 

 Have you ever lost a loved one, or a best friend? If so, then you can imagine how Gene may feel.  
Finny was just getting where he could walk again, then one day he fell down a staircase, leading to a clean 
break on the same leg as last time. Due to what happened, they had to perform surgery on Finny’s leg. 
During the procedure Finny’s heart stopped, which was caused by the marrow flowing into his bloodstream. 
Gene did not even act bothered, but there was a reason for that. In Knowles work, Gene said, “I did not 
cry then or ever about Finny. I did not cry even when I stood watching him being lowered into his family’s 
straight-laced burial ground outside of Boston. I could not escape a feeling that this was my own funeral, 
and you do not cry in that case” (186).  Gene could not react because even when Gene tried to deny that 
Finny was his bestfriend, deep down he knows that he really was everything to him. 
 In conclusion, Gene has to learn to become a strong person by, dealing with the fact that he could 
never meet the standards of his best friend, learn to get over his guilty conscience, deal with his aggressions, 
and suffer from the loss of his best friend. Gene comes to realization that Finny was never his enemy, but 
it was always the enemy that was within himself. With that being said, that one insight he had gives Gene 
“a separate peace,” a calm and regret-free heart, being he lost something most people would  call a “true 
friend” because Gene was being selfish one day and happened to let it ruin everything. Gene suffers the 
worst life in literature, because he could never really see the wholeness of it all due to the separation in his 
life. 

Katlyn Hudson
10th Grade

Eastern Wayne High
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Ode To Oedipus

Oh Oedipus, Your Arrogance Had Got The Best
All Along We Knew You Were Wrong
But Your Head Like A Bull Is Strong

You Wear Your Pride Big Across Your Chest
Blind, With Sight You Still Could Not See

Star-crossed Fate, The Gods Chose With No Heart
Drowned In Self Hate , You Ripped Your Face Apart
Fallen By The Hand That Is Meant To Set You Free

And Now You Stand, Eyes Condemned To Black
When They Once Saw Light

Knowledge Is Sometimes What You Lack
Even With Perfect Sight

 
Shamari Wilson

Grade 10
Eastern Wayne High School
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“I Am”

I am courageous and kind.
I wonder about my future.

I hear a baby that has whined.
I see myself as a father with great humor.

I want a son so we can play Bball all the time.
I am courageous and kind.

 
I pretend like it’s gonna be easy.

I feel like they’ll soon bring home a valise.
I touch their mind with words.

I worry that they still haven’t heard.
I cry when they lie but not all the time.

I am courageous and kind.
 

I understand they will grow old.
I say they still need to listen to me so they won't fold.

I dream they will reach the top.
I try to help them reach it and I'll never stop.

I hope they read this day, night or maybe all the time.
I am courageous and kind.

 
Devin Brown
11th Grade

Eastern Wayne High School



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Calm

 While I had entered my second period at least once a day since the start of my junior year, perhaps it 
was the stark difference between the atmosphere of the English room and the dark, hostile math room that 
had come to be my third period that made me recognize the true nature of my AP language class. The room 
itself was situated in the corner of the west wing, free from the usual bustle of the 5 minute bell period 
between classes, allowing an easy entrance and exit. Walking in one was instantly exposed to the quiet 
laughter of the students, their relaxed posture setting you at ease. Warm sunlight from the large windows 
bathed the room, casting its rays on the desks and warming the tile floor. From my spot in the middle of the 
room, I sit away from everyone else, this arrangement allowing me to stretch every limb and bother no one 
with my sometimes spastic movement.

 Littered throughout the room are remnants of past students and a voluminous career. Painting and 
posters cover the cream walls, a stack of paintings, while still loved, sit on a filing cabinet, hoping to be put 
up. Small plants and various holiday decorations showing a teachers efforts to connect with and fill her 
room. The bookshelves filled to the brim with aging and well loved books a testament to a dedication to 
education.

 While our class is one of the harder AP courses, every day each of us walk into the room feeling more 
relaxed than we had before, the warm, calming atmosphere putting us at ease and allowing us to open our 
minds to education.

Madison Minner
11th Grade 
EWHS
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 Anticipation 

 Anticipation is a complex feeling. Many associate the feeling with fear. Others claim that the 
feeling is most similar to excitement. I believe that it is both: the feeling is comprised of conflicting 
emotions that work together to motivate one in different ways. 

 The moment before the event that one has anticipated happens, one almost does not want it 
to happen. This is because once it happens they will either fail or succeed in what they want to 
happen. The physical feeling is similar to being extremely cold - but are these nervous jitters a result of 
energetic excitement or worry? The answer is both. 

 The purpose of excitement is to motivate. If one fears something too much, then they have 
nothing to be happy about - nothing to look forward to. Being excited prevents one from feeling this 
way. The purpose of fear is also to motivate. If one is too excited about something, then there is no 
risk being taken - there is nothing to lose. This risk encourages one to try their best to succeed; fear 
provides this risk. 

 Anticipation enables one to feel motivated in two ways via two emotions that would normally 
contradict one another. Due to the fact that anticipation is based on self doubt and humbling oneself, 
it can either intensify the pride that one feels when they succeed or prepare them for a less successful 
outcome.  

Madeline Agner
12th Grade
EWHS
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  Anticipation

Sitting, waiting
Wishing for what’s next.

Wondering if the present 
Is only second best.

Only time will tell your story

Zoe Royal
12th Grade

EWHS 



Eastern
Wayne
Middle



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Isaiah Herring
Sixth Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Sarah Beth Stevens
Sixth Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Your Beauty
 

The beauty that I hold within means more than the outside
My personality is key

You may not see it but I do
Loving yourself is not selfishness

It’s self care
It does not matter what clothes I wear

As long as I put smiles on faces
I am happy how I am

Because I know that I have beauty within
And so do you

Aubrey Varney, 6th Grade, Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Overcoming Challenges…..
 
Two years ago in my little old room,
I sat among the sound of fighting.
I would hear the sound of the broom,
It would not be sweeping, it would be hitting.
Sitting with my stuffed animals,
I would hug them and cry.
But know I’m okay
Because my mom is always by my side.
 
I have learned to stay strong
And not be afraid
I have learned a lot,
Like how to be brave.
Life has been hard,
But it was worth it.
 
Because since we left,
I have learned so much about myself.
The main thing is that,
I have learned  how to be strong.
I have learned that I can’t let people push me around.
And that I love books. :)
This year has taught me how to stand up for myself.
 
 
These past two years,
I have learned who the real me is.
And that it is okay to be myself.
This year is my strongest year,
Because I have the best group of friends that support me.
And my family has been there for me through good times and bad,
This is the challenge that I OVERCAME!  

Sarah Beth Stevens, 6th Grade, Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Beauty In Me

The beauty in me is something I see
You might not see it, but I do—I see  the beauty in me
It is not about how I look on the outside but on the inside
I might look weird or ugly to you but I see the beauty in me
I might not look like other people you know but I see the beauty in me
I might not look like a celebrity you like but I see the beauty in me
I might not look like what you expect but I see the beauty in me
My personality and heart is what matters most if you don’t see it, oh well,
 
because I see the beauty in me

Joy Pearsall, 6th Grade, Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Love Yourself
 

You stare at yourself in the mirror
Maybe hating how you look

You feel the need to make yourself pretty
Because people judge you like a book

 
When really, you are beautiful

On the inside and out
Get rid of all your hatred, fear

Your worry and your doubt
 

Although it may seem hard
To liberate yourself from fear

Stick with people who bring you up
Then confidence will be so clear

 
Know that people love you

Including all your flaws
Next step is to love yourself

Then you’ll leave everyone in awe

Katherine Ciborowski, 6th Grade, Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Dear Father,
I miss you and wish you were still here 
even though you have gone with the winds.
You were my everything but now you gone with the winds.
Hearing you call my name to get me up when you’re gone with the winds
Thinking  you sitting in the living room when you’re really gone with the winds
All this stress makes my head  a miss when you’re gone with the winds
I miss you daddy more than I did when you wasn’t gone with the winds        
                                                                                                             
                                                                                                                           

Miracle Bell, 6th Grade, Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Nights of Mississippi

I remember sitting on the floor coloring pictures and wondering what was taking my mom so long to get 
home. Then I remember the drill we talked about if something happened if she didn’t get home by dark. 

With my heart pounding, I tried to remember the steps we went over and over so many times. Turn the 
lights off in the house. Make sure the doors are locked, go in the bedroom, then lock my own door, and 
hide in the closet where there is a secret door. Do not move unless you hear her voice.

As I began to do all these things my mother yelled out to me am I was relieved. Then my mother started 
telling me about the meeting she had attended.

There were young black activists that were in town telling everyone to get out and vote. In the 60’s it was 
hard to convince black people to vote because the white supremacist’s intimidation was too great. On the 
TV news they showed how black people were being beaten, arrested, and even killed for standing up for 
their rights. These kind of violent acts were mostly done at night.

I can see the concern in mama’s eyes she was angry, tired of being mistreated, and ready to fight. She had 
decided that she was going to register to vote, so she joined the freedom riders.

I watched mother study every night because they made black people pay a poll tax fee of $2 to register but 
most whites didn’t have to pay. Plus black residents had to pass an oral literacy test. Of course, it was rigged 
so that black people would fail. They had to know parts of the constitution or read it out loud without 
mistakes. Even then, it was steal up to the registrar to pass them.

At night the activist would sleep at a secret resident. Mama invited Oscar and Fred to spend the night at our 
house. Mama knew that she was taking a risk but she was finding courage at the same time. She wanted to 
make life better for me so I would not have to go through this type of injustice.

I began to get excited about my mom’s decision to be a part of this civil rights movement. Black people of 
all ages where all protesting against violence. People from all over especially from the Northern states were 
helping us by providing shelter, bail money and food for workers who lost their jobs while protesting. 

Oh! Pardon me I forgot to introduce myself my name is Gwen Brown president of the National Council of 
Negro Women. The Nights of Mississippi brought light to my world.

Joy Pearsall
6th Grade
Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Olyvia Parker
Seventh Grade



How I See My Future
As a child, I was brought up to know that I was beautiful, valuable and special. I had a positive attitude and I 
felt like the world was a wonderful and safe place to live. I loved everyone, and I was loved by all.  I saw the 
the world through a rose colored glass.

But, as I got older, my view of the world was tainted.  I learned that the world was not as wonderful and 
safe as I thought it was. Negativity surrounded me everywhere that I went.  I realized the very sad truth that 
everyone didn’t love me.  My peers said ugly things to me and about me that really hurt my heart and my 
feelings.  It affected the way that I saw myself and my future. It seemed as if people just wanted to see me 
hurt and miserable.  

I became very self conscious and anxious about my appearance. I had low self esteem.  As a result; I didn't 
really put effort into my appearance. I didn't wear nice clothes or jewelry because I didn't think I was pretty 
enough to try and look good. I started to question what I wanted to do with my future. I was so scared that 
everyone would hate me. My rose colored glasses were destroyed, and I began to see the world through a 
pair of dark shades.  That’s where I hid myself.  

A few weeks ago, I had an epiphany.  I had to try on a new pair of glasses and all I could think of was “would 
they like it” or “will they tease me”.  I began to realize that I was making important decisions based off of 
what my classmates thought.  I decided to choose the spectacles that I liked.  Ever since that day, I felt a lot 
better about myself.  I began to see my future a lot more clearly.  I see myself in the future, as a confident 
and independent individual.  I see myself in the future, setting trends and breaking barriers.  I see myself 
reaching all of my goals and being successful.  

I see myself in the future as an inspiration to others; especially those who have a low self esteem due to 
what they have heard others say about them.  I am gifted and talented, and I want people to look at me and 
say “she did it, so I can do it too!” I see myself living my best life . I want to live life to the fullest. I want to 
live in the world of joy I lived in  when I was younger. I want to believe in myself. I want to look on the bright 
side of all things. I want to make my own decisions and not care what people think of me. 
 
I see myself already standing at the finish line, rejoicing over how I ran the race; how I overcame my past.  
I see a bright future ahead of me.  You only live once and life is too short to spend it worrying about what 
other people think. I want the generations after me to know that they are worth more than the expensive 
jewelry they wear and the amount of attention they get from others. I want them to see how special they 
are. 

                                                                                                                
I see my future as bright, colorful, and beautiful.  To me, the future is very important. I’ve been planning for 
my future ever since I was able to talk. There was so much that I wanted to do with my life that I said that I 
would be great at everything when I grew up.   I knew that I wanted to be rich so I could give to charity, help 
other people, provide for my family, and buy a big house.  I want to make a difference in this world by giving 
to others, helping others, and teaching others that they are important, no matter what others have to say 
about them.  I am going to make a huge impact in other’s lives and as far as I am concerned, my future starts 
today.  
- J’Nyah Corbett Seventh Grade
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 There was an awful feeling in my stomach as I watched my dad leave for the air port. The first half 
of 8th grade was difficult for me because my dad was deployed. It was a rough time for me but I knew that 
my mom must have been feeling worse. But it's not like is wasn't expecting this. After all, my parents had 
already told me and Caprice.

 During the summer my mom and dad decided that instead of us all going the my grandmas house 
together, they would send three of my little sisters up first, then me and Caprice would join them in a few 
weeks. One night my dad asked me to go outside where I saw my mom waiting. A few minutes later he came 
out with my sister Caprice. In between the warm summer breeze and the sounds of animals moving in the 
backyard, I could feel tension in the air. My mom and dad then explained to us that every few years my dad 
has to get deployed for a few months The last time he was deployed he had to leave my mom alone with 
two little girls and a baby. But this time, she would have to look after five kids on her own. My dad thought 
it was important to tell us because we were the oldest and he wanted us to help our om out. For a few 
minutes I let the muffled music playing inside and the background noise from the backyard help me get lost 
deep in thought. l started to remember things from the last time he was deployed. I remember vividly how 
how for the first two weeks Caprice would cry almost every night.I remembered how I would just sit in my 
bed and pretend he would be coming home at 5:00pm like he always had. My family really didn't like to be 
seperated for to long. Eventually I snapped back to reality. My mom and caprice had already went back in-
side but my dad was still outside with me. I was about to go inside to where, by the smell, I knew dinner was 
waiting for us. But when I walked past my dad, he stopped me and said " I'm counting on you to help your 
mom". He told me that I was the oldest and the most responsible, so he wanted me to help my mom keep 
things under control. What he said made me feel special, and determined to help my mom. A few weeks 
later my mom dropped me and Caprice off at her friends house where we all said our goodbyes. Then before 
I knew it, they were in the car and on their wayto the airport.

 A few months later, during the beginning of the school year, was probably the most stressful time 
for my mom while my dad was deployed. Hurricane Florence was about to hit and there were a lot of things 
contributing the the chayos my mom was experiencing. First, our house is right next to a lake and we didn't 
pay the flood insurance so my mom was worrying about the storm surge. Second, my grandma (her mom) 
had been calling and texting her non stop telling her to drive herself and us (five kids) for 11 hours up to her 
house in brandenburg Kentucky. Third, she was worrying about how many days of school we could miss and 
how this was going to affect us in the long and short term. We had experienced hurricanes before under 
similar circumstances, but this was the first time without my dad there to help. Soon she decided that she 
would drive us up to Kentucky like my grandma wanted, but she was going to drive back and look after the 
house and the animals by herself. My grandma was not happy with her decision but my mom explained that 
she needed to make sure that we had somewhere to comeback to after the hurricane. For most of the car 
trip all I did was listen to an audio book and try to block out the sound of rain, traffic, and my sisters fighting 
in the backseat. After we were with my grandma and my mom was back at home, we called her daily and 
before we knew it, it was safe to go home. But as we drove down the street and twordes our house, I started 
to worry because I could see houses that had been damaged. I also saw how the sidewalks and streets had 
been flooded .



 When we finally go home I ran inside to see if there was any damage. Luckily there wasn't any. Then I went 
out to the backyard. As soon as I stepped out into the open I saw that the lake had almost over tripled in 
height since I had been gone, there were loose branches everywhere that the storm had carried in, and a 
small tree had fallen over and was being supported by an old wooden post. I went back inside because the 
smell of mud, rain, and dead fish was to overwhelming.

 After a few months went by it was the middle of the second quarter. My mom told everyone that my 
dad would be home in two weeks. Everyone of us is thrilled by the good news. For the next Two weeks it felt 
like time was moving at a snail's pace. Everybody was eager and excited for him to finally come back. The 
day before we were supposed to pick him up from the airport, I noticed that my mom looked disappointed. 
I asked her" What's wrong?". She told me that my dads flight had been canceled and the soonest flight he 
could get a ticket for was a whole week away. I felt horrible but I knew my mom probably felt worse. I told 
her that I would break the news to everyone for her. But when I did, I hated the sad looks on their faces. A 
week later, the long awaited day had arrived and we were on our way to the airport. On the way there we 
turned up the radio and sang for the whole car ride. The sound of all of my sisters singing together and the 
cool breeze coming in from the cracked window was oddly relaxing. When we got to the huge winding 
parking lot I was a little surprised, it had been a long time since I had last been to an airport. It took us 
around an hour to find him because he accidently sent us to the opposite end of the building complex. But it 
was worth it because when we did find him, everyone's faces lit up with joy as we all ran up to hug him.

 Since it was late, we spent the next hour and a half at a McDonalds close by that was almost empty. 
During that time we ate, laughed, and caught up on what had happened in each others lives over the past 
few months that we had been apart. Even though this was a rough experience with a lot of down sides, 
there were a few good outcomes. For one during this time I learned how little I was doing to help out and 
now I help out as much as I can. I also learned how important each and everyone of my family members 
is to me, so now I cherish them all. One more thing I learned is that my parents are not invincible and that 
they also have rough times when they need to lean on someone for support. A lesson I think that could be 
taken away from my story is to make the best out of a situation that you think is the worst. Bad things are all 
around you but the happiest people are the one that focus on the positives.

Adriana Mellinger EWM- Grade 8 Narrative Essay
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An event that Changed my life forever was basketball 

When I first touched a basketball, like a full on man’s ball, I knew I would be playing basketball for a very 
long time. So, from then to now, in the Intramurals I feel the same comfort of playing basketball. But to 
begin this story I’m going to have to go way back to about 3 years old. I kept trying to make shots on a 10 
foot goal.  Obviously, that didn’t work out so I just shot on a little kids goal.  My dad tells me now that I 
would get buckets when I was kid. As I grew-up, I really started to pick up basketball especially when I was in 
the 4th grade.

When 4th grade came around,  I did my first year of  Eastern Wayne Intramurals. I was on a pretty bad team 
with my older brother. Together, we had to carry our team all the way to the championship. We did end up 
losing 12-5 but I will never forget that moment when I didn’t want anything more than to get a 
championship. Intramurals is what kept me wanting to play basketball so I kept playing.

Later on when I was in middle school I tried out for the team in 7th and 8th grade, but I didn’t even make 
first cut either year. How I didn’t make it,  I don’t know.  I’m really good at basketball but I guess the coach 
didn’t see enough talent in me. I still will never give up on my number one goal and that is to make it to the 
NBA! Most people would say ‘‘how do you plan on making it to the NBA if you can’t even make a middle 
school basketball team.’’ I don’t know but I’m going to keep trying.
In Intramurals this year, I actually have a team where I am the best player.  I have a pretty good team as 
well.’’That’s what I’m talking about, good defense!!”, ’’Celtics on me, 1,2,3 CELTICS!!!’’, “Take your time on 
free throws!!’’, “Make them count!” Anyways my team knows when to make baskets.

As this year’s Intramural season continues, our record is 4-1 because of me and my leadership skills.  We 
have one more game left in the season, but the tournament starts next Saturday! But to imagine all of this 
wasn’t possible until I started playing basketball when I was three. This story goes to people that give up. 
Never give up! Always keep trying!   Never give up on your dream! When you start something, try your 
extreme best to live up to it! 

Amir Waters
8th Grade
Eastern Wayne Middle School
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Daffodils
I love daffodils. The stems are awesome.  They make spring lovely. The trumpet holds nectar. The six petals 
are colorful.
Quinn Stevens
Kindergarten
Fremont STARS Elementary

When I am 100

When I am 100 I will have gray hair and a mustache.  

I will wear a tie and suspenders.

I will need a cane to walk.

Elias Johnson
Kindergarten
Fremont STARS Elementary



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Ainsley Glover
First Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Abby Barron-Sosa
First Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

I am thankful for my toys, my family, and my food.  I am thankful for my toys because they keep me 
entertained. I am thankful for my family because my dad cooks.  I’m thankful for my food because 
cookies are good. 
Jaxon McDonald
First Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

If I were the U.S. President, I would help people that need a home and I would feed them food that 
they want. I would make sure that they were happy. 
Shirhiona Coleman 
First Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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Franklin Pierce

          The president I researched was Franklin Pierce. He was born on November 23, 1804 in 
Hillsborough, New Hampshire. One fact I found interesting was that he was in the Mexican American
War in 1846. I enjoyed learning about President Pierce because I did not know much about him until I 
started researching him this week. 

Ryleigh Anderson-Smith
Second Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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My Shoes Took Me...

This summer my shoes took me on many adventures.  The best adventure was when we went to the beach 
with my mom’s friend.  My dad couldn’t come because he works out of town.  We had fun!  An army 
helicopter came around with army men skydiving in the water.  When we left the beach, we went to a water 
park.  At the water park, there was a big slide.  I went down.  It was so fun!

Harley Bunch
Third Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
  

Bats

Did you know that bats use echolocation to figure out what is around them?  The sound they make is too 
high for humans to hear.  These creatures can see; but in the dark, good ears are better than good eyes.  
Some bats are quite tiny.  The Pipistrelle’s body is about the size of your thumb.  Most bats eat insects, fruit, 
fish, frogs, and even blood!  A bat can eat many big moths in a night or thousands of flies, gnats, and 
mosquitos.  Bats sleep in a roost.  They crowd together to keep warm.  Most bats learn to fly at a few weeks 
old.  A bat’s wing is its arm and hand.  Four extra-long fingers support the skin of the wing.  Now you know 
some interesting facts about bats!

Madison Bailey
Third Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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Winter Haiku

With snow on the ground
Hot Chocolate to drink and 
Coat, hat, gloves and boots

Brooke Parks
Fourth Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Five Senses Story

 The house was scary and broken. When I walked up onto the porch, I saw a witch on the door. When 
I opened the front door and walked in, it smelled like gas inside. I could hear screaming coming from down 
the hall. I slowly walked towards the sound. I could see a light coming from behind a door. The door made a 
creaking noise when I opened it. Inside the room was a witch. It was moving. It smelled like a witch’s potion 
in the room. I decided to find the kitchen because I was getting hungry. As I crept closer to the kitchen, I 
could smell smoke. Sitting on the counter was a plate of Halloween cookies, but they tasted like poison. All 
of a sudden I heard someone call for help. It made me super scared so I ran out of the house. I never went 
back to that house again. 

Lauren Shivar
Fourth Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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My Superpower

     I woke up one frosty December morning and felt strange.  I felt like someone hit my head with a burning 
hot coal.  I tumbled out of bed and suddenly heard something or someone bang on my window.  I stopped 
what I was doing, abruptly, and started to look around my room.  I gazed out the window for a few minutes 
but I didn’t see anything.  I was pretty thirsty so I went down to get some milk to drink.  I opened the re-
frigerator and pulled out the carton of milk.  To my surprise, the milk was blazing hot.  In shock, I dropped 
the milk and it spilled all over the floor.  I thought to myself, “Why is the milk hot but the refrigerator cold?”  
Someone said, “What are you doing?”  It scared me, I jumped, and at the same time hit my back on the 
counter.  It was my friend Addison.  She asked again, what I was doing with a confused look on her face.  I 
didn’t answer but instead just ran.  I ran to my bedroom and immediately locked the door.  I knew 
something was going on.  I had to get out of here and figure out why things were so crazy.  I grabbed my 
backpack and climbed out my window.  Once outside I tried to take my journal out of my back pack but 
upon grabbing it with my hand it burst into flames.  I immediately threw it in the bushes next to my 
neighbors house.  I felt like I was going to be sick.  What was going on with me?  Why is everything I touch 
turning hot or catching on fire?  I ran and sat on the swing in my back yard.  Within a few minutes I heard 
fire trucks coming up the street.  The neighbor’s house was on fire.  Once the fire was contained, a 
firefighter said, “We found handprints on a burnt journal but we don’t know who’s they are yet.”  “Do you 
have any idea who could have done such a thing?”  I lied because I was scared and said, “NO!”  Once the 
firemen left I figured out that the wish I had made last night about getting a superpower must have come 
true.  I can turn things hot and catch them on fire.  I smiled and knew I was going to have fun with this 
superpower.  Maybe I’ll be like superman and save the world or maybe I’ll be like the joker and do the 
opposite.  Immediately I began to laugh the evil laugh and grin as I rubbed my hands together.  My life would 
never be the same but I was ok with that.

