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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 create 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 
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
Wayne County Public Schools
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Yeniffer Gomez
Grade Five



Marin Lopez Perez
Grade Five



Nathaly Reyes
Grade Five



My Words….
My words are high in the sky over the clouds over the moon and never stop flying.
Happening everyday helping others keep their wings up and never give up even if
Their wings are tired, that just means that you can go even higher.

I’m over the world soaring high in the sky like an eagle.  My  words are caring, inspiring more
Like the sun shining high and bright warming people giving them light to see, being happy
And bright.  Sometimes my words are sad, and worrying more like the moon.  When the 
happy Sun goes down, the sad moon comes up making it dark so you can’t see the path 
where to fly, But still I’m not giving up even if the sun never shines I will find my way through 
the dark with my words.

My words are like a rocket zooming through the sky, rushing to help others that are in need,
Calling for help with their words, I put my wings down and just let myself fall but that when
I’m almost to the ground I use my words to help me land.

My words are cute and cuddly like a cute little teddy bear that your holding at night
Dreaming about unicorns at sight, my words are just like that. There also like really
Sweet candy that you just ate and you also drank soda and then you get really hyperactive,
But then you find out that you have to go to bed but you can’t go to sleep
And you feel like you are so excited that you just have to get it out of your system.

Sometimes my words are like a diamond shining in the moonlight, and sometimes
my words are like paper being torn and dissolved.

Sometimes I feel like my words can make my mouth move faster than my brain can even 
think.

The sight that I see goes through my eyes to my brain which makes me think the words that
I’m going to say, and ZOOM,  they just fly right out.

Sometimes my words are funny, sometimes they are sweet, and sometimes they are sad and
Disappointing.  My words are emotional.

My words come back to get me when I say the wrong thing, just like when you throw a 
boomerang.

My words are like a puzzle being put together in the shape of a heart and each piece that I 
put Together is each word that I say.

My words soar high in the sky, over the clouds over the moon and never stop flying.

Happening everyday  helping others keep their wings up and never give up, even if their 
wings are tired, That just means you can go even higher.

Madison Lynn Brown
5th Grade

Brogden Middle School



Emily Garcia
Grade Six



Akira Litaker
Grade Six



Johan Rodriguez
Grade Six



Spring's Beauty

The smell of Flowers, smell just like showers.
The wind comes here, to whisper in my ear.
The beautiful butterflies, play with dragonflies.
In the lake frogs bring music to all.
The bees collect honey, the children think it’s funny.
Here comes spring, joy and happiness it will bring.
           

Ashley Ramirez
6th Grade

Brogden Middle School



Dakota Allen
Grade Seven



Dakota Allen
Grade Seven



Franco Diaz Perez
Grade Seven



Branches

The decisions I’ve made affect my life significantly.
Life is like a very large  tree, its branches eventually split into smaller ones.
Each branch symbolizes our life, each split in the branch symbolizes a decision we will have to face.
Both smaller branches are the possible choices that we will choose.

When will I come upon the day when my choice will be the end of me?
All sides scream take what you want, you’re above everyone else!
Be humble, live well. No one cares about you, you’re invisible. Act out, they’ll notice you then.
It’s burned into my mind, it helps me to live my life to its fullest potential.
Even when I make mistakes, it consoles me, it’s okay, no one is perfect.
The other voices are drowned out never to be heard again.

The branches I’ve chosen have affected my life significantly.
My tree thrives, grows, and is unique and one of a kind.
What branch have you chosen?

Dakoda Allen
7th Grade

Brogden Middle School



Numb

Aesthetic nights, nostalgic lights
My life is full of anxiety
So why pray, if there is no reason of doubt
All I hear from my family that it’s the answer
But it can’t be if  my soul is weaker

Some nights I just think long and patiently
Is there really an answer
If there was I would have taken  it
Because the depression is coming
Sooner or later to hit harder

Until it comes I’ll be waiting
Listening to the depths of my soul
Screaming in the insides, seeking for help
I break down to my knees
And watch the tear make spots on my jeans

Depression why are you here
This esperience why do I fear
Numb I am vanishing slowly
The pain has finally left entirely
Aesthetic nights nostalgic lights

Savannah Evans
7th Grade

Brogden Middle School 



Eva Aguilar
Grade Eight



Kayka Downing
Grade Eight



Angela Jones
Grade Eight



Creation

Pick it up, the pencil.
Make something, anything.
Think of it, now.
Write it down, read it aloud.
Create it.
Have a plan, follow through.
Choose your medium, decide.
Time waits for no man, hurry.
Sketch it, that plan.
Create it. Line it, finish what you’ve started.
Erase it, the mistake.
Fill in the void of emptiness, the colors.
Give it a soul, your time. Created.

Fyah Gladden
8th Grade 

Brogden Middle School



“Characteristics of Champion”

 What is a Champion? A champion is somebody who tries their best to win something 
like a trophy, prizes and other things. A Champion never gives up, even if it might seem hard, 
they try their best to achieve their goal. One thing you need to be a Champion is to believe in 
yourself, it doesn’t matter if people say you can’t, if you believe you can do it the, you can do 
it.
 There are many characteristics you might need to be a Champion. Another 

Characteristic is to never give up. You can never give up you have to believe in yourself that 
you will achieve your goal and never give up, even if it might seem hard. You have to keep on 
going, you don’t stop, you have courage and faith in yourself that you are going to achieve 
that goal.
 To be a Champion you need these Characteristics, never give up even if it may look 
hard. Believe in yourself even if people might say you can’t have faith and courage to achieve 
your goal. Be yourself and try your best and you can be a Champion.

Linzy Yamileth De Jesus Merida
8th Grade

Brogden Middle School   



The Abnormal Boy

As the boy walks through the crowed halls, other high school teenagers stare at the boy, 
wondering his purpose.
Can you direct me to the office, ”I’m new here”, the boy asked the teenagers leaning against 
the lockers.
The kids walked away like they heard nothing.
The boy is confused, but doesn’t worry too much about it. “Ring”
As the period bell rings for lunch he walks into a random teacher’s class.
“Excuse me Mrs. Walker, Can you direct me to the office please if you don’t mind?”
“What is your name, son?”
“Alexander Watson, Ma’am.”
“I’m new here”, Alexander said.
Mrs. Walker directs him to the office. After he gets situated he makes his way to his new 
classroom.
“Knock Knock Knock.”
A student answers the door.
“Hello sir, my name is Alexander Watson and I’m in your class.”
Boys in the back of the class start to chuckle.
Alexander pays no attention to the boy’s foolishness.
“Ah Alexander, that’s a nice name young man.”
“Thank you sir, my grandfather gave me the name.”
All of the kids start to laugh and Alexander starts to get annoyed.
“Enough children, Alexander go sit by Nancy.”
Alexander sits down viciously.
“Okay kids lets start on page 253.”
Those boys’ throws a piece of paper at Alexander's head saying 
“You’re always going to be a abnormal boy, no one can change that.”

Tijeek Shackelford
8th Grade

Brogden Middle School
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Alyssa Laws
Grade One



Julian Garcia-Farfan
Grade One



Emmanuel Lopez Jimenez
Grade One



Dogs

Dogs like to play.
Dogs bark.
Dogs drink water.
Dogs like to meet new people. 
Dogs like to make new friends.
Dogs play with other dogs.
Dogs bark at other dogs.
Dogs like to run around.
Dogs chase you.
Dogs like to take something away from you.
Dogs like to jump.
Dogs like to catch sticks.
Dogs like to lick you.
Dogs like to put their heads in your lap.
Dogs don’t like to get wet.
Dogs want to lay on your feet.
Dogs go to lay and sleep in the sun.
Dogs cry.
Dogs have feelings.
   

   Keily Hernandez Hernandez,
   1st Grade
   Brogden Primary 



The Cat and the Rat
My name is AJ.
I have a cat named Lap.
Lap and me play games.
We play outside.
One time Lap found a fat rat.
He tried to catch the rat but the rat got away.
I’m sorry you didn’t get the rat.
It’s Ok.
I love you Lap.

Adrian Mayes
1st Grade

 Brogden Primary



Silver Haired Bats

We learned about silver haired bats because they live in America. Silver 
haired bats can eat insects like leafhoppers. Silver haired bats are the 
slowest flying bat in North America. Silver haired bats have ears that 

don’t have fur on them.

Kaylee Vinson
First Grade

Brogden Primary



Sarahi Hurtado-Availa
Grade Two



Erica McCullens
Grade Two



Jamie Reyes-Dawson
Grade Two



My Flag

I love my flag.
I love to tag my flag.
I love to laugh at my flag.
I love to hug  my flag.
I love to tag my flag.
I love to share a mug with my flag.
My flag is the American Flag!!!

    Jamya Wells
    2nd Grade 
    Brogden Primary



It’s Thanksgiving

It is Thanksgiving. My mom tried to cook a turkey but she burned the turkey.
It is Thanksgiving.  My dad tried to cook rice. But  he started a fire.
It’s Thanksgiving.  The fire was big.
It’s Thanksgiving.  My brother called the firefighters. 
It’s Thanksgiving.  I started to panic! 
It’s Thanksgiving.  Instead of cooking we went out for Thanksgiving.

       Michelle Williams
       2nd Grade
       Brodgen Primary 

       
       



BASKETBALL

I play basketball every day
It’s my favorite sport to play.
Also I go to the park 
And I play basketball in the  dark.
I play with my dad so I can get good.
When we are done we get some food.
I went with him to a game
My dad said he was in the Hall of Fame!
 
     Jabaal Wright
     2nd Grade
     Brogden Primary School



Kenia Ramirez Alvarado
Grade Three



Vania Garcia Orozco
Grade Three



Shyonna Smith
Grade Three



The Mystical Crystals

 Once there was a lady named Luna.  She obtained the most valuable crystals in the 
world.  They were spreading all over her home so she decided to start selling some of her 
crystals.  One day when she opened a shop.  A little girl asked her, “May I have this crystal?”  
Luna said, “If you want one, you will have to earn it.”  The little asked what she needed to 
do.  Luna said, “You will have to polish the crystals.”  The little girl agreed.  She did as she was 
told and got the crystal she wanted.  That was the first crystal sold to a customer.  As the 
little girl walked down the block, she was thankful to know she was able to earn the crystal 
for her mom because she was unable to afford one for her.  

 Later that week, the little girl went back to Luna’s crystal shop.  Luna told the little girl 
she was raising money to help orphans.  This thrilled the little girl and she was more than 
happy to help Luna.  The little girl polished the crystals, which made them shine brightly.  
Many people bought the crystals.  Luna raised enough money to buy clothes for all of the 
orphans.  

 Luna hired the little girl to continue working in her shop.  They work hard keeping the 
crystals polished.  They still raise money to help people in their community. 

         Aurora Mullins
        3rd grade
        Brogden Primary



The Boat 

I saw a boat
But then there was a goat.
And it likes to float with logs.
Then the goat went in the boat
But the boat went too fast for the goat.
Then my dog ran to the log
But the log was too slippery for my dog.

  Lismari Sanchez Velasquez 
  3rd Grade
  Brogden Primary 



The Haunted House

One bright day a little girl walked to this creepy house. She knocked on 
the door the door opened. All of a sudden she heard a deep voice. She 
was scared so she tried to get out but the door was locked. So she hid 
under the bed. When she looked down her dress caught on fire. She 
screamed so loud that she got from under the bed she faced her own 
fears. And then she woke up and it was back to normal.

  Kamaurye Whitehead 
  3rd Grade 
  Brogden Primary School



Daniel Carter
Grade Four



Jazmin Cuaha-Gonzalez
Grade Four



Erick Padilla
Grade Four



Wild Magic

Horse are magically wild when they run.
It’s like nothing can stop them or get in their way.

When there wild it is like there part of the wind and part of the sky.
They are as light as air when they go as fast as they can
They become one with the wind .
 They are magical.

   Sabree Allen
   4th grade
   Brogden Primary School



 Did you know that we need plants.  Plants help us to breath, provide us with food, 
and look pretty.  Some plants eat and kill bugs, like the Venus fly trap.  All plants are helpful 
to humans and animals.  Some plants that humans eat are fruits and vegetables.  Plants are 
useful in so many great ways. Please thank a plant today by not stepping on them or killing 
them with pollution.  They help keep our earth beautiful.

   Stephanie Alvarez
   4th grade 
    Brogden Primary School



One day there was a girl named Iyahna Green, she dreamed of playing in the WNBA team 
when she grew up. When she got in 6th grade she tried out for the Brogden Middle School 
girls basketball team. She was confident that she would make the team since her grades 
were up and practicing since she could walk. She was a natural basketball athlete. The day of 
try outs was here. She could hardly wait for the school day to be over so she could make the 
team. After school she was crushing try out and knew that she would finally play 
basketball for a team. The Coach called out for the girls to line up for the finally drill. When 
it was Iyahna’s turn she was too busy dreaming of the future that she tipped and fell missing 
the finally shot. All her dreams floated out of her head. On her way home from school she 
knew that she would not make the team. The next day she walked up to the roster for the 
coming basketball season when her head low. To her surprise there was her name. As she 
got into 8th grade she still played basketball for BMS. When she got into high school she still 
wanted to play basketball so she tried out for the team. As soon as she got to college she 
tried out for Duke girls basketball team and made it. Soon her dream was real and she made 
it to the WNBA!

Iyahna Green
 4th grade 

Brodgen Primary 
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Genie Grimes
Grade Nine



Momma’s Fight
 
Momma’s fight began in 2007, November the first
And it was something that could not be rehearsed….
 
Cancer is such a tragic thing;
It brings about a horrible sting!
 
For this is something that I know
Because my Momma told me so.
 
Many days I watched her pray so hard
In hopes that her faith would not be scarred.
 
She pressed her way to her chemo treatments;
And often times they seemed too frequent.
 
She never grumbled or complained
But I know she experienced much pain.
 
And when she lost all her hair
After a while she didn’t seem to care.
 
There is one thing that I do know
And I will tell it wherever I go.
 
My Momma fought like a girl
And now she can tell the world…
 
When cancer takes a punch at you
Just look at my Mom and you will know what to do!
 
So spread your wings and fly high
Just like the beautiful butterfly
Even if sometimes you have to cry…
 
Momma’s fight began in 2007, November the first
And it was something that could not be rehearsed…
 
Mariya Lewis
Grade 9
Charles B. Aycock High School



“Love”
My love for you runs so deep

It’s hard for me to sleep
Without you in my arms I feel like

We are a thousand miles apart
Nights and days go by I feel like I’m falling apart

Honey, I miss you so please come back.

Samantha Newsome
Grade 9

Charles B. Aycock High School



Sophia Bray
Grade Ten



Carleigh Greiman
Grade Ten



Poetry Response to Night 

Never shall I forget that day, the day you stabbed my innocent and trusting 
back, shattering our bond and my heart into miniscule pieces.

Never shall I forget that nauseating feeling.

Never shall I forget the small face of that child who stared back at me in the 
mirror, whose burning tears had altered the way he saw his own brother.

Never shall I forget those glacial feelings of terror and towering sorrow that 
crushed my peace of mind.

Never shall I forget the pounding of my heart as I felt the familiar shape of 
something which had been stolen from me.

Never shall I forget those moments that murdered any respect for you, leaving 
anger anguish, and betrayal in its place.

Never shall I forget those things, even were I condemned to live with you as 
long as God Himself.

Never.

Joseph Guillemette
Grade 10 
Charles B. Aycock High School



Feminism and Misogyny in Medea

 In Ancient Greece, women were considered inferior to men and possessed fewer rights which led to 
them being treated poorly. Euripides’ Medea provides a perfect example of the roles of women in society 
and their inequality in marriage. In Medea, the reader explores the emotions of Medea after she learns her 
husband, who she’s given everything up for, betrays her for another woman. Because of  a woman’s role in 
a male-dominated society, Medea is expected to keep quiet but instead uses acts of feminism to ultimately 
seek revenge on those exiling her. Euripides wrote this tragedy to be read as feminist as evidenced through 
the actions and words of Medea and the women of Corinth, but also as misogynistic through their treatment 
from the men in the drama.
 Medea is the first character to use feminism to express her views in this tragic play. After recently 
finding out about her husband’s betrayal for another marriage, Medea makes a long speech stating her 
feelings to the women of Corinth. She believes men underestimate the importance of women to their 
society and explains unfair it is for men to be able to leave the house whenever they please. In  the mono-
logue, Medea states, ”I would rather stand three times in the line of battle than once bear a child” (Euripid-
es 260-262). Medea is trying to compare how childbirth is just as laborious as going to battle and how she 
would rather do a more masculine activity such as going to war. She also continues to explain how wom-
en are better off dead instead of being abused from their husbands due to wives not pleasing them well 
enough. These views by Medea prove that Euripides intended to write Medea as a strong, independent, 
feminist character.
 The women of Corinth also play an important role in expressing feminism towards the beginning of 
the play. After Medea gives her long speech, the women of Corinth are there to comfort the grieving wife 
by promising to keep her revenge a secret and agree that she, and the other women, are treated terribly by 
their husbands. One of these ladies comments on Jason, “May he perish without grace whoever does not 
open a clean mind and honor his friends. He certainly will never be a friend of mine” (Euripides 688-691). 
The women are justifying their opinion towards Jason, and believe he did not stay a true and honest friend 
and husband to Medea. The women, deciding to not turn her in for her cruel words, prove they do want to 
see a change in the attitudes of men.
The reactions to Medea and their treatment towards her help make the play also be read as misogynistic. 
When the play first starts, Jason’s betrayal makes Medea seem like a helpless victim which leads the 
audience to think that women are weak and only happy when they have men in their life. Creon, the king 
of Corinth, exiles Medea because he is afraid of her cleverness and extreme emotions. This proves that he, 
along with other men, do not care about the well-being of women. Jason later states, “There should be 
some other way for men to produce children. Women would not have to exist at all. And then humanity 
would be saved a lot of trouble” (Euripides 608-610). Jason propagates that women are completely useless 
to the world besides producing children and only get in a man’s way. Because of Euripides’ choice of 
treatment to Medea throughout the play, the audience and reader can be led to believe it was written to be 
read as misogynistic.
Women today still struggle for the same treatment as men, just as they did in Ancient Greece. Euripides 
shows signs to the reader and audience of being a feminist by the powerful lines said by an independent 
Medea; however, by making Medea have extreme rage and doing unthinkable actions, the audience can also 
believe that women are insane and need their husbands to control them. This juxtaposition by Euripides 
leaves the tragedy to be read as both feminist and misogynistic.

Hannah Runyon
Grade 10 
Charles B. Aycock High School



Erin Mitchell
Grade Eleven



Kristin Ridgle
Grade Eleven



Purple Girl

 On the edge of town, it was almost purely alabaster, snowy fields and trees covering the landscape. 
The dark evergreens were merely calligraphy strokes against the paper-whiteness.
 They were colorful dots though, in their thick winter coats. A mother in red, a daughter in purple, a 
father in blue. The garments were painstakingly crafted by warm hands, each mistaken stitch just another 
way of saying “This was made just for me.”
 And even in the cold white void, there was this odd feeling of warmth and love among the fear of 
inevitable slaughter. They would all be gone soon, but for now, they were here, a simple family scene.
 Blue mittens held purple ones, nearly swallowing them in yarn. She was tiny, barely reaching his 
torso, but she had plenty of him drawn in her features. The same eyes, the same high cheekbones, the same 
coppery skin and freckles. All of that was there, hidden past scarves and hats.
 “When will you be back?” She asked, her voice breaking in the way one’s does when they’re trying 
not to cry. “Many people don’t come back, but you will, right?”
 His laugh lacked the nervousness he felt deep in his heart.
 “I will. I promise. To the stars and back, I promise.” He leaned in and touched his forehead to hers, 
feeling the warmth, the yarn in her hat, her dark bangs poking out from beneath it. “I’ll come back from the 
battles and we’ll be together.”
 “But what if you don’t?” She said. Her mother stepped forward, whispering the little girl’s name, but 
he stood up and waved her off. This was between father and child now, she was just a sentry, a witness.
 The breeze picked up, the sort of lonely wind that brushes through melancholy days. He undid his 
scarf and the blue billowed and twisted as he handed it to the purple girl.
 “Take it, wear it - and if I don’t return?” There was a playful sort of smile trained on his lips. “This is 
your flag, your symbol of revolution, and you will run into the fray with it.”
 She held it, gripped it as her knuckles went white, and nodded. “It’s a promise.”
 When he finally began the walk towards town, laughing, towards the rest of the eventual warriors, 
the blue scarf was still in her tiny hands. She wasn’t going to cry. She was going to be the strong one in her 
house now.
 The tears that streaked down her face weren’t crying, not at all. They were a necessity, a means of 
release.
 On the edge of town, there was fire and blood in the snow. She stood her ground as they marched 
forward, gripping her hand-made spear in her hands. Something she made for herself and herself alone.
 They were afraid, all those who stood behind her. The bravest among them was a bony little girl 
ready to make them all pay.
 The coat she wore was too big, meant for someone thrice her age, and stained with her mother’s 
and her killer’s blood.
 She still had her father’s eyes, the war-torn eyes that had seen too much. The kind he had near his 
end. They were wide, dark, ringed in shadows and haunted by the need for sleep and retribution, the 
phantoms of so many dancing in front of her ancient eyes.
 So they approached, an army of monsters cloaked in shadows and fear, but she stood tall, the spear 
in her fingers held rigid. They came faster. She heard their battle cries, the trampling of their feet, the 
clamoring of their weapons.
 A blue scarf billowed on her spear. Her revolution flag. Spotless, immaculate, hopeful.
The little purple girl raised her spear in the air and her voice, small but powerful, screamed over the battle 
cries. "Charge!"

Sara Bradley
Grade 11
Charles B. Aycock High School



Daughter of the Sea

 “Once upon a time,” she whispers to herself. “Long, long ago and far, far away.”
She swallows sobs and shivers, clearing her throat for another breath. “A princess made a 
mistake.”
 It’s so cold. She can’t feel her fingers anymore. She can hardly hear her own voice, 
even though she’s certain she still has one. Out of all the things they’ve stolen from her, her 
voice is the one thing they can’t take. She won’t let them.
 They cut her glimmering hair, sold her gowns, burned her castle, and murdered her 
prince. They snatched her child from her, sending her off to be raised by someone else. 
Someone who would surely spend years attempting to beat the demon out of her daughter, 
but there was no demon. There is only the sea.
 The sea. Distant, inaccessible, a fairy tale
 They’ve stolen the ocean, the lake, the rain - but her voice was hers and she will sing.
“Father Waters,” she mutters, eyes closed, trying to remember the sea’s embrace. “Mother 
Deep. I dream of you. Have you forgotten me?”
 How long has it been since the invaders stormed her glass castle? Since they captured 
all those not massacred? Her prince is dead, but they dared not kill her. Her story was known 
across the land and the waves, few had not heard the tale of the mermaid who walked on 
land. The invaders had enough sense to not want to risk angering the ocean with her death.
 So they resigned themselves to calling her demon, witch, monster, and locked her 
away. Away from the world, from the humans who dare - oh, how they dare.
 “I am your daughter,” she sings, “daughter of the sea. Father Waters, Mother Deep, 
please do not forsake me.”
 “Silence, demon!” The human guard shouts, banging on the bars of her cell. He is not 
one of her humans.
 Deep, deep in her heart, where it is cold and the sun never shines, she knows what 
will happen. Her father is giving her time with her new family, her husband and her child, 
before he comes to visit.
 The sea is not forgiving. The ocean has no mercy.
 How long has it been?
 She is the daughter of a god, and the mortals will feel her fury. They will beg for mercy 
and they will have none.
 Until then, she sings.
 “Once upon a time, long, long ago and far, far away, a princess made a mistake.”
 She looks at the bars as the guard bangs on them again. Outside, a storm is rising.
 “Father Waters, Mother Deep, your daughter waits for you. Come to me.”
 Outside, thunder booms.

Sara Bradley 
Grade 11
Charles B. Aycock High School 



Cracked Ice
 

I can still feel your embrace,
as though its warmth lingers on.

You have stolen all my faith
and with it, my rising dawn.

 
You knew how to hold me
in a way of love and care.

I cry at even the thought of it,
for it is no longer there.

 
Your heat warmed my heart

and it flourished and bloomed.
Now the cold is settling,

my heart is utterly doomed.
 

Madeline Patnaude
Grade 11

Charles B. Aycock High School



Angel Brown
Grade Twelve



Lindsey Guzzardo
Grade Twelve



Lindsey Guzzardo
Grade Twelve



Ashley Minchew
Grade Twelve



Two Directions and One Decision

          As the American and Jig drift through a stage of their lives where they have to face a tough decision 
that will heavily impact their futures, they struggle because they each have different ideas in mind. In Ernest 
Hemingway’s short story “Hills Like White Elephants,” The American wants Jig to have an abortion, but Jig 
wants to have the baby and settle down with a family. This central idea on deciding on a pathway is explored 
as Hemingway employs methods of symbolism, irony, and setting to portray the choice of the young couple.
          The symbolism Hemingway accentuates is revealed in the number two. This particular number is 
important because it signifies the current state of the relationship, a relationship with two people. Despite 
the American's desire to continue living a life with only Jig so he can continue living a carefree, nomadic life-
style, she seems to lean towards having the baby because she is bored of “[looking] at things” and “[trying] 
new drinks.” They both face the emotional challenge of deciding to remain only as two or become a family 
of three. The number two is also used when considering the double-sided meanings that the American and 
Jig use in their dialogue. He repeats "It's perfectly simple" to try to get her to not think about the 
psychological and physical pain she has to endure to get the abortion. Here, Jig is stressed about the deci-
sion and his words seem to say that he would like for her to ot have the baby. Later, in contrast, he says "I 
don't want you to do it if you don't want to" and "I don't care anything about it," which builds more ten-
sion in Jig since his words are double-sided. She wants to please him so he does not leave her, and she also 
knows that he doesn't want the baby, but he does not express that directly to her which leads to weak com-
munication and no progress in making their final decision. The American would be content with continuing 
to buy "dos cervezas," but Jig wants more in life. She wants to live happily having three people in her family.
         During this crisis, the American shows irony in his concerns for Jig. He tries to comfort and convince 
Jig that they will have a happy life if they don't have the baby with phrases like "I'd do anything for you." 
Readers recognize the hidden meaning in these false words. Shown through his noncompliance with what 
Jig wants for their future and his objection to having another member added to their family, the man only 
cares about himself. He wants her to have the abortion, or else he might leave her to keep having the fun he 
prioritizes. Another instance where he falsely comforts Jig is when he says "We can have everything." She 
understands that their relationship is not at its strongest point and that her having the baby would wors-
en, if not destroy it completely. That is indicated in the growing tension in the pessimistic "No, we can't" 
responses she delivers to his ironic comfort. He appears to once again superficially show his concern in his 
words "I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything to you." It is appalling to see that he 
even includes the word "perfectly" here because the audience 
is well aware that there is a strong possibility that they will part if she does not obey his wishes. His use of 
irony makes Jig unresponsive to him and the readers question his sincerity.    
          The setting enriches the meanings of this short story. Jig and the man are at a bar close to a train 
station which is between lush hills and a barren, dry landscape. This drastic contrast in the setting conveys 
the ideas of fertility and emptiness along with the life and death in their relationship. These facts are 
heightened because Jig and the man are literally at crossroads as they decide on which way to go in their 
lives. Because Jig and the American are also in the middle of a valley, their journey has to continue. To where 
is the question. Will they go with each other on the same path or give their farewells? A way that setting 
dramatizes the relationship they have is the fact that they are in Spain — a country far from home. The 
American translates Spanish to English for Jig and this language barrier that they have gives emphasis to the 
truth that they have an issue with direct, meaningful communication — a large factor in their downfall.
          Although he never explicitly tells readers what decisions they make, the tension and intensity of their 
feelings suggest that Jig has the baby and the man leaves to live a separate life. Through strong symbolism, 
irony, and setting, Hemingway highlights the struggle that the American and Jig face in their limited time 
together.