Kaleigh Howell
Fifth Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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Melody Hudson
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Quickwrite

 During Thanksgiving most of my family comes to my grandma’s house.  On the night before and the 
morning of Thanksgiving, there are always different smells floating around the house.

 There will also be about four different televisions on.  You will hear laughing, talking, sizzling, timers, 
music, silverware, pots and pans, and doors opening and closing.

 Everyone has a job to do; whether it’s sweeping the floor, putting out plates, or getting ice.  There’s 
never a dull moment on Thanksgiving.

 Once the food is ready, we say our prayers, fix our plates, and sit at the tables.  After everyone is 
done eating, the cleanup process begins.

 After a few days, everyone goes home until Christmas or next Thanksgiving.

Kaila Bell, 9th Grade, Goldsboro High School

Success Habits

One habit that makes me successful or or that will make me better in life is “Be yourself, don’t con-
form.”  This really makes me better because you have to be who you are, not anyone else. Don’t copy or do 
somebody else’s things.

Another phrase is “Always improve.”.  Improving yourself  is when someone gets  better every day and who 
always thinks about what they can do to get better.

The last habit that I use everyday is “Meditate Every Day.”  I do that every day. I am silent and think to myself 
and going over things in my head.  It really works for me!

Taryous McCoy, 9th Grade, Goldsboro High School
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Laevon Joyner
Tenth Grade



• Mornings of silver, shimmering dewdrops and days where the light drips from the heavens like gold.

• Nights when the sky pelts us with her glory so even that the pavement seems to shine.

• After the winter has loosed her oppression and spring grants us snow white lilies and icy blue hyacinth.

• And she spreads the powder of their prosperity.

• She seduces me with her sapphire skies and emerald ryegrass.

• The leaves serenade me with their dance to the wind.

• Lakes without err or ripple; rivers that flow with all the splendors of life.

• Bleeding hues of crimson.

• Winsome red.

• Flowers that fairies conceive under spring’s reign.

• Meadows reflect the rainbows in the sky.

• Vampire- like blossoms that and the summer’s wrath perish under the ravaging sun.

Mia Richardson, 10th Grade, Goldsboro High School

Mangos

 One day I met the mango. Looking at the faded, greenish, round mango as it sat on the table. I grab 
the mango feeling almost like a peach. I grab a knife and I grab a bowl. I take the mango and cut into it 
Shilsh, Shlosh 1..2….10 slices and it becomes a waterfall. The color of the flesh lets me know how ripe it is. 
My mouth begins to water and it gathers around my jaws. I pick up my first slice and, as it goes by my nose  
smelling so sweet and pure, it takes me to a tropical place. As I take my second bite the juice explodes in my 
mouth and my taste buds go insane. This bite really was a mouthful. I really take in the flavor.

Shatonia Oliver, 10th Grade, Goldsboro High School
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Finally Back Home

 My mom and siblings unloaded their prize winnings like Vikings after a pillage. The once irritating, 
high-pitched creaking sound of our front door was harder to hear since the festival music had made us deaf. 
As we settled into our black and red sectional , we all took time to breathe. I looked around the room and 
saw orange and black tiger stripes running down my little brother’s sweaty face. A waft of sweet and salty 
hot air, from my sister's kettle corn bag, hit my face and wrapped itself around my head with its python 
strength. As we all began to melt into the cloud-like couch in the living room , I had an alarming realization.

         I remembered that the vendor didn't give me my change of five dollars. My family lit up like deer in 
headlights as I rushed to the car ready to get my money.  As they stood up they saw a trail of five one dollar 
bills leading up to the car. I heard a chorus of harmonious laughter and a symphony of room door squeaks, 
creaks, and whines as they closed their room doors.

Malachi Johnson, 11th Grade, Goldsboro High School

Grío

 It is the day of the thanks. The rectangular table is set and the pitcher of lemonade laid loll through 
the afternoon in the middle of the table. I could smell the Grío as I walked into the kitchen, the delicious, 
meaty aroma tingling my nose. SZZZZ. It sizzled in the frying pot. The Grío was put in an circular pot and was 
set on the table. My mom’s special píekléis was set on the left of the Grío and fried plantains was set on its 
right. Once all the food was cooked, we filled our plates.

 I reached for the Grío. The tender and silent beef gave my buds life. The juicy goo of meat pressed 
between my teeth. The flavor of the Grío, so alive like the birth of a child. Oh the nice beef, oh the fried beef.

Euruth LaFortune, 11th Grade, Goldsboro High School
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Madison Thornton
Kindergarten



I like snowy weather.  I can make snow cream.  When it snows I go outside to make 
snow angels.

Lily Ann Harper
Kindergarten

My favorit weather is winde.  I like to play on the swing.  I like to play with my dog.

Joselin
Kindergarten
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The Only Girl Who Had Love

 Once there was a girl who had love. Nobody else had love. They were always mean to each
other. They would fight all day but the girl who had love did not fight or be mean. She sat sometimes and 
tried to make the other kids be nice to each other but it did not work. She thought she could not make them 
have love but one day the mean kids were at school and listening to learn, not to play outside. The girl who 
had love tried one more time to make them have love and they listened. Now everyone had love, not just 
the girl.

The End

Kara Fishman
First Grade

My Favorite Animal
 My favorite animal is a bird. I like birds cos they have byootyfl fethers and I like thow they tweet. I 
like to look at them when they fly in the eer. The mom bird fines food like werms then she feeds the littll 
birds. Birds are amazeing.

Allison Spafojevic
First Grade
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The Adventurers

 One day, Kristen, Nathaniel, and Izayia were very bored at home. Therefore, they decided to go for a 
walk in the woods. Little did they know the woods were MAGICAL! 

 The group entered the woods on a path. As they walked and talked, they agreed that they were 
thankful to the trees for giving them air. They each decided to hug a tree. Suddenly, they heard a voice say, 
“Thank you!” As they looked around, they could feel the tree hug them back. Kristen shouted out, “This is a 
magical forest!” Then, the three hear some birds telling them to “Run, Run, Run!” As they hear the warning, 
a big bear named Mike runs at them growling for them to get out of “his” forest. The friends are afraid and 
start to run. Nathaniel looks back and trips over a rock. He falls over a cliff. Just at that moment, their new 
tree friends bend their branches down to catch Nathaniel. They are heroes! The trees saved the day! 

 Kristen, Nathaniel, and Izayia tell their tree friends thank you. They say that this was an awesome 
adventure. Now, it was time to go home and tell everyone all about it. 

Jaiden Young 
Second Grade

Grantham Elementary
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Adelie Penguins

I am a zookeeper for Adelie penguins.  Adelie penguins live in Antarctica.  They have a black back and head.  
They have a white chest and belly and white rings around their eyes.  Adelie penguins weigh 8-10 pounds and 
their height is 22 inches tall.  My penguin eats krill, squid, and fish. Their enemies are leopard seals and killer 
whales.  Some interesting facts about Adelie penguins are: They may travel 185 miles to get food.  They have 
a thick layer of fat to keep them warm.

Emma Donahue
Second Grade
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Payton
Smart, loving, kind

Daughter of Brian and Jessica
Who loves movies, math, and the beach

Who feels happy, special, and loved
Who fears snakes, bees, and wasps
Who made a 100 on a spelling test

Who wants to see the Dobre Brothers
Who lives in Grantham, NC

Strickland

Payton Strickland
Third Grade
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Stone Fox

Everyone should read the novel Stone Fox written by John Reynolds Gardiner.  You can learn a lot from the 
strong positive traits of all the characters in the story, especially the young boy, Little Willy.  By reading the 
book, I learned the importance of being hardworking, responsible, and polite.

Little Willy showed me how to be hardworking when he harvested the potatoes on his own to make his 
Grandfather feel better.  He displayed his ability to be responsible when he went out on his own to buy 
food for winter survival. Finally, Little Willy showed me how to be polite when he was able to turn the other 
cheek rather than fighting when Stone Fox hit him.

I really enjoyed reading the book , Stone Fox, and especially enjoyed learning how to be a positive role 
model through Little Willy.  
 
Jasmine Paez Deleon  
3rd Grade  
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Arrgh, Ahoy Matey!  Greetings to you Blackbeard.  I am Arlene, but I like people to simply call me A.P.  I want 
to be a part of your crew on the Queen Anne’s Revenge. I see you steal a lot of booty from people and I 
think that is great.  If you pick me to be a part of your crew, I will work very hard for you. I can quickly raise 
the sails because I am very strong. Pirating puts me in a good mood.  I live to steal and be on the open sea, 
working for such a great pirate would be a plus. I promise not to give up easily and I promise to be a loyal 
part of the crew.  I work until I make things happen! I’m not lazy and weak. I just don’t stand around and 
wait for things to happen, I take charge and make them happen.

I believe you are a smart, clever, strong man that knows how to get what he wants.  I think it is brilliant how 
you are able to get close to other ships by flying their country’s flag.  When you get really close, you raise the 
pirate flag and attack. All that lovely treasure and the ship is yours, I mean ours!

Blackbeard, please consider me to be a part of your crew.  I have told you my reasons and how much I 
admire you. I would be honored to work on such an awesome crew with the famous Blackbeard.  I hope you 
pick me!
Sincerely,
Arlene Perez-Perez
(A.P.)

Arlene Perez-Perez
Fourth Grade



Grantham
Middle
School
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Josselyn Carranza
Fifth Grade



Wilfredo Lopez
Fifth Grade
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The Crying Fox

It was a snowy day, my brunette hair flowing a bit in the light wind, my jacket wrapping on my arms 
and torso like a blanket, but it surely wasn’t. I felt as if I was about to freeze, I could only spit one 
thing out from my ice-cold rosy lips, “I feel so...C-cold… “was all I could say. The snow pouring down 
from the sky like drops of water, but it wasn’t rain, it was just ice cold out here. I needed to find 
something to keep me warm! I then saw an old looking structure, it was tiny. But, it would have to 
do for now. My green-hazel eyes shot towards the building, my breath could be seen, I then shouted 
“Shelter!--”, I cried out, my hazel orbs,  shot everywhere to make sure that it was safe to go in. I felt a 
shot of cold hit my finger-tips. I felt myself sprint towards the building, I threw open the door, as I ran 
inside, there was a corner.  I ran to the corner as I crouched down, hiding my feet under my thighs, 
I felt like I was gonna die...I felt...hopeless. I felt two things press against my head, As I looked up 
with my hazel orbs, I saw two white ears on my head, my eyes widened, I was shocked. As I thought, 
“No...Is-- This...Real? Am I gonna die from Hypothermia…?--” All of a sudden, I had a panic attack, 
thinking I would DIE From hypothermia.  I always had a fear of death, which is thanatophobia, fear of 
death, but as time went by, and I morphed into a white fox.  I felt warmer now, as my legs shifted as I 
jumped out of a nearby window. The glass was broken, I had a cut on my wrist, I licked it as if nothing 
happened, I howled. I put a smile on my face as I sprinted around. As time went on, I grew tired and 
submissive to the thought of sleep. I went back to the building.  I laid down, I felt my eyes get heavy 
as I fell into a voidless sleep. After a few hours, I felt my head shoot up, and I shot my now icy-blue 
eyes around.  I was still in the same place, and still, as a fox...I felt tears urging to pour out of my 
eye-sockets. I finally let them come out… I felt tears burning at the corner of my narrow eyes.  The 
tears  streamed down my face leaving the trails of white fur wet, the tiny red veins in my eyes now 
showed up, making my eyes puffy from crying. I sobbed for the longest time. I wanted to be back to 
being a “normal” girl again… I wanted to be...Me, I wanted to be myself again. I don’t wanna be a fox, 
I don’t wanna be anything! I cried for hours. I felt like the world would end for me. What about my 
mom and dad? I’m scared for Mom...I miss her, I miss her so much, I want to go home! I want to be 
with Mom, and my dog, my cats.  I miss them all!!.... No use crying, it’ll get you nowhere. What does 
it do for me...? Make me sadder…? I feel dead... I just feel D-e-a-d. I want to go home. I felt myself 
crying.  As I sat up all of a sudden, I was asleep, dreaming... I-I...saw mom, sitting on my bed, shaking 
me, trying to get me to respond...I could only stutter out, “M-mom..I-I missed y-you…!!” As I hugged 
my sweet dear mother, Wendy. I love her so much, I held onto her as I poured my salty tears onto her 
shoulder, my tears left wet streaks down my rosy cheeks. They went dry as my mother had already 
pulled me away and wiped them off my cheeks. “M-mom...I love you…,” she then responded back to 
me, “I love you too,  Sweetie.”
                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                              Katherine Williams
                                                                                                     Grade 5
                                                                                                                                    Grantham Middle School
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My future is so close, yet so far

My future is so close, yet so far.
I am young, smart, and beautiful.

Heads turn as I pass by,
But that doesn’t faze me.

My future is not certain,
But it is up to me.

Maybe I’ll be a fashion designer,
Doctor,
Singer,
Actor,

Or maybe even a poet,
But first I have to get my degree.

Whatever I do I’m ready for the 5 w ‘s of life.
I’m ready for who, what, when, where, why.

Travel the world.
Meet new people.

Go on crazy adventures.
Take on the hardships and joys of life. 

Whatever I do I’m ready because …
My future is so close, yet so far.

                                                                                                 Lauren Cain,
                                                                                           6th grade 

                                                                                                                      Grantham Middle School
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                                                                              How I See My Future                                                                              

      I got asked to answer the question, ”How do I see my future?” Well, I see myself doing multiple things 
that help me and others. I also see myself doing big things in life, such as, graduating high school, college, 
soccer, and traveling. Here are somethings I want to do in the future.  
         
      First, I see myself going to WEMCHS and graduating with college credits. I think I can also get a 
scholarship if I give it my best shot. I want to go to WEMCHS because I can take college classes and have 
higher chances for scholarships. After graduating high school I plan to go to NC State and graduate with a 
Bachelor’s Degree in anthropology. With the Bachelor’s Degree I am going to have a higher chance at a 
better job.I want to be an archaeologist                 

      Next, I also see myself playing striker on the college soccer team and later becoming a professional 
soccer player. My dream team is FC Barcelona. I want to be a professional soccer player because it has 
always been my dream.

     Then, I can see myself traveling to other places around the world to have fun and to study artifacts. If 
I don’t make professional soccer, my backup will be to be an archaeologist. I  want to be an archaeologist 
because I want to learn about Ancient Greece, Ancient Rome, and other places around the world.          
                          
     That’s what I see myself doing in my future. Those are big and hard things to do in life. All I can do right 
now is keep on working hard and trying my best and someday I might get these things accomplished.
 
 
                                                                                                                                                 Edgar Saldivar
                                                                                                                                                 6th Grade
                                                                                                                                                 Grantham Middle School
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How Can the Four-Way Test Reduce Bullying?

 Bullying has become a big issue in today's society.  It has been reported that 3.2 million children have 
been a victim of bullying.  However, I believe we can reduce bullying by adhering to the Four-Way Test.  The 
Four-Way Test can be used as a guideline in every aspect of our daily lives.  It is used to help guide one in 
making decisions in life.  This all begins at home and is built on in other areas in our lives such as school, 
church, work, etc.  Is it the truth?  Is it fair?  Is it building goodwill and better relationships?  Is it beneficial to 
all concerned?
 Is it the truth?  Being truthful begins with parents/guardians at home teaching honesty and trust in 
all aspects in a person's life.  It is important for all to understand how one's behavior impacts others.  One 
should be able to talk to loved ones, friends, and/or teachers about their feelings even when it relates to 
conflict.  We should help others identify and label the feelings they are experiencing.  Being truthful and 
honest is important; however it is not truthful to bully someone. If more people are honest and are able to 
trust, maybe it would reduce bullying.  Children need to be taught to speak the truth, speak their feelings, 
but encourage speaking the word “No” to bullies.
 Is it fair?  It is not fair to the person being bullied to have to go through that and the thoughts and 
feelings it brings about.  Bullying is mean and it causes feelings of helplessness.  It aims to hurt or 
depreciate someone.  We need to be sensible to other people and their feelings.  We need to encourage 
children to consider other perspectives and find common ground. We need to teach self-control in order to 
help decrease impulsive behaviors and see consequences for themselves and others.  These mean behaviors 
can wound deeply and children need to be held accountable for being mean.  
 Will it build goodwill and better relationships?  Bullying will not build relationships at all.  It 
puts people down and it breaks relationships. We need to encourage children to set boundaries 
and express “No” in a non-emotional way.  Healthy relationships are a vital component of health and 
well-being.  Bullying breaks this down and creates isolation.
            Is it beneficial to all concerned?  It is not beneficial to bully someone or put them down.  Bullying 
knows no boundaries and causes physical, emotional, and mental issues.  It is detrimental to one's 
self-esteem.  Making sure children have a social network where they feel valued and included is beneficial.  
We must help build a support group.  Contacting parents, teachers, etc. to make ones aware that bullying 
is occurring and the behavior will not be tolerated is beneficial to all involved.  Setting the boundaries and 
putting a halt to the behaviors is what is beneficial and will lessen the damage to ones being bullied.  
 The four-way test is a good way to stop bullying.  It can help people be more truthful.  It makes things 
more fair.  It will build better relationships and goodwill.  It will benefit the people involved. Using the 
Four-Way Test helps build a better individual and network of support to fight against the negative affects of 
bullying.  It can help reduce bullying.

                                                                                                                                     Kendall Brock
                                                                                                                                     Grade 7  
                                                                                                                                     Grantham Middle School                                              
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Bullying
 
   Bullying is something that over 3.2 million kids deal with a year. It is also one of the leading causes of 
depression. There is physical, verbal, social, and cyber bullying. There are four questions that we can ask 
ourselves that will help us help victims of bullying. Is it the truth, is it fair to all concerned, will it build 
goodwill and better friendships, and finally will it be beneficial to all concerned? These questions are called 
the 4-way test. The purpose of the 4-way test was to be used in business relationships, but it can be used for 
all aspects of life. The test was created by  Herbert J. Taylor to save the Club Aluminum Products distribution 
company from bankruptcy. Later in 1940, he became the international director of rotary and offered the test 
to the company. They adapted it, and it has been used ever since.
    Is it the truth? As someone that used to get bullied, I guarantee that they’re lying. They want to make you 
feel bad. The meaning of truth is, that of which is true or in accordance with fact or reality. Therefore 
bullies are lying, they’re giving an opinion. This question helps with bullying because it helps people that 
have been of are getting bullied to possibly make them feel better. It may also help bystanders help them 
out if they know its a lie. For example, if a friend was getting bullied you wouldn't want people to hear lies, 
but the truth. So that might give you the bravery to protect your friend or report them to a teacher.
    Is it fair to all concerned? Definitely not. Especially to the victim. This can affect their physical and mental 
health. For example, people could develop an eating disorder, like anorexia or bulimia. They could also get 
diagnosed with depression and anxiety. This could cause them to self-harm or for them to kill themselves. 
The parent/parents of the victim don't like to see they’re child in pain, some of them don't know why 
they’re in pain. This question helps with bullying because if a parent knows that it's not a one-time thing, 
they will most likely tell the principal or a teacher about it. If the bully has a friend that doesn’t agree with 
their actions, it might give them the bravery to tell someone.
    Will it build goodwill and better friendships? No, the only way that it could be about friendship is if they 
are laughing with them, not at them, but most of the time victims don't become friends with their bully. The 
meaning of friendship is, a state of mutual trust and  support. Bully’s aren't supporting them, they're tearing 
them down for who they are, mostly on the outside. They don't take time to know you before they judge 
you. This question helps with bullying because if people know it's not good for you. A friend, family member, 
or bystander might step up. It also might help them find out if it's joking around with a friend or bullying. If 
it’s happening daily its not just a friend thing.
     Is it beneficial to all concerned? The only person it’s beneficial to, is the bully. Their self-esteem is boosted 
by this. Mental health experts say that most bullies have been bullied or have something going on at home. 
While others do it for popularity. For example, some people that have been bullied feel like they have to 
bully others to feel better about themselves. Bullying is definitely not beneficial to the victim. Statistics say 
that 30% of students are either bullies or victims of bullying. Statistics also say that more than 2,800 victims 
attempt suicide each year. This question helps with bullying because if someone knows it hurting you, then 
they would know to tell someone.
     In conclusion, we now know how the 4-way test can help with bullying. If we use the 4-way test, we might 
be able to reduce the suicide rate and reduce the number of people that are getting bullied. We all hear that 
it’s not okay, but it’s time that we take action. If we don’t the bullying rate might keep going up. We know 
Herbert J. Taylor created the 4-way test originally for business, but maybe he knew it could be something 
more. If we started using the test in our daily life we could influence others to use it too. Then soon there 
might be no bullying one day. Until that day though, we should watch what we say because we don’t really 
know how much it could affect someone.
 
                                                                                                                               Aubrey Denning
                                                                                                                               Grade     7
                                                                                                                               Grantham Middle School
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The cold, crisp, fall, wind howls.
All I hear is the crunch of my own footsteps
through the leaves.
The air suddenly gets colder.
My breathing gets heavier.
I see shadows race by quickly through the trees.
My blood runs cold.
 
I start sprinting north-bound until I smell smoke.
Out of breath, lungs burning,
I look along the horizon I see an old mysterious house.
I think to myself, who could live this far in the woods alone…
Especially in the freezing cold?

Mckalyn Emma Hughes 
8th Grade  

Grantham Middle School
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The Haunted Mansion
(Diary Entry)

Monday: February 12, 2018
Dear Diary, I am Scarlett Arnold. This is my first ever diary. My mom gave it to me for my birthday (February 
10). I did not have time to write in it yesterday or on my birthday, but I did today. Valentine’s day is in 2 days 
and my neighbors, the Clifford’s always throw a big party because it is their anniversary, but I never go be-
cause of the Mansion, a house down from them. I am pretty sure that place is haunted. My friend Carla told 
me that there was a murder there. She said that a couple with the last name Jones were murdered in there. 
I really believe her. Only because when I get on the bus that takes me to school I see this red stuff oozing 
from cobwebs on that house and I have also never seen anyone go in the house...or come out. Anyways, it is 
8:30 now and it is time to go to bed or I will get in trouble for staying up to late.
 
Tuesday: February 13, 2018
Dear Diary, so tomorrow is Valentine’s day and I have this huge crush on this boy named Tommy Clifford, the 
neighbors son. He doesn’t usually talk to me...but today...HE DID!!!! He said Hello and I said Hello back, it 
was so romantic. But besides that, he said that while his parents were throwing their “LOVE” party he was 
gonna sneak into that old haunted mansion down the street. I agreed to go with him (he wasn’t really telling 
me that, but I heard it...so he was pretty much talking to me). I leaned over and told him that I would go, 
too. He said sure, it was a plan. I think he just does not know how to ask me out..LOL. Now I must get on the 
bus and see if I find any red stuff.
 
Wednesday: February 14, 2018
Dear Diary, TODAY IS VALENTINE’S DAY!!!! I have finished my homework (which was the only requirement 
to go to the party) and Tommy and I are going to sneak to the mansion when I get there. I have picked out a 
dress that matches my eyes...or at least that is what my mom and dad said, I hope Tommy will notice! I am 
not going to make today’s entry long because I don’t want to be late, because Tommy might think I ditched 
him...and later on when I tell my parents about him and I, it will be romantic...not “Tommy doesn’t like me 
because of me being late to his parents party!” Now I am done for today’s entry...wish me luck with Tommy 
and luck that I will come out alive.
 
Thursday: February 15, 2018
Dear Diary, last night was horrible and scary. Let’s talk about the horrible part first. I met Tommy at the 
party...then we snuck into the haunted mansion...I kept freaking out over the stuff I saw and he just called 
me a chicken...but I knew that as long as I stayed with him everything would be okay. Now about the scary 
part...there was 3 floors in the house, each floor got scarier and scarier the more steps we took.

                                                                                                                                                     Mckalyn Hughes
                                                                                                                                                     8th Grade
                                                                                                                                                     Grantham Middle School



Greenwood
Middle
School



Dominique Cook
Fifth Grade

Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Phillis Wheatley

 Phillis Wheatley was a poet born in Senegal/Gambia. West Africa on May 5th 1753. She came to 
America in 1761 when she was eight years old and was sold to John Wheatley. She got her first name from 
the ship that transported her to America being the “Phillis”.

 By the age of nine Wheatley could read and write she was also experienced in Latin, Greek, and 
could read English books such as classics and the bible.

 Phillis Wheatley started writing poems at 13 and her first published poem was to a Newport Mercury 
newspaper. In 1773 Selina Hasting the countess of Huntingdon helped her publish her first volume of poems.

 Phillis Wheatley later got married to John Peters and had three children that all sadly died at infancy. 
Her marriage lasted six years. The year their marriage ended also was the year Phillis died. She died 
December 5th 1784.

 Phillis Wheatley was important in history. She might have died,  but she still holds a legacy for being 
the first ever Negro to publish a volume of poems.

Drake Dougherty
Greenwood Middle School—5th Grade
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Michael Jordan

 Michael Jordan is known for many things; playing in the NBA, movies, ad campaigns and his 
management of the Hornets are some of the things people know him for.  Michael Jordan was born on 
February 17, 1963 in Brooklyn, New York and grew up in Wilmington, North Carolina. He went to UNC in 
Chapel Hill. He is most known for his basketball career that helped him with other successes in his life.

 Michael Jordan is famous for his NBA career with the Chicago Bulls.  While Michael Jordan was 
playing for the bulls he took them to six championships. Michael Jordan also won five MVP awards and went 
to the Olympics and won gold twice.  Before making it to the NBA though, he played college basketball for 
the University of Chapel Hill, and was named the college player of the year his Sophomore and Junior year.
In 2000 Michael Jordan ended up getting shares of the Washington Wizards and managing their team.  
However, in 2001 he decided to give all that up so he could play for the Wizards. Michael Jordan made his 
retirement final in the 2002-2003 season and did not return to the court. He became a minority owner and 
General Manager of the Charlotte Hornets, originally the Bobcats.  Later he would become a majority owner 
of the Hornets and be the first former NBA player to do so.

 Another interesting thing about Michael Jordan is he appeared in movies. One of the movies most 
people remember seeing him in is Space Jam. Michael Jordan does not only do movies and shows but has a 
shoe company called, Air Jordan that he has made commercials for.  Along with that commercial he has also 
done Hanes, and McDonald commercials.

 Michael Jordan is famous for when he played basketball and with that fame it opened up other doors 
for him.  Those opportunities were his business and being apart of the movie business. Through hard work 
and dedication he has made a name for himself that even younger generations hear about.     

Andrew Chapman
Greenwood Middle School—5th Grade
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Hiram Revels

    Hiram Rhodes Revels was a Republican party U.S. senator, a minister in the AME church (African 
Methodist Episcopal church), and a college administrator. Hiram Revels lived from September 27, 1827, to 
January 16, 1901. Hiram Revels died at age 74 but got the chance to accomplish many great things during his 
lifetime. Revels was born free in North Carolina, but later lived and worked in Ohio. In Ohio, Revels was able 
to vote before the Civil War.

    Hiram Revels was born in Fayetteville, North Carolina to free parents of color. Revels' parents had African, 
European, and Native American ancestry. Revels’ dad was a Baptist preacher and his mom came from 
Scottish descent. When he was younger Revels was taught by a local black woman but secretly because back 
then teaching black kids was illegal. When he was 11 he went to live with his older brother, Elias B. Revels 
and became an apprentice at his brother's barbershop. At the time Barbering was a respected profession 
due to the fact that men of all races would need barbers. Revels later attended a Quaker seminary in Indiana 
and another seminary in Darke County, Ohio.

     Revels was elected into the A.M.E. church in 1845 and his first pastorate was in Indiana. Revels then 
started to travel to places like Indiana, Illinois, Kansas, Kentucky, Tennessee, and Missouri. Although Missouri 
didn't let free black people live in the state due to the fear they might encourage rebellions. Revels was able 
to get into the state with the simple excuse that he just wanted to spread the gospel. While in Missouri he 
took a pastorate in St. Louis in 1853. While in Missouri he was arrested in 1854 for preaching to the black 
community. From 1855 to 1857 Revels studied religion in Knox College Galesburg, Illinois. Later Revels 
became a minister in the African Methodist Episcopal (AME)  at Baltimore, Maryland and a principal in an 
all-black high school. A little after this time the Civil in the early 1850s Revels married Phoebe A. Bass, with 
who he had six daughters. After being senator he was appointed the first president of Alcorn Agricultural 
and Mechanical College, which later became known as Alcorn State University. As the president of the 
college, he served there from 1871 to 1873 and also from 1876 to 1882.

     Revels was the first African American to ever serve in the U.S. Congress. He got into Congress when he 
was elected into the U.S. Senate as a Republican to represent Mississippi in 1870 and 1871. Revels 
represented Mississippi during the Reconstruction era. During the American Civil War, Revels helped gather 
two regiments in Maryland when he was a minister in the A.M.E. Later during the Civil War he became a 
chaplain for a regiment of black men in Vicksburg and Jackson, Mississippi. In 1883 Revels returned to St. 
Louis and established a school. He served in many other churches before settling down in Natchez, 
Mississippi in 1866. Revels took his first elected position in politics as a Natchez alderman in 1868. In 1889 
encouraged by his future representative, John Roy Lynch, Revels took a spot in the Mississippi state senate. 
Revels easily won over most of the black votes and some of the white votes due to his compassionate 
political opinions. Revels was one of more than 30 African Americans in the states 140 legislators. After his 
Senate term ended Revels returned to Mississippi and became president of a college.

    As you can see Hiram Revels didn't care about prejudice. Revels broke all the boundaries for people of 
color. He didn't care if the people in power would judge him he just wanted to give all young boys and girls 
a chance to be equal. I think Hiram Revels is a very inspirational person. I hope to one day be like him and 
change our world for the better. 

Mariana Torres-Castaneda
Greenwood Middle School—6th Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Anzac Day Poem

 Anzac day is special to Australians and their history
 It’s a very popular holiday and it’s not a mystery
 Many people lost their lives
 But their families will still always thrive.
 The soldiers went to war and battled on
 We will always remember them as they grow upon
 Australians honor their army with great pride
 With their fellow soldiers by their side.
 The fought to keep their families free
 True love and honor for all to see.

Victoria Pearce
Greenwood Middle School—6th Grade
 
 
 
 
 



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Ryann Hawthorne
Seventh Grade
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Happy Belated Birthday

             “Sizzzzzzzzle!” Blue and yellow flames danced on top of the white, waxy candle that adorned the top 
of my birthday chocolate mousse. Rich and creamy, the mouse tasted even better than normal as I nibbled 
the decadent dessert on the first level of the Eiffel tower in Paris, France. Tenth birthdays are memorable, 
but this birthday was magical. 
            June twelfth, the day I had been waiting ten years for, had finally arrived. I did not open a gift that 
morning, or enjoy a birthday party with friends, and pinatas, or blow out candles on a festive confetti cake. 
No, I was grabbing my passport, my suitcase, and my camera for a trip to the place of my dreams: Paris, 
France! My mother, grandmother (Mae) and my grandfather (Papa) and I were on our way to explore this 
wonderful place, to celebrate my birthday in style. 
Fast forward to June 15th. We had departed Hungary, my home at the time, and flew into Charles de 
Gaulle  airport, and sought out our hotel.  Today was the day we would tour the Eiffel Tower, and peruse 
the square below it. Our first stop was the Metro. Public transportation in Paris is so different from that of 
Hungary. We had to walk down a bunch of stairs, when we arrived at the bottom we couldn’t find our train. 
Mae started talking to a man in the Metro, even though she speaks no French, and my Papa had told her not 
to speak to anyone! Thankfully, Mae did not listen. She was able to find out that we were looking right at it! 
We boarded our train and began our journey to the Eiffel Tower. 
Once we got off our train we strolled to the escalator and out of the Metro. The Eiffel Tower stood before us, 
it was crazy huge and tall! I stood there, frozen, like a statue for what seemed like an eternity. Security was 
tight, we went through a line much like that of an airport, then yet another line awaited us so we could 
purchase tickets for entry to the tower. We waited in another queue, or as the French say we “faire la 
queue” to board the elevator that would take us to the second floor. We were hoping to observe Paris from 
this look point. Our entourage had made it!
         Ding! The elevator doors opened, we exited, turned the corner and WOW! It was the most wonderful 
sight we had ever seen! The landscape appeared to stretch out endlessly before us. It did not matter that 
the day was cloudy, and grey, the sites we took in were more beautiful than anything we had witnessed to 
date. We stared in disbelief the beauty for quite some time. It was only after catching our breath that we 
headed for the elevator in our trek to the top.  Once we got back in the elevator we found out we couldn't 
go to the top! 
 “What?” my Mom whispered. 
 “The top is closed for construction” a guy next to us grumbled. 
 “Well I guess that's that.” sighed my Mom. 
 “No it’s not we can still go to the first level and have lunch!” exclaimed Mae. 
 Hitting the button for the first floor, we waited to exit the elevator that would not take us to the top 
of the Eiffel Tower. Upon our exit, we walked around the numerous stores and booths of souvenirs. Each 
area of the Eiffel Tower was more exciting than the next, however, the best thing was when we found the 
glass floor! Mae gasped in terror!. Noticing her fear, we found a stranger to take our pictures, and left 
quickly to find a restaurant.
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               The Eiffel Tower’s first floor restaurant that we chose was quaint; we were seated at a table facing 
north towards the water. The waiters were very nice for “French” people, even taking the time to give my 
mom a simple French lesson. After lunch we ordered dessert. When in Paris, right?  While we were waiting, 
I excused myself for a short moment. Upon my return, it hit me, I had not had a traditional birthday. It was 
then that the clapping came from behind me. A group of waiters were carrying my chocolate mousse with a 
candle on it! I beamed with delight. Once they got to our table they started singing happy birthday in both 
French and English. 
“joyeux anniversaire à toi, joyeux anniversaire à toi, joyeux anniversaire chère Katelynn, joyeux anniversaire 
à toi.”
               Our bellies, and our hearts were full. Mae and I decided to take an after lunch stroll to the ground 
level of the tower, in part to settle our full stomachs, and also to take advantage of photo opportunities, just 
the two of us. As we trotted down the stairs, we came upon a lady who caught Mae’s attention. Mae started 
talking to the new stranger, who informed us that the glass floor we stood on earlier had cracked once!
 “ WHAT?!” Mae exclaimed. 
“How ironic is that?” I thought. 
A shocked Mae and I made it to the ground level of the Eiffel Tower. We walked the grounds waiting for the 
others to join us. Our journey for the day had been a wonderful success. We boarded the Metro, returned to 
the hotel and ended the day with a lovely family dinner. June 12th was a day that began the most magical, 
memorable, and lovely tenth birthdays I have ever known of. I blew out my candle three days later, but, I 
blew out that candle while noshing in the Eiffel Tower in Paris, France. For my next BIG birthday, belated or 
otherwise, I want to go to London!

By: Katelynn Harrison
Greenwood Middle School—7th Grade
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Journey to America

Era una manana soleada, y muy bonita, la cual era el dia en que saldriamos de viaje a los estados unidos 
.llego la hora en  que nos despidiriamos de nuestra familia ,la cual fue muy dificil dejar mi mi papa mi 
hermana y mi familia .pues nos despedimos y yo y mama salimos de nuestro pais.cruzamos guatemala sin 
nigun fallo .luego llegamos a mexico ,donde empezo lo mas dificil .llegamos a un estado donde nos subieron 
en un traile  .donde ivan mas de 140 personas de viaje,lo mas dificil fue que cuando ivamos de camino el 
aire se arruino .pues la gente se desespero  ,los ninos tiernos empesaron a llorar .y algunos a desmallarse 
.mi mama les ayudava .pero con el tiempo mi mama tambiem se desmallo yo muy asustada llore ,y le dava 
aire a mi mama com mis manos .luego hicieron un pequeno abujero para que entrara aire pero igual ese aire 
no ajustava para todas las personas.pues las personas le llamaron al hombre que manejava el traile que lo 
habriera porque muchas personas se estavan desmallando pues el hombre nunca habria el traile para que 
las personas se vajaran .pues estuvimos 12 horas enserrados en el.hasta que unas personas le hablaron y le 
dijieron que nos sacaran o si no ivan a romper el traile .poque no querian que ninguna persona se 
muriera dentro de el.Pue escuchando eso el hombre lo habrio .cuando lo habrieron yo le puse los zapatos a 
mi mama porque ella estava muy debil .despues de averselo puesto tome una colcha que llevava y unas 
frutas y refrescos porque nos tiraron al monte para que no los viera migracion de mexico o otras personas 
que habitavan en ese lugar .entonses todas las personas que nos reunio un guia y caminamos 3 horas en el 
monte luego descansamos en el monte porque ya era tarde .Al dia siguiete el guia llamo a unas personas 
para que nos fueran a recoger y nos llevaran ana casa .pues mientras llegavan los autos mandaron a una 
persona a traer comoida para darle a las personas.pues con el tiempo legaron los carros y ivan saliendo de 
cuatro en cuatro a un carro.pues nos llevaron a la casa donde estuvimos cuatro dias ahi .despues de esos 
cuatro dias nos llevaron a reinosa donde nos cruzarn a la frontera de los estados unidos .caminamos un poco 
y despues llego migrasion.nos llevaron a un lugar muy helado donde me separaron 3 dias de mi mama 
.luego nos sacaron y nos llevarona una casa hogar para que mi mama empesara ir con el oficial de  
migracion y le contara de porque se vino luego mi mama les conto , y nos dejaron venir para donde nuestra 
familia.este viaje fue el mas dificil que e tenido. FIN

By: Lisbeth ChaconErazo
Greenwood Middle School-7th

*This narrative essay was written by Greenwood Middle School 7th grader, Lisbeth ChaconErazo 
in the first nine weeks of her education in the United States. 
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After three quarters fully emerged in English speaking classrooms, Lisbeth rewrote her narrative, in English!

By: Lisbeth ChaconErazo

 It was a sunny morning, and very beautiful. Today was the day we would travel to the United States.
 I arrived to say goodbye to our family, it was very difficult to leave my dad, my sister, and my extended 
family. After many tears, my mom and I left our loved ones, and left our beloved country. We crossed 
Guatemala without any failure, or incident. However, when we arrived in Mexico, the most difficult thing 
began to happen.

  We arrived at a state where those in charge took my mom and me, and 140 other travelers, on a 
trailer. While we were traveling it seemed as though the air was ruined, which made the already treacherous 
journey more difficult. The travelers began to despair, tender aged children began to cry in agony as they 
tried to escape the horrid air that trapped them in the trailer. My mom, my heroine,  helped as many of 
them as she could. But over time my mom became discouraged, and scared. Seeing her in such pain caused 
me to cry, but I had to help her. I did the only thing I could think to help her; I gave air to my mom with my 
hands. Those in charge made a little hole to get clean air in, but even that air did was not enough to help us 
all breathe. People began to faint. It was only then that others began calling for the driver of the trailer to let 
us out, or they would begin to break the trailer apart. We had been captives in the trailer for 12 hours. The 
driver became angry, and said he not want any person on his trailer. I knew we were being let out, so I began 
to put the shoes on my mother because she was very weak. 

 My mom had stashed away some fruits and sodas into a blanket that she guarded as we exited the 
trailer. We had new guides at this point, and they threw us into the mountain so that others who lived in the 
area would not see our migracion de Mexico, our migration from Mexico. Everyone we met, from this point 
forward, was a guide who was there to lead us through our journey. On the first day we walked 3 hours in 
the mountain, we came to a spot for resting because it was already so late. The next day the guide called a 
few people to pick us up and take us to our temporary home. 

 It seemed like ages before the cars arrived. The vehicles came, and someone was sent away quickly 
to bring food, and water to the weary travelers. After many days, or so it seemed, the drivers would load the 
cars with four people at a time to take us to our next temporary home. This “home” was only to last for four 
days. After four days, the guides took us to the location where we were to cross the border into the United 
States of America. 

 The travelers, my mom and me included, walked a little feeling very nervous, anxious, and 
scared,  and then arrived at a building that was so unfamiliar. When we arrived, people took us to a very cold 
place where they separated me from my mom for three days. I was unsure what was happening, why I was 
taken from her. Finally, they took us out of the lonely place, and took us to yet another temporary home. At 
least I was with my mom again.

  It was time for my mom to start going with the immigration officer to tell them why she had come 
to the United States of America. Interview, after interview, day after day, she told our story.  Finally! The day 
had come, U.S.A. immigration let us come to where our family was in North Carolina. Leaving my family, 
leaving my country was only part of the journey that led me here. This trip was the hardest I had ever 
experienced, but my journey is not over. 

By: Lisbeth ChaconErazo
Greenwood Middle School—7th Grade
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Adriann Davis
Eighth Grade
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The Name Game

 To start, I received my middle name Elizabeth because of my Nana and Papa. My Nana’s mom’s name 
was Elizabeth and my Papa’s mom’s middle name was Elizabeth. I was told I was almost named Caroline or 
Carolina because I was born in South Carolina. My name Emma was just because my mom liked it. I’ve also 
had quite a few nicknames with my family over the years. When I was a baby, my Uncle Pat used to call me 
“The Emmanator” and a lot of my relatives called me “Emma Lou” or “Lou Lou.” My mom used to sing me a 
song when I was little in which she called me Emma Lou. It stuck with me after that and I’m still called Emma 
Lou by many family members. Other nicknames my parents have given me are things like “Scooter”, “Em”, 
and sometimes just “E.” My step dad calls me “Emer” (which we pronounce as “Ee-mer”) and when my dad 
talks about me and my two sisters all together he’ll often call us “Nerds” or “Dork Diaries”, referencing the 
book series we all used to read when we were younger. One of my grandmas, who we call Nonnie, has 
nicknames for me and my two sisters. She calls us “Her Pies” and my older sister is “Cutie Pie”, my younger 
sister is “Sweetie Pie” and I’m “Sugar Pie.”

 I’ve had a few nicknames among my friends as well. In 1st grade, there was another Emma in my 
class so she was called “Emma C.” and I was known as “Emma P.” That stuck with me even after 1st grade, all 
the way up to about 4th or 5th grade. I’ve also been called “Emmy” or “Em”, but rarely, because my name is 
already short enough that I don’t need a permanent nickname within my little friend group. My best friend 
Kaylah Moore and I sometimes call each other “Hun” but besides that my friends and I just call each other 
by our real names. Before writing this, I had actually thought I didn't have many nicknames, but it seems I’ve 
proven myself wrong.

Emma Padgett
Greenwood Middle School—8TH grade
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Moving Out

 Growing into a teenager is somewhat similar to moving into a new house, although they seem totally 
different. One similarity is that you aren’t quite sure how much you’ll like it until you are stuck there. You 
might love your new house until you move in and realize your bedroom is smaller than you thought, and you 
realize weird things about the house after you are stuck there. Or maybe your closet doesn’t hold all your 
clothes after all. Anyway, you get the point. It’s almost the exact same thing with a teenage body.

 When I was younger, I was so excited to become a teenager. I was so excited that I didn’t think 
about the downsides. Little did I know, it came with more work, more moods, more babysitting, and less 
sleep.  Another similarity is your neighbors. When you become a teenager and move up through the grades, 
you obviously meet peers. And just like your neighborhood, you are stuck with them until one of you moves.

 There are a lot of people in all my classes that I’ve known since fifth grade, fourth, third, and even 
all the way back to kindergarten. And whether you like them or not, you have to see them all the time. One 
more thing that is alike between the two is the memories. I’m pretty sure everyone has great memories 
from elementary school, pre-puberty. It’s very similar here because you have memories with your old house, 
too.

 When you slowly start to leave that buck-toothed kid behind, the memories go along with it. It’s like 
that when you move, too. As soon as you start leaving that house behind, you leave all of your little 
adventures, memories, and friends with it.

Tasia Howell
Greenwood Middle School—8th Grade
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Samuel Penuliar
Kindergarten
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Wyatt Peregrino
Kindergarten
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 My Family

My house is brick.  I live with my family.  I like to play with my brother outside. 

Abigail Cheng
Kindergarten

Meadow Lane Elementary

Fruit

I like fruit. Fruit is good.  Do you like fruit? I think you do.

Savannah Crolley
Kindergarten

Meadow Lane Elementary
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Katie Jo Gray
First Grade
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Ethan Harb
First Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Dr. Seuss

      Dr. Seuss was a famous author and illustrator.  His pen name was Dr. Seuss and he was not 
really a doctor.  Dr. Seuss died in September 24, 1991 at age 82. All of his books have rhyming 
words.  His mom said some rhyming words to make him fall asleep when he was a little kid. In 
college Dr. Seuss made magazines
 
Nicholas Sutton
First Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary

The Three Little Kittens and the Big Bad Dog

         Once upon a time three little kittens lived in a brick house.  Once summer night the big bad 
dog would not leave them alone! The big bad dog kept chasing them.  So the first kitten ran and 
hid in the kitchen. Kitten two ran and hid in the kid’s room. Kitten three ran and hid under the 
couch.  The two kittens hid under the couch with kitten 3. Finally the dog stop chasing them. 
They came from under the couch. The dog saw them and he said: Can we be friends? Yes they 
said.  The dog and the kittens lived happily ever after.
 
Jasmine Boyette
First Grade
Meadow Lane
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Ava Burns
Second Grade
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Ziyan Liang
Second Grade



The Heroes of Legend

Once upon a time there were five heroes and their names were, Christian the hunter, Sarah the mechanic, 
Martel the warrior, Willow the detonator, and Joseph the fearless leader. They have fought many battles 
because of JJ, Joseph's evil twin brother, but those pages have been stripped away in this book. This book 
will tell you everything about the heroes. Whistling... 
  "Martel, will you please stop. It's annoying." Said Willow. "Oh come on!" Said Martel.  They started 
arguing even more. “Both of you stop!" Said Joseph.  But they didn't. "Why do I have to do everything 
myself?" Thought Joseph. Tornado swipe, “Oh-Oh!" Said Martel. Just then before anything happened a 
Super Bot burst out of the ground! "Holy Moly!" Said Christian.  So now a battle has begun.