Hanbin Koo
Grade 12
Charles B. Aycock High School
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Bethany Ortiz Bravo
Kindergarten



Gisselle Navarrete
Kindergarten



Andres Garcia Perez
Kindergarten



Alexa Reyes
Grade One



Paighton Tyndall
Grade One



Chloe Wright
Grade One



I have a robot.  It can throw triyengols at mene pepol.  It looks like a very nice robot.  It will 
cuttool with me.  It has triyengels on him.  I think he will fit in the family.

Paighton Tyndall
1st grade
Carver Elementary



I do not think the ant should be squished.  These are my reasons why.  First ants need to 
live because ants have babeys to take care of.  Second ants have homes too so ants have 
shelter.  Third ants need food to live so ants want die.  These are my reseons why the 
ants should not be squished.

Natalie Chinn
1st Grade
Carver Elementary



Sophia Avila
Grade Two



Aniyah Edwards
Grade Two



Crystal Velasquez Roblero
Grade Two



Carver Tigers
  

Talented students and teachers
In every classroom
Gifted, giving and great
Every one working as a team
Respectful, responsible and safe
Showing tiger pride!
Marisol Santiago Santos
Carver Elementary
2nd grade



Kameron Alston
Grade Three



Yovania Vega Castro
Grade Three



Hayleigh Denning
Grade Three



Earth Day

 Earth Day to me, is a day when we help the environment.  The day we have to keep 
the earth clean, but we shouldn’t just clean up on Earth Day, we should clean up every day.  
Earth Day is a day where we can help keep it clean so it won’t be like it was in 1960, with all 
of the pollution in the water, killing all of the animals in the environment.  It will keep the 
environment nice and healthy.
Some things I can do to help the earth:

1. I can pick up litter.
2. I can clear out pollution.

3. I can help the environment.
4. I can recycle.

5. I can help other people help the environment.

Jaylen Carr  3rd Grade at Carver Elementary School



Beavers

Busy Builders
Eat Leaves

Aquatic
Very Fat

Eager
Rodent

Jymir Oates 3rd Grade at Carver Elementary School



Daniel Bartolon
Grade Four



David Velazquez Roblero
Grade Four



Frankie Sandoval
Grade Four



    Turkey’s Last Plea: A Persuasive Essay

 I think that ribs would be a better choice than turkey for  Thanksgiving dinner.  The 
first reason is that I am too ugly to be cooked. I never take care of myself . I never shave 
or take a shower.

 Another reason why I should not be eaten is that I am a superhero named Captain 
Turkey. If you eat me , I can not save the world and my side kick would be lost without 
me. 

 Yet anther reason why is that I am very gassy.  When you eat me I will give you ter-
rible flatulence.   Therefore, I am the worst turkey in the world . So please do not eat me I 
beg you!!

Sarah Gurley
4th Grade

Carver Elementary 



 “Hi Mom! There’s a green rock outside.”  “Go get it!”, mom said.  So I walked outside 
and got it. I brought it in and took it to my room.  

 The next day in the yard I found a green portal. I jumped in the portal. I was 
wondering what would be there.  When I got there everything was green and fiery.  I 
looked at my hand and I WAS GREEN! I was scare, but I walked on and saw that the fire was 
green too!

 After looking around I was hungry and wondering how to get out of here. After
 looking a little more I was back where I started and the portal was gone. I was stuck.

 I kept on looking until I found another portal. When I got home I was thankful to see 
my mom and I was thankful to EAT!!

Carson Barwick
4th Grade

Carver Elementary School



Summertime Haiku

 Summertime is fun!
Bees, Birds, and new growing trees

I like Summertime!

Skylar Ingram
4th Grade

Carver Elementary School
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Victorious Brown
Grade Five



Denise Tyler
Grade Five



Kiley Worrells
Grade Five



Jaquelyn Valencia-Hernandez
Grade Four



Seth Brown
Grade Five



Kiyoti Forbes
Grade Five
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Mariana Ortiz
Grade Five



Janiya Harris
Grade Six



Genesis Hendrix
Grade Six



A Champion 

 To be defined as a champion, I strongly believe you have these following traits:
 bravery, independence, and respect. 

 I think youhave to be brave because in times of trouble when everyone is afraid, a 
champion  is the one that has to step out and make things better. For example, a champion 
firefighter will risk his life to save others. 

 I believe you have to be independent becuase in times of hardship when everyone has 
turned their backs on you and you’re alone, you will be able to get up. A champion will dry 
their eyes and fight to make everything go back to normal. When you are a good champion, 
citizens will b e able to depend on you. 

 I believe you have to have repect to be a champion becuse there are always some 
people in the world that will know more than you. They will have more experience with 
something so you will have to respect that person and treat them kind and listen to them. 

 These are three traits I believe a champion has to have to be a strong leader and 
effective champion. 
Malton Smith 

6th Grade 
Dillard Middle 



   Black History My History

Time to learn about our history
You may have thought it was quite a mystery
Well it’s not!
It’s time for us to learn a lot.

Black history month
Is when we learn about our heritage
And what we are fighting for
And a whole lot more.

Martin Luther King
He wanted all blacks and whites 
To come together
He never stopped; no not ever!

Rosa Parks wanted to start the bus boycott
Her dream never stopped
She figured if she stopped it
Everyone would drop it.

We must get racism out of our system
We must vote for hope
We have to fight for our rights
Just like Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. wanted us too.

We should love one another
Just the way we are
We are all a unique star 
Show the love and be proud of  who you are.

One nation under God
With liberty and justice for all!

My history, our history, black history
Say it loud I’m black and I’m proud!

Kentaviya Shanise Williams
Grade 6, Dillard Middle School



My Life: An Aztec Child 

I was born on the year of 1413 on a Tuesday. My mother, Kectamiza, told me when I was 
born I was rarely red. My mother thought the gods didn’t want me. She rushed me to the 
priest and lifted me up to the tree that was planted in the temple of worship and pleaded for 
my life. The priest told my mother, “you have the child of God.” The priest, Mucamisaa, said I 
was destined to be a fire lord. Mucamisaa told my mother the 15th year of my birthday I will 
become a fire lord. A warrior of fireceness, god of fighting, and the Queen of War. When I 
reched the age  of 10, I was put into a class for warrior training. Everyone looked at me fun-
ny since I was the only girl in class. Before I turned 8 my mother taught me the basics of life, 
like how to cook and sew. I was the top  student in my class mainly because I was the first 
person to write a whole sentence while also using symbols. My mother took me to see one 
large trade network to me it was amazing and stable. After she showed me she took me to 
see Aztec sculptures that were built around the King’s temple. They were gigantic in size and 
very pretty. “That was amazing,” I told my mother. She responded by saying, “Not as amazing 
as you.” 

 Finally, my training was complete. My mother told me this is the birth of the fire land 
and that was me. We went down to the temple of worship and the priest announced my 
power. Mucamissa said, “today is the day our fire lord is here. We have been waiting for her 
to be here with us in many lifetimes.” I arose from the ground and was rising to the heavens. 
My body now growing 100 feet tall and my skin as red as the fire in my eyes. I settled down 
in my temple of war. I controlled the balance between war and fire and my 
destiny was here. 

Na’airah Davis Young 
6th Grade 
Dillard Middle School  



Tanijah Lewis
Grade Seven



Makayla Neal
Grade Seven



Ashante Williams
Grade Seven



 
How Can We Achieve Happiness?

 
 What do you believe about people achieving happiness? Do we think money or 
simple moments are important? Most people believe money brings them happiness but 
aren’t simple moments better? Doesn’t joy come from being with family, laughter, happiness 
and special events. Happiness is when you are around your family going to parties, reunions, 
and being together. Simple moments count. I believe we achieve happiness by being with 
friends and family and enjoying simple moments.     

 Simple moments happen everyday. People have to choose to enjoy the simple 
moments because they will keep us smiling. Simple moments are little occurrences 
throughout our day that keep us calm and relax. William Wordsworth, a poet, wrote about 
experiencing joy and simple moments by watching flowers dance in the breeze. He said, “in 
pensive mood,they flash upon that inward eye which is the bliss of solitude, my heart with 
pleasure fills.’’ See he is thinking back to how that moment brought him peace. I agree with 
Amy Davis quote; it’s about being with family, friends, and lovers, which brings happiness. 
She said in a poem, ‘‘Happiness laughter and joy abound when friends family lovers around.” 
She is saying being with them bring happiness and love to each other. I also agree with Kar-
en Madewell and how she says to live life to the fullest with friends and family; ‘‘make lots 
and lot of memories ,with your family and friends. Live a very long healthy enjoyable life she 
saying family and friends make life happy’’.

 I believe you spread  happiness by enjoying time with your family. We must continue 
to laugh, cry, and  smile together. One day I was in Atlanta, it was Easter Sunday and I was 
with all of my family. We went to my grandfather’s church as a family. We then went to 
Golden Carroll as a family and laughed together. We brought up old memories that made me 
smile. That made me truly happy.

Tresurie Troublefield 
7th Grade 
Dillard Middle 



Mood 
I'm blue  
Not blue like there are no clouds in the sky 
Not blue like the water of a freshwater lake
Not blue like a painting in a museum 
But I’m a sad blue
Blue that the U.S government doesn't put up enough effort to stop mass shootings 
Blue that there are tons of innocent people killed due to guns and gang violence 
Blue that it is so easy for someone to take so many lives. 

Darryl Eatmon 
7th Grade 
Dillard Middle School 



Nevaeh Staton
Grade Eight



Aaliyah Williams-Bryant
Grade Eight



Ashante Williams
Grade Eight



How to Improve Society!!!
 

 Wilma Mankiller once said “Everybody is sitting around saying, Well jeez we need 
somebody to solve this problem of bias. That someone is us. We all have to try to figure out 

a better way to get along” and she is absolutely right we  all have a bias whether we 
understand it or not. It's sometimes uncontrollable but if we notice those bias and try to 

control them a lot of problems of society would be fixed. Maybe then more people would 
not be so afraid to be who they are around others. How can you contribute to the change of 
society? I believe we can improve society by learning how to control our biases and by not 

contradicting yourself for doing what's right.
Controlling Biases

 Society is full of problems and to fix them we as a community need to make an effort 
to control our biases. In the story “A Teen and a Trolley Reveal Society’s Dark Side” the 
author gives a number of scenarios to figure out what kind of biases people have whether its 
on race, social status, or age. The author shows that depending on the decision maker first 
impression they are  still able have a bias towards the “persons” in the situation. The author 
says “it appears that we as a society tend to view some lives as less valuable than others” 
and that's seems true because she gave a percentage of how many people would save a 
woman in a suit and briefcase or a waitress outfit. As it seem 24% would sacrifice her as a 
wealthy, with suit and briefcase and 59% would sacrifice her if she was in a waitress outfit. 
These number show society is judgemental but “we can target those biases and create a 
more equal society.

No Contradictions
We as people tend to want to do whats is right but we often are afraid of what others will 
say. If we try to either stand up for someone or to help someone in need we are afraid that 
they will think we are trying to steal or hurt them. When in reality, we are truly and honestly 
only trying to help but as the world is somewhat awful because of what usually happens so 
they think we are trying to do the opposite of the right thing. 
 In “Little Things are Big” the author faces a problem where he can not figure out what 
to do about a woman and her kids who need help but he can't figure out if he should help or 
not because he is afraid of how she sees him and he ends up not helping her and regrets it 
not helping because it was the right thing to do.
Conclusion
At the end of the day we are all at fault we made the mistakes in the beginning and it is our 
job to clean it up. We need to put aside our biases of people and what people would 
perceive of us and do what is right. As in “Little Things are Big” he contradict himself bc he 
believe she would have a bias of him and he regretted it after but now he will never know 
what would've happened if he did not contradict himself. Let's stop the madness and gain 
some sense life is a pain but biases and contradictions make it worst.
Jennifer Henry 
8th Grade 
Dillard Middle School 
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Paityn Mckinnie
Kindergarten



Mia Warren
Kindergarten



Elle Johnson
Kindergarten



The Snow
First the snow was ice. 

When the snow went down it was freezing.
The snow was white.

Haley Rarick
Kindergarten

Eastern Wayne Elementary

I like Spring
I like spring! It is my middle name. I like to go fishing in the spring. I go with my Daddy and one 
of his friends. I have my own fishing rod. It is pink. I have not caught a fish yet. I can’t wait to go 

fishing again!
 Kiyana Lua

 Kindergarten 
Eastern Wayne Elementary

When it’s spring I play with my sister outside and give my mom flowers. Spring time is fun.
Kenzie Johnson
 Kindergarten 

Eastern Wayne Elementary



Zymiere Britt
Grade One



Dylan Esecudero
Grade One



Bryce Grady
Grade One



Caleb Travis
Grade One



Music 

Music is part of my evry day life.  My papa Ralf sings my songs.  Ms. Lee puts on music to help us work.  We 
go to the music room and we here music.  I here music everyday.
By: Madeline Mason
Grade 1

Penguins

Penguins go under the water to catch fish and krill.
They have to come back up to breathe.
They chew up food and give it to their babies.
They flap their wings and jump.
I like penguins because they swim fast, as fast as they can.

By: Fabian Aguila
Grade 1

Spring is….
Spring is sunny.
Spring is funny.
Spring is cool.
But most of all Spring is Lovely.
By: Rylee Myles
Grade 1



Jackson Cooper
Grade Two



How to Build a Snowman

Building a snowman is a lot of fun. There are steps you must take to build the best snowman ever. First, you 
roll a very big snowball, a snowball not quite as big, and then a small snowball. Next, stack the snowballs 
together. Then, add sticks for arms and rocks for its face. Last, add a hat, scarf, and carrot. If you follow these 
steps you will have a terrific snowman. 

Taylor Daughtry        
Second Grade
Eastern Wayne Elementary 

Jackie Robinson

Perseverant   Brave

Batting   Hitting   Running

Robinson played for Dodgers

Athlete

By: Travae Claude
Second Grade

Eastern Wayne Elementary

The Day the Easter Bunny Taught the Class

One Friday, I went to school and to my surprise the Easter Bunny was there. He told our class 

that he was a sub for my teacher, Mrs. Heath. I was so excited! First, we went to the restroom.

When we got back, we colored a color by number Easter egg sheet. Then, we played an Easter 

 addition and subtraction game using colorful Easter eggs. The Easter Bunny said that later 

we would have a class Easter egg hunt. I couldn’t hardly wait! He told us that before we could

hunt for eggs, we would eat some yummy bunny cupcakes. Cupcakes are my favorite! Finally,

we went on an Easter egg hunt. The rules were simple. Just fill your basket with twenty eggs

and your job is done. The egg hunt was so much fun. I loved the day the Easter Bunny taught 

the class! 

Olivia Narron
Second Grade

Eastern Wayne Elementary



Kayleigh Amaro
Grade Three



Nghi Huynh
Grade Three



President’s Day

 If I were president, I would ban all weapons unless you’re on the police force.  I would also ban drugs 
unless they’re prescribed to you.  The cause of these actions are to make this world a better environment for 
everyone.  Another thing I want to do is to make sure that everyone has a home and no racism ever.  I will 
listen to my citizens opinions too.  I will get more protection for all my states.  I will make sure there is always 
and forever…peace.

Autumn Vick
Grade 3
Eastern Wayne Elementary

The Great Greensboro Sit-In

 Well, long time ago there were four boys to tried to change the world or part of it at least.  They 
did it by, listen to this, standing up by sitting down.  Yes that is right.  The four college students wanted to 
change laws for all of us African-Americans.  Their inspiration was Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.  They liked peace 
not violence like Dr. King.  They were very nonviolent for their age you know.  Other people said bad things 
and threw food at them.  How wasteful of food.  Can you believe it!  They didn’t even say a word or get mad.  
The four students just sat there and did nothing.  I don’t know if I could do that.  I would have to say some-
thing, but they didn’t.  Because of what they did some laws changed for African-Americans.  I am very thank-
ful for what they did standing up for what they believed by sitting down.

Danasia Romeo
Grade 3
Eastern Wayne Elementary

A Wonderful School

 Once upon a time there was a principal who loved to walk down the hallways.  And there as a lit-
tle girl and little boy that lived with their mom and dad.  The principal made the children go to school on 
the weekends and in the summer because the principal loved his school and was worried that the children 
would not learn.  All the kids tried to talk to the principal to get him to change his mind about going to 
school so much.  But the principal only smiled because he wanted a lot of learning to go on.  One day the 
little girl and little boy did not go outside to play because they had a lot of homework.  They couldn’t even 
watch their favorite TV show because they had a ton of homework.  But the boy and girl kept going to school 
so their mom and dad were worried because they didn’t smile no more.  So their mom and dad went to the 
school to talk to the principal and said that their children don’t swing or skip anymore and they didn’t like to 
see them going to school so much.  So the principal thought about it and decided that it was good for
children to go outside and play every day.  Now the children only go to school on Monday, Tuesday, 
Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday.  The children were happy.

Tamyla Rowe
Grade 3
Eastern Wayne Elementary



Gracelyn Cauley
Grade Four



Ansley Hutichinson
Grade Four



Michael Wynn
Grade Four



Media Is a Distraction  

 My opinion of media is that it is a distraction. It can be a distraction because media is not just using 
a device, it is distraction from your life and family. Using media can trick you like playing a game of tic, tac, 
toe.  
 Using media can often distract you from life’s lessons and your family. Spending time with your family 
is more important than playing on any media device. Spending too much too much time on media keeps you 
from doing fun things with your family. Media can also hurt your body. Spending too much time on a device 
or social media can make you unhealthy.  These reasons are why I believe that media is a distraction.  

Gabriel Smith 
4th Grade 

A Greek Mythology Story: How Mountains Were Made
 
      A really long time ago there was a giant name Silther. He was very awkward. He broke all of his limbs 
growing up, but with the help of Zeus, he grew stronger than Hercules. One day, the humans had a compe-
tition against the gods. Silther thought he was better than anyone even Zeus’s wife Hera. However, on the 
big  day of the competition he didn’t go because he was feeling queasy. Once Silther was well again he won 
every competition and won against everyone. Eventually, he got old and died. Silther died with his head in 
the air and his knees in the air. That is how mountains came to be.

Hannah Stroud
4th grade

If I could Change the World
 
If I could change the world, I would tell people not to abuse animals or children. I would also tell more 
people to go to church to get a step closer to GOD! We can help people by not judging them by the way they 
look because we should find kindness in everyone we meet. We can also change the world by helping others 
and being more respectful and responsible. People can be capable of these things with a little practice at 
home.

Anna Gray
4th grade



Hope 

I have a hope to finish school 
Never fail a grade. 
I have a hope to be the smartest kid 
Every single day. 

I have a hope to go to college 
And get a Master’s Degree 
I have a hope to be a manager 
Of a big company. 

Luiz Ponce 
4th grade 
Eastern Wayne Elementary 

Savannah

Nice, Sweet, Smart, Awesome
Page, Gavin

Dunkin’ Donuts
Nice and Happy

Hoverboard
Donuts

Tarantulas
Paris

Goldsboro, NC
High

Savannah High
 4th Grade 

Eastern Wayne Elementary

Reasons We Go to School 

 We go to school for many important reasons. We do not only go to school for education and to learn, 
but to also spend time with our friends. 
 If we didn’t have schools, we would not be able to develop the technology we have today. We 
wouldn’t have electricity, computers, cars, or generators. We wouldn’t have a lot of things. School also 
teaches us skills like counting, writing, drawings, and how to use numbers. 
 My point is, without school we wouldn’t be able to do almost anything, not even write your own 
name. This is why school is important.  

Emmanuel Navarette 
4th grade 
Eastern Wayne Elementary 



Asia Hines
Grade Five



Falling Through Time!
By: Gwyneth Terrell

Fifth Grade
 I was falling, falling down at the speed of light. “Heellpp!” I screamed. Nobody heard me! It’s like I 
wasn’t there! I fell to the ground, but it didn’t hurt? All of the sudden, I was in my bed, breathing hard. 

 My mom came rushing into my room. “Are you okay?!” my Mom asked. “You were screaming at the 
top of your lungs!” “Oh, sorry. I had a nightmare” I said. 

 I finally got out of bed, and went to get breakfast. I reached the shelf and grabbed my favorite cereal, 
Cookie-Crunchers. 

 As I was eating I was thinking about my dreams, but this one I remember…a little too clearly! Well, 
forget about that for now. I’m Brooke...well actually, I’m Gwyn. Brooke is my middle name. I’m an 11 year old 
girl that loves to draw! I love cats, and the color pink. 

 As I was finishing up my cereal, my mom yelled “time for school in 5 minutes!” I quickly got dressed, 
brushed my hair, and brushed my teeth too. When I got to school, Ms. Jones gave us a Math test! “Ugh!” I 
said. 

 At that time, my pencil broke. I looked on the floor and as always, there was a pencil on the floor. I 
picked it up and started writing. All of the sudden, I was falling, falling at the speed of light. This time, people 
noticed. I closed my eyes. This was reality…At that time, I heard sound. “Bleep, Blickip, Moop!!!” 

 All of the sudden, I jerked upward! I looked up, and there was a parachute above me. When I 
got down, I almost fainted. I wasn’t looking at worried human faces. I was looking at emotionless robot 
faces!!!The robots were bringing me somewhere! “HELP!!!” I screamed. Nobody answered. Please let me 
live, I said to myself.

 “GWYN!!” I heard from a voice across the room. At that time, I jerked up. I noticed…I had fallen 
asleep in Math class! It was all just a dream!  

“I AM” POEM
By: Abigail Sinyard

Fifth Grade

I am thoughtful     I am thoughtful
I wonder why people fight   I want to see people at peace
I hear the cries of the homeless  I feel scared sometimes 
I see people who are sick    I say” let us make peace”
I am thoughtful     I am thoughtful



THREE WISHES

By: Brooklyn Aytch
Fifth Grade

 If I found a magic lamp, I would ask the Genie inside to grant me three wishes. My first wish would 
be that homeless children would find a nice home to live in. My second wish would be to give me the cure 
for cancer. My Bishop has cancer, and he is always tired from his chemo. Lastly, my final wish would be that 
all kids can live up to their greatest dreams and accomplish as much as they can!

BIO-POEM

By: Christopher Phillips
Fifth Grade

Christopher
4 traits: positive attitude, desire to learn, hard working, 

good friend to all
Brother of: Haley 
Lover of: school

Who feels: happy when he accomplishes goals
Who fears: failure

Who would like to see: himself at WSE
Resident of: Goldsboro

Phillips
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Noraima Rivera
Grade Nine



Maryland: A Sonnet
 

My home state is nothing like where I live,
my old house was nicer than where I stay,

my community had much more to give,
I miss my childhood every day.

My fondest memories are of the snow.
Christmas great; I was so impatient.
The whitest snow, everywhere I go.

There is no better state in the nation.
Of course, I am biased, but I digress.

The winters were great and the summers too.
The trees were full, but the absolute best,

The tantalizing taste of seafood.
I’ve changed a lot to who I am right now,
I want to go back, but I don’t know how.

 
Bryce Brown

9th grade
EWHS



The Mystery Box
 
Everyday after school, this one particular girl always walks towards the woods. Most kids usually only carry a 
few books to school but this girl only carried a pencil, lipstick, and this one box. For walking into the woods 
alone she did not seem so girded. I ask everyone i can what her name is and I get different stories like for 
instance a news hound said she has a secret cache of illegal drugs in the woods.. A jock said she had a secret 
gaming addiction  that she and her friends play there all the time.  Finally, I ask the nerd and he says she 
holds a study group. Though, something had occurred to me, no one really spoke to her or hardly acknowl-
edged her and it’s not just me coming for my fellow classmates, I hadn’t noticed she was in all of my classes. 
I figured that no one really spoke to her because she seemed so daunting. All I really knew about her was 
that she always walked towards the woods in flux, never took the same route unless she was running out of 
ideas for her secretive walks then she possibly used an old route. To me, she became known as the mystery 
box. One day i decided to follow her and i felt like a cat, good thing I came out alive though. There was this 
hovel and I for sure thought we’d stop at it and i’d finally figure out why she walked. We walked for what felt 
like hours and suddenly I  stepped on the stupid branch that mostly ended up killing most protagonists in 
movies, her cadaverous face looked at mine and so I ran. As I ran, I had noticed this gothic shaped building 
a just a mile away. I wasn’t the richest kid either, i was born into penury so I could understand why she’d be 
keeping her home a secret if that was the case, i found the only egress from those woods and suddenly I 
stopped... or more like i was forced to stop because a car ran into me and as I flew in the air I had figured it 
out! The gothic building was her home, the box contained the key that she could never let anyone see. I flew 
for a second longer, felicitous, knowing there was no mystery box anymore and knowing my country had not 
been overrun by a despot.

 
Israel Orozco

Grade 9
EWHS



Sonnet 130:  A Parody

My sadness is nothing when I’m with you
Every smile is more bright than before

You take my love, and you turn it to new
With you in my life, it’s never a bore

My head was clouded and you made it  clear
Just one look in your eyes brightens my day

I come alive whenever you are near
You make me speechless with nothing to say

Our love is like the sun, never too dull
Each day we have new memories to make
You will spark a new flame in my old soul

Nothing could ever make my feelings shake
But I don’t know you, and you  don’t know me,

One day I’ll find you;  it’s our destiny!