The  Battle:

"Alright guys get ready for battle!" Said Joseph. "I'll make one of my machines." Said Sarah. “I will throw 
whatever I can find." Said Christian. "Throw me!" Said Martel "ME!" "I'll try to explode this thing." Said 
Willow. Joseph's bunny Bailey hopped out of his pocket, "I'll try to eat all my carrots which turn me into a 
half bunny half unicorn and I'll shot missiles from my horn." "O.K. everyone attack!" Said Joseph. "WEEEEE!" 
Said Bailey. "Bailey, get back in my pocket." Said Joseph. "O.K." Said Bailey. "HA HA HA! You think you can 
beat me with that bunny?!" Said the Super Bot. "How dare you?" Said Christian. He threw a tree at the 
Super Bot and the hard part hit first. "Owie!" Said the Super Bot as he grabbed the tree off of his face. "You 
will be taken doooowwwwnnnn...." The Super Bot collapsed. "HORRAY" Cheered the heroes.

Crossing the Ocean:

"Hey look!" Said Sarah, "An ocean!" "Bailey, you can get out of my pocket." Said Joseph. Bailey got out of 
the pocket and started to play in the water. "Woohoo! This is fun!" Said Bailey.  Christian was so excited he 
almost threw Martel. Just then the ocean rumbled. "What's going on?" Asked Willow. Suddenly 100 Strong 
Men Androids came out of the water. "Oh come on!" Said Martel. Bailey shot her first missile from her horn 
and it destroyed 13 of them. Joseph multiplied into 5 of himself. "Oh my!" Said Christian. He tried to throw 
one of the Androids with his eyes shut but instead of the Android it was Martel. Martel was screaming half 
way across the ocean and then sank. Sarah went to save him. Sarah took him out of the water, while he was 
in the water Martel saw the core of the Androids population. So he used his special technique, Super Sonic 
Crash, to blow them up.  All the heroes started laughing. "What's so funny?" Said Sarah.

Joseph Michael Angelo Rollins
Second Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary
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The Beautiful Moon 

Oh the moon,
So soon

People will live
On the moon

More than 200,000
Feet away

Some People say.

Monica Richmond
Second Grade

Meadow Lane Elementary
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Leda Gentry
Third Grade
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Madeline Womack
Third Grade
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Winter Acrostic Poem
When winter comes, I think of snow.
In the snow, I like to make snow angels.
Near the woods, there are piles of snow.
Trees have icicles on them, it looks pretty.
Enter the ice skating rink, snow all around you.
Review this, you will see that snow is actually full of glee.

Tabrisha Mathis
Third Grade 
Meadow Lane Elementary

Someone Special to Me
I love my mom.  She’s really special to me. She is a very good mom and is always helping me. Sometimes I’m 
impressed by how hard she works for my family and me.

To begin with, my mom’s meals are delicious.  My favorite meal is pizza. My mom makes it homemade. She 
even makes it extra cheesy for me! It tastes like heaven when I bite into it. Just knowing my mom would do 
that makes my heart sing!

Often my mom helps me with my homework. Spelling big words can be difficult for me, but she is always 
there to assist me when I need help. When I see a hard problem, I ask my mom. Sometimes while she is 
cooking, she also times my reading and we record it in my AR folder each night. Watching her cook and read 
with me, at the same time, shows how amazing she really is!

The most important thing that makes my mom so special to me is that she makes sure I have nice clothes. 
Mom buys me clothes. She washes my clothes and makes them smell great. Also, she folds my clothes and 
puts them away. Sometimes I help her with this because she knows how much I love my clothes.

To conclude, there are many reasons why I love my mom and think the world of her. There are many more 
reasons, but I just can't explain all of them.  Sometimes my mom’s actions speak louder than her words. I 
wanted to write this to give her a big pat on the back. She needs to know how special she is and always will 
be to me.

Elaina Wiggins
Third Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary
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Adrienne Fells
Fourth Grade
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John Finley
Fourth Grade
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4th

The State Mammal

Watching the squirrels play
Eating fallen brown acorns
Warm spring days are here.

Akayla Rodriguez
Fourth Grade

Meadow Lane Elementary

Cardinal

Small, red
Eating, flying, chirping
A beautiful state bird.

Jeremiah Davis
 Fourth Grade

Meadow Lane Elementary
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Lesly Sanchez-Alonzo
Fifth Grade
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Bryan Bamaca-Lopez
Fifth Grade
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New York City

New York is the place
That I want to be

There’s lots of things to do
And many things to see

If you get on a boat
It’s an amazing sight to see

It’s the home
Of the Statue of Liberty

If you go to Central Park
You’ll see

Fantastic flowers growing in the trees
This is why New York

Is the place I want to be

      
Ameya Randolph

      
5th Grade

     
Mount Olive Middle School
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Days Pass

The sun sets and the stars come up
And in the morning, night it’s still there

Days pass and we’re still here
Tomorrow we probably won’t

Don’t waste time
Don’t argue with time

And keep life going while you’re here
Make life happy and stay 

Bright like the sky and go out
Fun is the most important thing.

Evelyn Perez Perez
5th Grade

Mount Olive Middle School
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Stephen Denning
Gixth Grade
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Alexander Galvan-Gutierrez
Sixth Grade
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Basketball Star
 

I was a guy that lived very far.
But my mom calls me a superstar.

I know I’m not because I play like a pot.
But the  other kids play like bots.

And I know I always flop.
But one day I met a guy name pat.

And he was kinda fat.
But he was just alright.

Even tho his size gave me a fright.
So we were playing basketball and pat had quite a fall.

But a guy showed up he was really tall.
He helped pat out and then took him to the mall

The next day we had a big game.
I don’t know why I was late I think it was my mom to blame.

But the opponents name were the Blue flames.
I got a little scared and peed my pants.
Then everyone gave me a huge glance.
But then everyone started to chuckle.

While was getting ready to hit them with my knuckle.
But the game began.

And I was on the bench with my friend.
so we were down 2 points in the 4th quarter.

And my coach said pat could not go much further.
So he put me in and it began.

My teammate gave me the ball.
And the defender was very tall.

So I shot over with 1 second on the clock.
The defender thought he had a great block.

But the score board went off.
And the defenders team said we lost.
Every on my team said way to go ross
next game you will have all the fame.

 
By: Donavan Armwood

6th Grade 
Mount Olive Middle School
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The Library

The library is long as a lake
It has thousands of books to take

But you to take only two
Your friends can get books too

Books can help you improve your tests
If you can concentrate your best

You can learn about it in your mind
There are so many you can find

Choose a book that is right for you
Return them before the day that are due

You have to be quiet in here
Other people are also there

When you leave do it silently
Open the door quietly

Michael Dominguez-Gonzales 
6th Grade 

Mount Olive Middle School
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Dezhon Faison
Seventh Grade
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Edith Arteaga-Martinez
Seventh Grade
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   The Values of Unity in Diversity 
 
 Martin Luther King, Jr. is famously quoted for saying, “If you can’t fly, then run. If you can’t run, then 
walk. If you can’t walk, then crawl.  But, whatever you do you have to keep moving forward.” This quote 
means that you have to not give up and fight for what you believe. It connects to Martin Luther King, Jr. 
because he never gave up trying to get equal rights for people of color.  Martin Luther King, Jr. was the 
person who famously delivered the “I Have a Dream” speech. Martin Luther King Jr. is one of the most 
famous civil rights activists. Martin Luther King Jr. brought people of color and whites together in peace.  
 
 Unity in diversity means that people who are different come together.  In Martin Luther King, Jr.’s 
time black people joined together to protest for their rights because they were treated differently.They could 
not even drink out of the same water fountains as white people.  Because of Martin Luther King, Jr.’s work 
I am always surrounded by different races.It helps me learn about different backgrounds. My community 
consists of many different races including blacks, whites, and Hispanics.  
 
 It is important to embrace cultural differences because it might affect how people act and what 
people do. Sometimes people do things for there traditions and beliefs.  Learning different cultures has 
helped me learn about different languages, traditions, and holidays. Some of these include learning spanish, 
learning about Hanukkah, and trying new foods. Our community embraces traditions such as Christmas with 
a Christmas parade, a community gathering to light the Christmas tree downtown, and local churches gather 
to worship. 
 
 It is important to serve humanity because people may not be as fortunate as you are.  You can serve 
humanity by donating money to charity, donating clothes to those in need, or giving toys to an 
orphanage.  By helping others it will make you and the person you are helping feel good. In my community, 
there are many charities such as Make a Difference Food Pantry, MAD Kloset (clothing for those in need), 
and the Backpack Buddy Program.  A way I can help these charities is by donating money, clothes, and my 
time as a volunteer.  
 
 This essay talks about three topics. The overall theme is a reminder that we should not judge a 
person because of the color of their skin or culture.  We also need to treat others the way want to be 
treated. In conclusion, we have to treat people fairly, even if they are a different race or culture. We have 
Martin Luther King, Jr. to thank for being brave and kind. He was brave for not being afraid to say what he 
thought and was kind by sticking up for people of color and supporting them.  People of color used to not be 
able to go to the same places as white people. Thanks to Martin Luther King, Jr.’s work, we are all considered 
equal.

Hunter Merritt
7th Grade
Mount Olive Middle School  
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Unity and Diversity and the Values of Each

In our world today, we have racism because people can not seem to embrace the fact that there are people 
of many different races. “People shouldn’t be judged by their skin color, but by the content of their char-
acter.” Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. is very famous for his “I have. Dream speech. It was about how he had a 
dream that one day, white and black people would not judge each other and join together to serve 
humanity.
 The values of unity in diversity is very important. If all of humanity was exactly the same, our society 
would be very boring because you would see or interact with the same person over and over again. 
Everyone is different but we are all created equally. We should all have the same value of what Martin 
Luther King Jr. was trying to speed. I look at my school, and there isn’t just of race. I look at my classroom 
and there isn’t just one race. Cultural diversity is everywhere. We are all different, but we are all equal.  
It is important to embrace the different cultural beliefs of others. This is because everyone is entitled to their 
own belief system. It’s also important because  we need to understand where people come from and others 
believe in. If you understand a person’s religion or background, then you can understand how the person 
came to be. Many towns in North Carolina have a Black History Month or Dr. Martin 
Luther King Jr. parade. You have to understand the background of these events to appreciate the 
reasoning of these things. I believe it is very important to comprehend people’s cultural differences.
 I believe that we need to put cultural differences aside and join together to better one 
another as well as others. If we do not do this there will be an increase in discrimination. “Darkness cannot 
drive out darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate: only love can do that.”- Dr. Martin 
Luther King Jr. stated that. I believe that statement because  if we constantly are spreading hate and 
bullying, nothing good is going to come out of it. I think that it changes someone’s attitude or character 
when they are strong-willed and persistent in their ways. As people we need to learn to that we can help 
people at the soup kitchen or volunteering in the community to serve one another. If we volunteer more to 
serve humanity, it will spread more love and push out the hate to somewhat end racism and 
discrimination.
 In conclusion, we need to put differences aside to serve humanity in unity.
Then we can spread love around the world. These ideas are very important. “The time is always right to do 
what is right.” - Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.. The meaning of this quote is, if you think it’s not the right time to 
do something good, such as volunteering, it always is. Coming together in diversity means to come togeth-
er as diverse people and understanding the cultural differences of others to serve humanity. I relate to the 
quote “I look to a day when people will not  be judged by the color of their skin, but by the content of their 
character.” Because I hope to be judged by this as well. My reasoning for this is because racism is still a 
problem in the world today I hope that society can change for the better one day.

Emily Webster
6th Grade
Mount Olive Middle School
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Sakiyah Faison
Eighth Grade
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Taniyah Moore
Eighth Grade
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Depression Who?

 Depression who is like a weight on my mind
 And asks, “Who loves you?”
 Who is a cage over my happiness and the puppet master controlling my strings
 Who is an enemy on the battlefield in my mind and a stealthy snake of my sorrow
 Whose scales are as mesmerizing as a diamond
 Is too sneaky to stop
 Who tells me softly to stay in bed
 Who tells me loudly that I am alone
 Whose traps are like an electric light to an oblivious moth
 Can’t stop playing with my mind
 Creeps into my head all night and day
 Who used to be what everyone thought was laziness
 Is suffocating
 Is an unwanted intruder on the loose in my brain
 Is making me mentally lack concern for myself
 Doesn’t make room for happiness anymore
 Is itching at the tip of my tongue
 Who tells me to keep quiet
 Is anger and disapproval and hatred towards myself
 Who whispers do and don’t and do and don’t again
 Is the sickening storm within my heart that makes my reflection a stranger
 Asking “Who cares for you?” 
 Who cares for me who?
           
         By Nate’a Davis
          8th Grade
        Mount Olive Middle School
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A Gift

 Once, there was a boy who lived with his grandmother, Daisy.  She wasn’t feeling too great after a 
few weeks.  Her grandson, Alexander, was a kind and shy bookworm in school who was teased very often.  
As time passes, Daisy was too ill to move, so Alexander took care of her.
 But sadly, she didn’t last long before she went in a peaceful sleep.  She gave her grandson a gift.  
Under his bed laid a hand wrapped red box.  One final breath she took before laying still in her death bed, 
and the boy cried as he witnessed his grandmother’s death.  He walked to his room to find the gift.
 He found the gift and laid next to it as he wiped his tears away.  As soon as he touched the gift, there 
was a knock at his door.  He stayed there in his spot in silence before it got louder.  Then, it stopped…...It was 
quiet until — “Let me in!” came a creepy voice he never heard of that sounded dark.  It kept knocking until 
Alex opened the box to see a necklace and a note that read:

  “If anyone reads this, listen closely — you have to fight these creatures that are after it.    
  Say these words to get rid of them.
    End their destiny
    Break these earthling chains,
    And let the spirits free.
         Good luck!”

 
 As soon as he finished reading, there the monster stood.
          
          By Emily Lozano
           8th Grade
          Mount Olive Middle School
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Josiah Coley
Kindergarten
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Ty'Quan Washington
Kindergarten
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Polar Bears
Polar Bears are white. Polar Bears eat fish. Polar Bears live in the 

cold.  Baby Polar bears are cubs.
Zaliyah Houpe – Kindergarten – North Drive Elementary

Pam Has Jam
Pam has a bit of jam.  The jam is not in a bag. The jam is not in a 

pan. The jam is in a can. The jam is not bad.
Greyson Burbank – Kindergarten – North Drive Elementary

Teacher for a Day
If I were the teacher for a day the students would read a book today.

If I were the teacher for a day I would make my students do some work. If I
were the teacher for a day I would make my students do tens and ones.  If I 

were the teacher for a day I would make my students do 3D shapes.
Amir Bowden – First Grade – North Drive Elementary

French Fries
My favorite food is french fries. French fries are good! They are good

with ketchup and hot sauce. They come from potatoes.  Potatoes come from
the ground. Food is good!

Zy’Ion Fisher  - First Grade  - North Drive Elementary
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Suze Augustine
First Grade
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Samantha Sanders
First Grade
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Riciyah Best
Second Grade
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Ai'Yonesty Speight
Second Grade
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Fun in the Snow
 This winter I look forward to it snowing. We will enjoy our time while it snows. School will be closed 
or delayed.. Outside is chilly. I enjoy playing in the snow with my brother, Eathan. When we are done we will 
make hot chocolate. We will wear coats, mittens, hats, and boots.
 I look forward to having a snow fight with my brother and then making a snowman.

Blondge Phanor – Second Grade – North Drive Elementary

My Favorite Food
 My favorite food is pizza. I love pizza because I love cheese! The place I love to go to eat pizza is Pizza 
Hut. Although I like other foods, pizza is my favorite.

Kelli Pelt  – Second Grade – North Drive Elementary



Northeast
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Iker Castaneda Valerio
Kindergarten
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This fish is not a ortnere fish. she plays nis. her name is pinky. she is rile fun to have araond.

Maddison Dail
Kindergarten

Northeast Elementary School

My favorite kind of weather is a snoowe day. I go to Rameys and Levi howse and we Roun owt sid 
and we thro snoo ball.

Zoey Hunt
Kindergarten

Northeast Elementary School
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Kelis Moss
First Grade
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I had a fun snow day. First, I made snow cream. I had fun! We used lots of ingredients, vanilla and other 
stuff. The most fun thing of all is that we got to use real snow!!! Next, I ate the snow cream. It was so 
good. It tasted like vanilla ice cream. I helped my mom and dad. It was so fun! Last, we went back outside. 
Me and my dad made snow angels and we had a snowball fight. I had a fun, snowy day with my family. 

Ava Jarman
First Grade

Northeast Elementary

Once upon a time, in a magical forest lived a Fairy, Owl and Bear. One day, they went walking on a path 
and bear ran away. Fairy and Owl flew and searched. They were worried about Bear. They stopped for a 
break and they picked some apples. They saved some apples for Bear. They went back up to the sky and 
flew some more and they saw Bear and flew to him. They wondered what he was doing. But the only 
thing that Bear was doing was cleaning his room because his mother had called him. They gave him an 
apple. They lived happily ever after!

Jasmin Anderson
First Grade

Northeast Elementary
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Brianna Broadie
Second Grade
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Worth Melting For

 In my opinion my cousin Sarah is worth melting for. First, she plays with me because she 
plays video games with me. She helps me play the piano and she helps me play tennis. Next, she is 
smart because she helps me do my homework. She knows how to teach me the piano. Sarah gives 
me hard geography tests too. Finally, Sarah is selfless. We take turns using Grandma’s Ipad. My 
cousin has nice qualities that are worth melting for.                              

Jonathan Gardner
Second Grade

Northeast Elementary School 

If I had all my possessions but one I would keep my friends because they can cheer me up when 
I’m sad and they play games with me. They’re always nice to me and help me. They also listen to 
my stories and share some of their own. They also give me ideas and help me think. Every time we 
get in a fight we can make up. They always help me calm down when I’m angry or help me 
understand things. They also help when I am stuck on a word or keep track of my things. I love to 
have friends all around me. They’re always there to help. 

Adrian Greene
Second Grade

Northeast Elementary School
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Owen Acorn
Third Grade
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Things I Have Learned in 3rd Grade

     The very first thing I learned in third grade is cursive. When I learned cursive it was pretty hard, but I 
practiced more and it became easy. The most difficult is the letter z. The next thing I learned is my most 
favorite – Planets. I think the Solar System is my favorite because I always wanted to learn about Mars, 
Jupiter, and all the other planets. Next, I learned times. It was easy at first, but it got harder into the 6’s. 
I think it takes time to learn them. Last, we learned picture graphs. It was really hart to do math 
equations because you had to look at the key. They key is what you count by. Then we do a frequency 
chart. That means you put the number on the bar.

Kirina Collins
Third Grade

Northeast Elementary School
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Haley Casesa
Fourth Grade
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Joesph Bailey
Fifth Frade
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“Trapped in a Snow Globe”

 It was a normal day. I was sitting on my dresser holding a snow glob I had recently received from my 
grandparents for Christmas. It was a beautiful snow globe and I loved it with all of my heart. After giving my 
snow globe one final shake, I set it back onto my dresser and slid back onto the floor. I turned to look back 
at my snow globe and gasped. The snow globe was falling! When I slid off my dresser it must of knocked 
my snow globe off! Quickly, I dove for my precious snow globe. As I grasped the snow globe in my hands, 
my head started to swim. Suddenly, I was falling! Before I even had time to scream, I landed in a pile of 
snow with a THUMP! I sat up, still cradling my snow globe, and looked around. The scene felt familiar, but I 
couldn’t place where I had seen it before. Then it hit me! I was in my snow globe! And I didn’t know how I 
was going to get out.

 Being inside the snow globe was just as beautiful as looking at it. There was a gingerbread house 
decorated with icing and sprinkles. The path to it was little stepping stones made out of gumdrops and there 
was a sign dangling from the top of a candy cane that said “Gingerbread Lane.” Apart from the gingerbread 
house, there was nothing but snow. I was in a winter wonderland!

 As I was looking at my surroundings, I noticed something on the ground. I walked over to it and 
realized that it was my snow globe! I scooped up my snow globe from the snow and it hit me! I had gotten 
inside the snow globe by catching it as it fell. Maybe I could get out the same way! 

 I had to try. It was the only plan I had for getting out and, as far as I knew, there was no other way 
to get out. I took a deep breath then tossed my snow globe up in the air. I lunged for it and then, with my 
snow globe clutched in my hands, I could feel the world spinning. And then I was back in my room! My plan 
had worked! I looked down at the snow globe that I had been trapped in. Then, without a second thought, 
I opened one of my dresser drawers and stuffed my snow globe in. Although I loved that snow globe, I had 
been trapped in it, and I didn’t want to get stuck inside again! At least if I did get stuck in again, I knew how 
to get out! 

Caroline Kastner
Fifth Grade

Northeast Elementary School
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“A Book is a Star”

A book is a masterpiece of art.
A book holds many things.
It holds creativity.
It holds magic mystery.
And don’t forget shocks.

But……
You have to have THE book.
A book that would be a key to your imagination.
Imagination is the key element to reading.

Cloey Parker
Fifth Grade

Northeast Elementary School
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Skylar Howell
Kindergarten
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My Loose Tooth
I have a super wiggly tooth,

But it will not fall out!
I wiggle it with my finger.

Wiggle, jiggle, wiggle.
I wiggle it with my tongue

Wiggle, juggle, wiggle.
I take a big bite of a juicy apple.

My tooth falls out!
I catch it.

Now I can meet the tooth fairy 
and get money for my loose tooth.

The End
Chloe Kennedy –Kindergarten-Northwest Elementary
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Ella Smith
First Grade
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I think it is April!  We have been in school for many days! My favorite thing I have learned so far
 
in First Grade is about Dr. Martin Luther King.  He said “I have a dream one day that my kids will
 
not be judged by the color of their skin but by how nice they are.” He was a nice man and got
 
shot and died because someone was mean to him. He was very friendly and MLK is awesome
 
because I like going to this school with all of my friends thanks to him!
 
Jaylen Jones First Grade Northwest Elementary
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Aiden Bio
Second Grade
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Strange

 One day my mom left me at home with my brother, Erich, for the day.  She had work.  We couldn’t go 
outside.  All we could do was sit, sit, sit, sit.  All day long!  We did not know what to do except sit, sit, sit, sit.

 First, we heard a knock at the door.  Thump, thump.  We went to open the door.  All of a sudden the 
door swung open and almost smashed our face.  A creature stood with another.  They have blue hair which 
stood up and they are wearing red shirts that say their name- Thing 1 and Thing 2.  They are friends.

 Then, we decided to get rid of them right here, right now.  So, then we went and got a net and 
gotcha!  We put them in their toy box with their kite that they flew down the hall.  Soon, they were all gone 
not to be seen again.

 Next, they busted open the box and came out with a friend who wanted to play baseball inside my 
house.  So, we got them in time and caught them with a net.  We finally took their kite and took their friend 
away and made sure they don’t come back.

 Finally, our mom came home and asked us what we did.  We want to tell the truth.  So, we did.  She 
didn’t know what to say.

Gillian Hoffman
Second Grade
Northwest Elementary
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Kendel Denton
Third Grade
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I Love Softball

Softball is really fun. 
We play it in the sun.

I catch the ball in my glove. 
This is the game I really Love.

I wear my when I bat. 
I hit the ball, praying goes over the wall. 

I run around the bases. 
Seeing all the cheering faces.

I hear my family cheer my name, as we win the game. 
    