Caroline Smith
Grade 9
EWHS



Zee Carter
Grade Ten



Rebecca Fraizer
Grade Ten



Tyrell Murray
Grade Ten



WORST OF THE WORST
Often when one is looking at several works of literature that include a protagonist who overcomes 
tremendous obstacles, it becomes a debate of which character overcame the largest amount of or most 
difficult tasks. For example, the works Anthem, Never Fall Down, Oedipus the King, and A Separate Peace all 
have characters who went through traumatic events or events that changed their lives in some way. 
However, there is one character who seems to stand out. Arn Chorn-Pond from Never Fall Down was just 
eleven when his long and hardship filled journey began. Throughout the narrative, Arn describes to the 
reader just exactly what happened to him during his time in the Cambodian Killing Fields and the imagery 
and detailed account leave a mark on the reader.
           For example, during his trek through the Cambodian jungles as an unwilling Khmer Rouge soldier, Arn 
witnesses several traumatic events. Whilst traveling with the Little Fish, Arn has to watch out for dangers 
such as Vietnamese soldiers and landmines. A little girl carrying rice for Arn and the others was unfortunate 
enough to step on a mine and her leg was blown off. After, her leg is gone. She cries very hard, scream for 
her mother, until she faint from pain,” (McCormick, pg. 126). Later, the young girl dies of gangrene, and this 
is just one of many horrific events Arn endured.
There was also a point in which Arn separated from the group and had to traverse through the Cambodian 
jungle alone. Eventually, he came upon a family of monkeys who came to greet him. Arn earned their trust 
so much that they left their infant with him and walked away, and as the baby monkey was leaving, Arn had 
to do whatever it took to survive. â€œI grab him. I twist his neck and kill him. I feel bad. I feel not human,”� 
(McCormick, pg. 146). Arn can feel his innocence and humanity slowly slipping away, and for a child, that 
feeling can often be extremely painful.
“And I look at this woman, pretty face, long braid, dying slowly in the sun; and I do it. I shoot her,”� 
(McCormick, pg. 133). In this example, Arn has come across a village ransacked by the Khmer Rouge. Whilst 
searching the village, he finds a woman who has been cut in half and is slowly dying. At first, she spits and 
curses at him for being a Khmer Rouge soldier but eventually begs Arn to kill her. Arn takes pity on the 
woman and ends her suffering early. Actions such as these would be enough to tip any sane person over the 
edge.
 Finally, Arn has been rescued and taken to America with two other boys who have survived, one of 
whom knows that Arn fought for the Khmer Rouge. During dinner, one night, the boy who knew about Arn’s 
past named Subject leans over to whisper to Arn that he and his people killed Sojeat’s parents. This state-
ment causes Arn to see red. “Then blood is everywhere, all over Sojeat face, his shirt, the white cloth on the 
table. I do it; I do something to make it come,”� (McCormick,  200). Arn beats up Subject, and, after realizing 
what he’s done, runs away and even considers suicide. The pressures that Arn was under made him crack, 
which invokes pity from the reader.
 All of these events are truly terrible, but does that mean Arn has it the worst? After all, Oedipus, 
from Oedipus the King went through plenty as well. He kills his own father, marries and has children with his 
mother, and when they find out, Jocasta, Oedipusâ€™s mother/wife hangs herself. Upon finding her body, 
Oedipus proceeds to stab his eyes out with her brooches and the new king, Creon, exiles him to wander the 
Earth until Oedipus’s death. The only fact that tips the balance towards Arn’s favor is that Arn’s story was 
real. Oedipus’s tale was just that; a tale. It was a Greek drama written for entertainment, whose story was 
not unlike a soap opera, albeit a dark one. As for Anthem, Equality 7-2521 faced deterring obstacles, but 
none of them held quite as much weight as in Never Fall Down. Equality 7-2521 had to fight society and was 
tortured for having private thoughts, but Arn overcame much more. Lastly, A Separate Peace is more of a 
mental tragedy. The protagonist, Gene Forrester, went through grief and rage; he went through many emo-
tional predicaments. Arn Chorn-Pond is, however, more unfortunate. He was subject to both mental and 
physical traumas and, once again, his story is real.
 It is for these reasons that Arn’s narrative and situation has been decided to have been the worst 
out of four tragic stories. While none of the ends justify the means, except for perhaps A Separate Peace in 
which all of Gene's negative feelings rescind, Never Fall Down is the most tragic story and Arn has suffered 
quite more than Equality 7-2521, Gene Forrester, or Oedipus. Arn’s story was real, and the readers
felt that and pitied him. Arn Chorn-Pond truly had it the worst of the worst.
Rebecca Frazier
10th Grade
Eastern Wayne High School



“Music Means Life: Arn Chorn-Pond in Cambodia”

Play the khim, they commanded me
If I don’t, I know I die
And so I do, I play the khim
I live, but my teacher, he die

Play the khim, they commanded me
Grass in the wind must bend
And so I do, I play the khim
So you won’t hear limp bodies dropping

Play the khim, they commanded me
For the pineapple with many faces
And so I do, I play the khim
For monsters in much higher places

Play the khim, they commanded me
For men who strike the  head, rip the flesh, pull the spleen
And so I do, I play the khim
If I don’t, they will take everything

Play the khim, they commanded me
I wonder, “When I die?” everyday
And so I do, I play the khim
But we all living dead anyway

Play the khim, they commanded me
Don’t see, don’t hear, don’t think
And so I do, I play the khim
I touch it light, like hummingbird wing

Fight for us, they commanded me
This gun naps heavily on my shoulder
At one time I did, I played the khim
But now I’m a child soldier.

Katelyn Pyles
10th Grade
Eastern Wayne High School
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A vision that defines is my unforgettable dream.
This here vision of mine is where I see myself in a forest green.
The forest here is divine; a true master’s work, ethereal scene.

The image is what I conjure when I think about life itself. 
The forest is more verdant than I have seen on Earth myself. 

No plant in the world is as green as the green I’ve seen in my dream.
Reality cannot compare to this richly vivid green.

The forest is alive. It moves. It breathes.
Colossal trees tower above me as a I behold Nature’s edifices with leaves.

Trees here, as old as time, watched the world go by.
The flowers timidly brush my leg with nostalgia’s sigh.

An old, forgotten friend’s greeting.
Oddly enough, I cannot recall meeting

This place. I’ve never been here before.
Yet I am the one they send for.

I’m lost in this infinite timberland.
There are as many trees as there are grains of sand.

I don’t know how long I’ve been here in this  comfortable maze.
Months, weeks, days?

Unphased 
By the tranquility at last, I spot an dirt path 

Into the light.
I follow it into it the abyss. Engulfed by the clear, crisp bright white.

Paige Childers
11th Grade

Eastern Wayne High School

A True Green



Is this Love?

 Is it love when your partner becomes overbearing out of nowhere? Every aspect of your life is now  
being controlled. You “love” them too much to say anything because you don’t want to make them angry. 
But you live in fear not knowing what their next move is? 
 Is it love when you cheat on someone several times, and each time you come back for forgiveness? 
You don’t think of how your actions have affected them. Sleepless nights, lonely days, and tearful times. As 
soon as you're caught, you beg for forgiveness once again. Is this love or guilt? Because as soon as you think 
they’ve forgiven you, you slip right back out.
 Is it love when you continue to stay with someone when you both have obviously drifted away? You 
don’t speak as much anymore, and when you do, it is always negative. There is no excitement or fun. No 
intimacy or affection. However, you feel you should stay together because it all you’ve ever known for years 
now. You're afraid to see what life cold be like if you just let go….
 Well, how do you know when it is love? 
 I believe it is love when you can truly be yourself with someone. When you know them so well that 
you can guess their every move. When times get rough, you can communicate with them, say when you 
are angry or sad without any judgement. When you can laugh till the cows come home. When you can lie in 
someone's arms and know that you are safe. That you can build with them. The growth is steady. It’s like a 
garden of plants and flowers. It can go crazy and become unpleasant It can dry out   during a summer day, 
or flood in a hurricane. But the real test is how to fix the mess that appears. Are both parties willing to work 
together? Water and put fertilizer down? Be patient? Trim the weeds? It may take time, but in return, you 
get a beautiful array of tulips, sunflowers, and roses. Ruby red roses. Love.

Shayne Rowe
11th Grade

Eastern Wayne High School
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All Octava

What is in a music that keeps me calm
Like the angels blend in the key of C
Creatures in the ocean gracefully swam
In the soothing deepness of the blue sea.

What is in a music that makes me love
Discordant curiosity in my head
Constellations up the sky and above
In the starry night feels like I am wed.

But it does not always give constant glee
That makes my life lyrical yet off beat
It disguises like the flat and sharp key
I’m wondering when we will get to meet.

Accelerato, don’t lose your tempo. 
What’s in a music, tell me now presto!

Louise Bongola
12th grade
Eastern Wayne High School



Potatoes

Potatoes of all king, what a nice delight.
They tast great, oh no matter how they cook.
They fill me up just like some hot air might.
With all variations of how they look.

I like them in oil cooked as golden fries, 
Or in water and butter, nice and boiled. 
With sea salt and ketchup they’re heaven’s skies.
Let them sit around, they never get spoiled.

Starchy foods have a place right in my heart, 
I like cheesy mac and cheese is just as great. 
These foods can stay in my grocery cart, 
Along with sweet candy and a 6oz steak.

Food is essential to my mental health.
It uses ninety percent of my wealth.

Jamia Dawson
12th grade
Eastern Wayne High School



Sonnet

Snapchat why have you left me in the dark
You have left me with no easy way out
All my friends want to call  you a nark
But when they try you leave them with great doubt
On Twitter, we only get dry replies
Your dm’s are full of our complaints
You only tell us to back up our demise
You act like  you are some type of saint 
We need you to change or we will say bye
Bye to all of our fun moments
We really do not want to see you die
So please listen to our special decree
Do no let me lose my favorite app
I do not want tears to fall on my lap. 

Noah Frost
12th grade 
Eastern Wayne High School
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Grade Six



Olyvia Parker
Grade Six



Kayla Kennedy
Grade Seven



Skylar Clark
Grade Eight



Landon Smith
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 It was unusually cold in the morning. I was snuggled in a cozy blanket not wanting to move at all. 
I remembered the news said it might snow this week but we barely have snow in Goldsboro so my hopes 
weren’t to high.
 I was 8 years old, I believe it was 2010 and still on Christmas Break or school was cancelled. I 
remember waking up and hunger immediately struck me I didn't want to leave my blankets but still did 
forcing myself to leave my shield of coziness and out my room. My bare cold feet and the wood underneath 
as I walk down the hallway to the window by the front door to see if the news was right or  not about it 
snowing. Not have much hope I pull back the the curtain waiting to be disappointed but all I saw was a 
blanket of snow covering the ground like it was it’s protector and the snow on the trees looked like someone 
perfectly sprinkled the trees with snow just for me and turned my front yard into an actually winter 
wonderland. I reach out and touch the glass but pull away like it burned me but instead of it burning it was 
freezing cold. I finally hear the world around me as I stop focusing on the snow like I was in a trance. All I 
could  hear was “it’s snowing ,it’s snowing” in a sing song voice. I was about to go and rush back it my room 
to my fortress of warm, cozy blankets but remember hunger made me get out and go get breakfast.
 After breakfast I still smell the faint whiff of Hot Cocoa in the air that my mother made all of my 
brothers and sister. Everyone rushes out of their chairs to get the winter clothes. All the  jackets ,gloves, 
scarves, ,ect were put on. I am getting layers put on me by my mom. I remember wearing a big fluffy 
pink  winter jacket with fur around the inside of the hood. I was jumping up and around with excite-
ment  ready to go outside. Once all of my family is outside, we decide to have a snowball fight. No teams. 
All you could gear once we started playing were my screams and somebody saying “ow”. I quickly ran find 
a place to hide than make snowballs there but that wasn’t the case. Snow under my feet was crunching. I 
could feel someone behind me as i was running but started running faster in hope someone would come 
after them and did not dare to see who it was. I stop running and sneeze very loud and cough shortly after 
and feel a snowball hit my back and see it was it of my brothers. The second oldest one Daniel.
 I got a cold and have to forfeit the snowball fight. but me being stubborn, still wanted to play outside 
and make snow angels and snowmen like it was never going to snow again. It was almost lunch time when 
we had to go back inside, of course no one wanted to but it was best to listen to my mom. Once I opened 
the door to go inside it felt like a warm toasty feeling just came and hit me in the face finally noticing how 
cold it really was from being outside. My mom notices my nose is a little red and have a bit of a runny nose 
plus a bigger  cough then before. I am forced to get out of all my layers and put on much, much warmer 
clothes. I knew someone was bound to get a cough. I have to take medicine and everyone talks about how 
much fun it was as i am sneezing my heart out and i become sneezy from snow white and the seven dwarfs. 
Everyone wants go outside again after lunch but me getting sick that most likely won't happen. I will be stuck 
inside but it didn't matter.
 I had a fun time and the memories will still play in my head .Even though  I got sick lost the snowball 
fight but i still had a great time. I will always remember the snow crunching under my feet and the crisp air 
as I breath in and out.

Deborah Domingo
Grade 8
Easterrn Wayne Middle



The Tree

The TREE blossoms in the summer,
The colorful leaves,
The strong trunk,
 The sturdy and stable platform all perfect.
Then LIGHTNING struck it and burned it,
  fire and damage. 
Rain came and stopped the pain,
 the tree grows back, STRONGER.
The tree will fall,
 But always grow back stronger.

*Author’s note: This poem is dedicated to the victims, friends, and family of the horrible 
mass school shooting. Remember the tree may fall, but you and the community will grow 
back stronger, together. God bless the bright young souls, let them rest in peace, but we all 
know they are in a better world now.

Jacob Yurksaitis
Grade 8
Eastern Wayne Middle
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Jayden A.
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Elijah L.
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Jayda S.
Grade Three



Elijah H.
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Grade Four



Nazir R.
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Takeo J.
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Grade Seven



Thomas C.
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Dani A.
Grade Twelve
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Kendall Davis
Kindergarten



Daffodils

Daffodils are lovely.
The flowers are white and yellow.
They make our town pretty.
Fremont is proud of their daffodils.

Anijah Bass
Kindergarten
Fremont STARS Elementary

Rabbits

Rabbits are mammals.    
They are herbivores.  
They have long hind legs.  
They can  hop and jump. 
Rabbits have long ears.

Ainsley Glover
Kindergarten
Fremont STARS Elementary

My Mom

My mom is beautiful.  She helps me cook.  My mom cooks good pizza. She helps me with my 
homework. She is stylish. My mom is great.  
Octavius Robinson
Kindergarten
Fremont STARS Elementary



Brianna Broadie
Grade One



School Mornings

On a school morning, I wake up in my warm bed.  Then I get 
dressed in my favorite clothes.  Then I eat muffins, chocolate 
muffins. Then I brush my teeth with strawberry tooth paste.  
Then I say goodbye to my mom and dad and go on the big 
yellow bus. 
Makynli Green
1st Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Penguins

Penguins can camouflage and swim.  They are smart and 
flightless.  Penguins have eggs and nest for their eggs.
Caleb Reyes-Perez
1st Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

My Fun Snow Day

When we had a snow day, I had so much fun. I woke up and looked out the window. 
I saw snow falling. I said, “Wheeee!” I made a  colorful snowman. He was great big. 
Then I went inside and got warm. We sat near the warm fire. I hope we have anoth-
er day soon!
Makena Radford
1st Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary



Ava Cooper
Grade Two



Spring

Fragile, hard
Breaks, splats, cracks

Always cracks on concrete
Eggs

Charlotte Martin
2nd Grade

Fremont STARS Elementary

Spring

Furry, happy
Hopping, decorating, smiling

Hopping in our yard
Easter Bunny
Anna Benton

2nd Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

The Mystery at Disney World

Chapter 1:
Once upon a time there was a mouse named Mickey.  When he was 7 years old, he wanted to be a detec-
tive.  In school, Mickey met some new friends named Minnie, Daisy, and Donald.  They wanted to be detec-
tives too.  They all lived in Disney World.
Chapter 2:
Mickey said, “Do you want to be a detective with me?”  They all said yes.  Then, they went to college.  There 
was a cat named Pete.  He was a very rude cat.  One day in college they took a field trip to Magic Kingdom.
Chapter 3:
Pete got out of line when no one was looking and took some fireworks.  He took them in front of Cinderella’s 
castle.  Pete started shooting fireworks and the castle fell down and everybody heard it.
Chapter 4:
Mickey, Donald, Daisy, and Minnie were riding the Seven Dwarfs Mine Train and when they got to the top of 
the mine they saw Cinderella’s castle fall down.  They did not know who was doing it.  When they got off of 
the ride, they went to Rapunzel’s tower.  There was ashes, cat prints, and balls of yarn.  Daisy handed Mickey 
his magnifying glass.  Minnie helped Mickey and Donald look for more of the same clues.
Chapter 5:
They found Pete and called the cops.  They built all the towers again and locked Pete in Rapunzel’s tower for 
the rest of his life.  He ate fish sandwiches and fish ice cream.  And they lived happily ever after!

Weston Pittman
2nd Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary



Addison West
Grade Three



Visit the Fremont Daffodil Festival

The Daffodil Festival on March 31 is a fun day you don’t want to 
miss.  First of all, there is face painting.  Last year, I got my face 
painted like a lady bug.  Also, there are performances on stage.  
Sometimes, students from Fremont Stars sing and perform from 
their play.  Lastly, there is great food.  I usually get a caramel 
apple.  For a little spring time fun in March, the Daffodil Festival 
is worth a visit!
        
Lexie Valdiviezo
3rd Grade 
Fremont STARS Elementary
          

Soccer and softball played in the sunshine
Pretty flowers everywhere
Really fantastic daffodils
Interesting trees
Neat flowers and plants
Gathering with friends and family

Lena Graham
3rd Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Blocks
Red, blue

Building, connecting, falling
Making your day fun

Legos.

Jason Jennings, Jr.
3rd Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary



Samuel Lassiter
Grade Four



Marlene Miguel
Grade Four



Hobby Cinquain

Legos
Spectacular

You can never get bored
I build Legos in my spare time

Based themes

Janeson Steele
4th Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Selfie Diamante

Kaytelynn
Smart, Artistic

Playing, coloring, singing
Always ready to learn

Skating, reading, dancing
Fun, caring

Girl

Kaytelynn Smith
4th grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Season Cinquain

Summer
Fun vacation

Playing in the big pool
At the beach we can go swimming

Hot days

Andrea Sosa-Balbuena
4th grade
Fremont STARS Elementary



Iditarod

It’s a big race held every year
Dogs are very important to the mushers and the team
Icy trails and snow
Terrible winds and cold temperatures
Anchorage, Alaska to Nome, Alaska
Routes can be Northern or  Southern
Over hills and through trees
Dogs wear special gear and booties

Antwain Grantham
5th Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary

Choking in the Dust

 I am living in the dust bowl.  I live in Oklahoma.  Over these years I have suffered hun-
ger, colds, thirst, and so much more.  Lots of people have died from dust pneumonia.  Many 
people have lost their farms and jobs.  Many people’s crops and animals have died from the 
dust and drought.  The dust makes it almost 
impossible to do anything.  The dust…….the suffering…..this is my life in the dust bowl.

Naomi Nelson
5th Grade
Fremont STARS Elementary
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Patrice Baptise
Grade Nine
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Ni'kyria Carroll
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Jorden Farrow
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Fallen “Soldier”

By Korrie McEachern (Senior), Jhazmine Lassiter (Senior), Shy Franklin (Senior), 
Christina Richardson (Senior), and Kyla Greenfield (Sophomore)

Desconte Bryant would have been a senior at Goldsboro High School this year. He would have 
worn his dress blues and competed in Drill Team competitions. He would have performed a 
moment of silence during the morning announcements. He would have done all those things 
if he hadn’t been gunned down last Memorial Day.

When we close our eyes, we can still see him — his perfectly pressed, deep blue ROTC uni-
form; the way he held his rifle or saluted at attention; how light bounced off the medals 
pinned to his chest. We can see the person who would help any and everybody that seemed 
to be struggling. That’s just who he was.

But when Aprile Hatch thinks about her son, she sees bullet holes on the back of that same 
military jacket and a blood-stained front porch. She hears gunshots, screams, a ventilator, 
and his final breath.

That’s not the way that a mother should have to remember her child. That’s not the way we 
should have to remember the friend we shared so many fun and valuable moments with.
So we won’t. His life was more than how it ended. These words are how his life should be 
remembered.

POSITIVE. JOYFUL. SUPPORTIVE. MEANINGFUL. POWERFUL. ENCOURAGING. WORTHWHILE.
We write them big because to us, Desconte was larger than life. And to those of us he left be-
hind the night he was shot to death on his front porch, he still is.
Aprile’s earliest memories of her son are of a “big baby” — a “good boy” who was “mature” 
and “clingy.”

But the GHS student body will remember him for his commitment to the JROTC program.
“He doesn’t like sports. I could not get him to play a sport for anything. So I said, ‘Honey, you 
need to do something. I don’t care if you get on the debate team, the chess team. I don’t care 
what you do, but you need to do something,’” Aprile told the Pride. “When he got his sched-
ule, JROTC was in there. He asked me, ‘What is that?’ So I told him what it was and he said, 
‘That’s fine,’ because he wanted to go into the military. He wanted to be in the Marine Corps.
 I told him, ‘JROTC is the place to start.’”

But he wasn’t always the confident leader we saw walking up and down the halls or the kid 
who could do things with his rifle that most people couldn’t even imagine. In the beginning, 
Aprile said, JROTC scared him.



“He couldn’t remember the creed. He was crying and he said, ‘Ma, I can’t do it.’ I said, ‘Yes 
you can. You will,’” she said.

Being the best cadet became an obsession.

“We worked on that creed. Oh my god, we worked on that creed. I can just see it. We’d be in 
the house and I would scream across the room, ‘Desconte, what does the cadet creed say?’ 
When he got in class, he was the first one to remember it. There was no stopping him after 
that,” Aprile told the Pride. “It was the Drill Team, the Rifle Team, the Saber Team, the Color 
Guard. He’s come a long way. He really has. And I’m really, really proud of him.”

And life in the program made him a better human being, brother, son, and friend.

“He was very, very mature. He was always helping his brother with his homework. He’d help 
me cook. At a very young age, I had to teach my children how to stay home by themselves 
because it was just us,” Aprile said.  “He was the mature one in the house. He held every-
thing down. You couldn’t even get him to leave the house unless he was coming to school or 
stayin’ after school to do something with JROTC.”

So although it’s tragic, it’s almost fitting that the night he died, he had dedicated every 
moment of the day until the shooting to his passion.

“He went to the parade earlier that day — the Memorial Day parade. I was at work and he 
called me probably about 9:15 that night. He told me he was at the Dillard Alumni building. 
He was going to work there for them. I said, ‘OK. That’s fine,’” Aprile said.

So when she got off work after midnight and he still wasn’t home, she wasn’t worried. He 
would be there soon, she thought.

And then, the unthinkable happened.

“Me and my youngest son were in the kitchen eating. All of a sudden, we heard gunshots. It 
was off in the distance so we didn’t really pay it no mind. It was probably about six seconds 
later, we heard gunshots at my front door — just tearing up my house,” Aprile said. “Bullets 
were tearing up my windows, flying through the walls. Me and my youngest son, of course, 
we duck and cover. After the gunshots stopped, we could hear ‘em going up the street. You 
could hear two different guns going off.”

For the next few moments, they sat there in shock.



“We were still in shock and we just happened to hear somebody on my front porch. They 
were moaning. You could tell they was bleeding because you could hear gurgling. They was 
gasping for air,” Aprile told the Pride. “So I told my youngest son to go get my phone so I 
could dial 911. I told them they need to come to my apartment — that my apartment’s been 
shot up and I don’t know what happened, but somebody on my porch was hurt.”

She had no idea that the real shock was waiting for her on the front porch.

“I guess he felt bad for whoever was on the porch — it sounded like they was in pain — so 
my youngest son walked up to the window and that’s when he seen Desconte. He started 
screaming. That’s when he ran out the door,” Aprile said. “I tried to catch him and when I 
opened up my screen door, that’s when I seen Desconte on the porch in his ROTC suit. I seen 
blood everywhere. Everywhere.”

She didn’t know what to do.

“Finally, I just stepped outside. I couldn’t do nothing but get on my hands and knees and 
touch him and tell him to breathe and focus. He looked like he was trying to fight with every 
breath to survive,” Aprile said. “He would pass out and I would shake him real hard. I’d tell 
him, ‘Wake up.’ He was fighting. He was. I’m just out there screaming, ‘Where is the 
ambulance.’”

Desconte had gunshot wounds on his back and head.

“It was just amazing that he didn’t die right then and there,” Aprile said.
Her son had always been a fighter, but what happened next still renders her speechless — 
and makes her emotional.

“He was trying to get up. The EMT had to tell him to be still,” Aprile told the Pride. “As the 
EMTs were taking him out, he saluted one of his best friends — the one who brought him 
home that night. I just couldn’t believe that. I wouldn’t believe it now if I hadn’t seen it.”
Desconte died that morning at 10:34. It was Memorial Day. April finds irony in the timing.
“He was looking to die in the military,” she said. “Not on his front porch.”

She gets by the best she can, but she sees his face every day. She misses the young man who 
loved to cook — the kid who “held it down” at home while she worked. And she leans on the 
people who loved him so much, his classmates, for support as what would have been her 
son’s senior year unfolds.



“My son has a lot of supporters. There’s respect and love. If it wasn’t for these kids, I would be 
broken. They are everything to me. So, I’m still a proud mama. These kids, they are my lifeline. 
They are my link to Desconte,” Aprile said. “But it’s not easy. The hardest thing was making 
the decision to cut off his ventilator. Who wants to lose their child at the hand of someone 
else. You never think in your wildest dreams that you’re going to lose your child like that. It’s 
still a shocker to me now. It’s hard for me to believe. I want to tell myself every day that he’s 
over there at (a friend’s) house. He’s not gone. That’s what I want to tell myself. But as a
 realist, I know he’s gone. And it hurts. It hurts every single day.”

Aprile isn’t the only one hurting. Desconte’s story is something that will never be forgotten 
and will continue to be told by all the people that love him truly and dearly. And even though 
his life was cut short, there are goals that he has set forth for all of the lives that he has
 impacted while he was with us.

So his classmates are on a mission this year to make sure Desconte is never forgotten. So is his 
ROTC instructor Col. Inman.

“Desconte was the most disciplined and focused cadet that we had in the program. He was 
just a natural leader. We really respect what he did for the program and what he meant to the 
school,” he told the Pride. “He was always there.”

So when he heard about Desconte’s death, it was “the worst day of my life,” he said.
Classmate Jalin Barnes agrees.

“He was a great kid,” he said. “As far as Drill, Rifles, and Color Guard, he was the most 
amazing classmate I’ve known in my life. I was upset most of all because I found out that a 
fellow comrade had died. It was a hard thing to find out. But you have to realize that he is 
gone but he is not forgotten.”

His classmate, Tawana Richardson, was not only close to him, she and her older sister, Chris-
tina, were part of his family.

“I remember the first time we met. We were all play fighting. I thought he was listening to 
music trying to walk out of the range, but he scooped me up with one hand and dragged me 
out of the range,” Tawana said. “He was just a great influence on kids. Other people looked 
up to him. Rifle, Color Guard, and Drill Team looked up to him. And I know I did.”

And because she and her sister were so close to the family, his death hit them hard — and 
still does.



“My heart just gave up on me and it was crazy,” Tawana told the Pride. “At first, I thought, 
‘He’s too strong for this. He will make it. It was a little shot he will be fine.’ But the next day 
when we went to the hospital, things were more intense. When I got the news that he was 
gone, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I started to cry.”

So when the JROTC put Desconte’s uniform on display inside its building and made dog tags 
for the students with his name on them, it gave her some peace.

“Everyday I walk by his uniform. I give him a hug or a kiss and let him know that I don’t
 forget about him. I wear him around my neck everyday,” Tawana said.

And when, tonight, city leaders, law enforcement, family, and friends come together at 
Desconte’s house to honor his memory — and to vow to bring his shooter to justice — she, 
like so many other GHS students who loved our friend, will be there.

“I make sure that I don’t forget about him,” Tawana told the Pride. “Something like that is 
unforgettable.”