Caroline Howell  Third Grade  Northwest Elementary
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Sandra Newsome
Fourth Grade
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Being Six Inches Tall

One morning I woke up and realized I was six inches tall.  This is how my day started.  Briiiiing, briiiiing, 
briiiing... "Huh, what?" I mumbled.  As I clamber out of bed, I suddenly tripped.  "Ahhhhh" I screamed.  
Thud.  As I looked at the clock, its big, green numbers, glowed like the sun is ten inches away from me.  
"Why is it so bright?" I screamed.  As I strained my eyes just to see the numbers, I see 5:30am.  I see my 
friend laying on the bed but one thing was off.  It was huge!  I could see my friend about to do the same 
thing I did.  "Ahhhhh!"  screeched my friend Tom.  "Dude!  What the world happened?  At one point, I'm 
hearing an alarm and the next thing I know, I'm gliding!" screamed Tom.  "I see y'all have woken up from the 
alarm." broke in a random voice.  "Who are you?" asked Tom.  "Oh, I think you know."  Oh, then it clicked 
in my brain better than two Legos.  "Brother?  How are you so much more taller than me?"  I asked.  "So, 
you know how you and your friend, Tom, picked on me last night at your birthday sleepover because of how 
short I am.  So, while you played Fortnite and Apex Legends, I made a serum that makes things shrink. So, 
then I put it in your cake.  So, now whose the small one?  I've set up a course that you must get through.  
Fail by 730am and you'll be small forever.  Starting now!" explained my brother, Ted.  "First, you must eat 
a grape."  Nom, nom, nom.  "This thing will last us a whole week." screamed Tom.  "Buuuurp!"  "At least 
say excuse you!" I yelled.  "No, man." said Tom.  As I tried to land a punch at Tom, my brother put his hand 
between us.  "You know it's 7am."  "Whaaaat?" I screamed.  "7am already?"  "Well, it's really 7:01am.  But, I 
mean, you could..."  "Why do I care if it's 7am or 7:01am?"  As I went into a roaring rage, I spotted a beaker 
that had the label "growth serum."  I grabbed Tom and made a mad dash for the beaker.  "Wait.  What are 
you doing?" asked my brother.  I hopped on my RC car and took the control "Full blast, baby!" I screamed.  
As I mapped out the area, for what to use to get into the beaker, I saw a little Lego house.  I thought if I 
break out a wall, I can make some stairs up to the beaker lid.  "Oh, no you don't." screamed my brother.  
"What is going on here?" asked a confused voice.  As soon as my brother heard that he doused the serum 
all over me and Tom.  It was dad!  As soon as I grew, I shoved a piece of my cake into my brother's mouth.  
Poof!  He shrunk!  "Now whose the tiny one?"  "M-m-m-me."  answered my brother in a whimpy voice.  

Jack Berrier

Fourth Grade 

Northwest Elementary 
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Why I’m Proud of America 

America is by far the greatest country. There are several reasons why I’m proud to be an American; however, 
if asked “What makes me proud of America,” I would say generosity, beauty, and freedom.

America is well known for its willingness to help other countries in times of need. This is one reason why I 
am proud of America. The United States shows generosity by giving financial AID to underprivileged 
countries.  America helps fight off diseases, supply vaccinations, and provide medical supplies for those with 
AIDs, Cancer, Malaria, and Tuberculosis just to name a few, to underprivileged countries that are unable to 
meet these needs for its citizens. The United States also provides relief efforts when other countries face the 
deadliest natural disasters. Americans will travel to these areas in times of need to provide medical support, 
help rebuild, and assist in a variety of other unselfish ways by showing kindness when others need 
compassion most.

Another reason I am thankful to live in America is the United States of America is very beautiful. There are 
fifty different states with some very amazing views to look at. Each state has different scenery ranging from 
spacious skies, fields, and mountains. The beauty draws people to the United States and allows them to take 
in the beauty the USA holds.

The final reason I am most proud to be an American is freedom. Our founding fathers fought for this 
freedom. Many men and women are still fighting to protect this freedom.  Freedom is often taken for 
granted, yet many countries do not have the same freedom that we as Americans are awarded. In fact, many 
immigrants still travel to America in hopes of gaining freedom and in pursuit of the American Dream. The US 
is one of forty-five percent of the countries that have freedom and are granted rights as citizens.

Generosity, beauty, and freedom are just three of many reasons why I am proud to call America my home. 
I am thankful to have freedom, rights, and the pursuit of happiness. I am in admiration of the beauty that 
surrounds us in America. I am inspired by the many acts of generosity this country so willingly gives to 
others in need. My hope is for generations to come to find this same sense of pride, and for our nation to 
stand united through whatever differences we may face.

Hunter Thornton  Fifth Grade  Northwest Elementary
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Seoyoon An
Sixth Grade



Elizabeth Barker
Sixth Grade

Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

The Pond!

    One beautiful day, only a few clouds to be seen. Ali and her 4 year old sister Mya were playing near a small 
5 foot deep pond in their backyard. Shouting over from the slide, “Awi, I am having so much fun!”

      Ali’s face spreading with joy, she walked over to Mya hugging her while laughing. Mya walked a little 
ways while Ali sat with her eyes glued to her phone, but then it felt as if something had grabbed her when 
she heard Mya singing, ”I love da mater inside da pond!”

        Ali now realized Mya was running straight for the pond. Mya stopped at the edge of the pond, so Ali let 
out a sigh of relief. Then Mya revoltingly said, “Yuck, Awi, mater yucky!”

        As though time had stopped, Mya mindlessly jumped in. Ali’s mind whirled around like leaves dancing in 
the wind. Now tears billowing down Ali’s face as she urged toward the pond. As Ali yelped, “HELP! ANYONE, 
CAN YOU PLEASE HELP ME???”   

         She stopped right in her tracks because of what she was seeing. An orange and black snake slithered 
straight into the pond! The thought made her go faster as she leaped into the pond! When Mya struggled 
to the top, Ali grabbed her then gently laid her on the grass. Yelling loudly, her mother said, “ALI, IS MYA 
OKAY???”     

         Both girl’s teeth chattering behind their cold purple lips. Ali’s hand shaking as she watched her are 
smaller sister cry and scream. The family realized she wasn't crying because the water.  It was because the 
snake had bitten her!

          By then, they had gotten her to the hospital and cured her {which was a tough trip}. The family moved 
closer to their grandmother in a non-pond life!

Kyla Hudson, Sixth Grade, Norwayne Middle School

Freedom

Your fear is very clear,
with my heart I can hear,
with my eyes auscultate

You are free, you are free, you are free
Life is a tree, with air with water
With light, you are to live
On the earth, under the sky.

Evan Cooper, Sixth Grade, Norwayne Middle School
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Woke Up Today 

Woke up today, another headline.
We're more beautiful when we come together
What are we waiting for?

Love Instead of Darkness by Clara Coles

Love drowns out darkness
We are together as one
Made for a reason

Light Will Prevail by Haley Short

We Can fight hatred
Only if love is stronger
Then Light will prevail

Annah Hare, Seventh Grade, Norwayne Middle School
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My Heart  

My heart is ready
Ready for success
Ready to be blessed

I don’t know how to take failure
I tried
I tried failing just to see how I’d react

This is real
This is how I feel
This is facts

I’m only 14 years old
So why am I looking for my soul
This is getting old

I’ve been making my own plate
Don’t know how to eat from a bowl
I’ve got to meet my goal

I’ve come this close
I’ve got to focus
I’m trying to get a deal and then close it

I am my own person
I’m trying to make it like Merson
My success is my overdose 
 
I give it to the ones I love
Then I thank the ones up above
I get my hands dirty instead of wearing a glove

This is my heart
But you don’t have to listen
I open my head and just let my brain glisten 

Malaysia D. Johnson, Eighth Grade, Norwayne Middle School
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My Sister

Today, my sister is going to cheer.  
She is very good at it.  She said she 
would teach me, but she has to get 
better at it.  She can do cartwheels 
and backflips.

Macie Turner
Kindergarten
Rosewood Elementary

My Dog 

I have a dog.  Her name is Sadie.  She  is a lab.
She likes to hunt for ducks and deer.  She likes
It a lot.   She goes with my daddy and me.  But
She also likes to play outside.  We give her 
treats and dog food.

Lainey Ray Sparks
Kindergarten
Rosewood Elementary
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Spring

Spring looks like blue skies.
Spring sounds like birds chirping.

Spring smells like honey.
Spring feels like happiness.

Cora Collins
First Grade

Rosewood Elementary

Spring

Spring looks like green grass.
Spring sounds like ducks quacking.

Spring smells like fresh air.
Spring feels  like warm breezes.

Gavin Skelton
First Grade

Rosewood Elementary
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My Hero

 My hero is my dad.  He saves people and he fights bad guys.  He spends time with 
me.  He buys me things.    He let’s me play on his computer.  He plays with me on my 

Xbox before he goes to work.  We listen to music together in his truck.  

Nicholas Royall
Second Grade

Rosewood Elementary

My Hero

My hero is my grandma.  She gives me what I need and what I want.  She raised my dad 
when he was little.  She made all of my birthday cakes when I’m at my dad’s.  She comes 

to every birthday party.

Reagan Whitfield
Second Grade

Rosewood Elementary
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Third Grade
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Catching the Leprechaun

 One day I was sitting in my room waiting for the leprechaun, then I heard his hammer. 
First, I knew he was coming to my house.

 I already had my trap set up. My trap is putting Lucky Charms on the table and put a 
mouse trap in the box. Then, I got into position and then the leprechaun came through the door. 
I watched and thought to myself, I would have to be fast if I was going to catch the leprechaun.
Then, I watched him put his arm in the box and then SNAP! The leprechaun was trapped. A few 
minutes past, thinking to myself what should I do with the leprechaun. The leprechaun was 
begging me to let him go!

 Then, I had a idea. I was going to make him take me to the gold and that's just what he 
did. I guess my trap wasn't so bad after all.

Zachary Tadlock
Third Grade
Rosewood Elementary 
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A Leprechaun Story

 
 Have you ever wondered what it is like to be a leprechaun? If you have let me tell you 
what it’s like. Today I will tell you one of my stories of being a leprechaun.

 First, I was walking by a bunch of houses when something caught my eye. It was 
bright and shiny! I looked a little closer and it was gold! Next, I decided it was going to be 
mine. I started to think of a plan I thought of jumping through the window to get out and 
it worked. Now all I needed was to get to the pot of gold! I did not know what I was getting 
myself into.

 Then, I tried to walk towards it but I tripped and that's where the trouble started. The 
box then fell over. I was really trapped inside and needed to get out. I started to notice my 
feet were stuck because there was duck tape on the floor. I was ever more stuck.

 Later, I thought of taking my shoes and step on them so I could move. It took a few 
tries but I finally wiggled myself out. I also thought of using my emergency kit. It had magic 
dust I could use to teleport out of the house so I did. On my way out I saw humans! I was 
scared so I ran as fast as I could but they saw me so they started to chase me, but they were 
not fast enough to catch me this year!

 In conclusion, being a leprechaun means you get trapped a lot but you can always 
escape with our tricks!

Luz Gonzalez 
Third Grade 
Rosewood Elementary
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If I Were Trapped in a Snow Globe

 I was on the best cruise of my life to the Bahamas.  On the ship there was a Hallmark 
store that I wanted to go into so when I walked in I saw this beautiful snow globe.  I walked 
over to the snow globe and I cranked it KABAMM!!!  The snow globe sucked me in.  The snow 
globe was very sunny it had palm trees, beach houses, sand and clear water with dolphins in 
it.  I asked the other people who had been sucked in too how we were supposed to get out.  
They said that there was a secret riddle you have to solve.  I kept looking around to see what 
the riddle was and I noticed that it was the most simple answer in the world.  It was, “I love the 
Bahamas,” so I solved the riddle and got out of the snow globe.  Then I had to go find my family 
because we would be getting off the cruise ship in three hours.  Let the search begin?

Karsyn Smith
Fourth Grade
Rosewood Elementary
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If I Were Trapped in a Snow Globe

 It all started on a cold day while I was playing on my  Nintendo 3DSxl.  My cat found a 
way onto my book case and knocked down my ballerina snow glove.  When I went to catch it 
I was to late!  I thought it was going to shatter but instead it sucked us in, me and my cat 
were stuck in my ballerina now globe.  It was very cold but amazing.  Then all of the sudden 
SHAZAM my ballerina came to life.  It smells like cookies. I hear the music that had been 
cranked. I told her I have to get out.  I have a plan, I will ask the ballerina to lift us to the top 
of the snow globe and I will make my cat scratch a hole.  AHHH!  My plan has not worked now 
I have to wait for my mom to find out.

Annabelle Lane
Fourth Grade
Rosewood Elementary



Amber Mason
Fifth Grade
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Turkey’s Escape

 November 19th, 2018, sixteen turkeys escaped from the Schuster Family Farm.  We 
interviewed Addyson the youngest daughter to hear her thoughts, she said, “We work up and 
we had ten turkeys left, the fence was bent and I was worried.”  Her mother, Jeannette said, “My 
husband about had a heart attack, I have no clue how they got out!”  We investigated for three 
days and found out that they starved themselves for five days to get skinny, then bent the fence 
and went through the holes.  Six of the sixteen that n away were found on their neighbor’s lawn, 
the Smith’s.  The husband, John had something important to say, “I kicked those turkeys off of 
my lawn as fast as you can say, “I like turkeys and potatoes.”  His daughter, Charity said, “I wanted 
the turkeys as pets.”  Then the turkeys went out in the woods.  Investigators have not found them 
yet.  As of today only three turkeys have been found.  Will there be enough to go around, or will 
Thanksgiving not happen this year?  If you have found a turkey, please call 1-800-Iloveturkeys, or 
email us at sfamilyfarm12@Thanksgiving.com. 

Addyson Schuster
Fifth Grade

Rosewood Elementary                                      
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Window Views:
I may cause you to think I am a creep
I may cause you a fret
But I sit here each day not to do that so
You, Mrs. Scout and Mr. Jim you have given me a connection
A connection that I am lacking
I understand the rumors you have been told
I am not offended not one bit at all
By any of the games you play or things you say
I understand you are just kids
You are filled of curiosity, you want to explore. You are young
For me it's been an entertainment and a way to escape back to the memories of Nathan and I
It has brought me a way to feel and experience the outside world from my window sill
The life now is only imaginable
That’s why I sit here each day
I see the things that go on right from this view
I have watched you grow into the ways you are now
You have given me something I can’t forget
Jim and Scout you may not be my own, but there is something inside me that makes me feel
As though you are, I may not be physically with you,
But I will always be with you and peek through my broken shutters
When needed most these window sills will always stand and so will I
Being there always
The only thing I have said to you is “can you walk me home”
I am only used to looking out from the protection of my shutters
Since everything there has only been a few times I have stepped out
And when you took my hand and walked me back
It was everything I could ever imagine
Its given me something great, your warm, soft, and tiny hand in my rough one
Was something I thought I would never experience, it has given me hope
I may be just a man peeking through the window sills
But it is so much more great
It has been powerful and meaningful seeing the ways Maycomb has become
All because of the window views, it may not be viewed as nice on the outside, but in the inside It’s truly 
amazing.

Latisha Hafner
9th Grade

Rosewood High School
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In The Dark
 

In the dark
Hiding away

Watching the outside world
Come and go from day to day

 
In the dark

with so much to say
Instead I sit here

waiting to pass away
 

“There was a long
jagged scar that ran

across his face
what teeth he had

were yellow and rotten”
 

This is how people see me
Is this who I've become
Pinch me am I dreaming

I feel so unwelcome
 

Where has that little boy gone
The one I used to know so well
Back when I wasn’t a mystery

In this little cell
 

I guess it’s cause
I’ve locked myself away

In the Dark
With so much to say.

Jaylee Amy
9th Grade

Rosewood High School
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Eyes
 
Eyes...revealing your personal window
Knowing every tear you’ve cried
And every googly eye you’ve made
Every beautiful creation you can see
 
Everyone has different eyes
Blue eyes  of the Oceanside
Green eyes filled with the beauty of nature
Brown eyes of the nightly sunset
 
Your eyes can tell a lot about you
They sparkle in the light of happiness
They droop in the mist of drowsiness
They water when you’re feeling down
 
Your eyes open up the world for you
They shoot through others to show emotion
And they show you the beauty in everything
The astonishing range of view you can identify
 
But your eyes can deceive you at times
The beauty of seeing what you want to see
but that window that may be cloudy at your desire
But will you trust it enough to open up?

Caroline Pendergraph
10th Grade

Rosewood High School
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Identity
 
Let them be the media,
Fueled by their followers, molding how others should be,
But only on the internet,
With the lens to see only what they want you to see.
 
I’d rather be a boring, dusty book,
No images to express myself, but words
With thousands of pages, each page a part of my life.
 
To have thought long and hard on the plot,
To express my creativity,
To throw away multiple incomplete rough drafts,
To open readers to new and multiple perspectives.
 
I’d rather be disliked
For all the knowledge I hold,
Than to be an untrustworthy media
With multiple people gathering to protect me
To protect everything I say even if it's wrong
Than molded into what I should be.
 
I’d rather be see as molded and torn
Than “perfect” and trendy.
I can show beautiful worlds, to give knowledge.
To open readers’ interpretations,
To be a tattered, worn out ratty book.
Whereas looks can be deceiving, especially from “fresh perspectives”
From another source.
I’d rather be a boring, tattered book.

 
Adel Wells
10th Grade

Rosewood High School
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Different Ending
Danforth: Courage, man, courage- let her witness your good example that she may come to God herself. 
Hear it Goody Nurse! Hear the truth and follow behind God’s light. Did you bind yourself to the Devil’s 
service? Did you write in his book of Hell?
Rebecca: Why, John!
Proctor: (gritting his teeth) I confe-
Man #1: Mr. Danforth! We found them!
(Abigail enters fighting against the men that are holding her.)
Parris: Praise God!
Danforth: My child. Why did you flee this town? You must have something to hide if you believe running 
away from Salem will save you from fate.
Abigail: No, no. They haunt me, Mr. Danforth. For I cannot sleep, I cannot eat, I cannot live without spirits 
whispering in my ears.  
Proctor: Lies! She lies, sir.  
Danforth: Hold your tongue, Mr. Proctor!  
Parris: Abigail, why did you steal the money? Why would you run away with Goody Lewis? (shaking Abigail 
by the shoulders) Give me answers!
Danforth: That is enough, Mr. Parris. (Parris stops shaking her) Tell me, child, why did you run?
Abigail: Mr. Danforth, I am a honest woman and I didn’t mean to harm anyo-
Proctor: (his tone enraged) Answer the question, you harlot!
Abigail: I’ve been seeing Reverend Hale’s wife in my bed. She makes me do things I don’t want to. She 
threatened to kill Betty! I had to leave or Betty would perish!
Hale: My wife!?
Danforth: You must have been seeing things. Goody Hale is a good woman.  
Abigail: Aye! She sends her sou-
Mercy: Enough! Abby, I have had enough of this foolishness. God, forgive me for my sins!
Danforth: Goody Lewis, please explain.  
Mercy: Abby and I...I have been lying. There was never  spirits or witches. We made them up and we made 
the other girls believe its real. It’s all our fault that innocent people are being hung.  
Danforth: I see. Abigail, is this true?
Abigail: (begins to cry, she sees no way out of this) Yes sir, it is.  
Danforth: Then, Abigail Williams , Mercy Lewis, I condemn you to hang for your charges of murder and lies. 
Do you have anything to say, Mrs. Williams?
(Abigail shakes her head slowly)  
Abigail: I just wanted John to love me again.  
Proctor: (stares Abigail in the eye) I will never love a monster such as yourself.  
Hale: You have created such a mess, Abigail. And you, Mercy, you are apart of this witch hunt as well.  
Mercy: No, no. She made me help her. She threatened to accuse me of a witch. I didn’t want this.  
Danforth: Yes, but you didn’t stop her or warn any of the judges, is that correct, Goody Lewis?
Danforth: Mr. Cheever, please bring Goody Proctor in. I want Abigail to tell her the truth.
Cheever: Yes sir.
Danforth: Abigail. You do this one thing and I will forget about your crimes.
Abigail: (laughing) You believe I’m going to tell that woman that I’m sorry for trying to get my beloved back? 
Never. She deserves to die.  



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

(Elizabeth and Cheever enter)  
Abigail: (without noticing that Elizabeth is in the room) I hope she hangs. I hope you realize, John, that you 
need me more than you will ever understand. You love me, John.Y...you love me.  
(reaches for John’s hand)
Elizabeth: That is enough!
Proctor: (pulls his hand out of Abigail’s grasp) Elizabeth! (runs to Elizabeth and hugs her)
Danforth: Abigail, I do believe you have something to tell Goody Proctor, right?
Abigail: Aye. I love John. I wanted him but you got in the way. I couldn’t be with John with you here. If Uncle 
hadn’t had found us, the trails wouldn’t have even had existed. I thought I could use the witch trials to get 
rid of you. I saw Mary making the poppet and put the needle in it’s stomach. Mary said it was for you. I 
thought to myself, “If I could prove that you put that needle in the poppet, I could accuse you of witchcraft.”
Mercy: Oh Abby!  
Elizabeth: You faked everything?
Abigail:  (laughs) Everything except my love for John!
Proctor: Abigail! I’ve told you before. I would rather cut my own hand off than touch you again. I will never 
love you, Abigail. I have a beautiful wife and children. I love my life. I’ll never need you.
Abigail: Lies!
Danforth: That’s quite enough, Abigail!
Abigail: You only say that because (motions to Elizabeth) she's here. Stop denying your love for me!
Mercy: (falls to the floor) Abby! Stop this! We have to accept our fate.
(Abigail is fighting the hands that bind her)
Danforth: Mr. Cheever! Please keep her bound! Reverend Hale, inform the townspeople that we have found 
the evil in Salem and her hanging will be at dawn.
Hale and Cheever: Yes sir.
(Hale and Cheever leave. Danforth kneels next to Mercy)
Danforth: Child, you are young and you are forgiven. You will not hang for your crimes but you will still be 
punished for them. God is giving you your namesake, Mercy.
Mercy:  I do not deserve this. I have committed murder and I have ruined my name in Salem. I am better off 
de-
Danforth: In the Bible, God tells us to forgive the sinners of the world and that’s what I will do. But, as for 
Abigail, her sins are greater than I imagined.
(Abigail breaks free and runs to Elizabeth to attack her. Proctor is in front of Elizabeth)
Abigail: (laughing)  Let me spill her blood! John, let me do this for you! Let me prove my love!
(Cheever and Hale enter, grab Abigail by the shoulders, and pull her off Proctor.)
Proctor: Abigail, what has become of you? You have become a tyrant. You just tried to attack my wife. Do 
you have no shame?
Abigail: Never!
Danforth: Abigail, for your crimes of murder, attempted murder, and lying to the court, you are hereby 
sentenced to death by hanging.
Abigail: B...b...but I confessed! Mercy is just as guilty as I am! Mercy! Mercy! Save me! Please!
Mercy: I am sorry, Abby. I cannot.
(Hale and Cheever begin to push her off stage)
Abigail: No! No! (Abigail, Hale, and Cheever leave)
Proctor: Mr. Danforth? What will become of me? What will happen to me and Elizabeth?
Danforth: I suppose you have no reason to sign this confession. (rips the confession paper as 
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Herrick enters) Herrick! I have a job for you.
Herrick: Sir?
Danforth: Free everyone from the prisons.
Herrick: I beg your pardon?
Danforth: Free everyone from the prisons. Is that too much to ask?  
Herrick: May I ask why, sir?
Herrick: What about Abigail, sir? Where is she now?
Danforth: She is on her way to hang for her crimes against Salem. Mercy has been forgiven as you can see.
Herrick: What?!
Danforth: Now, run along and do what I said, please.
Herrick: Yes, sir. John, (John looks up, holding Elizabeth close) please forgive me for accusing you.
Danforth: Now, John, I will pardon you just as the others. I want to tell you how sorry I am. Hale warned me. 
(laughs) But, I’m stubborn as an ox and I wouldn’t listen.
Danforth: (stern expression) Has she hanged yet?
Hale: Yes, sir.  It was quite different though. As we brought her to the noose, the townspeople...they shouted 
at her and threw things. The word spread faster than I predicted.
Parris: Sir. I had nothing to do with this.
Danforth: You knew something, did you not?
Parris: Yes. I knew she was faking at first...
Danforth: Parris,  I hereby excommunicate from Salem. Hale, you shall stay here as the new reverend.
Parris: No!      Hale: Yes Sir!
Danforth: Mr. Proctor? Please take your wife, and go home.
(John nods. He helps Elizabeth up and leaves, hand in hand)
The End