Seventeen Reasons Why
By Tiana Eason (Junior) and Awnya Greenfield (Senior)

Aryianah King walked out for her father — for the fatal gunshot wounds to the head and 
chest he suffered inside a convenience store October 23, 2017.
“Seeing him lying down in a box … was traumatic for me,” she said. “So for me to speak out 
on (gun violence) gives me inner-peace and gives me a voice.”
Christina and Tawana Richardson left their classrooms for Desconte Bryant — a friend and 
classmate who would be graduating this year if a gunman hadn’t riddled his body with 
bullets last May.
Each of the several hundred Goldsboro High School students who made their way to the 
football field Wednesday morning had a reason for doing so. Some were just more comfort-
able talking about theirs than others.
We don’t look like the Stoneman Douglas High School students who lost their friends, teach-
ers, and coaches when Nikolas Cruz did what he did on Valentine’s Day. We don’t come 
from the same kinds of neighborhoods. We didn’t know Alyssa Alhadeff, Scott Beigel, Martin 
Duque Anguiano, Nicholas Dworet, Aaron Feis, Jamie Guttenberg, Chris Hixon, Luke Hoyer, 
Cara Loughran, Gina Montalto, Joaquin Oliver, Alaina Petty, Meadow Pollack, Helena Ramsay, 
Alex Schachter, Carmen Schentrap, or Peter Wang.
But we lowered our heads and said a prayer for them this morning.
And back in our classrooms, we talked about our own experiences with guns and mental 
illness — and how easy it was for the shooter to get his hands on an assault rifle.
Prophet DeVaughn’s big takeaway was what he sees as a lack of gun control in the United 
States.
“The government needs to tighten up on how easy it is to buy a weapon,” he said. “For ex-
ample in some states in the country you can go buy a handgun at the age of sixteen. No one 
at that age should own a gun.”
And Awyna Greenfield said the shooting made her think about bullying and how out of con-
trol people act on social media.
So no, we don’t look like those kids in Florida. We don’t go to a school that’s considered 
one of the best in the country. But Shy Franklin noted that gun violence isn’t about race or 
wealth.
“I don’t feel like this world is safe for anyone of any race because of gun violence and I don’t 
think that Goldsboro is a safe place either,” she said. “There’s two people that I know and 
that I was close with that have been gunned down and it hurts to know that people out here 
are hurting and they have to go around hurting innocent people.”
So Shy and her classmates braved the cold for those seventeen minutes and watched the 
Student Government Association release a red balloon each minute — one for every victim 
of this latest horror.
Prophet’s hope is that “those seventeen minutes could and will have a huge impact on not 



just the lives of the families that lost these people, but hopefully on the entire nation.”
“Each heart-shaped balloon represented each soul that was released on that tragic day. As 
the balloons floated away, I just couldn’t help but see it as the souls of those victims moving 
on and finding peace beyond this world.”
Now, it’s up to us to ensure peace in this one.
“It’s as if those gunshots still keep ringing in my ear and it’s a sound that makes me more 
scared than ever,” Tatiana Eason said. “More than 100 people a day are killed by a gun in the 
hands of somebody who has a cold mission.”
Tawana agrees.
“Looking in on the situation this wasn’t just another ‘white kid problem.’ This was anoth-
er school and another victim after victim after victim after victim. How many more victims 
before it actually stops? Not for one year. Not for five years. Not for twenty. Forever,” she 
said. “The bullying, the teasing, everything needs to stop. But the most important thing that 
needs to stop is asking ‘why’ when everyone knows what happened and why it happened. I 
will never try to justify this traumatic situation, but I will say that it is a two-way street. This 
isn’t the first school shooting that has moved us, but my question is why is this the first to be 
politically touched on?
“As you look into the whole situation you can see that they are referring back to Sandy Hook 
and all other school shootings but what I don’t get is, what was done to stop it? No. What 
was done to prevent it? Something that should of never happened did and now look. The 
(lawmakers) say it was a tragedy. They say it was never supposed to happen. They say that 
they are sorry. But what did you do to help? A sorry isn’t going to bring a life back.”



When Kindness Takes Flight
By Shy Franklin (Senior)

Goldsboro High School math teacher Kyree Bethel wasn’t looking for attention. He just want-
ed to do something nice for a student who comes into his classroom every morning.
But when the GHS Pride crew heard that Bethel was going to give a pair of Air Jordan basket-
ball shoes to a young man who has always dreamed about lacing up those particular sneak-
ers, we wanted to document the moment.

Justin, the student on the receiving end, didn’t disappoint. His reaction brought many in the 
room to tears.

“Jordans,” he said, his lips giving way to a wide smile. “Size twelve.”
But those of us who witnessed the moments that followed — Justin kicking off his shoes 
and lacing up his new black and red Jordans — weren’t the only ones with tears in our eyes. 
Bethel choked up, too.

“It was unreal. It leaves you speechless,” he told the Pride. “It really was touching. I couldn’t 
look at him but for so long because I didn’t want to tear up.”

So what prompted this random act of kindness?

“Justin’s a good guy, man. I know despite everything he goes through, he still comes to 
school with a smile on his face,” Bethel said. “He comes into my room every day and he al-
ways asks me about my shoes.”

But Bethel understands that Justin might never be able to afford a pair of his own. And he 
knows that because of his pre-teaching experience as a semi-pro basketball player who 
played overseas, students across GHS know him as the guy who can ball — and the guy who 
has an amazing collection of Jordans. So he seized the opportunity to give back.

“My main thing is wanting to making a difference in somebody’s life, so I figured he can have 
his first pair of Jordans from me,” Bethel told the Pride. “I know that’s something that kid will 
never forget. He’ll remember this for the rest of his life.”

But the moving moment was not only confined to Bethel’s classroom. The Pride posted a 
video of Justin’s reaction on the GHS _Cougars Twitter feed and the post went viral. And then, 
the unthinkable happened. Michael Jordan’s verified Twitter account commented under-
neath the video.



Bethel is still floored that a seemingly small act of kindness has taken so many people aback. 
But he’s glad it did.

“I didn’t know it would get that far, but I’m glad it did,” he said. “It’s a blessing to me, to GHS, 
and to Justin and his family. I was fortunate enough to be able to give back. For it to blow up 
like this, it’s a wonderful feeling.”

was that I was never going to be OK. I was in tears. My life was torn into pieces. I wouldn’t 
eat. I couldn’t sleep. My mother kept doing what she was doing and I was alone, in my own 
little world. In many ways, I still am.

But I have another reason to come to the “Pink Out” Thursday night. It’s not just to remem-
ber — and mourn — my grandmother again, but to fight alongside my other grandmother, 
Laura Fuller. Thankfully, she’s still with us today, but she’s fighting the same disease. She has 
always been beside me, since I was little, so tomorrow night, I’ll be beside her.

I believe that my other grandmother will be there, too — in spirit. And hopefully, when I 
graduate, my grandma will see me from Heaven. I want to make her proud. And I want to 
feel that same warm feeling I used to get when she was smiling when I would come through 
the door.

Everybody touched by cancer has their own story and none of them are exactly the same. 
Nobody saw what I saw. I saw a bright light that will always push away the shadows that I 
used to get when I was younger and nobody can ever take that away from me — not as long 
as I live — and no one could ever replace her.

I hope to see all of you at the “Pink Out” so that we can raise enough money to end breast 
cancer once and for all. I don’t want anyone to have to go through what I went through. And 
I want my grandma to know that I won’t stop fighting until 
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Fight Night
By Tiana Eason (Junior), Awnya Greenfield (Senior), and Prophet DeVaughn (Freshman)

Thursday night, the Goldsboro High School gymnasium will host three basketball games against Midway, but 
something bigger than sports is set to take place, too — a “Pink Out” to raise awareness about breast cancer 
and raise money for the Kay Yow Cancer Fund.
The young men and women on our junior varsity and varsity teams always play for the Cougars. But tomor-
row, they will “Play4Kay.”
So who is Kay Yow? A Hall of Fame women’s basketball coach who sat at the end of the North Carolina State 
University bench from 1975 to 2009, Coach Yow became an inspiration to women around the world during 
her battle with cancer. Sure, during her career, she is credited with leading the Lady Wolfpack to more than 
700 wins, 20 appearances in the NCAA Tournament, and a berth in the Final Four in 1988. But coaching a 
college team and during the Olympic Games and being inducted into the Naismith Memorial Basketball Hall 
of Fame is only part of her story.
Her long battle with breast cancer and her efforts to promote research and raise awareness about the dis-
ease made her a global celebrity. And since the Kay Yow Cancer Fund was created in 2007, millions of dollars 
have been raised so that those, like Coach Yow, who lost their fights, did not do so in vain.
Hundreds of people are expected to show up to GHS tomorrow to participate in this amazing event. Pride 
journalist Tatiana Eason is one of them. Her reason for doing so, as you will read below, is personal.

I can still picture the small house that we lived in — how when I came home from school, I could smell what 
she was cooking for dinner.
I can still see her sitting on her chair and saying, “Hello, Baby. How was school?”
I remember how she would make me laugh when I was having a bad day — how she always seemed to bring 
smiles to my face when I needed it.
I miss those things now that she’s gone.
Because like so many people touched by cancer, I relive the moment that I heard about my grandmother’s 
passing. I don’t think I’ll ever get over it. Just writing this makes me really emotional.
To me, Melanie Holmes was more than a woman who was born in October 23, 1955 — a Dillard High School 
graduate and somebody who obtained her secretary license. She was like a second mother to me. She was 
the only person I could talk to about the really hard stuff I was going through, like depression. She was there 
for me when my mother couldn’t be because she was always on drugs. She was something special — some-
thing I can’t ever replace.
That moment I knew that she passed away made my whole world crash. She was my role model. So the day 
we went to see her in a casket, I went through so many emotions.
People told me to keep my head up and that everything would be OK, but the real truth behind it all was 
that I was never going to be OK. I was in tears. My life was torn into pieces. I wouldn’t eat. I couldn’t sleep. 
My mother kept doing what she was doing and I was alone, in my own little world. In many ways, I still am.
But I have another reason to come to the “Pink Out” Thursday night. It’s not just to remember — and mourn 
— my grandmother again, but to fight alongside my other grandmother, Laura Fuller. Thankfully, she’s still 
with us today, but she’s fighting the same disease. She has always been beside me, since I was little, so to-
morrow night, I’ll be beside her.
I believe that my other grandmother will be there, too — in spirit. And hopefully, when I graduate, my 
grandma will see me from Heaven. I want to make her proud. And I want to feel that same warm feeling I 
used to get when she was smiling when I would come through the door.
Everybody touched by cancer has their own story and none of them are exactly the same. Nobody saw what 
I saw. I saw a bright light that will always push away the shadows that I used to get when I was younger and 
nobody can ever take that away from me — not as long as I live — and no one could ever replace her.
I hope to see all of you at the “Pink Out” so that we can raise enough money to end breast cancer once and 
for all. I don’t want anyone to have to go through what I went through. And I want my grandma to know that 
I won’t stop fighting until I honor her memory by doing my part to put an end to all the pain this disease 
causes.



Genius Hour Project
Ugly Fruit & Vegetables

By Katherine Pelt (Junior)

Ugly fruits and vegetables are wasted all the time and thrown out because they don’t meet beauty 
expectations. They may not be pretty, but they’re still perfectly fresh, tasty and nutritious and there are 
lots of efforts to keep these cosmetically challenged foods from landing in the landfill because they don’t 
meet retailer’s beauty standards. About 25% of produce is wasted in the U.S. even before it reaches the 
grocery store. We toss out enough food to fill 44 skyscrapers each year and the food thrown out could be 
used to feed people who have no food and are hungry and maybe given to people who like ugly fruit and 
vegetables.

     “The demand for ‘perfect’ fruit and vegetables means much is discarded, damaging the climate and 
leaving people hungry.” Americans throw away as much food as we eat, because of a “cult of perfection, 
deepening hunger, poverty, and wasting food for it to rot and causing a toll on the environment.” Vast 
quantities of produce grown in the US are left in a field to rot, are fed to livestock or hauled to the landfill 
because of unrealistic and unyielding cosmetic standards.
 
My Plan is to be that 1% ugly fruit. What I mean is I plan to save the ugly fruit and vegetables usually 
wasted and give it to soup kitchens, people who need food and whoever could make use of the food as 
long as it is not wasted. Some of the ugly fruit may come from my own personal garden if I have any and I 
plan to give other normal veggies away too, but I will also collect from stores who may not keep fruit and 
veggie misfits.
 
My plan to work as the 1% ugly fruit is still a work in progress and I have been working so far to save 
rejected fruit and veggies to eat and give to some neighbors. One example of my progress is when we got 
weirdly shaped strawberries that looked like fingers and had very large leaves, we decided not to throw 
them out and eat them and share some of them with others even though the people we shared them with 
also questioned the appearance of the strawberries. I plan to continue this project in hopes of encouraging 
others to not waste grown veggies and fruits and to share the news with everyone.



Tierra Williamson Goldsboro High School

 I stood in the center of my room, arms crossed, looking out the window. It was nearly 9:00 PM and 
it had been snowing for almost an hour. I loved the snow. In North Carolina even an inch of snow got school 
cancelled and so far my middle school had been closed for two days. This also meant a break from my older 
sisters infamous straightening and taming of my hair since the snow meant you stayed indoors. The snow 
was an event. A holiday.
 Snow wasn't rare for me, but I could admire the novelty of it. It only came during winter and left right 
after. Everything stopped for the snow while it emerged quietly and left the same way. It seemed to exist 
only on its own terms and that was something to be admired to me.  Every year I found myself consumed 
by it. After wrapping myself up in a frenzied layer of coats and socks, I snuck out the door. On my way out I 
passed my neighbor Ms. Nikki.
She asked me with hands perched on her hips if my mother knew I was outside and if I knew how cold it 
was. I was tempted to ask her the same question as she was currently standing in her doorway wearing 
nothing but Sponge Bob night pants and a tank top. I decided against back talking her because then she 
would just knock on my door and ruin my plans. Her front door was wide open and her boyfriend sat on the 
couch begging her to close the door and let my desire to freeze be my own business. She of course ignored 
him, waving her hand passively. I pointed to my front yard. “It's snowing out Miss Nikki. I'm just going to go 
watch it my mom don’t mind.” I spoke slowly still pointing at the falling snow.
She looked unconvinced but I continued walking anyways. My feet crunched against the ground as I 
marched through the growing mountain of snow. I easily found a spot in front of my window unmarked with 
footprints and bike marks. I sat down and looked upwards at my house before falling back causing a puff 
of white to expel around me as I lay there. The snow continued to fall and I looked up into the streetlight. I 
wondered if I’d ever get tired of the snow if one day it would become less special. I felt submerged.
The flakes stuck to my lashes and dark hair. It was so cold that no one was out and for the first time I felt 
a sudden calmness. I let the silence of snowfall engulf me and welcomed the rare experience I never had 
growing up with eight siblings. It was so quiet that everything felt loud. I became aware and thought may-
be even the soundless snowfall wasn't so quiet. I clamped my teeth together not wanting the chattering to 
scare the snow away. Ironically, the cold felt like a warm blanket, like someone had thrown a quilt over my 
head.  
 I realized that my earlier thought of being consumed by the snow figuratively had become a reality as 
I found myself slowly being submerged. The thought of being buried didn't seem so bad for some reason.  I 
felt as if I was being baptized. I stuck my tongue out to catch some of the snowflakes and laughed at myself 
as they melted. I should've been concerned about the possibility of frostbite and hypothermia but I thought 
I was immune. I was the snow!  Suddenly my mother’s shrill dramatic voice cut through the air.
I felt as if someone had thrown ice water on me. Her voice snatched me from the ground. Her bedroom 
window was wide open and she glared down at me. “What is wrong with you! Its subzero weather and 
you're out making snow angels. Get in here! Now.” Her light brown hair was a mess and she looked like the 
exact definition of a frenzied mother. I started to tell her I wasn't making snow angels, but I figured she was 
mad enough. She slammed her window shut, but I could still hear grumbling about me catching pneumonia 
and my asthma.
The quiet soon started its own retreat. I became aware of the sound of a television not so far away and an 
argument between a couple down the street.  My mom was waiting for me at the front door looking 
annoyed and amused. She knew how much I appreciated the snow but as she’d told me before she 
appreciated me alive more. I tried to avoid her gaze as I stood before her. I felt as if judgement day had 
arrived. She stared long enough that I was forced to look up at her and I tried for a smile. She shook her 
head and instructed me to go take off my now-soaked clothes. The snow that piled atop me outside had 
turned into a puddle on the wooden floors. I went back to my room quickly, happy I’d gotten away unpun-
ished. In bed I could hear my mom telling my dad what I’d done over the phone. I knew he was probably 
laughing. If he’d been home instead of at work he most likely would have helped me bundle up.
I kept my window open a bit and watched as snowflakes flew into my room. I stuck my hand out hoping to 
catch one. When one finally landed in my open palm it was a tiny puddle of water.
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Le’Nya Brown
Kindergarten



Marilyn Rodriguez
Kindergarten



I like to plant flowers during the spring. My flowers need water and sun to grow. I love the 
spring time!

Sophia Gregory
Kindergarten
Grantham Elementary School

I like to play in the garden.  I like to play catch with my sister and freeze-tag with my mom.
 
Camila Santos
Kindergarten
Grantham Elementary School

On spring break I am  going to give my mom a flower.  On spring break I am going to a Easter 
party.
 
 
 
Devonzo Hardy
Kindergarten
Grantham Elementary School



Marielle Johnson
Grade One



Ismael Hernandez
Grade One



Izabelle Huerta
Grade One



Baseball

 I like to play baseball at home because I like to practice hitting the ball far across the 
yard.  I run from base to base so I don’t get out and make a home run.  Then I pitch the ball 
to the other team and I make it hard for them to hit the ball.

Hayden Garrison
Grade 1
Grantham Elementary School

The Little Queen

 Once upon a time there lived a queen and her name was Maddie. She had a dog 
named Lily. Lily was a very sweet dog but she was just a puppy. Lily was cute as pie! Maddie 
loved her puppy and they did everything together. They painted together and played music 
too. They slid, sang, and spinned around and around. One day the queen found a man and 
fell in love. The man’s name was Chad. Maddie and Chad got married and had a little boy. His 
name was Whalen.  Whalen loved to play with his rattle when he was four months old. Lily 
liked to play with Whalen on the floor. Whalen turned one year old at last and they all lived 
happily ever after.

By: Addalee Denning
        Grade 1
       Grantham Elementary

 

My Pony

I love Moose.
He is special and he is nice.

I love to ride him and give him heart-shaped cookies.
He loves to play and run all around with his friends.

He is sweet and kind.
My sister Lindsey loves to ride him too.

                                                                                                                                        
Claire Nicole Thornton                                                                                                                                    

Grade 1                                                                                                                                  
Grantham Elementary



Molly Barrett
Grade Two



 Snowman

So I want to play in the snow!
“No,” my mom said. “It’s too cold!”
Our roof is covered in snow.
We need to get it off!
Mom tried to find the ladder but she couldn’t.
And I tried and I found it!
Now we can get the snow off and build a SNOWMAN!

Jacob Wilkins  
Grade 2
Grantham Elementary School

Adelie Penguins

 I am a zookeeper for Adelie penguins.  Adelie penguins live in Antarctica.  Adelie 
penguins are medium sized penguins.  They can grow to 2 feet tall and weigh 8 to 9 pounds.  
They are black and whitewith a white ring around their eyes.   They eat krill.  Their enemies 
are seals, killer whales, dogs, and cats.  They only lay one egg at a time.  Their nests are  
made out of stones.  The breed further south than any other bird. 

Azlyn Jones
Grade 2 
Grantham Elementary



Damaris Morales
Grade Three



Nicolas Faircloth
Grade Three



Dayana Garcia
Grade Three



For Crocodile Sake, Let’s Learn About Snakes!

 For crocodile sakes, let’s learn about snakes! Snakes, crocodiles, and turtles all survive 
by adapting to their ecosystem or environment.  They are all extraordinary reptiles that can 
be compared and contrasted in several ways.  There are many interesting facts about these 
reptiles eating habits.  An average crocodile eats fifty meals a year, which is 3,000 meals 
in an average crocodile’s lifetime.  Boas squeeze their prey until their blood stops flowing! 
Ouch! A python can swallow a whole entire leopard in one big gulp! In conclusion, I learned 
how alligators and crocodiles are different, how snakes are able to spit venom, and lizards 
can even fly!  Reptiles are creepily cool! 

 
Lauchlan Marcheski 
Grade 3 
Grantham Elementary School



Amelia Swiger
Grade Four



Chloe Sullivan
Grade Four



Adriana Sanchez Ruiz
Grade Four



USS NORTH CAROLINA BATTLESHIP
 
Battles in the sea
Attacks all our enemies
Tall, strong ship
Tight spaces for soldiers to live
Large ship sails out to sea
Explores the ocean blue
Shows its power in the sea
Haunted now by ghost of the past
Important part of our state
Prepared for the battles it fought

Syrus Tenney
Grade 4
Grantham Elementary

The Iron Pulse

     My story started at a nuclear reactor plant.  I was checking the inventory when I heard 
a BEEP, BEEP.  It was my boss on the intercom.  He said, “The reactor is going to explode.  
Run!”.  I ran to the exit, but it was locked.  Boom!  I woke up two days later on a table in the 
science lab.  They explained that I was injured so bad, they had to replace my human body 
parts with iron ones.  I could now shoot lasers from my hands.  No one could hurt me.  

     I was allowed to go outside the next day.  I saw a man running with a purse, giving himself 
away.  I extended my iron arm to stop the man when I realized my hands were iron circles.  
What was I going to do?  I couldn’t let this stop me from catching the thief.  My hands pulsed 
out a chain of circles.  I stopped the man with them and put him  in jail.  I returned the purse 
to its owner .  The Iron Pulse had saved the day!

Tyler Jones.
Grade 4
Grantham Elementary



Tales of a Fourth Grade Nothing

Fudge Trouble

Why is Fudge so hard to live with?  A question his big brother, Peter, asks himself often.  Well 
he has finally figured out why; he is a troublemaker, gets into everything, and is annoying. 
Peter’s brother, Fudge, is his biggest problem.  He is a big troublemaker and causes a lot of 
problems.  For instance, once he caused his dad to lose his job.  Fudge is always doing things 
he should not do and causes a lot of big problems.

Fudge also gets into everything!  He was always  going into Peter’s room and touching his 
things.  He was always messing with Peter’s pet turtle, Dribble, and Peter didn’t like it.  
Peter went as far as putting a lock on his door, but that did not keep Fudge out.  He 
destroyed Peter’s school project, and eventually ate his turtle.  Fudge once fell of the jungle 
gym and knocked his front teeth out because he would not listen to Peter.  

Above all, he is so annoying!  Whenever he gets a new toy, he aggravates Peter with it by 
making a lot of noise with it.  Fudge would always call Peter, Peetah.  This was annoying and 
embarrassing for Peter.  He would go into Peter’s room and make a mess, and Peter would 
have to clean it up.  Once he wouldn’t eat his food, so he was allowed to eat like a dog on 
the floor!  So annoying!!!

As you can see, Fudge is a troublemaker, gets into everything, and is annoying.  Peter sure 
has a difficult time with a brother like that.  

Anthony Herrera-Roblero
Grade 4
Grantham Elementary
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MaKenzie Proctor 
Grade Five 



Mylie Hatfield
 Grade Five 



 As I crept through the garden, I heard a cat hiss and felt the angry wind at my back.  
“You can do this,” I told myself.  My hands were shaking as I snapped the magical pumpkin 
from its vine.  “Hold right there,” came an angry voice from the darkness.  I started to run 
and the heavy pumpkin slipped from my grasp.  I got inside and slammed the door.  Out of 
breath, I stood with my back to the door.  I went and looked out the window.  I saw some-
thing floating.  It looked orange.  Then I realized it was the pumpkin that I had dropped.  It 
looked like a person under it.  ‘Oh, there is a person! Whew! I’m glad the pumpkin wasn’t 
floating.’  It seemed as if the pumpkin was thrown across the yard.

 I decided to go check it out.  Slowly, I opened the door and crept toward the pumpkin.  
I saw a man. So, I walked up to him and asked, “What are you doing?”  The man replied, “I’m 
trying to throw this pumpkin.”  “Why?” I asked.  “Because it is a bomb!” He announced, “It 
begins to glow twenty minutes before it explodes.”  “I’ll help you,” I said.  I grabbed the left 
side and he grabbed the right side.  Together, we picked it up.  Suddenly, the pumpkin started 
to glow red!  “Umm, what does this mean?” I asked nervously.  The man replied, “It’s about 
to really blow!  Drop it, quick! Run behind the shelter, quick. Hurry!”  

 Boom! Boom! Boom!  I peaked around the corner of the shelter and looked at my 
house.  It was still standing and okay.  But…. My garden was burnt! “Noooooo!” I cried.  All of 
my hard work was ruined.  As I stood there looking at the mess, I felt a tap on my 
shoulder.  “Thank you for your help,” said the man.  “Who are you anyway?” I asked.  “My 
name is Agent P.J. Sanders.  I work for the SSA.  Secret Spy Association.  Sorry, but that is all 
I can tell you.  I have to go now.  Maybe we will meet again. Good bye.”  As he hurried off, I 
scratched my head in wonder.  

 Leslie Weaver
  Grade 5,
 Grantham Middle School



My Savior

My savior was born in a humble stable,
He was not raised in a castle, although he was a king.

He died on a cross,
For us he was suffering.

Then he rose from the dead three days later.
He saved all of us,

That’s why I call him Savior.

Aubrey Hughes,
Grade 5,

 Grantham Middle School



Interview With A Scientist

 My mother is a Senior Quality Assurance Chemist.  She has worked in a chemistry lab 
for over thirty years.  She works in the pharmaceutical industry.  Her job requires running 
experiments she calls assays to make sure the drug product is correctly made and the results 
are within an acceptable range of specifications.  The testing is done under the rules and 
regulations of the Food and Drug Administration (FDA). The FDA makes sure all drugs manu-
factured and sold in the United States are safe and good for everyone.

 There are lots of different types of tests that are done in the laboratory: appearance/
description, hardness, dissolutions, impurities, potency assays, related substances, pH, 
titrations, Thin Layer Chromatography (TLC), Gas Chromatography (GC), Liquid 
Chromatography (LC), loss of drying (LOD), moisture, turbidity, osmolality…. There’s a very 
long list of tests.

 My mom uses a lot of items to complete her work.  There are different types of 
glassware that have different purposes.  Pipettes are used to transfer and deliver specific 
volumes of liquid.  She mixes solutions in beakers and volumetric flasks.  All of her glassware 
has to be Class A glassware to ensure the best accuracy.  There are stir plates to help mix 
solutions and balances for weighing.

 Other than glassware there are lots of different equipment and the equipment is c
alibrated regularly to make sure it is working properly.  There is no room for mistakes 
because if mistakes are made in the lab and not detected then it could be bad for the patient 
receiving the medicine.  Every part of the product is tested.  The raw material used to make 
the drugs is tested; the solution in the mixing tanks in production is tested, then after the 
solution is in the bottles it is tested again.  Once everything is tested and determined to be 
good the drugs are then released to the hospitals and doctors for usage in hospitals and your 
local drug store.

Dakota Glover,
Grade 5,
Grantham Middle School



Aubrey Denning 
Grade Six 



Maggie Woodard 
Grade Six 



Ranier Jeffers 
Grade Seven 



Charley Hollowell 
Grade Seven 



       
 

The 21st Century
 
                                                           Humanity more like insanity,
                                                           all of these protesters use too much profanity.
                                                           We need to take time for our nation,
                                                           if we don't we will have abomination.
 
                                                    5    Overseas people are fighting,
                                                          while NASA and space-X ships are igniting.
                                                          The NFL players kneel while,
                                                          kids in other countries don’t have a meal.
 
                                                          What about guns?
                                                  10    Should they be shunned?
                                                          The people in Florida are taking a stand,
                                                          the students and staff all have a plan.
 
                                                          Some people need to take a chance,
                                                          And show others some tolerance.
 
                                                  15    Most stars have a big audience,
                                                          they will make it obvious,
                                                          they will make it clear,
                                                          But the real world is still here.
 
                                                          Some poetry is a little boring,
                                                  20   so I spiced it up so you won’t be snoring.