Titania Ruffino
11th Grade

Rosewood High School
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A Cruel and Unusual Punishment
(an alternate ending to Arthur Miller’s The Crucible)

Rebecca (brightening as she sees Proctor) Ah, John! You are well, then, eh?
(Proctor is bitter in spirit. He has accepted whichever fate, siding with a sentient one.)
Danforth Let’s proceed. Jon, did you-
(Suddenly Mary Warren runs inside waving a note, and Hale approaches her to address the commotion.)
Mary I have something to tell-
Elizabeth Is it the boys?
Danforth (looking irritated)  You are disrupting our proceeding, what is-
Mary (Frantic and breathless, stumbling) Sir! I found a- (heaving) a note! (Embarrassed, she suddenly goes 
silent)
Danforth What importance has a note? Please, do share with all of us, what could be so important as to 
disrupt the possible confession of this (pointing) man.
Proctor Mary-
Danforth  Silence, Proctor. Who’s note is it?
Mary (speaking rapidly again) I went to Parris’ home to see if Abigail were there. Parris was also not home-
Danforth (hardening) Whose note is that?
Mary Abigail’s!
(Danforth rests his hand on his chin.)
Danforth Why does it have any importance? 
Mary It is her confession to a harlot, to deceiving!
Danforth Deceiving?
Mary This court!
(Danforth’s expression is grim. Hale appears hopeful, as well as Elizabeth. Mary appears more nervous. 
Proctor lets out a small noise from his throat.)
(Parris enters, having been eavesdropping, he is concerned for Abigail.)
Danforth Allow me to read the note!
(Danforth begins reading the note. It is written in vile and specific detail;
  “ I will be making one last stop before I go. Elizabeth, I hope you rot. Proctor still thinks softly of me, and he 
will forever. He will always be mine. I admit, I were conjuring spirits that night with Tituba.  I drank blood and 
she sang for me to receive Proctor. I wished death on you after I accused you, and I could become his com-
forter. I regret what was the outcome. -Abigail”
He looks up. )
You are absolutely sure this came from Abigail?
Mary Warren Aye, I found it in Parris’ home.
Parris So you say Proctor is a lecher! Your excellency-
Danforth (He is angry, and doesn’t know how to properly react to the situation) You be quiet, Parris! Your 
niece has made a fool of everyone in this town, in this court! This is an impropriety most immeasurable. And 
she has abandoned the horrible mess she caused! She were conjuring spirits that night, and you knew all 
along! Parris, it would be best that you leave now!
(Parris exits. Danforth regains his posture)
Hale What will you do about those who are in jail because of her? Not to mention she took that Lewis girl 
with her!
Danforth I do believe that some measures must be taken. Go into recess, and I will come to a conclusion. 
Leave me alone in this cell.
( He attempts to mask his cries. Elizabeth and Proctor stare at each other, then Hale. A few minutes pass, and 
Danforth steps out of the cell and invites them in.)
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Danforth I have reached a decision. (Looking at the group again.)  I regret to say that this court was 
deceived, and as a result many lives were lost. God, forgive us all. (He pauses, trying to fight the tears that 
well up in his eyes) So, without any hesitation, (he rips up the confession document) I am freeing you and-
Proctor Oh thank you, your excellency!
Hale A best decision, your honor!
Danforth That would be enough! Now, I have another task.
(It is a few hours after the new decision was made. The Proctors have been released from jail, as well as 
others who were accused by Abigail.)
(In the village, a vengeful spirit plagues. The villagers are especially angry to have lost family, neighbors, and 
friends. Forming a mob, they stand outside Danforth and Parris’ quarters. They somehow produce the two 
men, and restrain them, while dragging them to the gallows.)
Parris What are you doing with me! God will damn you all! 
Townsman You stay quiet! We will have death on this day!
(The townsmen set them up on the gallows, wrap the noose around his neck. Parris is crying out in prayers.)
Danforth Parris, this is our chance to be with God! I deserve this for the convictions I have brought, may God 
show us mercy! (He begins praying as well, and cries out.)
(Crowds cheer, and the sun emerges from beyond the horizon.)
(Arriving at their farm, Elizabeth stops to smell flowers, picking some as well. Proctor walks up to their house. 
He turns around once inside and is met with Abigail.)
Abigail You came back for me! (She wields a knife.)
Proctor What are you doing here?
Abigail You still feel for me, I know it! Our time to be together is here.
Proctor You were only a product of my poor judgement!
Abigail (Walking closer to him)  I was afraid you would do this. I will do what I need to.
Proctor (He shuffles near the fireplace. She approaches him still) Abigail, let’s not be hasty! Leave that- (He 
holds his arms out, initiating an embrace)
Abigail (Running to him) Oh, I knew you would -
Proctor (He grabs the prodder, and drives it through her. Abigail gasps. She is wide eyed, and quickly 
crumples to the floor. He starts a fire, and prods it around to get the blood off of it. Elizabeth enters.)
Elizabeth You should have let me... It is women’s work.
Proctor (Startled) Just thought to start the fire.
Elizabeth (smiling) Thank you. I picked these flowers.
Proctor (Nodding) Where are the boys?
Elizabeth I’ll go wait for them.
(They part ways. Elizabeth is down by the edge of their property when the boys run up.)
Both boys Mother, mother!
Elizabeth Oh, my boys!
( They embrace, and talk happily.
Elsewhere Proctor struggles to carry a barrel to their pond. He ties a small boulder to it, and hurls it into the 
middle of the pond, praying and weeping.)

 
Chloe Cramer

11th Grade
Rosewood High School
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Ceara Miracle
Twelfth Grade
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Alayna Abbott
Twelfth Grade
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I am Kaitlyn, daughter of Shannon and Justin.
My Mother manages to make me marvelous.
My father falters not and never fails me.
I am the Creator of Harmony, Conductor of sound,
Wildly waving finger worms welcoming wonder.
 
Here a heart hopes, that English wont internally end me.
Instead individualize my internal inscription installment.
Reading is an escape, envisioning epic expressions.
Without literature there would be no survival
Adventuring to the depths of 18th century France, to far off future dystopias.
 
Defeater of foes by success, only being wounded when facing myself.
Facing the mirror day by day like facing a barrage of assailants.
Enemies are the labels thrown towards us like towering beasts.
I am a hopeful seceder, breaking boundary barriers.
Stepping into success like a cloth woven by the gods themselves.
 
I am a chlorinated competitor, Striving to improve in a bleached basin.
Performer of the arts, creatively creating a chorus of sound.
A fierce friend, ferociously fighting for those I care about.
A confident on-looker, knowing day by day life gets better.
Most of all I am Kaitlyn Ruth Aghajanian, causing a clatter of chaos for the better.
 
Kaitlyn Ruth Aghajanian
12th grade
Rosewood High School
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The Road Not Taken

 The Road Not Taken is a poem by Robert Frost that illustrates a man’s process of choosing the right 
path to take in a forest. This includes the man weighing his options, understanding how they could affect the 
future, and ultimately being confident that he made the right decision. These are all the steps a senior will 
experience at some point. The biggest decision I have to make is what I’m doing after high school. The Road 
Not Taken is an ideal metaphor for my senior year and the difficult choices that come with it.
 The careful consideration of the diverging routes is a dominant topic in both the poem and my school 
year. Lines such as “long I stood and looked down one as far as I could...then took the other, as just as fair,” 
(3-6) display the speaker’s intense contemplation. One must consider all of the possibilities and their future 
consequences. For me, this means browsing different colleges and majors. I have to weigh my options 
equally on many factors including cost, opportunities available in that career field, and most importantly, 
relevancy to what I want to do with my life, which I still have not quite decided. The last thirteen years have 
mainly been focused on getting from one grade to the next, yet seemingly all of a sudden, I am an adult who 
must decide what my next forty years will be spent doing. One wrong choice is a mid-life crisis waiting to 
happen; Therefore, all my paths deserve thorough deliberation.
 The poem also addresses the absolute nature of making decisions. In line 13, “Oh, I kept the first for 
another day,” the man promises to satisfy his curiosity and see what the other path holds. I would love to 
be able to walk two paths, to see how each differs. However, Frost goes on to say, “Yet knowing how way 
leads on to way, I doubted if I should ever come back” (14-15). The man’s doubts show the gravity of the 
choice. This is the reality. When I decide what I am going to do with my future, I cannot rewind time and try 
again. Life moves quickly and this one choice will lead on to others until eventually I am too far gone to even 
daydream about what could have been. It is a little jarring to think that one day high school will just be a 
memory. Though, if I have made the right decision for myself then there should be no reason to even want 
to come back.
 The last few lines of the piece encompass the ultimate theme of senior year. “Two roads diverged in 
a wood, and I-I took the one less traveled by, and that has made all the difference” (18-20). I cannot follow 
the trail left by others. Only I know what is best for me. I must forge my own path and grow from my own 
personal experiences. It will not be easy, but it will be worth it. What I decide to do in these next few years 
will be a pivotal point for me. I may become a whole new person. In the end, I know these choices will make 
all the difference.
 Senior year proposes possibly the biggest question of one’s life: What happens after? The choice is 
anything except easy and sometimes it feels like I am standing, glued to the spot, at a fork in the road. One 
path is clear, straight, and narrow, and yet the other one, twisting through the underbrush, calls to me, begs 
for me to blaze it’s trail, leaving my mark behind for the world. In the odd time of my senior year, Frost’s 
poem resonates more than ever.
 
Alayna Abbott
12th Grade
Rosewood High School
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David Sarmiento
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How to Make the Perfect PB & J
 
Materials: peanut butter, jelly, a butter knife, a plate
 
Steps:
• First, get the peanut butter and jelly jars, turn both of the lids to the left, and remove the lids.

• After that, use the sharp side of the butter knife to get a scoop of peanut butter.

• Before the next step, open the bag of bread, skip the first piece of bread, and take two pieces of bread 
out.

• Then take the butter knife with the peanut butter on it and spread the side of the knife that has the 
peanut butter on it onto one piece of bread. (on the white flat side).

• Then take the butter knife again and get a scoop of jelly.

• After that, take the butter knife with the jelly on it and spread the  side of the knife that has they jelly 
on it onto the other piece of bread. (on the white flat side).

• Then take a plate and put the pieces of bread on it with the jelly and peanut butter sides up.

• Finally,  put the two pieces of bread together with the peanut butter and jelly touching.

 
 
After following these instructions, you will have the most perfect, most amazing PB & J ever!
 
McKenzie Baca
Sixth Grade
Rosewood Middle School
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The Giver
 
Leaving a place I can no longer call home
Searching for a place where I belong
Looking for color
Listening for music
Hiding from the searching lights
Shivering in the snowstorm
Hoping for the sun to come out.

I go back the playground and speak to my to my friends
They don’t know me anymore
I go to my dwelling and speak to my parents
They don’t  hear me anymore
I go back to the school and speak  to the teachers
And they don’t see me anymore
I go back the memories
and I can go forward  
 
The journey began with a sled
A windy slope down a snowy mountain
It ended with a sled on a mountain  
where I will meet death
or a new life .
 
Jodi DeLaCruz
Seventh Grade
Rosewood Middle School
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A Child of the Holocaust
 
I am a child of the Holocaust
I wonder what I did wrong
What I did to deserve
This horrible punishment
 
Why can’t they see
How bad I just want to be free
Why do they see me
As the enemy
 
They beat me
They mistreat me
And yet they don’t see
We all bleed the same
 
So one day I hope
People won’t see race
But see personality
And won’t see color
But see what’s on the inside
 
So that there will be
No more children like me
Fighting this battle
They didn’t choose
 
I am a child of the Holocaust.
 
Payton Vick
Seventh Grade
Rosewood Middle School
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Skylar Lassiter
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Diana Lopez
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The Recurring Dream
 
THE DREAM: There is a knock on the door. I open it and see mom. Before I can say anything she exclaims, 
“Quinn! You need to get away from your father! He is a very dangerous man.”
 “Mom, how are you here? Didn’t you die in the house fire? What do you mean he is dangerous?” I 
ask, wanting to know more. She reaches for my hand and touches me. All of a sudden I find that we are in 
my old living room. This seems sadly familiar. I hear a door slam and I see my dad come around the corner. 
He looks angry and tells me to go to my room. I hesitate at first, but mom tells me to go on.
 I run to the stairs and stop to listen; they are fighting about something, but I can't really hear so I 
inch closer. I hear mom say it's his fault. He was spending all the money on things for himself, not the family, 
not for me. The fighting got worse; dad started getting physical. Mom was fighting back, but when she saw 
me, she stopped. Dad grabbed the closest thing to him, the lamp. He smashed it against her head. She fell 
to the ground, bleeding profusely. When he saw what he did he laughed. He laughed. He killed my mom. He 
started to clean up the mess. When he saw that the blood wouldn’t come out, he went to the kitchen and 
started a fire. He yelled for me to come down because there was a fire.
 The house burned fast, it was too late for the house to be saved. Dad killed mom, started a fire, and 
covered it up saying she didn’t get out in time.
 
MARCH 2: I woke up crying. That was the first night that I had the dream. The second time my mom wrote 
something on a piece of paper and put it in my hand before the flashback ended.
 I woke up. I felt something in my hand. It was the paper! I read it. “I love you, Quinn, that is why I 
need you to get out. You know what happened on April 23 when you were 9. If he finds out what you know, 
he may kill you.” I had this reoccurring dream every night after.
 
APRIL 22: Recently its been getting worse. Dad is acting strange-like he is planning something. Mom’s signs 
are starting to occur while I’m awake. It may be because it's April 22, one day before the anniversary of 
Mom’s death.  
 Dad is starting to scare me. The way he acts. The way he stares at me. I think he may know. He might 
have found out that I know about that night. I was going to bed when dad said something I didn’t catch.
I think he may try to kill me tonight. If you don’t hear anything tomorrow you know what happened. Let’s 
hope I’m here tomorrow. If not I will be with my mom, Selma Rose Miller.
 
APRIL 23:
 
Marissa Miracle
Eighth Grade
Rosewood Middle School
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Life and Death
 
As the day sprouts from night
so does life spring from death.
As the day dilutes into night
Life slowly melts into death
Even as the lightning flashes
Death bolts like Thunders at times--
Colors of the universe bright--
But dark are the rays of light--
See those fallen shadows there
Are the shadows false of life?
Is life light in motion
Yonder truth no one knows
He who seeks shall find it sure--
From the book of future’s life.
 
Aaron Triplett
Eighth Grade
Rosewood Middle School
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Erika Gonzalez-Leyva
Mulit-Grade Class
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Emersyn Carter
Kindergarten
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There are different things to make a rainbow.  It needs to be dark.  You need to have a little bit of sunlight.  
Next, we need a jewel to hang.  At the end of the rainbow, you will see a pot of gold.

Diana Smith
Kindergarten
Spring Creek Elementary School

Good morning!  My name is Maxton Rouse.  I see the butterfly.  I see the flowers.  The flowers are pink.  The 
butterfly is orange.  I see the grass.  The grass is green.

Maxton Rouse
Kindergarten
Spring Creek Elementary School
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Who Was I?

I was born a slave.  I was a nice man.  I was a good public speaker.  At school I learned how to read.  I had to 
walk miles to get to school.  I worked hard.  I worked for George Washington Carver.  I took over a school.  I 
worked while I went to school.  I wrote the book “Up from Slavery”.  I ate dinner with President Theodore 
Roosevelt.  I was the first African American to do this also I raised money.  Who was I?

Joseph Tquiram Garcia
First Grade
Spring Creek Elementary School

I want to be the Mayor of Goldsboro or a vet.  When I become a veterinarian I will still have my dog Niko.  I 
can take him to work with me.  I will probably have so many pets that I will not have time for kids.  I love 
animals! 

Sophia Krieger
First Grade
Spring Creek Elementary School
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Abigail Edwards
Second Grade
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Bald Eagle
they fly in the sky                                                                                                                                              

there are eaglets in their nest                                                                                                                                             
they like to eat fish                                

Cameran Blizzard
Second Grade

Spring Creek Elementary School

Coyote                                                                                                                             
they hunt to find food                                                                                                                                            

howling at the moon at night                                                                                                                                            
running in the desert

Cesia Velasquez DeLeon
Second Grade

Spring Creek Elementary School
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Guadalupe Castaneda-Hurtado
Third Grade
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Flowers are in bloom.
Yellow, pink, blue, red, and orange

A beautiful sight

Faith Hinman
Third Grade

Spring Creek Elementary School

The Clover

I have three leaves
I’m round in the Spring.

You can see me at school
I think I’m pretty cool.

You can see me here.
You can see me there.

You can see me almost anywhere.

By Summer, I grow big and strong.
But by Fall and Winter I’ll be gone.

Annaliese Miller
Third Grade

Spring Creek Elementary School
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Sheryl Ramos-Martinez
Fourth Grade
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Hunter Mooring
Fourth Grade
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How I See My Future

How I see my future is me being a hard working woman.  Also, I see my future as a good woman with a lot 
of money to give to the homeless.  I see my future loving myself, my family and friends, and other people.  I 
also see my future as a good woman with a good job and car.  My dream trip is to go to New York and Asia.  
My dream school to attend is UNC Tar Heels.  My job will either be a doctor, a teacher, a dance teacher, or a 
nurse.  I want my salary to be about $150,000 each year.  When I get to be 18, I want a fancy car with a good 
job and house.  I see my future as a strong and hard working woman that cares about people and the 
homeless.  If I had one wish, it would be to have a lot of money to help people that do not have much 
money.  I want people to feel like they are welcome in the world.  It does not matter if you are fat, skinny, 
pretty, or ugly. You should always feel like you belong in this world.  You are amazing and loved no matter 
what the problem is.  I will always love me and others because that is who I am.  This is what my future will 
feel like and look like because I am strong!

Shaniya Finch
Fourth Grade
Spring Creek Elementary School
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How I See My Future

My name is Trineti Sutton and this is what my future will be like.                                                                           
 In my future, I will become a famous writer. I will go to a four year college. I might join a basketball 
team or soccer team while in school. Soon I will graduate. I might have a family of my own. I will live in a two 
story house.                                                                                                                                                          
 I will adopt a kid when I’m twenty. I will make a book one day called “How to Survive Kindergarten”.  
I’ll make a whole series called, “How to Survive”.  When I’m seventeen, I will become a You tuber.  
My channel will be called “Dazed by the Potatoes”.  My gaming channel will be called “Diaries of the 
Gamer”.  I will also have a vlogging channel named “250 Days of Life”. 
That’s how I see my future.  

Trineti Sutton
Fourth Grade
Spring Creek Elementary School
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High
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Paige Varney
Nineth Grade
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I Am

I am an inquisitive girl who ruminates day in day out 
I wonder for the future I might pursue

I hear music from another room
I see flowers in a vase that used to bloom 

I want to stop comparing my life to another’s
I am an inquisitive girl who ruminates day in day out

I pretend to have the prize of fame and wealth
I feel happiness when my conciseness is framed in the clouds

 I touch ideas to try them on for size
I worry that I will never be enough

I cry when I feel left behind in the dust
I am an inquisitive girl who ruminates day in day out

I understand that friendships are best achieved through weakness 
I say I’m sorry and I try to mean it

I dream to stand out among my peers
I try to increase my comprehension up a tier

I hope to stay happy throughout my life
I am an inquisitive girl who ruminates day in day out.

Anna Evans 
Ninth Grade 

Spring Creek High School 
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Torn

 The dew covered the ground, gleaming in the mid-morning sun. The mighty Rockies loomed in the 
distance, standing like guardians protecting my little campsite. After a few minutes of procrastination, I 
finally decided to stumble out of the tent and outside in the sunlight. My eyes stung as I slipped on my 
boots. When I threw on my jacket my mind began to wonder.
 I needed a few days by myself. After coming home from fighting an endless war, I had to look at my 
future. Spending months away from my family, missing birthdays, anniversaries, graduations. It began to 
take a toll, I was tearing my family apart. The life I’ve lived up until now not only destroyed the families of 
people I didn't even know, but also my own. My wife gave me a choice, her or Uncle Sam, I couldn't give her 
an answer. All I wanted is to stay with my family, I wanted to play with my little girls, live my own life 
without the shackles of an entire nation, but if I don't go innocent people will die and the blood would be on 
my hands. I’m torn.
 When I looked at the campsite on my phone I saw a few geocaches in the area, maybe a little 
adventure would be good for me. So I decided to go on a short hike to clear my head and get lost in the 
beautiful scenery. The crisp, cool air comforted me as I strolled through the trees. Why couldn't everything 
be as peaceful? Why couldn't we all get along together, and forget about wars and fighting?  I admired the 
beautiful vistas as I came to a clearing. Two little does were grazing as I approached. As soon as they saw me 
they quickly scurried back to their mother. They reminded me of my own little girls, playing together in the 
backyard. Was I being selfish? I haven't even considered what they must feel, their daddy being gone all the 
time and possibly never coming home. The fear that they might have to grow up without a father. I can see it 
in their eyes every time I leave, every time I put my life on the line. I know it's for more than just me, I hope 
they can understand.
 They shouldn't have to understand, they are kids for goodness sake! I can’t put them through that. I 
know my country needs me, but my kids do too. I keep walking and I noticed the rustle of the leaves as two 
little squirrels fight over a nut while, two jaybirds seemingly squaked in amusement, knowing that as soon 
as the nut is free they will swoop down and take it. Is that what I am? A little squirrel fighting for something 
that will never be mine. Fighting for peace knowing that it'll never be achieved. No matter how you look at 
it when I fight, I fight a losing battle. I continued my hike following along a small stream. Nothing seemed so 
beautiful to me, the mountains, the trees, the wildlife. Even if the Army made me a cold-blooded killer, that 
doesn't mean I can’t notice the beauty in the world.
 That was the moment I decided to quit, I decided to stay with my family, and to live the life I wanted. 
I’m sure they will be able to fight without me, besides it won’t matter if I stay there or leave. It is impossible 
to really attain world peace. Not unless we all stop fighting.
 I was about to turn around and head back to my tent when I noticed an odd looking tree, its 
branches were gnarled and crooked. There wasn't a leaf anywhere on it. The dead tree clung to the side 
of the bank as if it were desperately fighting for dear life. Near the bottom of the trunk, there was a hole. 
As I walked closer I noticed an object inside the hole, could this be the geocache? It looked small and dirty. 
When I got to the trunk of the tree I cautiously reached inside. It felt leather like and it almost crumbled in 
my hand. It was a book. The small, leather-bound object looked ancient. Its pages felt like cloth as I flipped 
through them. In the back of the book, there was a short paragraph stating that whatever written on the 
pages would come true. I know it was the geocache made by someone in the area, probably a little prank 
or gag but I had to give a try. Only one thing came to mind. I pulled out my pen and wrote down one thing…
world peace.
 As I wrote a plane flew overhead, it dropped a small object. An object I knew all too well, as I was the 
one who made it. An atomic bomb fell just beyond the Rockies. 

Jackson Evans 
Ninth Grade 
Spring Creek High School 
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Jennifer Mitchell
Tenth Grade
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Where I'm From

I am from Goldsboro, NC
From Wilson and UnderArmour.

I am from the sport people think is boring.
I am from the lights over my head.

(bright,bugs)
I am from the sunflowers you see everyone spitting.

I am from the family of hard work
From John and Jen.

I am from athletes that never stop
Athletes that are always going to be there to work.

I am from the dirt you look at.
I'm from the stands of watching my family.

I am from the chairs of my church.
I am from Southern Tide.

Form the clothes everyone wears.
I am from the stand in the woods.

From the gun in my hands.
I am from the seats in my classroom.

From the books and pencils. 
I am Campbell Cunningham

Campbell Cunningham
Tenth Grade

Spring Creek High School
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Where I’m From

I am from banging and rap music
From Maruchan soups and Kool-Aid juices

I’m from cracked roads and cheap apartments
Apartments with walls telling us other people’s business

My neighborhood was dangerous with shots coming from all four directions
I’m from the dandelion flowers

The concrete roads had cracks in them to grow
I’m from the Guelaguetza celebrators and hard workers,

From Cirino and Lilia and Nino who was shot in front of his son
I’m from the breast cancer survivors and struggling, hungry fighters

From there’s no money for food and
There might not be a tomorrow
I’m from the silver cross stunters

Dios con nosotros
I’m from East Raleigh and Pinotepa, Oaxaca

Tamales de canela and tacos dorados
From the taco stand that made abuelo rich
The tamales only Aunt Oliva does the best
On the living room wall so everyone sees,

I am from the struggling streets that show you
How important family is.

Sherlyn Camacho
Tenth Grade

Spring Creek High School
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Daisy Lopez
Eleventh Grade
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Shaped

 There are certain people in your life who help shape it.  I was shaped to be polite, respectful, 
hardworking, and to always help others. My dad and mom are the people who have shaped me to be 
the person I am to be polite, hardworking, and to always help others. 
 My dad has shaped my life by teaching me to be respectful to adults, that I should respect adults 
and not give them attitude even when they are wrong.  My dad has shaped me by teaching me that if I 
see anyone who needs my help, to help; to never give up, even if I don’t think I can succeed.  He tells me 
I should always try, that if I fail the first time, keep trying. He also has shaped me into a hard worker by 
demonstrating that I should give all I’ve got into everything because that’s what people hiring for jobs 
look for in employees.  If you just seem like you don’t work hard or don’t care, you won’t get hired and 
you’ll just struggle in life.  My dad has taught me how men are supposed to treat women when they’re 
married or even if they just bump into one.  He has taught me how to cook.  He shaped me to love 
sports
 My mom has shaped my life by teaching me to always defend myself, no matter the situation.  
She has taught me you can talk things out and solve your problems before they escalate into bigger 
problems or fighting.  She has taught me what is right and wrong, how some things are okay to do and 
some things are never okay to do.  She has taught me that it’s okay to have feelings and to cry.  Mom has 
taught me not to bundle everything up but to talk about what’s bothering me, and it’s okay to be afraid 
of the future but not to spend too much time dwelling on it, or I will miss today.  She says that the past is 
great, but if I spend all my time thinking about the past, I will miss today, and today is better than 
yesterday or tomorrow. She has shaped me to be a good young woman and when the day comes-a good 
wife.
 My parents together have shaped me to take chances to me-to travel, try new things. They’ve 
taught not to care what others think and to just be myself. They tell me to have fun and live my life the 
best I can because I never know when it will be over.  They have also shaped me to be a responsible 
person, to take responsibility for my actions.  The taught me to push myself and to do my best. They 
have shown me what a husband and wife should look like, and how good responsible adults act and how 
they solve their problems.  The have shaped me to be brave and unafraid.  

Rachel Doruttya 
Eleventh Grade 
Spring Creek High School 
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      A Waking Nightmare
 
 I was sitting in my desk, taking notes, listening to my teacher’s monotone voice explain the current 
lesson. I had gotten no more than 6 hours of sleep last night, because I was doing homework for my next 
period class, so of course, I was struggling to stay awake. Slowly but surely, my vision began to darken. The 
monotone voice teaching our lesson began to sound blurry, fading away into an echo of silence. I had fallen 
fast asleep at my desk.
 But suddenly, I woke up, and there was nothing. No people, no desks, no monotone voices. I was 
laying on a soft floor; it was almost as though the whole thing was made of pillows. “Where am I?” No 
response. The silence was deafening. I could hear my blood flowing, the ringing getting louder and louder. 
It was almost as if the silence was echoing, bouncing back and forth in my head. I look up at the wall and 
touch it. It’s rough, yet soft. It’s a dark color. Not black, but a dark shade of yellow. I look at the ceiling, and 
there’s a light bulb hanging from a string. It was my only source of light in the entire room. It’s a dim light, 
yet it’s enough for me to see my surroundings.
 After sitting in this room for while, I start to hear a slight whisper. “You are trapped.” I look over 
towards the direction of the whispering. “What?” I reply. “You are trapped,” the voice says again, but a bit 
louder. “What do you mean?” I ask, confused. “There is no escape from what you face; you will escape your 
troubles, only to find more,” replies the voice, in a slightly louder and sterner tone. I don’t know how to 
reply, so I simply do not. Until an extremely loud screech deafens me. It is almost as if the screech is as loud 
as a jet engine. I cannot hear anything past the deafening screech. I begin to scream back. “Stop! Please 
stop, make it stop!” I reply.
 Then I jolt up, and I am back where I was before. In my assigned seat, around the same people, with 
the same monotone voice from the same teacher. Then I begin to realize that the voice was right. But, what 
am I to do? For now, I’ll just put my pen back down on my paper, and continue to write my notes, only to 
never look at them again.

Nate Daniel 
Eleventh Grade 
Spring Creek High School 
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Jessica Fields
Twelfth Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Going Home

 Private Spooner and the remnants of the 7th Royal British Regiment hoisted themselves out of the 
waist-deep water and over the sides of the waiting pleasure yacht. The Royal British Navy had enlisted 
nearly 
every civilian watercraft to aid the cause and the citizen response was overwhelming, to say the least. 
Spooner helped the rest of his men, his brothers, into the yacht, not resting until he knew as many as could 
fit were aboard. At just seventeen, Spooner was the youngest of his regiment. The only lie he’d ever told was 
about his age. All he wanted was to fight for his country, for the cause. To make Britain proud. And here he 
was, being rescued by the very kind of man that he was supposed to be defending. He was ashamed to think 
that their military failings had dragged his people right to the front.
 But what brought him the most shame was how badly he wanted to go home. He knew he didn’t 
deserve it, he’d done nothing to earn himself the luxury of leaving the fight. But he missed his mum, her 
cooking, and the white roses of northern Yorkshire. His little sister had already been so tall when he’d left, 
she was probably unrecognizable now. He liked to think he could look out across the Channel from his place 
on the bow and see home.
 A cheer went up on deck, pulling Spooner out of his daydream and towards the pair of Royal Air 
Force Spitfire’s tailing a German Messerschmitt Bf 109 bomber. Offensive advances by the German military 
on the ground had been halted, but air raids and U-boat attacks had continued relentlessly throughout the 
evacuation.
 The feeling of victory was short-lived. From the yacht, they watched as one of the Spitfire’s fell from 
the sky in a ball of screaming and smoke. It was up to the remaining Spitfire now to stop the M Bf 109’s 
bombing runs. The Allied Destroyers had joined the fight from the water, trying to shoot it down. What had 
been an organized maneuver had turned into a raging war scene. They were all scared. The M Bf 109 came 
closer and closer to them with each run, the Spitfire too far behind.
 Then the cry rang out, “Everyone down!” and the last thing he heard was a prayer escape from the 
lips of the man huddled beside him.

Coral Maxwell 
Twelfth Grade 
Spring Creek High School 



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Closing my Eyes
 
Closing my eyes has never been so hard.
Seeing all the memories
Playing in my head like a broken film.
Falling into a sweet slumber
Has never felt like this;
Having my chest rise and fall,
Giving me the feeling of 1000 knives piercing my chest.
When you're holding me, when I'm with you,
Closing my eyes doesn't seem that bad, neither is it hard, but it hurts.
Not knowing when I'll wake up,
Not trying to sleep - what time I have with you away;
For I don't know the last time it will be when I will wake to you.
Fearing my own slumber when I'm with you is something I dread.
My brain seizures because I don't know what happens,
Scared to slumber because I'll be executed by the knives in my head.
If I fall for the sweet slumber that lies behind my head…

Allison Patton 
Twelfth Grade 
Spring Creek High School 
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Azaria Ellis
Fifth Grade
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Zariea Wiseman
Fifth Grade
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The NMCC
There are over thousands of problems on earth.  If I had the power to solve one of them it would be car 
crashes.  There are several car crashes every day.

I have recently been in two car crashes and, trust me, they are not fun.  However, there have been worse 
incidents than mine.  People have died in car crashes and had very severe injuries.

By now there should be technology like, well maybe, I don’t know . . . flying cars.  I mean it sounds pretty 
simple, just make an airplane, but smaller.  Wait!  I don’t want to make just an airplane with four seats.  I 
would make an app called “car now” where you search up your car and type in your license plate.  Your car 
would show up and you would click on a button that says “where to go” and you type in the place where you 
are located and your car would come there.  It could have a very strong magnetic chip that you would have 
installed on your phone and your car.  Then, as you get in the car there would be a binder sized screen with 
a voice activated installation, named by you.  You could call it something like Abby.  You would say something 
like, “Abby, take me to the closest restaurant.”  The car would fly to your destination.  Instead of the cars 
being beside each other, they would be on top of each other with a big gap in between.  That way when they 
take off, they simply move straight forward.  You would be placed in the car by the magnetic pull of your 
phone.  If you were going out with your family, you would have them wear a bracelet that was designed with 
a magnetic chip also.

The largest behavior that people would to change by having flying cars would be to always have their phone 
charged.  Without being charged, you couldn’t go anywyere.  Over all, I feel like this would be a very helpful 
invention.  I think it would be really expensive, so people couldn’t have a flying car.

Secretly, NMCC stands for No More Car Crashes.  Who knows, maybe one day NMCC will exist.  Maybe me or 
someone else will be flying a car.

Yasmin Rodriguez-Rodriguez
5th grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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Raygan King
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Jehelli Velasquez
Sixth Grade
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Life is a Journey, Travel Drug Free

  Throughout my journey in life I plan to stay drug free.  I’m going to choose my friends wisely and 
have a good life. I intend to focus on school. 

  When choosing my friends, I want them to not do drugs or alcohol. I would like for them to have 
the same interest in stuff that I like. Also, I would like for my parents to approve of them. And most 
importantly, they have to focus on school.

 I plan to stay healthy and not do drugs because I believe it will help me in the long run. I believe 
that my career starts by not doing drugs. Drugs are very bad they will cause sleeping problems, anxiety, 
and other issues.

  My life starts with school and not doing drugs. I have to focus on school. To stay in school 
is the main thing. Keeping up my grades is also important to me. My behavior has to be on point so I can 
have a good career, and to be drug free is the main thing!
 
  I believe that focusing on school and choosing the people I hang around with wisely can 
help me stay drug free as I travel through life.

Christopher Peyton Wiggins
6th Grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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Helena Valenzuela
Seventh Grade
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Aliza Rosewood
 It all started when we wanted to find an abandoned house to go take pictures of. When we were 
almost about to give up we found a house, it was the only one that had an address. We got very intrigued so 
we drove in the direction of the house. It took us about two hours then we came upon a dirt path leading into 
the woods. Mia said we were at the right address but there were no houses in site. Me and Mia got out of 
the car and started to walk down the path. Finally we came across the house and it looked very similar to the 
picture. 
 Mia started walking at a faster pace to get up to the cement porch. I was very mesmerized by how 
the bricks were crumbling under the pressure of the antique house. There was moss climbing up the walls, it 
looked like it was trying to consume the house like it wanted to hide it from something. Mia was on the porch 
taking a picture of the cracks in the door frame, when I heard the creak of a door opening. I turned around to 
see a black cat sitting perfectly on the railing of the porch. I turned my eyes to see that he came out of a cellar 
door. I crouched down to snap a picture of the cat, I guess the flash scared him because he ran back in the 
cellar. 
 I called to Mia and told her to come into the cellar with me, she was a little hesitant but she went in 
anyway. It was dark in there so I went to pull my flashlight out and I guess I hit a button on my camera 
because the flash went off and I heard the click of the picture being taken. I turned the flashlight on and saw 
normal things, old lamps, books, old furniture and a couple other things. 
 Mia went to look at the old dusty books so I went to go look for the cat. I had to dodge my way 
through furniture and tables, then I found myself standing in front of a grandfather clock that had a man’s 
wedding ring on the hour clock. I thought it was cool so I lifted my camera but then I heard a huge bang. I 
ran around a corner I don’t remember passing and I was looking for Mia. I saw a door at the end of this hall 
I thought Mia had gone into it so I opened the door i couldn’t see anything because I dropped my flashlight 
when the bang scared me. I just saw a bunch of white things on the ground I slipped on them and hit my 
head. 
 When I woke up my head was thumping and I couldn’t move, I looked up and saw a little bit of light 
coming from above me. The light was then blocked by the silhouette of a girl, no it was a women. I started to 
scream for her I thought she was Mia but then she walked away and there was no use of screaming anymore 
if there was no one listening. I started to feel around me it was damp, like there was water there sometime 
recent but not anymore. 
 I reached for my pocket to get my phone when I tried to lift my body off the ground I felt pain shoot 
up my leg and I dropped back down on the ground. I got my phone out and dialed Mia’s phone number and 
I heard her ringtone above me. My phone kept ringing till it went to voicemail, she didn’t pick up she would 
if she could but she couldn't. I felt something digging into my leg, it was a wedding ring, a female’s wedding 
ring. The things that could have happened started going through my head I got scared and threw it. 
The ring hit something and landed back on my lap, I didn’t notice how small the place where I was sitting 
actually was. I felt on the walls and figured it out, I was at the bottom of a well. Someone threw me down a 
well and did something to Mia. Finally my senses came to me and I called 911, I was so relieved when the 
person on the other line picked up.  When the police got there they pulled me out of the well, they told me 
not to open my eyes until I get outside. They put me in the back of the ambulance, I asked about Mia and 
they wouldn’t tell me anything. When we got to the hospital they told me I had a broken leg and a 
concussion. 
 They later on told me Mia was poisoned and she died on scene. They gave me the memory card to 
my camera, there was no picture of a cat but there was a picture and a woman with a badly tattered dress on 
and blood red eyes. I didn’t know what to think, I looked up on my computer the address of that house there 
was a police case and it said that a women had been killed and they found her body in a well. I still years later 
am so confused about what happened in that house, I one hundred percent believe the spirit of that women 
wanted revenge and we were the only ones gullible enough to go in a house like that. 
Victoria Cox
7th Grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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How I See My Future

Even though no one really knows for sure how their future will end up, most people try to plan it anway.  I’ve 
always been more of a go with the flow kind of person. I haven’t really taken time out of my day to dedicate 
myself to this.  All I have is a halfway done, half-hearted draft, which I would love to change right here, right 
now. In my future I can see many prosperous aspects, due to hanging around plants, and singing.
Plants are very useful and can be very essential to human health, not only that but they are also a joy to 
be around.  I love the green, and I can’t get enough of it. I love spending time throughout the day to stop 
and acknowledge them. I’ve seen so many examples of people earning money doing things that they enjoy 
doing, and so I hope that I may do the same one day.  I also have lots of experience with plants, sometimes 
I sing to them when I’m bored or read about all of the different things I can make with them. I’ve learned 
so much about how to use them, now I’m able to make itch balms, herbs that help with sleeping, and even 
stuff like first aid can be accomplished using the right plants.  Because of this I can enjoy myself, all the while 
hopefully helping others with their problems.
Ever since I was a kid music has been all around me, helping me learn, or feel better. My mom would always 
sing me to sleep, my sister would sing to get me to listen, and even a majority of my cousins sang or did 
something music related.  Music to me, is like smiling, everyone needs a dose every once in a while, others 
avoid it like the plague, and the best part is that it’s contagious. There are so many reasons that I cherish 
singing, it helps me relieve my stress, and makes me and other music listeners feel alive.  Music is so much 
more than sound, and my desire help others use it.
I already know that plants have helped me, I know that singing is useful, and now I want to know how to use 
it.  I want to learn everything about these things, I want to be able to help others, and to help myself. I can 
tell that the future is as far away as I want it to be, and it will keep approaching, shrinking, or growing.  
Disappearing and reappearing over the horizon, being as unpredictable as ever. Good thing I found my back 
up plan.
 
Hazel Domingo
8th Grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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Encyclopedia of Nature
 
Look into the dazzling sky;
You can see the seven seas of rhye.
The swaying grass,
With all if its sass.
Oh Nature, such a wonder!
 
Look at the ocean full of blue,
Reminds me of you.
There goes a whale,
I sure have an interesting tale.
Oh Nature, such a mystery!
 
Look over to the icy tundra,
Surely worth more than a hundred.
There, pearl white snow,
Can be too much to handle, though.
Oh Nature, such a beauty!
 
The allure of Nature is undeniable,
Far more abstract than any urban suburb.
The charm of Nature is fleeting,
Far more than just a mild concern.
Oh Nature, straight from our divine creator!
 
Bryson Parks
8th Grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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In The Odyssey Odysseus showed many heroic qualities throughout his adventure. However, the quality that 
stood out the most was his strength. Odysseus’ strength played a big impact on his survival both physically 
and mentally. Without strength, it would have been a lot harder for him to make it all the way back to 
Ithaca.

Odysseus displayed his strength physically in multiple ways. First, he was sent off to battle in the Trojan War 
against the Trojans. He displayed great physical strength in his fighting because without his strength the 
Trojans easily could have killed him. Odysseus also saved his crewmembers from a cyclops by piercing the 
cyclops in the eye causing it to go blind and not see them escape. Toward the end of the story, Odysseus 
demonstrated his strength when he and Telemachus killed all of the suitors who were trying to take 
Penelope as their wife. This took strength because it was two people against all of the suitors.

Odysseus also showed his strength mentally. He had to go twenty years without seeing his wife and son. In 
addition, he managed to stay strong throughout those years. He also displayed mental strength when he 
was trapped in the cyclops’ cave. He came up with the idea to make the cyclops overdrink the wine, and 
then stab him in the eye with the stick. Without Odysseus thinking of this idea, his entire crew would have 
been eaten or killed by the cyclops. Odysseus also showed his mental strength when he finally arrived in 
Ithaca and did not run straight in to see Penelope. Instead, he was patient and realized that if he were to run 
straight in and see Penelope then the suitors would have murdered him.

In conclusion, these are some of the reasons Odysseus showed physical and mental strength. Odysseus 
displayed many heroic qualities, but his physical and mental strength had the biggest impact on his survival. 
Without it, Odysseus would not have made it back to Ithaca.

Nathan Joyner
9th Grade
Southern Wayne High School
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 There are several main characters in the short story “What, of This Goldfish, Would You Wish” by 
Etgar Keret.  In the story, an ambitious boy named Yoni decides to create a social commentary based around 
the people of his hometown, Jaffa, located in Tel Aviv.  He asks the people of his community, “If you found a 
talking goldfish that granted you three wishes, what would you wish for?”  He has a captivating encounter, 
to say the least, with a Russian man named Sergei Goralick.  Throughout the story, it can be inferred that 
Sergei is rude, selfless and protective.
 Sergei expresses rude tendencies throughout his encounter with Yoni in the story.  In the text it 
states, “Sergei tells the boy, tells him in what he thinks is a straightforward manner, that he doesn’t want it. 
Not interested. Sergei gives the camera a shove to help make it clear.”  This quote reveals that Sergei is rude 
because he was not polite in telling Yoni  he did not want to be interviewed, and he shoved the camera.  
Another quote from the story states, “He tells the kid to shove off.”  This piece of evidence shows that Sergei 
is rude because he does not have a welcoming attitude towards Yoni when he is being interviewed.
 On the contrary to being rude, Sergei can be seen as selfless.  Selfless is when a person is concerned 
more with the wishes and desires of others rather than one’s own.  The author writes in the text, “That first 
wish, Sergei used up when they discovered a cancer in his sister. A lung cancer, the kind you don’t get 
better from.”  This shows his selflessness because he sacrificed his first wish to use on his dying sister instead 
of using the wish on himself.  Another quote from the text that shows Sergei’s selflessness is, “The second 
wish Sergei used up five years ago, on Sveta’s boy.”  This confirms that Sergei is selfless because he used his 
second wish on someone whom he loved rather than using the wish for himself.
 In addition to being selfless and rude, Sergei is very protective.  Sergei is willing to guard something 
he is passionate about and cares for deeply, no matter the circumstances.  In the story, the author writes, “In 
this instant, Sergei understands the boy didn’t come for television, what hecame for, specifically, it to snatch 
Sergei’s fish, to steal it away.” This quote explains that Sergei is extremely protective of his magic goldfish, 
and he never wants anyone to take it away from him because he cherishes the goldfish. The author also 
states, “You do have one wish left, the fish reminds Sergei”... “No, Sergei says. He’s shaking his head from 
side to side. I can’t, he says. I’ve been saving it.” This quote from the story shows that Sergei wants to 
protect his final wish for the future instead of using it on Yoni.
Sergei’s strong personal traits allow his character to become more developed throughout the story. It can be 
inferred, by how the author describes Sergei, that he is rude, selfless and protective. He came for, s
pecifically, is to snatch Sergei’s fish, to steal it away.”  This quote explains that Sergei is extremely protective 
of his magic goldfish, and he never wants anyone to take it away from him because he cherishes the 
goldfish.  The author also states, “’You do have one wish left,’ the fish reminds Sergei ... ‘No,’ Sergei says.  
He’s shaking his head from side to side.  ‘I can’t,’ he says.  ‘I’ve been saving it.’”  This quote from the story 
shows that Sergei wants to protect his final wish for the future instead of using it on Yoni.  He is trying to be 
protective of his final wish since it is all he has left.
 Sergei’s strong personal traits allow his character to become more developed throughout the story.  
Through both direct and indirect characterization, it can be inferred that Sergei is a character who can be 
seen as rude, selfless, and protective.

Bailey Jones
10th Grade
Southern Wayne High School
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SOUR SKITTLE

Equality is to be equal;not to be
a small sour skittle in a big bag of plain skittles, 
like an   abnormal person in a big world. 
Equality is peace without judgment of race or religion; 
equality is realizing that WE THE PEOPLE are all created by the same God and therefore we are all identical 
in some way.              
                                               
               Na’Quinsha Mitchell
 Grade: 10th
  Southern Wayne High School
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How Many Will it Take?

I walk down the stairs to see the news
There has been another shooting at a school
Sadly there have been fatalities and not just one or two
God called his angels home way too soon
The parents devastated, heartbroken, and in shock
Not accepting this nightmare was really wishing it would stop
Parents finally drove away with emptiness inside
Never knowing today would be the last kissing their little one goodbye
Today in the U.S. it happens way too often
We need to have change we have no other option
Passing new gun laws may be a resolution
New procedures at school need to be in place to avoid confusion
How many children will it take before we actually have change
Could I be next? Will it be my friends? If so, remember our names.

Johana Juarbe
Eleventh Grade
Southern Wayne High School
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Dirge

Born strong
looking to make right
what is wrong 
wanting the glory
fighting to be
the hero found in a story.
He proclaims, “It must be me alone!”
for many battles
needed only the great strength of one.
The people rejoiced 
as their safety was guaranteed
praises constantly being voiced.
Destiny postponed death
allowing many victories
however time caught up
stealing his final breath
in a battle against a dragon
where neither are left standup. 

Alyssa Alfaro
12th Grade
Southern Wayne High School
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Fishing Bears

Fishing Bears is about real bears.  I know that they are real.  The most important thing they do is kach fish.  
They need to get food for winter to stay woom.  Win spreeng coms they cach fish to get food agin.

CJ Ramsey
Grade 1
Tommy’s Road Elementary
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Grass

Grass is very green

We see the grass on the field

Grass is everywhere.

Carson Liu
Grade 2
Tommy’s Road Elementary

Snowman

If my snowman kept melting I would dump buckets of ice on him.   Another thing I would do is dump cold 
water on him and add more snow.  Then I would give him ice cream.  Finally, I would make him an igloo.