                                                                                                                       Mckayln Hughes
                                                                                                                       Grantham Middle School
                                                                                                                        7th Grade

                                                                      
 



Elexa Wilburn 
Grade Eight 



Anthony Duke 
Grade Eight 



I Have the Power to Dream
It’s not only a time to celebrate
It’s a time to appreciate
Martin Luther King Jr. had a dream
That everyone, of any race or color
Could all get along and respect one another
If I can dream as big as he did
I wonder what’s in store
Will I deliver a speech that’ll help even more?
I’ll dream as big as he did
I’ll defy all odds and prove myself
 That I can do anything just like anyone else
 Rosa Parks refused to give up her seat
 She’s my role model because she didn’t face defeat
 They threw her in jail
 Left her to rot in a cell
 Only because she was different
The color of your skin shouldn’t justify your placemen
Now should it?
Discrimination was and still is the deterioration
Of this nation
Now people going crazy about “Black Lives Matter”
Instead we need a solid structure
All lives matter, colored or not
No one should be judged by the skin they got
I look up to all of the people who changed perspectives
They gave others courage when they never had it
 All of the artists, poets, musicians, everyone
I’d like to thank yon
Now I can set my goals high, and my dreams even higher
My future is bright and getting brighter
Now I know what it actually means 
To have the power to dream

 Kimberly Lee
 Grantham Middle School

 8th Grade
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Demari Leftdwrige
Grade Five 



Junk Boy
And All His Chubby Glory

 
It all started with a thirteen year old boy named Harold who lived in New York City.  Harold 
only ate junk food: pizza, candy, potato chips, milkshakes, ice cream and anything with lots of 
sugar.  He ate so much junk food he became really chubby, and the kids at school made fun 
of him. Getting bullied didn’t stop him from eating too much junk food though. One day, he 
ate a total of fifty pounds of food! The next day, he ate one hundred pounds, then the day 
after that, one hundred and fifty pounds!  Finally, on the fourth day, Harold ate two hundred 
pounds of food and grew to the size of four king sized beds! He was on the floor watching TV 
and suddenly felt a sharp pain run through his body. When he looked down he saw his hands 
were getting bigger, and turned into sausages. Harolds hair turned slimy and wiggly, when he 
looked into the mirror he saw it turned into gummy worms!  His face felt greasy and turned 
into pepperoni pizza. His arms became lollipops, and his legs became chocolate bars! Finally, 
his body became a huge jawbreaker and he grew to thirty feet tall and fifty feet wide. Every-
thing he ate made him bigger!

Harold was still shocked about what just happened and started to think about what he could 
do with his new size.  Finally, he decided that he would destroy everything healthy in the city. 
He would crush all of the gyms, exercise machines, and even the running tracks.  Then he 
would ruin all of the fruit and vegetable farms. No one would make fun of him if they were 
all chubby too and he would take over the city. He decided he would call himself “Junk Boy!”

As Junk Boy put his plan into action, he started with the neighborhood garden.  He ruined all 
of the healthy fruits and vegetables, forcing people to eat junk food, which will make all the 
people in the city become chubby, like he was. As he slowly conquered the city, he started to 
knock down all of the gyms.  Then he jumped and stomped on the running tracks so no one 
could use them. Junk Boy made all of the people become his minions and no one could stop 
him, well at least for now.

       Two years had passed, and the city was full of chubby, unhealthy people who were afraid 
of the terrifying Junk Boy.  Hidden in the outskirts of town, were five friends that witnessed 
Junk Boy destroy all the healthy things in the city.  The friends loved exercise, staying fit and 
eating healthy. They were very angry Junk Boy destroyed all the things they loved.  They 
knew fruits and vegetables were very important, so they saved everything they could and 
secretly grew them in a hidden yard.  For years, they tried to come up with a plan to stop 
Junk Boy and turn the city healthy again.

Finally, Todd the oldest guy in the group had an idea.  If junk food made Junk Boy bigger, 
then maybe healthy food could shrink him.  They came up with a plan to develop a special 
antidote made with fruits and vegetables.  The five friends worked day and night blending 
the healthy foods to be potent enough to shrink and defeat Junk Boy. When they were fin-
ished, they filled water guns with the antidote and set out to test their plan on Junk Boy’s 
minions.  

They pulled a minion into their hideout and shot him in the mouth with the antidote. The 
minion immediately started shrinking down to a normal, healthy human size. “It worked!” 
said the friends, now let's get as many minions as we can so they can help us take down 
Junk Boy.  The five boys split up and changed hundreds of minions, making them healthy and 
strong again. Now, it was time to face Junk Boy.
 



The boys gave everyone a water gun filled with the antidote to help take down Junk 
Boy.  They were all ready to fight. They surrounded Junk Boy who was too sluggish and tired 
to move quickly enough to stop all of the healthy people as they blasted him from every 
angle with the antidote.  It was actually a lot easier than the boys thought it was going to be. 
They immediately noticed Junk Boy turning back into a normal human. His gummy worms 
turned to normal hair, his face, hands and body also became normal again.  To the boys 
surprise, Harold actually ran to thank the boys for changing him back. He didn’t like being 
Junk Boy anymore. He promised he would help rebuild all of the farms, gyms and running 
tracks. Then, all of the people in the city promised they wouldn’t bully or make fun of people 
because of their size. They all lived “healthily” ever after.
 
Jaxsen Cox
Greenwood Middle School
5th grade



Moonlight
 

The moon shines bright
in the dark night sky

Then fades away
as if to say goodbye

 
When the grass grows green

between my toes
I watch butterfly wings
resemble flying bows

 
The ocean so deep

is filled with rain
So beautiful it is

could never cause you pain
 

We cannot turn away from nature
As it is such a great adventure.

 
Victoria Pearce
Greenwood Middle
5th Grade 



Why We Should Still Celebrate Black History Month
 
 Black History Month. The month of February, second month of the year. We should all 
know that, right? Well, my focus is why we should still celebrate this month, but to under-
stand that you will need to understand what Black History Month really is.
 
Over time African-Americans were oppressed through slavery and treated differently 
because they had darker skin. Many agreed with slavery while many did not. Some slaves 
escaped from slavery and didn’t look back or try to help others. Some slaves like Araminta 
Ross, escaped from slavery and went back many times to help any slaves who were trying 
to escape on the Underground Railroad. She was one of the most well known conductors of 
the Underground Railroad but you probably know her as Harriet Tubman. She escaped North 
in 1849 when she changed her name. Fourteen years later the Emancipation Proclamation, 
which freed Confederate State slaves, became official on the first of January in 1863. Slaves 
did not find out until June 19th of 1865. This is also known as Juneteenth. Finally, all slaves 
were free but were still being oppressed and there was still segregation. Most released 
slaves didn’t have any money. This caused hardship and the celebration for freedom soon 
became a fight for survival. Segregation upset many African-Americans and soon people like 
Rosa Parks, Jesse Jackson and Martin Luther King Jr.,  started making their mark and paving 
the way for successful African-Americans today. So still, what is Black History Month?
 
Many people have different opinions about what this month is about and why we should 
celebrate it. Some people think it is a time of year to celebrate the contributions black 
people have made to America. For an example the inventor of the digital cell phone was 
Jesse Eugene Russell. Some people think that it is an observance or celebration of black 
history and the achievements of African-Americans over time. To me, Black History Month 
is the month that we celebrate and honor the people who have helped African-Americans 
in the struggle for liberation. Black History Month is also a celebration of African-American 
firsts. Some of these firsts include; Hiram Revels who was the first African-American to serve 
in the United States Senate, Thurgood Marshall, the first African-American Supreme Court 
Justice and Misty Copeland who was the first African-American woman to be an ABT 
principal dancer in 2015! As you can see Black History is still being made! We should still 
celebrate this month because those people are important and without most of them we 
probably wouldn’t go to school or work with people of a different race. Black History Month 
can mean lots of different things to lots of different people but the main thing is that Black 
History Month is a month to recognize the African-American people who helped the world 
succeed. It is also a month to be thankful for my African-American forefathers who helped 
pave the way for me.
 
Jadyn Reid
Greenwood Middle School
5th Grade 



Antonio Jackson
Grade Six 



Dreaming
 

Dreams are made of things you want to do.
Made of things you want to see.

But of course the dreams will disappear...
Dancing off into the back of your mind
The back of your memories to forget.

Just to keep safe...
But if your lucky dreams come back to remind you of the 

good times,
The bad times,
The sad times.

Dreams are meant to help you, encourage you and...
Inspire

 
 

S’Navah Clark
6th Grade

Greenwood Middle School



The Missing Slave

 My sister and I are identical twins. Her name is Clara and I am Diana. We have lived on 
the Travis slave plantation our whole lives. Out parents died when we were six so our moms 
best friend has taken care of us since then. Her name is Ruth Gale. Today is a horrible day, as 
we are being sold! Clara has already gone, and I am next. “ Step right up here, Miss!” said the 
trader. “Sold! To the blue suit in the back!” he finished. Oh no! Clara was sold to the green 
suit in the front! Clara finally realized what this meant.  

 As soon as I arrived to the new plantation, I made the decision to run away and find 
Clara. “At midnight.” I decided in my scheming mind. One thing I hadn't noticed, was that as I 
left, Steve, the head person in charge, saw me!

 I went to a farmers market where I found out about the Underground Railroad. So I 
decided to go and maybe they could help my sister and I escape. “I will go to New Orleans.
Maybe she is there,” I thought. Just as I  was getting ready to go, I felt a strong hand grip my 
shoulder…. It was Steve! He was going to whip me! Just as he raised his hand, I saw what 
could only be described as a miracle! A lady was motioning for me to come with her, so I 
ducked just in time to miss the hit. She yelled, “Go into that bush over there! I will hold them 
up!” I did as she instructed.  Upon my arrival, I learned that the lady who saved me was 
Harriet Tubman. “Harriet Tubman?” I thought. “What a strange name for a lady.” Harriet 
came in behind me and said, “ Welcome to the Underground Railroad, a system of secrete 
routes to help slaves escape. So, what are you here for anyway?” She asked quizzically. “I 
need help finding my sister. Have you seen her?” I asked. “I saw a young lady and a guy come 
through here but they didn't stay long.” said Harriet. I started to get excited. ”Did they say 
where they were going?” I asked. Harriet said in a sad tone, “No.”

 It had been three years and I  was still looking for Clara. Harriet helped a lot, but she 
wasn't always clear. While in New Orleans, I saw a lady with a carriage looking at me. It was 
Clara! We sprinted into eachothers arms for the embrace I could only imagine for so long! 
When we got back to her house I saw a guy and a little girl. “Who is this?” I asked, and found 
out it was John, Clara's husband, and Diana, her child. We moved to Boston to live the rest of 
our happy and liberated lives together.
 
Katelynn Harrison
Greenwood Middle School
6th Grade



   My Week of Slavery
 
 A hot and muggy morning it was in South Carolina where I, my brother, mother, and 
father stood being ready to be sold. We were separated one by one. It was my dad first, and 
then my mom. Now it was my turn to leave my family forever and probably never see their 
loving faces again. Instead of a ride under a nice and cool shade, I was forced to walk all the 
way to the plantation. The tight, hot chains scorched my skin and left harsh marks. Finally, I 
reached the colossal plantation, and just by looking at it I could feel the wrenching pain in my 
body. I was shown where I worked and where my tiny, little bed was. Today was the last day 
of my normal life, and tomorrow, a start to a different one.

 One morning I was dreaming until I was suddenly jerked awake and  taken out of my 
bed. It was my first day of work. I had to pick cotton out of thorny plants with my bare hands. 
After numerous hours of work, my hands had bloody cuts that stung when I touched them. 
Finally, the stressful day ended, and I was thankful for the small bed I had now. A few more 
painful days of labor later, I met a young lady named Harriet Tubman who said she was plan-
ning an escape. I have heard about people running away, getting caught, then being whipped 
cruelly, yet I still agreed to joining the escape for my freedom. The plan was to be carried out 
in only two days.

 It was two days later, which meant it was time for us to run away. There were many 
slaves escaping today. We didn’t start the journey until dusk when everyone was asleep. I 
thought how ironic it was for me to arrive at this very plantation right as an escape to the 
Underground Railroad took place. The path was unnoticeable and the only thing illuminating 
the sky were the twinkling fireflies. A day later, we were still running and a few of us slacked 
behind to rest or due to injuries. I didn’t want to slow down because I knew we were being 
tracked down. Another harsh day passed, many people were missing, and we were almost 
there. Until, a white man searching for us spotted somebody and ran towards them. I hid in 
a bush nearby while the others ran, and the one slave that was spotted stood there frozen 
with fear. The man took the one slave and left. I ran and ran and never stopped. I looked up 
ahead, a couple of feet ahead stood a sign that read the word Pennsylvania. We completed 
the treacherous journey.

 My feet and my body ached so much that the pain was unbearable. A lady strode by 
in her carriage and gave the few of us left a ride to total freedom. I had no family now, but I 
now could start a better life here in the north., where I wasn’t forced against my will to work. 
Now that I was free I decided to help other slaves escape to freedom. Slavery was horrible, 
even being there for only a week was bad. I hope one day I could see at least one family 
member again or at least help others find theirs. Today was a beginning at the end and I was 
free from slavery, hopefully for good.
 
 
Helena Valenzuela
Greenwood Middle School
6th grade



Stephanie Green
Grade Seven 



Snitches

 Remember those old time movies when the good guy snitches on the bad guy and 
saves the day? Remember when telling about someone doing something bad actually did 
something good for you? Like in the T.V. show Stranger Things, Nancy and Jonathan record a 
tape to prove that the scientist killed someone, and win the fight. Well, in my experience, life 
isn’t like that at all.
 When I was five years old, living in Manila, Philippines I would snitch on every-
thing.  Like one time my sister and I were playing catch and I got hit by the ball. I ran and told 
my mom that my sister hit me, on purpose. Thinking that I was doing the right thing, I would 
snitch on even the littlest things; that my sister got more than me, or she took more than 
half. I see now that I was a real tattletale. 
 One day I went outside on the patio to check on my hamster’s food and water. All of 
a sudden I heard a, “Thud...thud...crack...CRACK!” Startled, I decided to check it out. As I 
entered the house, the noises stopped. I yelled, “Who goes there?” and checked the living 
room, bathroom, and my bedroom but there were no signs of anyone anywhere. I walked to 
the last place I had to check, the kitchen. As I stepped on the floor it felt sticky and wet like 
liquid bubblegum. I looked down at the floor and saw eggs mixed in a mess all over the floor 
along with an empty egg carton.
 I noticed then that the refrigerator door was left open. I slowly tiptoed to the fridge, 
clenched my fists, and was ready to attack anyone or anything that may be hiding. As I finally 
reached the fridge, I squeezed my eyes closed and threw punches so fast I didn’t even notice 
that I had hit something. I opened my eyes and there stood my angry, eleven year old sister 
ready to punch me back because I’d attacked her for no reason.
 “How did this happen?” I asked. “Well uhhh… I wanted to eat a scrambled egg sand-
wich, so I needed to cook eggs,” my sister explained. “Then I tripped and dropped the eggs.” 
“Well you’re still getting grounded ‘cause I’m telling mom,” I yelled. “No ple-,” she began but 
I left before she could finish.
 My mom was resting in her room so I rushed to the stairs and barged into the room. 
I was about to tell her that Danielle, my sister, broke a whole carton of eggs, but realized I 
heard snoring. Which meant that my mom was sleeping and I would have to wait to rat out 
my sister. I was feeling kind of nervous about what I was doing and my heart was pounding 
rapidly.
 As I left the room my sister was waiting for me holding three boxes of Pocky Sticks. 
Pocky Sticks are these cookie-like sticks with different kinds of cream on top, like strawberry 
or chocolate, which were her favorite.  I saw her eyes getting red and misty as she said, “I’ll 
give you these if you don’t tell mom about this.” I did feel kind of sorry but my five year old 
self said, “N-O.”
 I ignored her offer and went downstairs to watch TV and wait for my mom to wake 
up. I kept thinking of how noble and righteous I was. About forty-five minutes later, I heard 
a door slam upstairs and then stomping. “DEUS, you’re grounded!” my mom, yelled. At me! 
She went on, “Now, fix the mess you made and go to your room!” 
 Wait, I was confused. How was I the one grounded when my sister was the one that 
had misbehaved? Then I realized what had happened. My annoying sister was still upstairs 
and had not come down with me. She had gotten to our mom before I stood a chance. Then 
she lied and told her that I had made the mess! When I tried to chase her she hid safely 
behind my mom. And she was laughing and enjoying the entertainment!
 I realized right then that life is never like the old time movies when the good guy 
snitches and saves the day. 

Deus Castro, 7th Grade, Greenwood Middle School



First Move
  
  In the summer of 2016 we ran into some financial issues that forced us to leave our home in 
Oakhurst, New Jersey. The trouble started in early summer and we plummeted further down in debt all 
caused by property taxes being through the roof and bills on the house being more than what it was actually 
worth. The only light that shone through the tunnel for us was moving to a new, cheaper state.
 We knew that moving was gonna be like coming from hell and back, but we were willing to use every 
last cent for this final opportunity. Sixth grade was also going to be starting for me and all at the same time 
we were trying to get a new house and maintain proper living standards. 
 We all had our own jobs, mom and nana packing and my dad loading it all up in our truck. Finding 
the house was my job, to an extent, but everyone did have a say in it since we were all going to live there. 
So, after nitpicking each house that we looked at we finally found a cheap and livable place, basically right in 
the heart of the city we were soon going to call home, Goldsboro, North Carolina.
 After all the turmoil of making the decision to move, planning, and packing, we went through the 
most eerie, adrenaline rushing, killing part. The nights. Our mattresses needed to be shipped there so while 
we were still in New Jersey we slept on cold wooden bed frames my dad had made us. We were left with 
no TV because we needed to return the cable boxes, and no Wi-Fi either.  I felt as if we were in a sci-fi story 
about post-apocalyptic America “after the bombs went off.” Okay, maybe a bit less exaggerated but an 
apocalypse might have been more exciting than the position we were in. Keep in mind, we had to spend one 
very long weekend like this.
 One of the times I absolutely despised from every angle was one night when everyone had gone to 
bed except my dad and me. We were just talking about the situation and all that went along 
with it. But then my dad asked “Hey buddy, do you think everything will be okay?” Honestly and truthfully 
I’m like anyone else and can’t tell or know the future!  I was being hopeful when I replied, “Of course! 
Everything will just have to be planned out first.” It struck me like lightning and stabbed me like a serrated 
knife when I heard my dad say, “If...if this doesn’t work, then I don’t know what we’re gonna do.” The con-
versation haunts me still.
 The day came, the day we moved when all was calm, quiet, but still energized. We all woke up early, 
even I did which was a miracle that baffled everyone!  Our dog was even excited with more energy than 
Usain Bolt. Through all the work we’d already done, the hard part had not even begun. Next stop, a ten hour 
drive going through about six states.  That was the part I was eager for, yet I was also nervous. Emotions 
were toppling right over me like an earthquake but the most exciting part was soon to come, yes sir, the 
drive! 
 We started about 8:30 and finally stopped around 6:30 with no breaks, no stops, nothing, except gas, 
food, and bathroom, actual needs. We drove and drove and drove, making just about no stops. This pattern 
was repeated for ten hours until we saw the glorious sight of the welcome sign and the words, “Welcome to 
North Carolina” along with the state flag. The moment we crossed the Mason Dixon Line separating south-
ern Virginia to the north of...well, North Carolina we felt as if our troubles were gone.  We felt both good and 
sad about the situation but no matter how we felt we were going to be here in what we would be able to 
call home.
I still wonder about our old home. Sold? I think not. The area was a flood zone so we paid for expensive 
flood insurance. That was one of the reasons we had to move.
 I don’t have any regrets about what we did. Honestly and truthfully it was probably the best thing 
we’ve done in order for us to have a happy, regular life. Everything is perfect now.  I adjusted to a new 
schedule, new school, and everything else that makes a twelve year old’s life a well... a twelve year old’s life. 
I had lived my whole life in New Jersey and I loved living there. I would go back if I could even though 
everything here is good and all. But it’ll never be like my first home. For now I can call North Carolina home 
and I may decide to spend the rest of my life here. Maybe not all of it, but just about.

Donald Hasse, 7th Grade, Greenwood Middle School



Remember

Remember the people who cried those tears
Remember the people shaking in fear

in fear of what was yet to come
with a span of surviving camps close to none

Remember those who were so, so young

Just think of the thoughts going through their heads
why they lay in barracks not their beds

of those who thought they’d lose their minds
of those sick, running out of time

Remember those who were so, so old

Remember the people who had nothing to eat
Those who fought until they were beat

in death camps, no one had a scare 
all they had was no hope and despair
Remember all the lies they were told

Alexis Ingram
Greenwood Middle School
7th Grade 



Diana Ortiz
Grade Eight 



La Infanica de mi Madre
 
 My mom seemed so happy when I wanted to get to know how her childhood was. I took out my 
phone to record her and first asked “When were you born and what was the house like that you grew up 
in?” She looked around like as if she was imagining her childhood house and finally said “I’m Rosalia Montes 
Ortiz and I was born in September 3, 1974, in Guadalajara, Jalisco. I grew up in a tall, large house with a lot 
of space and four rooms. There was only one large room and one bathroom. Since I came from a large family 
we all shared the same room. We were twelve children with seven girls and five boys. Some of the names 
of my sister I remember like Carmen, Marcela, Luisa, and Martha. From my brothers I remember Alfonso, 
Alberto, and Felipe. It was a huge bedroom so we all had enough space to put our own beds so I never had 
my own room. The room was as big as two large trailers with some king size beds.” My mother finished her 
response and took a sip of her tea.

 I said “Okay, now my next question is on what things did your family spend money on and how did 
your family compare to the others in the neighborhood like was your family richer, poorer, the same?” She 
looked at me with a smile and said “My family was like a middle class family but we were the most rich 
family in our neighborhood. We mostly spent our money on the food because we were a big family and in 
clothes not that much. We were practically a vegetarian family because only in the weekends we would have 
meat to eat. And my sisters would pass their clothes to the next until they didn't fit them anymore. I was the 
only one that got to wear more new clothes when my dad was alive but after he was gone I didn’t.” I was 
really interested in what my mom was saying. Especially with just a large family.

 I then asked her “Can you describe the neighborhood you grew up in?” She said “My house was in 
front of a street in the corner there was a bank, park, and in front of my house was also a clothing factory 
and a few houses next to mine in my neighborhood. I had a neighbour to my left that always scared me 
when she would look at me. She would always have like this sour lemon face that made her look like she 
was always angry. But it seemed that there were two women that were lesbians and I understood that when 
I was older.” My mother definitely remembered a lot of details of the neighborhood she grew up in.  

 I asked her “Can you tell me about your parents?” I was curious what my mother had to say about 
my grandparents. She was a bit quiet for a moment. I knew why she was taking a while to say something. 
It’s because my mother loved and misses her father very dearly. She had sad eyes and said “I’ve had lots of 
memory’s with parents but I remember that my dad showed me a lot of love and never hit me but he was 
very discipline and strict. Something I remember from him is that if he told us to do something we needed 
to do it right a way and we never looked up at him in the eyes when he was speaking to us or talked back 
to him because he would get angry. My dad started working when he was seven because his mother left 
him with his baby sister with just a few months of being born and his two brothers of two and three years. 
The grandma also left them in the house to go with a man and he noticed that they were never coming 
back after a few days passed. He went looking for his uncle and aunt for help and they were allowed to stay 
there but he needed to sell packs of gum and polish shoes to get milk for his baby sister. When he was in 
his twenties he was a boxer and was really good in fighting and than someone showed him how to drive a 
truck and became a truckman. He did that until he got ill and died when I was thirteen. And from my mom I 
can remember that she spent a lot of time in kitchen everyday because we were a lot of her kids. When we 
just finished eating breakfast she was already thinking of what to cook for dinner. She had ordered times of 
when to cook. I liked when she would make my favorite foods like orange cake, molè and pumpkin pie. My 
sisters and I would help clean the house since there were more girls. But since I was the second to last child 
out of my twelve siblings my mom didn’t really know me so well. My sisters practically raised me and my 
mom didn’t know how I acted or what I was thinking because she spent her time around the house.” I never 
got to meet my grandpa but just listening to what my mother said about him seemed like I got to know him. 
It was sad that my mom had a few tears when she talked about my grandpa.



 I waited for her to be ready for the next question and then I asked “Do you have a vivid memory of 
something you did that you were disciplined for?” She said “My dad was only angry at me one time. It was 
when I came back from school and my brother wasn’t with me on the way back from school. He was the 
youngest and only three years younger than me. My dad asked me where my brother was and told me to 
go look for him. When I came back with my brother it was already very late  and my dad got angry with me 
because I lied to him. I told him that my brother was still waiting in school when really he was in the arcade 
playing games. And when my mother told him that she saw my brother playing games at the arcade he knew 
that I was lying to him. And well that day he hit my brother with the belt a few times because he didn’t 
obey that when school was over he was supposed to come back home and not run off playing somewhere. 
I wasn't hit though but he was angry with me. I was my father’s favorite child because I was very obedient, 
clean, and helped a lot…I loved my father.”

 My next question was “Who was your favorite teacher and why? And were you a good student and 
what was your least and favorite subject in school?” She said “I remember I adored my kindergarten 
teacher because she would  take me to school, let me go and stay at her house, fed me and would buy me 
candy too. She loved me as if I was her own daughter and she was a young teacher. A very lovable teacher 
as well. And I had a good education and I went to a primary school for girls and later it was mixed. I was a 
very good student and loved being the number one student. I always loved my work being the best even in 
homework. My favorite subject in school was chemistry and my least favorite was math. I also played sports 
at my school. I was captain of the volleyball and basketball team.”

 I said “Now I want to ask you if lots of relatives would get together?” It seemed like Her mind was 
somewhere else until she said “On the weekends my family and my older siblings family would gather up at 
the house to spend time together. We would have a lot of food, music, dancing and my sister’s would put 
on this small theater play to have us entertained and make us laugh.” I said “Okay, two questions. What’s 
different about growing up today from when you were growing up?” It’s funny to me that looking back to 
my childhood and comparing the technology it's so much more advanced and better now. To witness phones 
as thick and big as a brick to the first wireless phones and more people owning computers. I didn’t have all 
the things you guys now have as a kid. It’s like now every kid has their own iPad, computer, and phone. For 
a long time no one thought that kids would have a phone it was more for adults. Now toddlers learn how 
to use an iPad to entertain themselves and more kids are growing up with more technology. And now have 
access to anything they want to watch. I just thought that for my future I would want to teach my children 
what I know, educate them to be good people, and to work hard. This is what I remember most about my 
life as I was growing up.”
 
Diana K. Ortiz
8th Grade
Greenwood Middle



Through My Grandmother’s Eyes
 
 After waiting for a few minutes, a waiter comes and seats us. We sit down at the back of the 
restaurant. I began to prepare my questions while my grandmother thinks about her past. I start the 
interview with asking about her childhood.  “The first school I attended was Fort Barnwell Elementary 
School. I went there for six years, kindergarten to fifth grade. I remember we had to walk to school in the 
winter. By the time we got to school our feet would be frozen.”