Brayden Ciborowski
Grade 2
Tommy’s Road Elementary

I Love Winter
One day a little girl named Ivy whent outside.  Yay, she said.  It was snowing.  Then all of a sudden a unicorn 
popped out of the bushes.  She said to Ivy, will you be my owner.  Of corse said Ivy.  So then they played.  
Then snow unicorn said Ivy I don’t have a  name.  Hmmm Alexandra.  I like that.  Then they took and brake 
and went  inside.  Ivys mom said no animals in the house.  Okay fine.  What about a outdoor pet.  So they 
played outside.  They enjoyed each other no matter what.
Matilda Parker
Grade 2
Tommy’s Road Elementary
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Glen Long
Fourth Grade



Purple
Purple tastes like cotton candy
Purple smells like grapes, and flowers
Purple sounds like stepping on grapes
Purple feels like silk
Purple makes me

Sanai Pressley
Grade 4
Tommy’s Road Elementary

Hurricane Florence

 Hurricane Florence affected North and South Crolina from September 12 -  September 25, 2018.
 It all began with the wind.  The wind was hard.  It caused room damage.  The wind was so strong it 
caused trees to fall and damaged houses.  And the wind was loud.  I could hear it from inside my house.  It 
sounded like hawling coming from a wolf.  It scared me a little.
 After a while rain began to fall.  It caused leaks and a lot of damage to roads and houses.  Also to 
some people lost lives.  The rain caused a lot of mud and damage to gardens and yards.
 Later on some things started to clear up.  There was a lot of damage to the roads, streets, houses, 
and some people.  People today are still trying to find people to help with the damage the hurricane has 
caused.
 I hope we don’t have another hurricane for a very long time.  I hope those who lost houses, 
belongings, pets, and family members are supported by those around.  
Brianne Stephens
Grade 4
Tommy’s Road Elementary
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Moonwalker, Michael Jackson

Do you know the king of pop? Michael Jackson was a man that made legendary music. Music that most of 
us still listen to today.  He is the person that inspired me to love music and dance.  What would music be 
without Michael Jackson?

Early Childhood

 Michael Jackson was born in Gary, Indiana on August 20, 1958 to Katherine and Joseph Jackson. He 
was the seventh of nine children. At the age of five Michael Jackson’s family created one of the most 
influential and musical groups known in history, The Jackson Five. The Jackson 5 was one of the most 
acclaimed musical families known to rock and roll. When Michael was eleven, He was on live television for 
the first time ever. Both he and his family knew he would someday be a superstar. After much success as 
the Jackson 5 and years later, Michael began his solo career. His first single “Got to be there” was released 
in 1991, the same year his second hit “Rockin Robin” hit #2 on the pop charts. In 1975, The Jackson 5 signed 
with record company Epic Records and became known as “The Jacksons”.
 

Adult Life

 In 1979, MJ’s first album for Epic Records titled “Off the Wall” had much success. The album was 
the first to have 4 top 10 singles including “Don’t Stop til’ You Get Enough”, and “Rock with You”. Both of 
these songs became worldwide. Then in 1982, Michael released one of the most popular songs in history 
“Thriller”. The album also titled “Thriller” featured hit songs “Beat it” and “Billie Jean. In 1987, MJ released 
the album “Bad” with hit songs including “Man in the mirror” and “Dirty Diana”. Later in 1991, He created a 
video for his epic song song titled “Black or White” under his album titled “Dangerous”. In 1995, MJ released 
the album “Blood on the Dance Floor: HIStory in the Mix”. In 2001, MJ released the album “Invincible” that 
had popular hits such as “You Rock my World”, and “Butterflies”. 

What Michael Jackson was famous for:

       Michael Jackson was famous for being in the musical group the Jackson 5, and being one of the most 
 historic music artists in the entire world. Michael Jackson earned the title the “King of Pop”. Many of His 
songs impacted the world such as “Heal the world”, “We are the world”, “Earth Song”, and “Black or white”. 
MJ was also famous for his signature dance moves the moonwalk, spin and toe drop, and other smooth 
moves often seen in His music videos.

Interesting Facts

     Some interesting facts about Michael Jackson are He played the role of the scarecrow in the movie “The 
Wiz”. He published an autobiography titled “Moonwalk”. He produced songs for many stars such as Diana 
Ross, including his own sister Rubie. With his huge career success, a very surprising fact is his family was very 
poor when he was younger before The Jackson Five was formed. He also encountered an extreme 
emergency on the set of a Pepsi commercial, where He was performing and His hair caught on fire. Michael 
Jackson is legendary. He made Legendary music. He was an amazing artist, and He will never be forgotten!!!

Branden Brevard
5th Grade
Tommy’s Road Elementary
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Some Little Girl

Some little girl is thinking
If I starve myself

I might start shrinking
But, no child, that’s not the way

You need to eat everyday
You are beautiful just as you are
Just as beautiful as a movie star

So listen here, little girl,
Why don’t you give self love a whirl?

Erin Morris
9th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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I Don’t Understand

I don’t understand why people hate each other.
I don’t understand why some think they’re better.

I don’t understand why people feel the need to kill.
I don’t understand why there is so much violence.

I don’t understand why certain things are hard.
I don’t understand why there is still such a huge gender gap.

I don’t understand what everyone sees that makes everyone so bad.

I do understand that I am who I am.

Danielle Combee
9th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Stand Tall
 

My name is Skye E’Ja Moore
And I stand tall.

I stand tall when I’m alone,
I stand tall when no one’s listening.

I stand up for the underdog, who feels they have no voice.
I stand tall and often alone when my opinion differs from another.

For standing tall is my biggest strength.
I did not ask for this but it is a part of who I am.

At times, what seems as a strength carries much weight and a burden.
People look to me as though I have the answers.

Others look at me and feel they can break me down.
In truth, it is not I that have the answers but is Christ.

I have merely stopped fighting against what comes natural.
I have decided to be merely a vessel and a mouthpiece.

 
As a teenager, doing the right thing is not always easy.

Continually faced with challenges, I stand tall.
I walk the halls with my head held high,

Knowing what I do is right and why I do it, propels me forward.
I befriend a variety of people, always staying true to myself.

Knowing the right people will stay and the wrong people will fall away.
I remain strong in my faith, knowing that through Christ, I can always face my toughest challenges head on.

I am not afraid to search out a problem for answers.  
I stand tall in hopes of not being led astray.

I stand tall and respect the right to feel and to choose for myself.
Standing tall as I walk this journey called life.

Skye Moore
10th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Your  Journey

Never skip your journey,
It will reveal,

The path to your life road,
You may not get your way,

It may not be the perfect design,
Don’t let go,

When times get tough,
Don’t try to prove yourself,

Time will reveal who you are,
You will be great.

Vyonie Manley
10th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Eternal Light
 

No glimmer of  hope in sight, I was lost in an eternal night
Each day, I’d pray that

Somehow, somewhere, someone would turn on the light
But each day, the voice inside would say
“Forget it, you’ve already lost the fight”

And each day, I’d slowly surrender my might
Eventually, I gave up on waiting for my shining knight

One day, I found that no longer was I bound by my fright
A glimmer of hope teased my eyes and I couldn’t help but wonder if my mind 

had deceived my sense of sight
Reluctantly, I stepped out to find the light

And strikingly the Son shone unfathomably bright, casting all darkness aside
I had found my Great Knight and no longer would I lose the fight

No longer would I suffer in the dark of night
But rather, I would find rest in the Eternal Light.

Chandler Griffith
11th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Farewell, Marionettist.

My marionette, I give you liberty,
and you desert me, left in a soliloquy

I now speak without an audience,
because you live in your independence

I misremembered how empty my life was,
without a maiden of manipulative prowess

My voice, it remains croaked and muffled
and my mind evidently befuddled.

I graze my hands over frayed threads
The crossbar, it as well seeks your presence

Every place and person appears sick
They've caught ailments from a deep slit

I the marionettist sit in a chair as a soloist,
and contemplate your substitution in the midst

I have conjured a worthwhile thought
To relieve the string from the vain knot

 The overhanging fan is the new marionettist, 
And I am its puppet.

Erik Velasquez
11th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Christina Saldivar
Twelfth Grade
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Sonnet 143

How to explain my addiction to thee?
A caffeinated beverage so sweet

The rush you give, full of intensity
Immediately followed with defeat

You are so sweet at first but brew aching
The harsh pain you cause does not make me leave

The love you give causes an awakening
To this sweetness forever I will cleave

I tried to run from you so far away
Thought I was strong, but for you I still crave

A separation that will never stay
One taste of your poison secures my grave

A love for you so strong I cannot quit
No love in return but you I will never omit.

Carli Hinson
12th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Muneca

My loving dog, you inspire me to write
How I love the way you run, walk and sleep

Invading my mind day and through the night
Always dreaming about the Marco Polo sheep

Let me compare you to a pretender?
You are more playful, lazy and caring

Sweet frost nips the robins of December
And wintertime has the smart smoked herring

How do I love you? Let me count the ways
I love your beautiful charm, wit and style
Thinking of your sleepy wit fills my days
My love for you is the sweet mercantile.

Now I must away with a daring heart
Remember my fond words while we are apart.

Hyacinth Domingues-Lauren
12th Grade

Wayne Early Middle College High School
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Darrin Louis
Twelfth Grade



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

The Fashion Girl

I'm a girl who likes to dress well even 
when I don't feel all that swell.

Everyone knows that on a right occasion 
I have a nose for great fashion.

Airakeema Davis Ninth Grade, WMHA

The Game

When the game is on people know 
I'm the one.

I move in a flash

because I know how to dash.

I'm swishin'

as others are missin'.

I'm simply swift, fast

as I'm light and, some say, the best.

Teronzo Hicks
Ninth Grade, 
WMHA
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The Survivor

When the times get rough Is 
when I get tough.

With my back against the wall I 
know I will stand tall.

No matter what, I will survive And 
ultimately thrive.

Joshua  Bruner Tenth Grade, 
WMHA

The Plan

I’m a man with plans and a man of future means.  While that may seem like a bold statement to you, I 
know the secret to success:  Never, never give up!  Sure, I’ll have my lapses—maybe for weeks, months, 
or even years.  Eventually, however, I know to refocus, regroup, pick myself up whenever I lose my way. 
As Langston Hughes said, “ I know life will be full of recurring setbacks, disappointments, heartaches, and 
failure.”  But—more importantly—I also know these roadblocks and obstacles can and will be only 
temporary rather than permanent if I stay committed and focused on my plan and I will.

Jacob Campbell
Eleventh Grade
WMHA
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I Can

My name is Dyamond and I am unique.

I do a lot of things well, more than you think.

Athletic and talented, I can excel in sports 
as well as dance and song.

With determination and dedication, I believe 
I can achieve.

Dyamond George Twelth Grade, WMHA
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Darmin Louis Eleventh Grade
Airakeem Davis Ninth Grade
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Lidia Martinezz
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Brendon Zheng
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Swords,
knights,

and dolls,
all at the king’s party.

 
The sky was blue,

but the night drew,
all at the king’s party.

 
The jester jested,

the poet wrote poems,
the artist made art,

all at the king’s party.
 

As it went on,
the nights showed off,

as the king went to his loft,
all at the king’s party.

 
The party was done,

but secretly not go ne,
all at the king’s party.

 
Swords,
knights,

and dolls,
all at the king’s party.

 

Finnegan Bell
Sixth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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The Old Guitarist Story
 
        I am Arnold; I am currently playing the guitar, something I love to do. I have always had money troubles. 
I sit on the street in Mexico and I play my guitar for some change. People normally think that stuff like that 
is only in those movies, which isn’t true. I lived with my mom, the only place I had. She always hassled me 
to get a job, but I never listened. I called her a devil to her face; I called her a witch, a horrible person; I even 
called her a disgrace! I wish I could take those words back. I packed my stuff and left the house. I lived in 
the streets for about a year; I made no contact with my mom or any of my family. I wanted to go home, but 
I knew my mom wouldn’t want me back. I had lose a ton of weight; I was skin and bones. I always got tram-
pled by people in the street. I was lucky if I made 10 cents a day; life was hard. I slept outside of stores; they 
normally had a cover on them so if it rained, I’d be safe from getting wet.  
       
        I decided one day that I had enough. I gathered my money, which was $12 dollars and I bought some 
flowers. I started heading to my mom’s house with $4 dollars left in my hand and I walked to my mom’s 
house. She lived about a minute away from where I was if I ran. I ran with the flowers to my mom’s house. I 
saw these weird police cars surrounding her house along with an ambulance. I went up to one of them and 
I asked what had happened. They asked who I was and I replied with, “Mrs. Gonzalez’s son.” They explained 
how she had called the cops explaining how she felt horrible pains in her chest; she had then fallen down, 
leaving the police on the line, with her not responding. They explained how they came here and found her 
on the floor, deceased.  She had passed away from an extreme heart attack. My heart sank; I started crying, 
very hard. The police gave me a letter saying that they had found it in her hand.  I opened it and I saw a 
letter and some music notes…? The letter read “Arnold, sorry for being so hard on you. I just wanted the 
best for you, I hope this letter gets to you. Here is a little song I wrote for you, love Mom.” I looked at the 
music notes on the bottom of the paper; it was beautiful. I took the note and I ran to a quiet place; it was 
dark and dim. I picked up my guitar and started playing the song she had wrote. It was beautiful; I loved it. 
She made an amazing song, while I played, I cried. I’m sure my mom would be proud. I am forever sorry for 
what I had said and done. I sang her song for her and I imagined that she was sitting in front of me and she 
was listening, and I sang her song between weeps.

Maggie Edmundson
Sixth Grade
Wayne School of Engineering



Any work/content contributed by WCPS students within this collection is considered the intellectual property of that student; is protected by copyright; 
and cannot be displayed, reused, reproduced, and/or redistributed without the sole permission of the author.

Catherine Jordan
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Worms

Worms are long and short,
But there are many of such sort.

Worms live in the dirt.
They have no bones,
So it wouldn’t hurt.

They wiggle and wiggle
They sometimes jiggle

Worms are small creatures,
So it’s sometimes hard to see its features.

They live deep below
So I wonder if they’ve seen the snow.

Worms are weird,
And I want to see one with a beard.

I don’t know how worms move in the dirt,
But they somehow make it work.

I like to see worms here and there,
But I don’t like to see them everywhere!

Karan Edwards
Seventh Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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Nora Denhalter
Eighth Grade
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DREAM

I want to be like a large lion
They walk in pride; they roar

Their heads held high
No fear

No doubt
But the drumming of footsteps

The yelling becomes quiet
Thousands of people start to blur into many colors

As though I’m under water
I drown

My pride disintegrates
The lion in me suffocates

How will we win?
They are strong and smart; they are giants
Doubt fills my lungs, but then I hear a voice

Someone kind
Someone smart

He’s got a dream and suddenly I can breathe again
Colors surround me, the noise fills my ears

His voice is clear
I’m pulled out of water

By a man whose got a dream
He is strong, power in his voice, love in his heart, peace on his mind

I watch as the water dries
The ocean that once consumed me is now a puddle

The doubt in my lungs is now faith
And now I know that we can win

We can be free and now I know that I too have a dream

Geniya Williams
Eighth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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Arianna Rivera
Ninth Grade
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Liking isn’t helping.

In the middle of scattered de-
bris sits a woman in tattered 
clothes. Can they be called 
clothes? Rags. She cradles a 
child, no older than ten. Both 
without shelter and severely 
malnourished. Both are skin 
and bones. Both living human 
beings, but not for long.
S
w
i
p
e
.

It’s obviously at the beach. But not a typical family getaway tropical island resort. No, everything is overcast 
here, death in 

the air. May as well be a graveyard where 
each piece of trash represents a life that 
has been taken. Boxes and furniture and 
wrappers Appliances and bags and just 
things. The piling up has ceased, but not for 
long.
S
c
r
o
l
l
.

Some barely recognizable creature Sits in an accumulation of its own 
filth. Without enough strength to even stand The dog is slumped 
against a wire fence. He would escape if he had the strength if he 
weren’t chained down if his limbs weren’t mangled beyond repair. His 
tormenter is gone, but not for long.
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Wow, that’s a serious issue. They really need help. I wish I could make a difference. I’ll help 
spread the word. Double-click. Whatever. So-and-so liked this post. 5,124,647 likes. Plus one.
Even so the people the places the things They still remain. The issue still remains. But not for 
long. 

 Works Cited
 Carlson, Dusten. “‘Liking Isn’t Helping’ Campaign Pours Cold Water On Facebook

 Activism.” Social News Daily, 26 June 2013,
 https://socialnewsdaily.com/15418/liking-isnt-helping/.

 “Publicis Worldwide Awarded With Two Major Prizes in the New York Festivals.”
 Publicis Worldwide, http://www.publicis.com/news/details/publicis-worldwide-  
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 Rosenthal, Robert J. “Just Liking Us On Social Media? You’re Doing It All Wrong.”
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Katie Wagner
Ninth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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Hannah Evelyn Cox
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Self- Reflection
 

I wish to walk in a garden so careless and free
Oh, what I would give to be that version of me

With no worries except about what grows in the ground
And when the seasons may wither them down

 
I would give all to be a careless young child once more

And lay in the grass
Or collect shells by the shore

But the tide has come in
And washed my dreams out

And filled in the gaps with stress and doubt
 

What it would be like to have imagination so vivid
And be so full of laughter

Listen to stories of happily ever after
And fall asleep to innocent dreams

Because it was easy to believe life was as perfect as it seemed
 

But for now I pick the flowers of age
And throw out broken shells from my childish days

I have intertwined with doubt and made it feel welcome
And my garden has become broken and faded

And my imagination is dull and jaded
 

Samantha Eovine
Tenth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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 On a cool summer night, a house lay rocking in the wind, surrounded by dull, green colored hedges. 
The house had been there ever since one can remember. In fact, it is a Victorian-era style house. That 
structure saw many things over the years. One time years after it had been built it saw something obscene. 
The house had seen the insidious neighbors take the little boy’s ball and pop it after it rolled into their yard. 
But it also witnessed later on, that the same boy who was devastated to have lost his ball had now been 
on that very street egging the neighbor’s house. The house was painted in a bright blue, an outcast in the 
street. The sight of it was enough to strain one’s eyes. One day a long time after the boy’s ball had been 
popped and a lot more time after he egged the neighbor’s house, a couple moved in. The house had not 
been lived in for a long time. The house was excited to have new people in it. But as time progressed the 
house realized that this couple was nothing like the families of the past.
 At first, the house felt happy to have someone new inside. But it realized what it was truly dealing 
with. The couple bickered all the time. They could never see eye to eye on anything and never gave each 
other more than ten seconds to talk to each other. The house recoiled at the sight of all this bickering. But 
what was it to do? The house knew it had to pick a side to be on all the time no matter the circumstance. 
The house listened every day to the couple. One day it decided who it was going to take sides with. It chose 
the woman agreeing with the woman from that point on no matter what. But the neighboring houses told 
the house that it had made a mistake and that they were on the side of the man. An argument sprung out 
in between all the neighboring houses and they were divided on whose side to take. Some chose the man 
because they had seen men like him live inside of them. Some chose the woman because they had seen 
women like her live within them. After listening to the couple’s  and neighbor’s bickering and the house 
became sad. The house was torn, so it became independent considering  both sides before siding with one.
 The couple had happily moved in early that year. They were joyful and excited to be living 
together, having married a week ago. But fast forward a mere six months and that couple argued like crazy. 
The first argument started over the outside painting of the house. The woman wanted to keep it blue. But 
the man wanted it a different color. He said a nice mahogany would satisfy him. The woman disagreed, and 
the fighting started since then. The house was happy to have a normal couple at first and then it saw their 
true colors. It did not want to be changed, wanting to remain the color that it had been for a long time. 
September came, and the couple was still mad at each other. By the final week of September, they were 
sleeping in different beds. November came around and the inevitable arrived. The couple realized that they 
could not be together. They wanted separation. The house felt so sad. It had finally had someone to live with 
and they now were separating. But it did feel happy too because it was tired of hearing them yell.
 The lawyer came into the house and sat at the table. He was to decide who would take the house 
and who would decide the color of the house. They started talking and fighting. The house was torn ,but it 
had to choose a side. It chose the woman’s side. The house consulted with the other houses and once again 
they were all divided. But a few more houses sided with the woman than the man. The lawyer heard the 
houses and knew that more sided with the woman. But the lawyer had to side with the man because the 
houses that agreed with the man had been there much longer than those who sided with the woman. So, 
the man was given the house and the paint job. He took the house and changed his mind from mahogany 
to a bright red. The house was beaten. It lost the woman because the houses that sided with the man were 
there for a longer time. 
 The house remembered something that had happened a while ago. A house down the street 
suffered the same problem. A man and a woman were bickering, and it led to a separation. The house was 
blue, and the man wanted to turn it red and keep the house. 
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 The same lawyer that settled the deal with the house earlier that day had also settled the deal with 
the house down the street. The houses were divided that time as well. But a few more houses sided with 
the woman. But because the houses that sided with the man had been there longer, the man won. That 
house down the street had a terrible ending.
 When the house remembered what happened to the house down the street it felt sad. It knew that 
it had come to its end. It had been painted a bright red and after a couple months, it saw its finale.
 Dust was everywhere, the wooden panels were split in two, the furniture was crushed, the red paint 
was bright even in all the ruins. The house that was once blue and happy was put down. It could have stood 
had the houses that sided with the man not been there as long as they were. But unfortunately, that system 
was not in place, so was the story of the Incident of the House on Decision Street.

Isaac Carreno
Tenth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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Grace Boros
Eleventh Grade
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A Grasslands Firm
 

Grasslands swerve here to there
They just are everywhere

The mighty lion’s hair
Swift and golden as can be

Swerves here and there, just like the grasslands firm
The abomination of tigers,

Strikes down the speedy gazelle
The rays of sun's light

Strike into the veins of the grasslands
And from this may life continue to thrive 

Crickets encroach the quiet night
The moons light awakens thy predators

For the prey live not much longer
The family of cats asleep in the moonlight

The meal that the gazelle was
Finished off by coyotes after competition,

Hunters, poachers beware, life mightier than you think
From the termites and their mounds

To the lions and their pride
Life goes on and on, in the grasslands firm

 
Krais Brown

Eleventh Grade
Wayne School of Engineering
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The Spotlight
 

I see the spotlights turn on for those around me
Feelings of envy, jealousy, and embarrassment fill me

As I stay alone in the dark
I try to fly away from this agony

I put forth all my strength to rise like them
But my negativity pulls me back

It possesses me with confusion and fear
It questions my worthiness
Hopelessness dawns on me

As I can hear the laughter of mockery
Of those who continue to shine in their light

While I am trapped all alone
Tears fall but no one comes to comfort

They have their eyes set on the spotlight
Not on me who is left behind

And so time passes with great desperation
But a day comes where I awaken in the gloom

And I come to the realization that I am my enemy
It is the evil thoughts that I drown myself in

The pain that I inflict on myself
So I run away from it

The darkness, the fear, and negativity
Step by step, it starts to fade

As I work my way towards the light
I look at those in the bright

But I am not let down anymore
As I know there will come a day

Where I will be in the spotlight too

Stephanie Zhang
Eleventh Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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Madison Miller
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Madison Miller
Twelfth Grade
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Willow
 

In an old verdant valley
Which mighty mountains did enfold

A girl they called the Willow
Danced wild, blithe, and bold

With moonbeams on her shoulders
And lilies blooming ‘neath her feet

For her the starlight shimmered
And for her the birds sang sweet

 
But sleeping deep within her

Lay a sputtering, shining spark
She kept it secret from all others

And her own small frightened heart
Until the day that Sennet

Village wiseman, sage and old
In the white flash of her teeth

Beheld that inner lightning soul
 

He sent her to the mountain mouth
Her promised future to begin

But as Willow took one dainty step
The fortress walls caved in

She begged as earth devoured her
Tears burned scars into her face
But in that self-same moment,

Her spark became a blaze
 

Willow clawed her way to sunlight
And emerged with gnarled hands
Her head was crowned in silver

Her eyes ringed in wrinkled bands
But she’d learned the truth of lifetimes

And found purpose in her betrayal
She let the crucible forge her soul anew

And so joined Sennet at his table.

 
Emmalee Bass
Twelfth Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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