 We laugh and take a take a sip of our drinks.  “For middle school I went to Jasper Middle School. I got 
the best presents in middle school. The best present I ever got was a Timex watch when I was 13. Everyone 
wanted one. The best school years I had were in high school. I went to West Craven High School. I was an 
honor roll student. My favorite class was math, my least favorite was biology. I didn’t like dissecting frogs.” 
My grandmother makes a disgusted face. “I remember we used sing and dance. We would do the swing , the 
jerk, and  the bump. We used to always go to the movies and everyone worked in the tobacco fields. 
Everyone used to where halter tops and bell bottoms. Colored tv was one of the new inventions. We never 
had one but it started to become very popular when I was a teenager.”
We took a break and enjoyed some of our meal. As we ate my grandmother told me some stories, stories 
that she told me not to tell. She spoke of the old times, how things were different from now. “I remember 
when you actually had to go to the record store to get music. You actually had to be able to sing. I used to 
stay up with my aunts and we would sing and dance all night. I like the company of old people. I learned 
some of the best life lessons there.”
         My grandmother looks up with an expression of warmth. I then asked her if she had any  regrets in life. 
She seemed sort of hesitant to answer, but finally I received an answer.  “ I wish I could have gone to school. 
I would have become a school teacher, but my dad said we didn’t have the money. I wish I could’ve saved 
more money and planned better.”
            The waiter brought the check. My grandmother gasped in astonishment. We continue with the 
interview, she goes into explaining her adulthood  “My early twenties were the best times of my life. I 
learned a lot. One day I went to a nightclub with some friends, and I went to order food and this guy said 
hi. He had grease from chicken all over him. I told him I don’t talk to people with grease all over them. After 
that a friend of mine told me he makes great money, so I went and talked to him. Then we hung out more 
and he asked me to marry him. We got married on September 1, we had children two years later, and we 
continued with life. I always loved helping people so I went to school and got my CNA license, then I became 
a nurses assistant.”  
              As the interview came to an end, I was quite sad. I really enjoyed this time with my grandmother. 
“The best part about having grandchildren was that I could spoil them and spend time with them. I want my 
family to know I love them and have their best interest at heart.”
 
Laressia Steadman
8th Grade
Greenwood Middle



The Watering Hole
 

Racial injustice
present for hundreds of years

most think
racial issues have been eliminated

in reality they’ve just been watered down.
watered down.

 
Slavery ended

racial injustice watered down
racial injustice watered down

13th  amendment
Separate but Equal

AKA
Jim Crow Laws.

 
Racism controlling the politics of the United States

racial injustice-- still here.
Spreading
Spreading.

 
Racial injustice the United States.

White Nationalist wielding tiki torches.
counter protesters ready to defend

White Nationalist wielding tiki torches.
wielding tiki torches.
wielding tiki torches.

counter protesters ready to defend
ready to defend.

 
Who will stand?

Who will stand with US?
And say No, Not in My America!

Who will say I am intolerant
Of Racial Injustice

And Watered down
RACISM.

Zyaire Webb
Greenwood Middle
8th Grade 
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Aleina Coll
Kindergarten



Willeah Hudson
Kindergarten



Kayana Lee
Kindergarten



Eating Cookies
I saw a cookie.  Should I eat it?  It is 

yummy.   
I love it.  Yes, I am going to eat it.  

Abigail Wischmann
Kindergarten

Meadow Lane Elementary



Sarah Elrefaey
Grade One



Andrea Miller-Ortiz
Grade One



Mila Tinsley
Grade One



If You Give…

If you give a horse an apple she will want some caramel to go with it. The caramel will make her happier, she 
will want to run. The running will make her tired, she will walk back to the barn. She will see some hay. The 
hay will remind her of caramel. She will ask for some and she will ask for an apple to go with it.

Cambria Swartz
Multiage K/1 (First Grade)
Meadow Lane Elementary

All About My Teacher

Miss Metcalf
Singing, reading, hugging

Always teaching us new things
Teacher

Sarah Elrefaey
K/1 Multiage (First Grade)
Meadow Lane Elementary

When I Grow Up…
When I grow up I want to be a doctor.  The reason I want to be a doctor is because helping people feel better 
is good.  I like helping people.
Pooja Upadhyay
First Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary

All About Bees
Bees can fly and make honey.  They can also sting you.  If they sting you they will die.  They can make babies.  
Bees have a stinger, wings to take flight, and feelers to feel.  They have three body parts and six legs.  They 
are yellow and black.

Titus Robinson
First Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary

A Spring Day
Me and my sister saw a flower bloom yesterday.  Then, we saw a bee.  The bee flew back to her hive 
because it started to rain.  When the rain stopped, we saw a rainbow.

Amiah Garner
First Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary



Calleigh Parrish
Grade Two



Jacob Robidoux
Grade Two



Emmalynn Wischmann
Grade Two



My Teacher Disappeared

 One morning I was going to class. I was in Ms. Ham’s class.  Then I was talking to her 
and she disappeared.  So Nobi, Kimber, and Landon walked inside class and so Nobi said 
“Where is Ms. Ham?” I said “I don’t know.”  Then all the kids came to class and we had a 
dance party.  The dance party was fun because we did JuJu on that beat. Me and Nobi had 
a battle and Nobi won!  And at the end of the day Ms. Ham came back.  Then we all went 
home!  That is the story of when my teacher disappeared.

Natika Jones
Second Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary

Lions

 I am telling you all about lions. Lions are mammals that live in the South Sahara 
Desert. Lions live together in groups called prides.

Different Roles 
 Male guard and protect the territory.  Male lions also watch over the cubs and make 
sure they get enough food while the females are hunting.

What They Do
 Normally lionesses will give birth to 2-3 babies or cubs at a time. Out of 24 hours a 
day, lions can lounge for 21 of them.  Lionesses usually hunt at night.

Fun Facts
 Female lions are called lionesses.  Prides can have anywhere from 3-4 animals.  Lions 
are at the top of the food chain.  Lions also scavenge or steal prey from other animals.  When 
a male lion joins a pride he may kill all of the current cubs to ensure that the future cubs 
have his genes.  Lions may attack other lions if they are defending their pride.  These are all 
the facts that I learned about lions.

Charles Endicott
2nd Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary



Josiah Adams
Grade Three



Kyleigh Cowan
Grade Three



Jaden Joyner
Grade Three



Three Wishes in My Egg

Right before Easter break, my teacher gave each of us a plastic Easter egg.

She said to us, “Class, I have given you a very special Easter Egg. Inside you will find three 
MAGICAL jelly beans. You may have three wishes. Use them wisely. May we all have a 
wonderful break. See you soon.”

When I was walking home from school, my best friend showed up and said, “Hey, want to go 
to my house?” I told her that I would like to go to her house and off we went.

When we got there I told her, “Today my teacher gave me an egg with three magical jelly 
beans. I can make three wishes. One for each jelly bean.”

She said, “That’s really cool. Can I have one?”

I said, “Yes, I can have one and you can have one and then the last one we will make our 
wish together.” And so we started to make our wishes.

I wished that it would be peaceful in the world at all times. My best friend wished for 
everybody in the world to love each other. I ate the green jelly bean and she ate the orange 
one. We waited. Nothing happened.

Surprisingly, the next day everyone loved and helped each other. The world was calm and 
beautiful. Everyone was kind and peaceful!

So, we just knew the black jelly bean would work too. We both made our last wish together. 
The next day we were dong spectacular cartwheels, handstands, backbends, and all sorts 
of gymnastic stuff around our houses. We were really good and had so much fun doing our 
gymnastics!

After our Easter break, I thanked Mrs. Bucher for giving me those three magical jelly beans.

I had a blast with them because I got to share them with my best friend. I told her that we 
both loved the taste of those jelly beans because when you share your snacks--- it always 
tastes better.

So there it was. As I sat in my class, Mrs. Bucher said, “Students, you’re going to write about 
what fun times you had with your three wishes in your egg. I said to myself, “This is going to 
be fun!”

Jordan Turrietta
Third Grade
Meadow Lane Elementary



Spring Acrostic Poem

    S-Sunny days come and the cold wind go!
    P-Playing and having fun is joyful!
    R-Rabbits come out so you can see them!
    I-I am happy Spring is here!
    N-New things to explore.
    G-Getting warmer by the day.

    David Clark
    Third Grade
    Meadow Lane Elementary
  



Reyse DeArce
Grade Four



Jacob Lewis
Grade Four



Erynn Varner
Grade Four



Precepts

In the book, Wonder,  there are a lot of precepts. Precepts are very little but make a big 
difference . The precepts are little messages. “Do all the good you can, by all means you can, 
in all places you can, at all times you can, as long as ever can.” I think this precept means to 
be nice, sharing, patient and good as long as you live. The precept is important to me 
because I think that precept means be good and nice and I know I’m both of those things. I 
connect with this precept by when something goes wrong I remember the first line it says, 
Do all the good you can, By all means you can. On the second and third line it says, In all 
ways you can, In all places you can, To all people you can, As long as you ever can. This is 
important to August and everyone because you should be kind to others.
 
 Olivia Searight
 4th grade 
Meadow Lane Elementary
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Javier Gonzalez
Grade Five



Leslie Hernandez
Grade Five



Daniela Montano
Grade Five



Lindsey Walden
Grade Five



 I had a cool spring break.  I had a lot of fun with my family.  I was excited to be off from 
school.
 I watched Harry Potter 1 through 8.  It took all spring break to watch them.  My 
favorite Harry Potter movies are Deathly Hallows parts 1 & 2.
 I also played with Legos.  I got two new Lego sets for Easter.  I built both in 1 day.  The 
names of the sets are Egghead Mech Food Fight & Mr. Freeze Attack.
 I got some candy I like such as chocolate & peeps.  I also got some candy I don’t like 
such as Reese’s & Cadbury Crème eggs.  I also ate too much of a chocolate bunny and felt 
sick.
 So I watched Harry Potter, played with Legos and got candy.  So over all it was a good 
Spring Break.

Noah Brown
5th Grade
Mount Olive Middle School

 I had a very eventful spring break.  I had a chance to see family I haven’t seen in years.  
I got to do things that I love.
 I went to my Nana’s house for an exciting family reunion.  My Papa bought a bouncy 
house to play on.  My aunt & my Nana made a big dinner.  We had a fun Easter egg hunt.
 I went to Surf City for a vacation.  I went with my mom, my sister Lauren, Lauren’s 
friend Matthew, & my nephew Drake.  We stayed at a pretty place called Tiffany’s Motel.  I 
tanned & played in the water with Drake.
 I went shopping at the beach.  I bought a pretty blue & green bathing suite.  My sister 
bought me a silver necklace that had a heart on it.  I got a black hena tattoo of a beautiful 
tree.
 At the begging of the week I had a good time with family, but toward the end I had a 
very relaxing vacation at the beach.

Adilee Rich
5th Grade
Mount Olive Middle School



Dezhon Faison
Grade Six



Juliana Leon
Grade Six



Wandaya Pearsall
Grade Six



Pickles at the Pickle Festival

I like the Pickle Festival, don’t you?
Because there are so many things to do.

Games, food, arts, and crafts,
It makes me have lots of laughs.

The Pickle Festival I love so much,
It makes me want to run and touch.

Balloons, pickles, shirts, rides, and toys.
It is very fun for girls and boys.

The pickles there are hard to beat.
They are just so sour and sweet!

Some pickles are very tiny,
And some are even shiny.

You see, it all starts with the vine,
Then they set the cukes to brine.

Next we wait until it’s time,
To sell the pickles for a dime!

I love my pickles!
I think they’re great.

If you don’t know about pickles,
Then I think you’re late.

Alex Ferrell 
6th grade

Mount Olive Middle School 



Have No Fear
Inspired by Langston Hughes

 
Do you feel like the world is falling on your shoulders?

The problems draped over your shoulders like a hovering dark rain cloud.
I am here to tell you, “Have No Fear.”

 
Do your dreams feel like a distance shooting star that you missed making a wish on?

The dreams I have for my future seem to be as far away as the Andromeda galaxy.
I am here to tell you, “Have No Fear.”

 
Sometimes the journey might be difficult, but you can’t just give up.

The ride will be bumpy, but stay on track.
I am here to tell you, “Have No Fear.”

 
Confidence comes from the voice in your head.

It is the echoes of a caring teacher, a good friend, or a loving parent,
Saying, I am here to tell you, “Have No Fear.”

R.J. Nelson
6th Grade

Mount Olive Middle School 



Brennon Knowles
Grade Seven



Miranda Ontiveros
Grade Seven



She Freed Them From There
 

She who freed the slaves
from the south,
She who escaped slavery,
escaped the shouting of death and hate,
escaped all the whips, harsh beating,
and treating that is now gone.
 
Crossing the Underground Railroad, she freed,
thousands of slaves.
They seemed devastated for which,
they seemed unfortunate of freedom
She went back south,
getting more slaves and came back,
as quick as the wind rushing in the desert
Led them north to be free.
 
She became a nurse during the Civil War.
She saved people, soldiers and slaves,
like a soldier at war.
This devastating war, was bloody,
and had an awful seeing,
a sight of hatred.
 
She is remembered for her bravery ,
passion, and leadership
Tubman fought for what she believed in and,
For what is right….
     FREEDOM!
    

  Julieta Cortes-Torres   
7th Grade 

Mt. Olive Middle School



Staying Drug Free, How it Can Help Me

 Staying drug free can benefit me in many ways. It is important for me to know the dan-
gers and risks of using drugs. Drugs can affect my appearance, my chances for getting a job 
and my positive impact on society.

 My appearance is very important to me and my future. Drugs can quickly alter one’s 
appearance physically and emotionally. For example, methamphetamines are very plentiful 
in this area. Symptoms for this drug have sudden weight loss, pale face and infectious sores. 
Most meth users will experience loss of teeth.

 Drug users have a difficult time finding a job. There are many reasons that prevent an 
employer from selecting someone that has physically and emotionally been affected by long 
time drug use. Most businesses will do a random drug test to their employees which will 
result in immediate termination. This will also make it hard to find another job because you 
will have a horrible reputation.

 My final goal is to have a positive impact for myself and the people I come into con-
tact with. From a very young age we have been taught that drugs are bad for us. It started in 
school from my teachers. They taught me about the negativity that comes with taking drugs. 
Children that have drug use in their home still have the opportunity to learn from school 
about the dangers of drug use. I hope that I can share my knowledge with the people I care 
about and have a lasting positive impact.

 In conclusion, staying drug free will benefit me in many ways. I know the dangers and 
strive to keep drugs out of my life. My appearance is too important for me to be productive 
at obtaining my dream job. I hope my choice to stay drug free will impact someone with a 
positive outlook on life. However, the question is how will you take this message and how 
will drugs affect you and the people around you?

Joshua Wiggins
7th Grade
Mount Olive Middle School



Slysen Jean Baptiste
Grade Eight



Calvin Oliver
Grade Eight



Irlanda Sanchez
Grade Eight



Book Talk Presentation

Have you ever felt like your family was falling apart?  Or everything that was happening in 
your life was confusing and difficult?  Well, in my book, Can’t Stop the Shine by Joyce E. 
Davis, Kaliyha and Mari are two sisters who need their parents’ support more than ever.  
With Kaliyha entering the “Who’s Got That Fire?” Contest and Mari running track with the 
most competitive girl in her school, Asha Wright, who’s also entered the “Who’s Got That 
Fire?” Contest.  

The sisters become very irritated at the fact that Asha thinks she can beat them in both 
events.  But when the sisters try to lean on their parents, it doesn’t do any good because 
they are always arguing and having disagreements to the point where their dad sleeps in the 
guest room.  But that doesn’t stop the sisters from leaning on each other.  Kaliyha tries to 
make it to some of Mari’s track meets, and Mari helps Kaliyha with her vocal lessons – which 
actually does some good, because Mari wins 1st place in the race and Kaliyha is 1 of 3 
contestants left in the contest.  

But when the sisters think everything is calm, cool, and collected, Kaliyha secretly catches 
her mother cheating with the yoga instructor.  Kaliyha doesn’t know what to do.  She doesn’t 
want her parents to get a divorce nor let her sister find out what their mother is doing.  What 
do you think Kaliyha should do?  Do you think she’s going to tell her father and confront her 
mother?  Or do you think she’s going to remain silent?  Or better yet, do you think her 
parents will get a divorce?  To find out what happens next, read the book to find out!

Re’onna McKinney
8th grade
Mount Olive Middle School



Dear Journal,
 Hi, my name is Hayden, and I have a sister named Rebecca but some people call her 
Bec for short.  Today, a girl named Gia – she is popular at school – I had to be her date for 
prom because her boyfriend dumped her the night of prom.  We went inside the gym and 
she introduced me to her friends, Jules, Claire, and Laney and their dates.  So, that night we 
danced, talked, and had fun, but my sister came to me when Gia and I were dancing because 
Bec goes to the same school as Gia.  So she came, and talks to me about why I’m here, but I 
just ignored her and said, “Let’s go,” so we left and went home and left Gia by herself.
 I didn’t tell her my name; she just called me “Fill-In-Bradley.”  
Days passed and the second time I saw her was when my sister took her to our house, so she 
can go with me to my ex-girlfriend Eve’s early graduation party.  I took Gia because I knew 
Eve was going to show off about how her life is great, so we go there and right off, I 
introduced Gia to my friends Spencer, Ryan, and Eve.  We had a great night.  We danced, 
talked, played games, and ate.  Then I went to go leave her in her house and went home.  
 I talked to Bec about all I did with Gia so Eve would be jealous and would take me 
back, but I was regretting it because I was starting to like Gia the first time I saw at prom and 
went with her.  Days passed and Gia told me to take her to UCLA College with her brother 
Drew.  I took her over there because her brother was awarded on his short film and when 
Gia saw it, she was upset because it was about her and her family talking about her life and 
her problems.  She was so upset that I took her home.
 The next day, she told me that she told her parents about the film but they weren’t 
mad; they were happy for Drew.  Also, she told me about all the lies she told her friends 
about Bradley and me.  I understand her because her friend Jules didn’t like her.  Jules would 
do anything so that Gia would be unhappy.  So one day, Gia told me her friends found out 
about the lie she was telling and also the truth about Bradley and I.  She lost her friends and 
that day, Spencer, my friend, told me about Gia and that he knew her.  He also told me he 
knew Claire, Gia’s friend, and that they went out.
 I was acting so dumb around Gia – I didn’t want to talk to her or anything.  I would 
ignore her, but my sister told me I was being an idiot because she knew Gia liked me.  My 
sister, Bec, told me to go to a baseball field where Gia was, but she didn’t want to talk to me.  
I went there, we talked about us, and threw baseballs at each other back and forth.  She ac-
cepted my apology, and we got together; it was the best day!  The next day, she came to my 
house, and my mom, Olivia, was painting Gia’s portrait.  I thought, “Why is she doing these?” 
but I told my mom I needed Gia for something.  I took her to the hallway, and I just 
wanted a kiss from her.  With her friends, everything was good because they gave her one 
more chance, and with Jules – she wasn’t Laney, Claire, or Gia’s friend any more.
       Sincerely,
        Hayden

Character Journal based on The Fill-In Boyfriend by Kasie West
Mayra Morales

8th grade
Mount Olive Middle School



Epilogue for Charlie and the Chocolate Factory

 Hey everyone, it’s me – Charlie Bucket from the chocolate factory.  I am writing this 
letter because this coming year will be the 30th year that I have lived in the chocolate factory 
on the 1st of February.  I know you are probably asking what happened to Mr. Wonka.  Well, 
20 years after I moved in, he passed away from an unidentified heart condition called 
Tachycardia that was unidentified.  But before he died, he taught me everything there is to 
know about the chocolate factory from how to take care of the Umpa-Lumpas to 
cleaning the pipes of the chocolate waterfall.  I also learned how to communicate with the 
Umpa-Lumpas and made my first friend Rodney.  I know you probably want to know what 
happened to my parents and grandparents.  Well, all of my grandparents died a few years 
before Mr. Wonka did, but their last few years were their best as they were soon able to help 
Mr. Wonka.  After they were packed full of food and chocolate from the factory and gained 
their energy back to the way it should be.
 Well, for me, I got married the year Mr. Wonka died to a beautiful lady I met in the 
town one day while walking to the candy store on the 29th of January which was the day I 
found my golden ticket 20 years ago.  The lady that I met and asked out was named 
Jessica Blackburn, but I hadn’t realized it at the time but she was in my class all through 
school.  After we met and I took her on a tour of the factory, I knew she was the one for me.  
So I proposed, and we got married two months later in the chocolate room of the factory 
with only 5 people in attendance.  Then two months later, we found out we were having our 
first child, and we named him Willie Wonka, Jr.  That was the only child I ever had but we 
took care of all of the Umpa-Lumpas so it was like we had 100 children.
 These last few weeks have been hard on my family and I because I just lost my mother 
which was hard on me because it was unexpected.  My mother was as happy and healthy as 
she could be.  I was so close to my mother and now she is gone and I can’t believe it.  But I 
know she is even happier in heaven with my grandparents.
 But the real reason I wrote this is because I am soon holding a competition just like Mr. 
Wonka’s.  I will be putting 5 golden tickets in 5 candy bars and the winners will tour my 
factory and at the end I will choose the most trustworthy and responsible child to help my 
son run this amazing factory.  So buy your chocolate bars and get ready because we will soon 
know who will work and help own the amazing chocolate factory that I am proud to call my 
chocolate factory!

Independent Reading Response
Anna Summerlin

8th grade
Mount Olive Middle School



N
D

E



A'niyah Brown
Kindergarten



Chyna Hobbs
Kindergarten



Jeremiah Jackson
Kindergarten



Pumpkins

  Pumpkins grow on a vine. They have 200 seeds. They are 
orange.

Braylan Battle – Grade K – North Drive Elementary

Rosa Parks

  She was born February 4th, 1913. She did not give up her seat
on the bus. This made a boycott happen that changed the law.

Essence Williams – Grade K – North Drive Elementary

Teeth

  I brush my teeth so they can be clean! Do you brush your teeth like 
me? Yes I do!

McKenna King – Grade K– North Drive Elementary



Marissa Battle
Grade One



Jacob Joyner
Grade One



Zayiana Pittman
Grade One



Superheroes

Superheroes save the day.
In their own super way.

They make sure we’re ok.
And keep it safe so we can play.

Fighting crime with no delay.
Making all the bad guys pay.

Anthony Moore– Grade 1 – North Drive Elementary

Penguins

 Penguins are birds. They cannot fly. They can swim very fast. They eat fish, krill, shrimp 
and squid. Penguins are hunted by leopard seals, sharks and killer whales.Penguins can stay 
under water for 10 to 15 minutes. Eagles and hawks try to eat penguin eggs. Penguins have ex-
cellent eyesight. Penguins can stay on land and under water. Baby penguins are called chicks. 
Adult penguins protect their eggs.

Sha’kyri Watson – Grade 1 – North Drive Elementary

Snowflake

 I am a little snowflake. First, I slowly move to the ground. Second, I make my last stop on 
the ground. Third, I watch kids play. I am a pretty snowflake.

My’Asia Yelverton  - Grade 1  -  North Drive Elementary



Zhymere Chestnut
Grade Two



Justice Simmons
Grade Two



Kimora Teachey
Grade Two



Peace

 We all have peace in us. Martin Luther King Jr. stood up for equal rights. I stood up for 
my sister when she was scared. It is important to stand up for what you believe in because it 
might come true. Everyone should stand up for other people.

Kyla Carlisle – Grade 2 – North Drive Elementary

My Favorite Season

 My favorite season is summer. The sun shines and I get to play
outside with my friends and my sisters. I see butterflies and caterpillars and sometimes I get 
to go to work with my mom. I go to the pool and the water parks. I also go to Wilson with my 
cousins, my grandma, and my papa. I get to go to my cousin’s birthday party. I love the sum-
mer! It is beautiful and gorgeous. Sometimes it rains in the summer. My birthday is also in the 
summer and I get to do anything I want to do.

Nyasia Dortch – Grade 2 – North Drive Elementary

What You Believe In

 You should stand up for what you believe in. Martin Luther King Jr. stood up for all black 
and white people to be together. I stood up for my friend Rosie because a boy was bullying her. 
It is important to stand up for what we believe in because it is the right thing to do.

Shariyah Barrett-Dunbar  – Grade 2 – North Drive Elementary
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Serenity Geraci
Kindergarten



Cameron Outlaw
Kindergarten



We like to have fun at school.  
I like to read in stashns. I also like 
To party at school.  Finally I like to color
In stashns. I Love school!
Alex Krochta
Grade K
Northeast Elementary School

I kinduv like snakes? 
Did you know that a 
Large anducondu is the longest
Snake in the world? 
Snakes are rownd.  

Koen Van Lenten 
Grade K
Northeast Elementary School 



Hayleigh Pittman
Grade One



Isabella Rizer
Grade One



Colt Thompson
Grade One



     Once upon a time there lived a fairy who was always planting plants.  Her name was Abby.  
She would make plants grow in the winter and spring and summer and fall.  But one day a 
darkness came to her beautiful house while she was shopping for pixie dust.  The darkness 
turned her beautiful house to a not so beautiful house.  When she got home, she was not 
happy how her house looked.  She tried to make her house look beautiful again and she did.  
She was proud of herself.  She lived happily ever after!

Kayleigh Pittman
Grade 1

Northeast Elementary School

     It would be exciting to live in a coastal area because I would like to swim in the water.  
Then I would like to play in the sand with my sister.  Last I would like to open my window to 
hear the sound of the waves.  Living in a coastal area looks fun!

Zuh’Kari Pettaway
Grade 1

Northeast Elementary School

     I wish I could fly a kite in the sky with MomMom and PopPop and with my family.  I wish 
I could fly my purple, orange, gray, and yellow kite.  If it was spring, I would fly my kite until 
it was dinner time.  I would hold the string tight in my hand and look at it in the sky.  I would 
like to fly it every day.  It would be great to fly a kite!

Morgan Feddersen
Grade 1

Northeast Elementary School



Natile Holtslander
Grade Two



Shyleem Lanier
Grade Two



Kaiden Simmons
Grade Two



Once upon a time there was a little unicorn named Sasha, and she was lonely. One day she 
saw another unicorn named Abigail, but Sasha didn’t want to bother her, she she walked 
away. Abigail came over to Sasha and asked, “Can you be my friend, I’m lonely?” “Yes!” 
Sasha said nervously. They went to Abigail's secret place to have fun. “What’s this?” Sasha 
asked confused. “It’s a secret hold that takes us to a secret world of mine!” “Wow!” Sasha 
screamed. “Shhhh!” Abigail said. “Nobody knows about this except us!” “Let’s go!” Sasha 
said excited. So they went in. “What is this place?” “Welcome to Candy Land. The candy and 
water slide. One minute after that, “Abigail!” called Abigail’s mom. “Come inside, it’s time 
for unicheese!” “Yes!” Shouted Abigail. “Coming!” “I got to go, Sasha. See you tomorrow!” 
“Come with me to my teleporter. It teleports us back to the surface.” “Good because I’m 
starvin’.” “Let’s go then.” When Abigail and Sasha went home to eat they felt a feeling. A 
happy feeling. A feeling of friendship. They were happy to be friends. The End.

Isabella M.
Grade 2

Northeast Elementary School

 
 If I have to throw all of my possessions away except for one of them, it will probably 
be the hardest decision of my life.
 Maybe I should keep my DS so I could play Plants vs. Zombies all day and Pokemon 
all night. Maybe I could keep some crayons and paper so I can draw pictures and write stuff. 
Maybe it hurts my brain. Maybe I could keep my playstation 3 so I could play PVZGW.
I finally decided what I want to keep! I will keep my air hockey table. I got it for Christmas 
from my favorite  person, Grandma!!!!! I also want to keep it because it is really cool 
because the puck hovers because of the air and there is even an electronic scoreboard. The 
part I most like about it is because it’s electronic!

Nathan Tellez
Grade 2

Northeast Elementary School



Maddox Gray
Grade Three



Corrie Lancaster
Grade Three



 There are many types of festivals around the world. One festival is in Gilroy, California. It’s called the 
Garlic Festival. Lots of people eat garlic ice cream, garlic lollipops, and drink garlic soda. Another festival is in 
Finland. It’s called the wife carrying festival, and today the men carry their wives through an obstacle course. 
Long ago, men would steal the wives of men from other towns. Another festival is in New Zealand. It’s about 
eating strange foods like cricket stew, slug spaghetti, boiled sheep’s eyes and other weird foods. Finally, in 
Spain, there is a baby jumping festival. Men dress up like devils and jump over the babies. It is believed that 
the devils take the evil out of the babies. There are many unique festivals around the world. 

Jenson Howell
Grade 3

Northeast Elementary School

Socks
   On Thursday, I was walking towards the ice cream shop and I saw a young pup. I didn’t know its age or 
gender. It looked as if it was female but it was bigger, so I thought it was a boy. When I got closer, it was the 
size of my foot and came up to my knee. I thought it was a dog until its parents jumped in front of it. They 
weren’t dogs at all, they were wolves!
   On Monday, I was walking to get coffee when I saw the pup again! I got closer and went to pet, but she 
whined. I said, “It’s okay”. Then she looked at me with worried eyes. I looked around and saw two adult 
wolves lying nearby. When I got a closer look, they weren’t alive anymore. I took the pup home and named 
it Socks because it had an all brown body, white paws, and a white snout. She had the same markings as her 
mother.
   On Tuesday,  I was feeding Socks when I saw a black figure through my kitchen window. When I got a clos-
er, it jumped at the window howling and growling. I got really scared! I thought might be the wolf’s brother 
or sister. Socks growled hard at the other wolf. I carefully opened the door. Both wolves froze. Then the black 
wolf sniffed Socks. I took the black wolf in and named it Shadow. Socks and Shadow became best friends, 
and I took care of them both. Later, they had pups and I couldn’t stand how cute they were! I named them 
Lilly, Billy, and Milly.

Abigail Welsh
Grade 3

Northeast Elementary School

My Selfie Simile
My eyes are as hazel as hazelnuts
My nose is as curved as a U-turn

My lips are like strawberries

My hair is as brown as truffles
My eyebrows are as dark as black raspberries
My eyelashes are like long pieces of licorice

My cheeks are like cherries
I am cute as kittens

Ayuli Stanton
Grade 3

Northeast Elementary School



ZaNiya Broadie
Grade Four



Isaiah Sambrano
Grade Four



Addison Watkins
Grade Four



Andre Roberts
Grade Five



Addison Smith
Grade Five



 Anita Borg was born January 17, 1949 and she died April 6, 2003. Anita grew up in 
Illinois and later received a Ph.D. in computer science from the Courant Institute at New York 
University. After she got her education, she traveled to different places like Chicago and Ger-
many to figure out what she would like to be. She then finally realized that she wanted to be 
a computer scientist, and her mission later became to 
increase the impact of women on all aspects of technology, and to increase the positive 
impact of 
technology on the world’s women.

 Anita did not receive a lot of awards when she first started, but she did have a lot of 
achievements. She started Syters, a program for women to discuss about issues they 
experienced at work and share 
resources with each other. In 1994 Anita co-founded GHC, Grace Hopper Celebration, of 
women in 
computing, which is a celebration of Grace Hopper. It offered women the chance to improve 
their technical skills and connect with each other. She then went on and founded the 
Institute for Women and Technology which included Systers and Grace Hopper Celebration, 
and introduced new programs to work with 
organizations and individuals to address the gender gap. After Anita died, it was renamed 
The Anita Borg Institute for Women and Technology and became AnitaB.org.

 After all of Anita’s wonderful achievements she then earned a lot of awards. She was 
appointed in 1999 by President Clinton to the Commission on the Advancement of 
Women and Minorities in Science, Engineering, and Technology. In 2002, she received the 
Heinz Award for Technology, the Economy, and Employment. Anita earned many more 
awards between 1994 and 2002 for her many years of service and knowledge in computer 
science.

 Anita’s best friend, Alan Eustace said “It was a real joy knowing Anita and she always 
had her things and website organized, even without all social medias and other things we 
have today.” Anita’s impact on women was incredible. She always told women to believe 
in their dreams and have hope. Anita dedicated her life to women in computing. She was a 
great success in computer science for all women.

Payton Williams
Grade 5

Northeast Elementary School



Two Voices of the American Revolution

 British Soldier    Both   Continental Army Soldier
I have an incredible amount 
of experience.         I have miniscule amounts of   
                                experience as I have only fought in the 
         French and Indian War.

      I am ready for battle. 

So far I’ve seen many men 
sent to the heavens.  
         I’ve seen famine and bullet holes 
         everywhere.

      I’ve seen suffering. 

It will be incredibly easy to 
beat the traitors.  
        It will be hard, but we will not be under  
                  the rule of King George.

      I’m ready to defend 
      my beliefs. 

Benjamin Rackley
Grade 5

Northeast Elementary School
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Amber King
 Kindergarten



Soccer
Running fast down the field
A goal I will score
Stealing the ball from the other team
That is what I dream
Playing hard with team
I keep our goal clean!

Brayden Horne
Kindergarten
Northwest Elementary



Amir Maqsher
Grade One



There was a cat
Who was friends with a rat,
They ran into a bat.
What about that?
They had a long chat.
They had a long feast.
They got fat.
What about that?

Sky Christensen
Grade 1
Northwest Elementary



Brihana Contreras
Grade Two



During the night snowmen grink cold cocoa made by the snowman mothers. While they 
what for more snowmen they have a incrediball snowball fight whith meny amasing 
frends. Next, snowmen go to the outstanding, slippery lack with ther epick family and 
frinds to ice skate. They alsow have fun. They will do triks on the ice with ther incrediball 
colored ice skats with the colers of the rainbow. Then the snowmen will line up for the 
daering snowmen races that are rilly outstanding. They alsow run arund trying to bup 
into ech other until all of the fast snowmen fall down. Last, they slide down the steap hill 
on ther epic sleds befor the fun nights over. But they alsow go down ginomis slids, huge 
rock walls, and amasing swing sets with ther family at the cold, snowy park.

Jacob Slater 
Grade 2 
Northwest Elementary



Layla Hughs
Grade Three



The Christmas Crook
 
 It was Christmas Eve when Nutcracker and Gingerbread woke up.  Nutcracker was a 
police officer for Winter Wonderland. No one knew what Gingerbread’s job was. When they 
both woke up, Nutcracker said, “Hi Gingerbread! Guess what?” ”What?” said Gingerbread. 
“Someone is trying to ruin Christmas again!" “Really, again? They do this every year!” “And 
never get away with it,” added Nutcracker.  “They escape, but we get the presents back,” said 
Gingerbread. “Well not this time,” said Nutcracker.
 
The head of police gave Nutcracker the case file.
____________________________________
WHERE: CLOSED PRESCHOOL
WHO: (Ice Queen...maybe)
____________________________________
 So Nutcracker was off.  He eventually got to the warehouse.  Creeeeek! SMASH!!!!! A 
cargo box had opened.  The PRESENTS!!!!!!!! The presents had been found once again.  But 
he still wanted to catch that crook. Zoom! Someone had gone past him.  He followed. ”Got-
cha!” he yelled. “Gingerbread!?!? You?!” “I’m sorry old chum. I’m going to have to put you in 
jail.
 “NO!” “Who said that?”said Nutcracker. “Me, Ice Queen,” he heard.
“If you put him in jail, I will put you on freeze!”
 “Not if I have the last laugh.” Nutcracker stomped on a broken board and it flew and 
struck the Ice Queen as she was lifting her arm. He locked them both in jail... or that’s what 
he thought.  
The Ice Queen used her ice powers to turn the bars to solid ice. Then, Gingerbread busted 
them out.  The next day, Nutcracker got a call saying that Ice Queen and Gingerbread had 
escaped! They had been seen at an old preschool.  
 Nutcracker knew there was a working spotlight at the preschool. It took him a few 
minutes to get there. As he opened the door...  “Wow!” An icicle flew past him. “There you 
are Ice Queen! You are going back to jail now!” Nutcracker flipped to the spotlight. Click. He 
shined it at Ice Queen. She was getting weaker. She fainted.
 A few hours later she began to wake.  “What happened?” asked the Ice Queen. “You 
fainted when Nutcracker shined the spotlight on you.”
 “Boss…?” said Nutcracker. “Why is your sleep zapper being loaded?” asked Nutcracker. 
“So I can do this! Zap! Nutcracker was hit in the arm with a sleep shock.
 An hour passed. “Wow, why am I in here?” asked Nutcracker.  “Because all this time I 
had planned it,” said the police chief imposter. “Well you didn’t think it through!” Nutcracker 
shoved past him and broke free of the rope.  He thought he defeated all the bad guys, but 
one was left that he didn't see.
 Bang! He struck Nutcracker with the sleep zapper again. Nutcracker woke up a few 
minutes later saying, “The abandoned preschool again? Really?” “Best place I could think 
of, said the crook.  ”This is too easy,” said Nutcracker as he used the chair that he had been 
tied to SMASH!!!!!!! BANG!!!! his way free. “Now to find that Ice Queen,” said Nutcracker. 
“Tell me where she is!” Just then, an icy shard flew across the room. She was there! He ran 
toward her. Pow! Blam! Boom! Brrr! The Ice Queen was finally captured along with her evil 
sidekicks.  
 
Jack Berrier
Grade 3
Northwest Elementary 



Jonathan Sifuentes Pina
Grade Four



Back to the Past

 He stepped up to the plate. The pitcher threw the ball. He swung and then… BAM! It went dark. I 
shot my head up with a buzzing noise in my ear and a bright blue light in my face. It smelled like metal. Hi, 
I’m Josh Parker. I’m 13 years old, and I love to play baseball. My favorite video game is Super Mario Brothers, 
and my favorite book series is Warrior Cats. I have a brother and two sisters. They’re all pretty annoying, but 
we can get along sometimes. Now, back to the story. p.s. I don’t have a girlfriend. (yet)
 I threw my blanket off of me and ran to the door to investigate. I slowly opened the door and looked 
down the hall. There, staring right back at me, was a BIG, STONE… structure..? It had a gem on the top, a 
door, and another gem on the door. I rubbed my eyes, but it was still there! I walked slowly up to the 
machine, and WOOSH! The doors flung open, kind of like elevator doors, but faster and much more exciting.  
I walked into the structure curiously, and I looked at everything. There were lots of square buttons, blue 
ones, orange ones, yellow ones, and on.  When I looked up, there was a big silver knob labeled on one side 
1800, and the other, 3200. IT WAS A TIME MACHINE! I looked at the dates for a moment, thinking if I should 
REALLY do this.  Would this really be a good decision? After a few minutes of deciding, a big smile appeared 
on my face, and I turned the knob to 2217, just to experiment. (Actually, to explore!) When I hit GO, the 
time machine started to shake. It went bright. I covered my eyes to shield them from the blinding white all 
around me. Then, it stopped. BAM! I recognized that sound. “Wait a minute.” I said. 
 The door opened, I stepped out, and looked around me. It was THRILLING! There were hovering 
buildings, hover boards, and flying cars all around me! There were restaurants, train stations, and nice, 
green, grass! I was quite new to this, so I was staring.  After a few minutes of staring, the world started
to move, and I looked down. “Of COURSE!” I said. “Moving sidewalks!” heading toward school? I, for once, 
was actually really excited to go to school! Why? Well, because I was excited to see what changes had hap-
pened there. Bungee jumping at recess? No homework? Or how about the teacher sending the equations 
through email I thought, but oddly enough, there wasn’t even a playground. What I did see, made my heart 
stop; no humans, only robots. They had two black eyes with a red iris. There was an antennae on its head 
and they seemed to be made out of chrome. When I saw ‘them’, I raced off the sidewalk, out of the 
building, and ran to the time machine or its former place, but it wasn’t there! But what was there, was a 
sheet of paper that said “find all these gems” oh no gems? Right away, I started running around, looking 
for a ravine because, you know, ravines are huge canyons with easy access to caves and stuff. A few hours 
passed before I finally found one, and I was digging. What are the odds to finding a pickaxe? Oh, and if 
you’re wondering what gems I had to find, they were a ruby, a diamond, a sapphire, and emerald. Don’t you 
know how rare those are?
 Ok, so a few more hours past, and I found every gem except for the sapphire. I have no idea how 
rare those are, and I just don’t get why I’ve already found the diamond, and not that other one. I mean, the 
diamond search was pretty easy, but surprisingly, it wasn’t near lava. It was still pretty harsh, though. I really 
need to hurry, or else the morning will come, and my family won’t be able to find me or I’ll get caught by 
robots. I finally found it! I ran to the time machine’s place, but it still wasn’t there. Just another note. This 
time, it said, “You can find me at a place with a playground, green grass, and benches” my thoughts were; 
the park! I ran to the park and looked around. Yep. I saw it ‘sitting’ on the bench. I tried to push it off, but 
after a while I realized how stupid that was. So, I turned the time machine to its side, climbed on the bench, 
and walked in. I twisted the knob to 2017, pressed go, and the time machine did its thing. It shook. BAM! It 
went bright. And off I went  back home.  You wouldn’t believe what I saw. It was a UFO in summer, in my
neighbor’s, yard! I wanted to ask her what that was all about, but I was too tired. I jumped in bed and drifted 
asleep. I had a dream about going to Mars and seeing a queen alien named “Marsha’. The next morning, my 
sister told me she had the craziest dream last night. It was about me seeing you walk into a time machine!” I 
replied, “Yeah, crazy.”

Sarah McPike
Grade 4

 Northwest Elementary



Khadiga Abbas
Grade Five



Description Of The Rain Forest

The layers of the rainforest are very interesting because there is a different ecosystem on 
each level which means that there is a different animal species on each level.

First: The Forest Floor

The rainforest floor is often dark and humid due to the constant shade of the canopy up 
above. The rainforest floor is an important part of the forest ecosystem. The forest floor is 
where decomposition takes place. Decomposition is the process by which fungi and other 
decomposers break down dead plants and animals and recycle essential materials and
nutrients.

 Second: The Understory

Little sunshine reaches this area so the plants have to grow larger leaves to reach the 
sunlight. The plants in this area seldom grow to 12 feet.  Many animals live here including 
jaguars, red-eyed tree frogs and leopards. There is a large concentration of insects here. 
Plant growth in the Understory Layer is limited to mostly smaller trees, low lying shrubs, 
ferns, climbing plants and native bananas. Research indicates that plants do not usually grow 
past 12 feet in this layer. This layer of the rainforest produces many popular house plants. 
Zebra plants, Ferns, Philodendrons and Prayer plants are among some of house plants from 
this layer that do well in dimly lit conditions. Countless insects can be found in the 
understory layer including bees, stick insects, bullet ants, beetles, and butterflies. Many 
insects are preyed upon by numerous birds, geckos and monitors. There are about 10 
million species of animals, plants and insects known to man and more than half of them call 
the rainforest home. There are approximately 3000 fruits that grow in the rainforest that are 
edible. Many plants around the world have medicine effects. Camouflage is often used by 
various species of reptiles that live in the Understory layer. It provides protection from 
predators by helping them blend into their surroundings. Since competition for food is fierce, 
it also helps them sneak up on unsuspecting prey without being seen until it is too late.

Third: The Canopy

This is the primary layer of the forest and forms a roof over the two remaining layers.   Most 
canopy trees have smooth, oval leaves that come to a point. It's a maze of leaves and 
branches.  Many animals live in this area since food is abundant.Those animals include: 
snakes, toucans and tree frogs. The Canopy Layer lies right beneath the Emergent Layer of 
the tropical rainforest and above both the Understory and Floor layer. About 80% of the 
sunlight is absorbed at the Canopy Layer, leaving the below layers with very little sunlight. 
Most of the rainfall is captured by the Canopy Layer and very little gets to the plants at the 
lower levels. The plants at lower levels must survive on the excess rain that trickles off of the 
trees and drips from the leaves to the floor.

Zoe Keller 
Grade  5

Northwest Elementary
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Bree Jones
Grade Six



Kristen Parnell
Grade Six



Ethan Tarplay
Grade Six



Gloria’s Mysteries                                        

   
One day a girl named Gloria was walking home from school. At the bus stop she noticed her bus was running 
late, so she decided to start on her homework. The bus arrived! Gloria finished her homework on the bus. 
But later, when she got home her favorite new book was gone! Her favorite book was called Stacy and Ellie’s 
Mysteries. Stacy was a detective and Ellie was always losing things. Stacy was Gloria’s favorite character and 
always felt a connection with her while she was reading. For Gloria loves mysteries, but never solved one!
The next day at school she pays close attention to her surroundings and finds 5 suspects. Lucy, Jack, Thea, 
Milo, and Luke are her suspected suspects. They all sit near her on the bus. Gloria talks to each one after 
school. Milos first. He sits in the seat behind her. She asked many questions like, “What books are you into?”, 
“Did you ride the bus yesterday?”, and “Do you know anything about Stacy and Ellie’s Mysteries?”. Milo said 
he had rode the bus yesterday, he knew of the series but didn't know much about it, and is reading a dragon 
book at the moment, but he also saw Thea with a mystery book of some type.Thea is next.
Gloria asked her the same questions. Thea is into mystery books but not the same series, she didn't ride 
the bus yesterday because she was sick, but also claims she called in sick everyday at school, and she knew 
nothing about Stay and Ellie’s Mysteries. But Thea saw Lucy snooping through Gloria’s stuff the day before. 
So she did the same with Lucy. Lucy reads the same series, and denied ever touching Gloria’s stuff. Then 
repeats the same process with Luke and Jack. But neither showed any signs that they did it. Gloria was 
frustrated! Her first mystery and she can't even figure out who to eliminate from the list other than Jack and 
Luke. In her free time she looks back over what they do in real mysteries. Then she saw what she needed...
alibis!
Thea and MIlo both bring in alibis. Lucy brought in her best friend Nora and Milo brought in Kayla. Kayla 
admitted that Milo was reading the dragon book he was claiming to be reading and Nora claims Lucy is on 
book 2 of the series. Where as Gloria is on book 8 of the series. Gloria eliminates Milo. Now Thea’s evi-
dence... she brings her phone to show she had no contact with anyone while she was sick. Gloria believes 
her because Thea was always on her phone. Gloria has to decide between Lucy and Thea now. After looking 
back over the clues and evidence she immediately calls Thea. She asked how she called the school when she 
called in sick. Thea claims to have called on her personal phone. But earlier that was her evidence to prove 
she was sick. It was Thea! Case solved!

By: Alyssa Howell
Grade 6
Norwayne Middle School

Summer
I love summer
When it ends it’s a bummer
We get to have fun
All day in the sun
School is out
That’s what I’m all about
Enjoying my day
And yelling HOORAY!
My favorite season is summer
When it ends it’s a bummer
Now it’s time for back to school
No more time for the pool

Mari Kelly Castaneda Gutierrez
Norwayne Middle School



A Anderson
Grade Seven



Sophia Canales
Grade Seven



Morgan Thomas
Grade Seven



Limits

Was it so worth it?
Not knowing your limit but

Diving in darkness

-written by Stephen Rae 7th grade, Norwayne Middle 

Is Freedom Free?

It could cost so much
A life is almost enough

Freedom so painful

-written by Hayden Edmondson, 7th grade, Norwayne Middle 

Freedom

Freedom only comes
At the cost of your failure

No risk, No Freedom

-written by Hannah Wallace  7th grade, Norwayne Middle 



Tristan Daniels
Grade Eight



Camryn Ryan
Grade Eight



Vanessa White
Grade Eight



R
W

E



Chloe Barletter
Kindergarten



Elijah Lupton
Kindergarten



Evalyn Willetts
Kindergarten



Earthquakes, Endangered, Extinct
April 22nd is a day of celebration.
Reduce, reuse, recycle to take care of  the Earth.
Take joy in keeping our planet clean.
Home for billions of people and animals.

Kindergarten Students
Rosewood Elementary



Valleigh Collins
Grade One



Collin Deloach
Grade One



Genesis P. Pedroza
Grade One



 With A What?

I will read on a mat.
I will read with a cat.
I will read on a box.
I will read with a fox.
I will read on a tree.
I will read with a bee.
I love to read here and there.
I love to read anywhere!
 
Tucker Crocker
First Grade
Rosewood Elementary 
 



Jayden Gardner
Grade Two



Olivia Sears
Grade Two



Austin Zhao
Grade Two



The Smallest Fish in the Sea

If I was the smallest fish, I would try to hide from sharks and whales in the big, open 
ocean that is blue. If I don’t hide from them, they will try to eat me! I will have to 
collect a lot of food to survive. I will need to hide in a coral. Life in the ocean will be 
scary because of the sharks. It will also be scary because at the bottom it is very dark. 
I would try to live at the top because it has light. I will need to make some friends to 
help me survive. My friends would be bigger than me because I am the smallest fish 
in the ocean. I would be bullied, but I will stand up for myself.

Dakota Sutton
Second Grade
Rosewood Elementary



Krystal Belt
Grade Three



Khiry Reese
Grade Three



Joshua Schuch
Grade Three



James and the Magical Easter Egg

 One day James Alexander was walking in the woods. He tripped and fell into a few 
bushes but when he looked up to his surprise he was not where he just was. He was in a cave 
that had this weird purple glow. 

 He looked next to him and saw a beautiful Easter egg. Then he heard a voice come 
from somewhere but he couldn’t tell where. “You will be granted three wishes.” 

 “Okay!” James said, I wish I was rich. He heard a DING! He looked at his bank account 
and he was actually rich! His second wish was a time machine, which he in fact did not use.

 “Alright”, he said. I wish I could go home. “What!!!” said the voice, you will lose 
everything. “I don’t care”, James said and was teleported home.

 James was sad to leave everything behind, but he disliked being so wealthy. All James 
wanted to be normal with no magical Easter eggs.

Tyler Wise
3rd grade
Rosewood Elementary



Noah Lum
Grade Four



Nicholas Miller
Grade Four



Allie Turner
Grade Four



 

The Best Part of Me

The best part of me is my eyes. 
It is my best part because I’ve always said that I want to see the world.

So, my eyes can help me to see the world. 
Another reason why I like my eyes is because I love animals so without my eyes 

I could not see amazing animals. 
One last reason why I like my eyes is because I like to read and play.
 I would not be able to see what I was doing if I didn’t have my eyes. 

I am grateful for my eyes. 

Emma Schecker
4th Grade

Rosewood Elementary



Christopher Almanza
Grade Five



Kaylyn Bowens
Grade Five



Dawson Henn
Grade Five



The Community Soup Kitchen Project

Ms. Walker’s and Mrs. Winslow’s classes organized the Community Soup Kitchen project.  
We started the Community Soup Kitchen Project in November after Thanksgiving and went 
to the Soup Kitchen on December 18th.  We wanted to do the Soup Kitchen Project because 
we wanted to do something after seeing the movie “Wonder”.  We asked  Mr. Smith and Mrs. 
McKeel for permission.  

We asked students and parents to donate paper products for the homeless.  We make 
goodie bags with apples, oranges, and Candy.  We also made cards,  we decorated the cards 
with Christmas symbols on them.  We then packed the school bus with all the things and we 
were on the way to the Community Soup Kitchen.  We arrived at the Soup Kitchen and 
unpacked the bus.   While the people were eating their food we sang Christmas Carols.  
Before we left to go back to school we passed out the goodie bags to the homeless.  I am 
proud that we helped the homeless. 

      Blessing Smith
                      5th Grade
            Rosewood Elementary
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Brianna Huffman
Grade Nine



Michelle Nguyen
Grade Nine



William Harris
Grade Nine



I’d Rather… - Shakespeare (sonnet parody)
 
O, I would rather be buried up to my neck in fire ants, than clean.
There’s nothing more that makes me sick than to clean my room.
I would rather be forced to munch on a rancid sardine.
If I must clean one more thing, it will surely be my doom.
I would rather be locked in a room with a thousand clowns,
And be struck by lightning several times,
And go down the burning hot slides at the playground.
I would rather be homeless and live off only dimes.
I would rather hear Mrs. Eason singing a thousand off-key tunes.
O, it pains me to have to clean anything.
I would rather be convicted of a million wrongs.
I would much prefer jumping into a scalding hot spring.
O, cleaning makes a tear come to my glistening eye,
There are many things I would rather do before I die. 
 
Ebany Emmett
9th grade
Rosewood High School



I Am From
 
I am from the state of North Carolina
and molded by my family.
From nights out camping,
gathered ‘round a fire
to feuds between siblings,
I used to be a cryer.
I am from weekends with friends,
hanging out by the pool
talking about anything,
and acting like fools.
I am from an inherent love of wrestling
from my oldest brother.
There’s a mole on my nose
from my wonderful mother.
As you can see, my family has had a big influence on me.
I was but a lump of clay,
until shaped by the hands of my people.
 
 
Braeden Reiss
9th grade
Rosewood High School



Forgive My Guilt - emulation
 
Not always sure what things called sins may be,
I am sure of one sin I have done.
It was a few years ago,
I was desperate then,
We were messing around and having fun.
I was cold as ice, I was selfish.
The wallet sitting there as if a light was thrown to it.
I walked to the bathroom,
I said I had to pee,
But I took the wallet and thought-
“God please bless me!”
I put it in my pocket,
I didn’t feel that mean,
But boy it kicked in when I heard his cry and scream.
They walked around the house saying,
“It’s gone.” “It’s disappeared.”
I didn’t say a word,
But I was the magician.
 
For hours we searched
walking every which way,
It was time to go, my dad was here
I was glad I didn’t have to stay.
They all gave up, there was no use,
In that moment I knew I had to choose.
A few days passed,
everything seemed fine,
except me…
I kept thinking
trying to put it in the past,
Until I figured out that my dad used it all on gas.
 
 
 
Logan Merritt
9th grade
Rosewood High School



Titania Ruffino
Grade Ten



Hannah Adams
Grade Ten



Malika Hines
Grade Ten



Human Error

Day and night, it was all the same
Suffering from labor, hurting as they laid
SS Soldiers killing as they wished
Bullets were heard everywhere, few missed.

Smoke, Hot, Cold, and Burning smells
This was the setting of a human made hell
Did they deserve this treatment, or was it for no reason?
Hitler, Head of the operation, he committed treason.

Walking ghost appeared, contained within a gate
The Nazi who guarded the camps, enraged with hate
Jews asking for a miracle, God’s help would have been nice
Suffering daily, Death was a roll of the dice.

A human caused disaster, few did something to stop
Now millions of people dead, People treated as props
Could it have been stopped, or even prevented?
Now  the U.N., safety has been implemented.

Seth Wiggins
10th Grade 
Rosewood High School



Sly Fox
 
Once there was a sly fox who could get away with almost anything, but was very lazy when it 
came to taking care of his responsibilities. He would always trick his friends into hunting for 
his food. “Mr. Wolf, I have seemed to have forgotten how to hunt. Can you please help me?” 
asked the fox. 
 The wolf replied with, “Of course, my dear friend,” not knowing how lazy the fox is and 
how he will have to hunt for him everyday. 
 One day the wolf came to the fox and told him, “Mr. Fox, I cannot hunt for the both of 
us, you need to learn.” 
 The fox did not want to learn and he wanted to make sure the wolf would keep 
hunting for him, so he thought of a lie, “I am sorry Mr. Wolf, I can not learn right now, for I 
have hurt myself hunting yesterday when I was trying to learn.” 
 He held out his paw that he made go limp, “It hurts so much. I’m sorry, I didn't want to 
tell you.” The wolf believed him and continued to hunt for him.
 “Silly wolf, he’ll believe anything I say,” said the fox talking out loud while the wolf was 
hunting. 
 Then he got up and started to walk around, not knowing the wolf was coming back 
from his hunt.
 “You lied to me Mr. Fox, you're not hurt and you can walk fine.” 
 The fox tried hard to think of something to say, but he couldn’t. 
 He was caught and he started to cry, “I'm sssooo…sorrryyy…don’t be mad!” 
 The wolf didn’t know how to feel, but he told the fox, “I won’t be mad at you if can 
repay me.” 
 The fox stop crying, looked at the wolf and asked “How can I repay you, my friend.”
 The wolf had to sit down and think about how the fox could pay him back, then it 
came to him, “Mr. Fox promise me you shall learn to hunt and when you do, once a week 
you have to hunt for me.” 
 The fox replied, “Of course dear friend, thank you so much.” So, the fox had to learn 
how to hunt and once he did, he hunted for the wolf  once a week. Some time later the wolf 
told the fox, “I hope you have learned you lesson.”  
 The fox replied, “I have dear friend, thank you.”
 
Gael Jaramillo
10th Grade
Rosewood High School



 As Night begins, Elie and his family are living in Sighet. Elie is extremely religious. He 
studies the Talmud in the morning and then in the evening goes to the synagogue. A man 
named Moishe the Beadle taught him the works of the Kabbalah. Elie had 3 siblings; Hilda 
the eldest, then Bea, Elie was the third, and Tzipora was the youngest. Elie's mother and 
father ran a store, and the two oldest siblings helped. Ellie's place was to stay home and 
study. One day all the foreign Jews were expelled from Sighet and shoved into cattle cars. 
Moishe was among those put in the cattle cars. A miracle happened, Moishe escaped, came 
back to Sighet, went door to door to tell the story of Malka and the Nazis. No one believed 
Moishe. They all thought he had gone insane. The people of Sighet did not burden 
themselves with the worry of the war coming to them, but in less than three days German 
Army vehicles appeared on their streets. On the seventh day of passover the Germans 
arrested the leaders of the Jewish community. The Jews could not leave their houses, had to 
wear the star of David, and Jews were forbidden to own any valuables. The Nazis 
created two ghettos for the Jew in Sighet. The day after Sabbath, Elie and his family were 
loaded into cattle cars along with eighty other Jews in each  car. Elie and his family arrived at 
their first camp Birkenau. He said, “I didn’t know that this was the moment in time and the 
place where I was leaving my mother and Tzipora forever.” This was the start of Elies dreadful 
journey through the Holocaust.

 I could never imagine that human beings could ever be that cruel to each other. The 
more we learn about the Holocaust the more disgusted, horrified, and sorrowful I feel for 
the those people. I believe we can have sympathy for the victims of the Holocaust, but I 
do not think we will ever truly be able to understand or relate to what they went through. 
Above all I could not possibly comprehend that ever happening to me or my family. This 
book had a very powerful message. The message is we should never forget, no matter how 
horrifying, the Holocaust happened. Why must we remember? So we will never ever repeat 
something as horrendous as the Holocaust. I loved everything about this book! Elie’s writing 
style was beautiful, and everything he wrote enticed me to read more. One of the things that 
interested me the most was Elie did not sugar coat one thing. Elie's story of his time during 
the Holocaust was laid bare. He helped people connect to the horrors of the Holocaust. Also, 
I love how Elie stayed by his father's side until his dad was just too tired to keep going. Above 
all the things, I love the most about this book, is that he did not stay quiet about his 
experience. Hearing people's stories like Elie is what helps us to grow and never forget. I 
would not change anything about the 115 page book, especially not the ending. I believe the 
ending was perfect. Elie had said everything he needed to say hundred and fourteen pages 
before but on page 115 he left us with the mental image of him looking at himself, but not 
seeing himself. He saw a corpse and that look never left him. Elie had endured some much 
during that time, he was never going to be the same. He changed physically and mentally. 
What was next for him? I think it is learning his new self and learning what it feels like to be 
alive again. I recommend this book to anyone who wants to learn more about the Holocaust 
through a survivor's story.
 
Sydney Riess
10th Grade
Rosewood



Jacqueline Avlia-Aguilar
Grade Eleven



Joey Martin
Grade Eleven



Kari Drake
Grade Eleven



Preamble

When, in the course of human events it becomes necessary for like minded people to voice 
their opinions on certain topics. Some of these being, the horrible condition of the 
bathrooms, the unorganization of the cafeteria, the cut funds of the arts department, and 
the strict dress code. The bathrooms are in complete disrepair.. The cafeteria is very 
unorganized during lunch. The arts department is falling apart. The dress code is too strict 
and should be loosened a little. All of these declare the causes which impel them to the 
separation.

 
Declaration of Rights

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that we have the right to dress how we want, being 
appropriate for the season. As well as the right to petition for more budget to be put 
towards certain departments and to demand that all bathrooms be fixed as soon as humanly 
possible.  This is to have a say on an absolute tyranny over these students.

 
List of Grievances

To prove this, let facts be submitted to the entire student body and office staff. The budget 
for the arts department was cut by forty percent from last year, so they are working with 
sixty percent of the budget they had from last year, and even still that was barely enough. 
The bathrooms should not be in such a state of disrepair that it is now. It does not cost 
much money to go to a hardware store to buy some plywood boards and hinges, and the 
stall doors could be fixed over spring or summer break. The cafeteria is so unorganized that 
sometimes we barely have even five minutes to eat. There is a clear bias of some teachers 
considering the dress code, calling out singular people, while there are dozens of other 
people that walk by who have the same violation of the dress code, and yet the teacher does 
not call out those people and just focuses on one or more particular students.

 
Resolution of Independence

We, therefore will break away from the people who refuse to fix these unresolved problems. 
With this independence, we will responsibly create a new system to maintain the ability to 
fix all problems that crop up in our path and our sacred honor.
 
 
 
Christian Walters
11th Grade
Rosewood High School



The Crucible Theme Essay

 The Crucible had many themes but there were a few that stood out more than 
others. Hysteria, forgiveness and compassion, religion, the supernatural, respect and 
reputation are all some of the main themes in the story. Hysteria was the biggest theme 
because it was shown through all of the characters. They all were extremely emotional 
throughout the entire story. All of the characters separated themselves in groups and each 
group had a different reason for hysteria. As a whole, the community was upset because 
they had found out there were many more people that practiced witchcraft in the 
community then they thought. When they found out it was upsetting because everyone 
knew everyone in a small community like that and nobody had expected their friends and 
family to be doing things like summoning the devil or practicing witchcraft.

 Respect and reputation is a big theme as well. Everyone is worried about their family's 
reputation in the story and also their own reputation. John Proctor was huge on the idea of 
reputation. Elizabeth knew her husband had cheated on her but she lied to the community 
to protect him and save his reputation. Proctor agreed to confess to the accusations of being 
an ally to the devil but he says he will not agree to incriminate anyone other than himself. 
When he signs his confession, he refuses to hand it over, he says his name is all he has an he 
refuses to ruin it by signing lies. Then he tears up the paper and gets taken to the gallows. 
He did all of this just to protect his name and his reputation. Back then that is all that people 
had and it was an important thing. The Crucible reflected this as an important theme and 
showed it through many of the characters.

 The supernatural is also an important theme in the play because that is the main focus 
of it. The whole thing is about people being accused of practicing witchcraft and being an 
ally to the devil. All of this relates to supernatural activities which makes it one of the main 
themes. Religion is another theme that is shown in the play a lot. It relates to the 
supernatural activities because that was part of their religion. The devil was looked at as 
evil in their religion and if you were found supporting it then you were sent to the gallows 
and hung. Without religion, there would be no play because it was what the whole play was 
based off of.

 Lies and deceit were themes in the Crucible. Characters were constantly lying and 
making up excuses to get themselves out of trouble. They would lie and accuse other people 
of practicing witchcraft and doing other unlawful things to keep themselves out of trouble. 
At first Abigail denied everything related to witchcraft and all of the accusations, but then 
ended up telling the truth and also blaming others to make herself not be in as much
 trouble.

 The Crucible was an interesting story that had a lot of themes. There was a lot going 
on throughout but it all intertwined to make the play interesting. All of the themes were 
obvious but they all were somehow related to each other. The story taught a lot of lessons in 
unique ways to keep the reader interested in the play. Overall the themes were shown 
thoroughly, and the author got his point across and taught the reader many lessons.
 
Thomas Bisson
11th Grade
Rosewood High School



Laura Lintner 
Grade Twelve



Jami Parker
Grade Twelve



Mary Barnes
Grade Twelve



The Yeoman

Robin Longstride now there was a guy
Who never missed a shot he let fly.
Swift and silent he flies through the woods
His band's faces hidden beneath their hoods.
He steals back the much needed grain
To alleviate the towns hunger and pain.
Chivalrous and kind as any knight
And as likely as not to best one in a fight.
Brave as a lion  to rescue his mate
Who was dangling from the castle gate.
As quick as a whip and just as tough
He was never afraid when things turned rough.
Cunning and smart with the sliding cup game
He’d tolerate no one who besmirched his name.
Gives words of comfort to a dying man
And promises to return a sword as part of his plan.
Truth and honesty are his inclinations
But shows a quick tongue in the right situations.
He takes the name of the dead and damned
To keep his family from losing their land.
Sleeps with the dogs and not with Mary
To give her comfort and not seem scary.
His father fought for the peasants rights
To sleep with no fear throughout the nights,
From unjust treatment and persecution
And on the whim of a king face execution.
He fought with skill on the beach
A lesson in strategy to the king he could teach.
But alas the king was no good
And made an outlaw of Robin of the Hood.
 
Joseph DuBose
12th grade
Rosewood High School



The 13th Warrior Essay

 The story of Beowulf makes an inexact transition to the silver screen in The 13th Warrior. The movie 
initially appears as more of a spin-off than an adaptation. The differences between the movie and the epic 
are plentiful and conspicuous, but the two works also share similarities and parallels that become noticeable 
only through careful scrutiny. Underlying themes and symbols throughout the movie connect it to the epic 
of Beowulf with remarkable accuracy. The 13th Warrior contains many elements of Anglo-Saxon culture, and 
portrays the story of Beowulf well.
 Since the focal character of the movie is from the Middle East, Anglo-Saxon culture can mainly be 
found in Ibn’s interactions with his fellow warriors, and subsequently through their interactions with others 
in the town. Being honorable and defending one’s pride are staples of Anglo-Saxon culture as it pertains to 
individuals, and the movie contains no shortage of instances where a character’s honor is on the line. When 
building the fortifications around the town in anticipation of an attack, Herger is hit repeatedly by dirt dis-
carded from another man’s shovel. Out of annoyance and a desire to save face, Herger challenges the man 
to a duel. While a perceived “barbarian” may simply attack a man who throws dirt on him, Herger decides 
to fight him with sword and shield in a fair duel. This asserts the Anglo-Saxon values of honor and pride, 
affirming that Herger and his fellow soldiers follow a code of values. Buliwyf also adheres to this code, while 
also highlighting virtues of loyalty and perseverance. After all, Buliwyf suffers through a fatal poison in order 
to assist his allies in the final battle. This valiant act epitomizes Anglo-Saxon values and serves to strengthen 
the idea that these warriors are men of honor and bravery.
 Individual instances of Anglo-Saxon traits are outnumbered in this movie by broader, more socie-
tal examples of Anglo-Saxon culture. Among these is the attention to detail and craftsmanship that appear 
throughout the film. When building fortifications, the Anglo-Saxons are almost perfectionist in their desire 
to mount the spikes at the correct angle and with the correct sharpness on the tip. Alongside these blatant 
examples come more subtle hints of craftsmanship, like the durability of the boat that was sailed on the 
journey from the Middle East. This boat thrives in its encounters with rough waters and storms along the 
way, suggesting that Anglo-Saxons are talented builders and crafters. Each step in oral tradition, a vital ele-
ment of Anglo-Saxon culture,  is also documented in the film. This is accomplished through both brave acts 
designed to astonish others and the physical retelling of stories near the end of the film. Buliwyf risks his life 
multiple times in the film knowing that he may die, with the solace that his legacy will give him immortality. 
This thought manifests itself in Ibn’s retelling of Buliwyf’s heroism as the credits roll.
While Anglo-Saxon culture makes many appearances in the movie, it is actually The 13th Warrior’s parallels 
with the story of Beowulf that enhance the meaning of the movie. Characters that go unnamed in the movie 
can be seen indirectly through symbolism. For example, while Grendel as an individual does not appear in 
the movie, a tribe with animal-like tendencies and bearlike appearances raids the city on multiple occasions 
throughout the film. This tribe appears almost like a hive mind in its actions during the movie, enhancing 
the idea that Grendel is a single entity in this film, but not necessarily a single individual. Every hive needs a 
queen, and this tribe is no different, with a maternal figure residing at the core of a cave. This figure 
symbolizes Grendel’s mother, with her residence in the cave near the waterfall mirroring that of the under-
water lair she stayed in during the epic.
 The entity of Grendel and its mother were more accurately symbolized in the movie when compared 
to Beowulf and the dragon. It wasn’t until when Buliwyf killed the tribal leader that the connection became 
clear between Beowulf and the blonde hero. Even with this distinction, Buliwyf remained an inconsequen-
tial character until later in the film. That said, the way the movie portrayed his legacy establishes a strong 
similarity between the film and epic heroes. Beowulf’s actions speak louder than his words in the epic, and 
while others may speak fondly of his courageous deeds, he was not one to bring them up. The same can be 
said of Buliwyf, whose actions throughout the movie are lauded by everyone except him. Perhaps even more 
difficult to find was any mention of the fire breathing dragon from the epic. There was no physical dragon in 
the movie, nor was there an entity that could symbolize the dragon. The only potential reference to 
Beowulf’s final villain was the burning of the town in one of the tribe’s night raids. Even so, this symbolism is 
much weaker than any of the others in the film.
 The 13th Warrior was by no measure a retelling of the story of Beowulf. However, the way the 
writers chose to portray the epic in film actually enhances the overall experience. A cut-and-dried version of 
the movie, where anyone who has read the story can predict each facet of the plot, is clearly not what the 
producers were going for. The way that The 13th Warrior chooses to integrate Beowulf into a unique story 
creates an atmosphere where knowing of the epic only enhances one’s viewing experience. That said, a 
knowledge of the epic hero and his quests is not required to watch this film. While some aspects of Beowulf 
fail to transition effectively to the film, the Anglo-Saxon roots and characters that define the epic find direct 
and symbolic placement throughout The 13th Warrior.
 
Marc Lewis
12th Grade
Rosewood High School



Anglo-Saxon Poetry Boast - Beowulf

Hail classmates,
I am Logan, the young of Tim and Tina,
Petting my Melon, my little Melanoma,
Growing too familiar to the click, clack, cluck of the typing box,
He starts to meow, wanting the supplement of life,
I pour the brown shapes into his round containment unit,
I vanquished his desire of food.
The building of assignment, assigning, assignors is back in session,
Piles of papers pyramids into view, they fall to my standing-place of rings,
The idea solidifies into view, to be at the top of the mountain, looking at everyone else,
To start planning of ways to climb the ladder, even resorting to reading the pages of informa-
tion,
Atop of the mountain all I see is everything that’s happened, but others have their own to 
climb,
The question rises, to assist them or watch them fail, but the choice was clear.
Helping them was the only choice, victory for all, or failure for all.
The people I’ve helped in the past stand beside me, as we start to take on the final challenge,
Do we stay together, or leave each other to their own future, the option isn’t so clear any-
more,
We work together figuring out the best answer, we start our own lives.
We’re beating the first level in the game called life, our enemies grow stronger as we do.
Debt and bills fall from the sky, landing right into our unexpecting hands,
I get a job, it’s not the best but it even the odds with the upcoming enemies,
Level two starts in a year, I’m prepared, books in hand.
I will beat “Life,” and be remembered for everything in the future, and that has already 
come,
From musical achievements to pixels.
Everyone has their own game, but how mine goes is up to me.
 
Logan Dixe
12th Grade
Rosewood High School
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Allyson Williams
Grade Six



Vietnam Poem
 
Tropical climate in the air.
So many people, no room to spare.
Different voices in the room.
All the kids in the school.
 
Different cultures in the town.
Different personalities all around.
Different noises, different sounds.
Some quiet, some loud.
 
Different music, different songs.
Everyone is singing along.
Variety of plants on the lawn.
All happening in Vietnam.
 
Akarri Johnson
Grade 6



Diana Lopez
Grade Seven



Shards 
 
I am a mirror on the wall 
in a room painted ruby red 
with a bed and fluffy pillows 
And a girl 
just barely six. 
She looks at me day by day 
to try and fix her hair 
or put on a hat. 
Eventually she grows. 
More time she spends with me now 
with makeup, hair, and clothes. 
She even practices dancing 
to see how she looks. 
She is a smart and talented girl. 
Really pretty too. 
But then there came that summer night, 
a night before a party. 
She tried and tried  
to look her best. 
She thought that nothing worked, 
trying to fix what was never broken 
and to heal what never hurt. 
She stopped and cried. 
So sad she was. 
She took one look at the mirror 
and threw it. 
Shards of glass all over the floor. 
They reflected what she didn't want to see. 
But she was pretty. 
The whole world knew, 
The whole world,  
except for her
 
Sara Ponce
Grade 7



Latisha Hafner
Grade Eight
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I like the cows.   Do you like the cows? 
I like the baby cows. I see the cows.

By: Yoselin Garcia Vasquez
Kindergarten

Spring Creek Elementary

A butterfly can fly with his wings. 
It can lay eggs on leaves.   It can eat nectar on leaves.

By: Marissa Olivares
Kindergarten

Spring Creek Elementary

Butterflies flap their wings to fly.   Before a caterpillar is a butterfly, it is a caterpillar.  
Last, the butterfly makes a cocoon.

By: Kevin Zamora
Kindergarten

Spring Creek Elementary
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Making Cookies

Jessica’s mom was making sugar cookies.  Jessica was going to try one of her mom’s sugar 
cookies.  When Jessica got home, they were almost gone.  Jessica shared a cookie with her 
puppy.

By:  Lily Herring
First Grade

Spring Creek Elementary

The Butterfly Life Cycle

This week we are learning about butterflies.  First, a butterfly lays an egg.  The egg is on a 
leaf.  Next, the caterpillar emerges from the egg.  The larva eats a lot of food and then molts.  
Then the larva makes a chrysalis.  It is there for 10 days.  Lastly, the chrysalis breaks open, 
and out comes the butterfly.  The pupa is now an adult.  The life cycle now starts over.

By:  Jack Auger
First Grade

Spring Creek Elementary

The Easter Egg Hunt

I went on an Easter egg hunt.  I went to the park.  It is by Piggly Wiggly.  It has a big 
playground.  We ate some pizza and then we went back to playing.  We hunted eggs two 
times.  The first time was easy because we picked up all the eggs they had.  Then the second 
hunt was hard.  I had the most eggs!  It was fun, and we got to eat lunch together.  We had 
salad and Easter candy.

By:  Jayshawn Purnell
First Grade

Spring Creek Elementary
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Barack Obama

     Barack Obama Hussein Obama was born in Honolulu, Hawaii, on August 4, 1961.  
Barack Obama had a good education and was a skillful basketball player, and because 
of this he was given the nickname “O Bomber” in high school.  Later, he attended 
Columbia University in New York and then Harvard.  He met his future wife Michelle 
Robinson.  They married on October 18, 1992, and have two daughters named Malia 
Ann and Natasha.

By:  Ana Garcia Jorge
Second Grade

Spring Creek Elementary
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“Hurricanes”

Red is on a hockey jersey.
Red tastes like points.
Red smells like winners.
Red sounds like a hockey puck clacking.
Red feels like ice.
Red looks like goals.
Red makes me choose the
                 North CAROLINA HURRICANES!!!!

 
by Daisy Johnson

Third Grade
Spring Creek Elementary
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Grade Four



“When I Am 100 Years Old”

     When I’m 100 years old, I believe the world will be different.  I think there will be more 
technology and more inventions.  I believe there is going to be less communication.  I also 
believe school will be cooler and have different items from today. 

     In 100 years, I believe the world and people will be safe because of technology and 
inventions.  I think in restaurants there will be no waiters, and it’s going to be technology 
that takes your order. Maybe even the world could be controlled by technology. I believe 
robots are going to  do  your shopping and get what you want.

     I also believe in 100 years, there is going to be less communication. I think the cool
 inventions that people will make will cause less communication. I think teenagers will be 
on their phones or other items that people would invent, and they would spend more time 
indoors or in their rooms.   I think that young children would be indoors watching television 
or anything else that people invent instead of playing with other kids.

     Lastly, I believe the schools will be very different from nowadays. I think there will be 
smart tables so we wouldn’t have to write. I also think they can replace the wooden chairs 
with massaging chairs. I think the work of a teacher wouldn’t exist, and they would replace 
the teachers with robots.

     I think technology would make up half of the world. I also think too many cool items are 
going to exist, and it’s going to destroy communication. I believe school will also be made up 
of technology. That’s what I think is going to happen when I am 100 years old. 

By: Camila Dominguez Robles
Fourth Grade
Spring Creek Elementary



Personal Poem

Roxas
Smart, Active, Creative

Child of Phillip and Brittany Krier
Who feels excited and smart 

Who needs to be an example for little children
Who gives you opportunities and chances
Who fears the end of the world and death

Who would like to see me accomplish my dreams
Freeman

By:  Roxas Freeman
Fourth Grade

Spring Creek Elementary



“When I Grow Up”

     When I grow up, I want to have my own pet store.  I will have to work very hard to do it.  I 
would like to go to the University of Colorado.  I love to work with animals, and I love to build 
things with my dad.  Other pet stores only care about profit, not pets (that should be my 
slogan!) and treat their animals horribly. 

    In my pet store, I will breed my own animals and put as much money and care into them 
as possible to find them a good home.  I will also fill the store with my own pet products, not 
bad ones other companies make. 

     To do all of that, I need to get a business degree.  I also need a permit to breed animals 
and a permit to sell my own products.  That is why I am going to the University of Colorado. 
My Aunt Jana breeds her dogs, so I can get advice from her.  I choose to go to the University 
of Colorado because I can get a business degree there.  I used to live in Colorado, and I love 
the wilderness there. 

     I think people there would love my pet store, which I would like to call “Everything’s 
Pawsible Pet Shop.”   I would love to have my own pet store. I will do well in school and work 
hard.  I choose the  University of Colorado because I love living in that state.

By:  Grace Jeffords
Fourth Grade
Spring Creek Elementary
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Wings

One time I felt something weird on my back.  I went to the mirror to see what it was.  I had 
wings on my back.  I went outside to try them, and they worked.  I could fly.  I really could.  I 
hid my wings and went to school.  In first block, I kept thinking-I should fly away from school 
and sleep.  I asked Mrs. Kennedy to let me use the restroom.  As I walked down the hall, I 
kept thinking about flying, about sleeping.  I could just fly away and sleep, and so I did.

Edgar Juarez
9th grade

Spring Creek High School

Math Class

I walk into my math class.
I see papers lying face down on the desks.
I sit at my desk and wait for all the students to arrive.
After five minutes, I begin.
It’s about circles and tangents.
I finish in about ten minutes, 
It takes me about three more to double check.
I turn my test in 
And start listening to music:
A little bit of E.L.O. and B.O.C.
Everyone else finishes, 
And then it is all over. 

Terrence Hampton
9th grade
Spring Creek High School
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Grade Ten



Emily Dupuy
Grade Ten



The Key To Happiness

 The key I wish to have is the one to happiness. Originally, my concept was the key to 
forget. However, I realized forgetting isn’t the solution, at least not the one I want. 
Forgetting would mean abandoning these memories completely along with the lessons 
they’ve taught me. Happiness, on the other hand, would mean finding a way to cope with 
the past. To somehow live with everything in complete and absolute acceptance. This is the 
solution I wish to have.

 My key’s purpose would be to unlock happiness. Life is unexpected. It comes with 
ups and downs, twists and turns. One day we feel complete and whole, then the next we’re 
shattered like glass. The truth is we do not have a choice with the life we are given. We do, 
however, have a choice in the life we make. That’s the thing about being human. We have 
choices on the path of fate. There are so many factors in our life we think we can’t control, 
but when one takes a different perspective, it is then when they realize we are not merely 
pawns in a game. The path carved in stone can change if we will it to change. 

 I would say my life would be better for having this key. This key would help me accept 
the past and decide my future. Yes, there will still be factors in my life of which I have no 
control over, but maybe that’s a good thing. I plan on keeping my key. After unlocking the 
door to happiness, I might not need the use of the key any longer. However, the key itself is 
a reminder. I can hold it and remember everything about my life before the key. I know that 
the whole purpose of the key was to move on, but sometimes looking to the past can help us 
appreciate the present even more.

Noelia Ortiz
10th Grade
Spring Creek High School



Shot Down

One day, walking down the street, I saw a girl.  She was walking her dog.  I didn’t just see her. 
I see her every day.  One day, I walked my dog.  She was on the right side of the street.  I was 
on the left side.  I moved to the right and ran right into her, so I could talk to her.  I was really 
shy.  I was turning red, but I was keeping my cool.  She dropped her phone, and I picked it 
up for her.  I looked at her and said, “My name is Tobias.”  Her name was Jazmine.  I told her 
that was a nice name, and she said thanks.  Feeling bold, I asked for her number.  She said no 
and walked away. 

Tobias Newsome
10 grade

Spring Creek High School



Goals 

I only got a couple dollars and dreams.
#1's to get on stage and hear hollers and screams;
Shouting my name,
giving hope like fountains for change,
getting respect 'cause I'm sick
 and I ain't sounding the same.
#2's a full time producer who can make the beats;
Served on a plate to eat, 
'cause I'm a blatant beast;
but also to set the mood of the song;
Never doing that wrong, 
let's keep it moving along;
#3, is to put all the competition under me;
Come to freeze the game 
and plunder beats 
with words fun to speak;
#4 is to be able to provide for the fam';
Never get stuck in a maze (Ma$e) 
like I'm signing with Cam;
Making sure everything goes aligned with my plan;
Making Dad proud while he's spending time in the can;
Just know these dreams are inspired by all I've been through.

Travis Harper Dusseault
10th grade

Spring Creek High School
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When I Sleep
So what do I do now?
As I lay in bed with no way of moving.. 
How is it that I can’t move… how? 
I’m trying the best I can, but there’s no way of escaping. 

Chest hurting and mind confused 
I saw you and I screamed, but you made no move
To come and wake me up, but my body refused.
This feeling I couldn’t remove.

It didn’t feel right. 
I see you but I can’t speak and get your help.
I struggled to get a single breath that night 
And as I woke up I let out a yelp.
 
Sweating and screaming when I rise 
Knowing this came as a demon in disguise.

Joshua Beckerman
12th Grade

Spring Creek High School 



S
C
M



Kaydence Matthews
Grade Five



Keily Gonalez-Soto
Grade Five



Valencia Daly
Grade Five



Enhancing the Years
I was in preschool when IT happened.  My mother had died.  I was a silly little four year old, 
not knowing what the world meant.  I had a nice father and a nice mother.  They loved me 
for me!  I remember the last thing she said to me.  It was a Tuesday morning, she was 
drinking coffee and reading a book in her robe.  She looked up and said, “Hi, Keila!  You’re 
up early, did you have another nightmare?”  I shook my head and pulled up a chair and sat 
beside her.  She kissed the top of my head and flipped to the next page in her book. 
I looked up at her and tugged on her robe, she looked down and asked what I needed.  
I said, “Mommy, when will we be doing our paintings for daddy?”
She smiled and said, “This afternoon, after school.”  And so I went to school. 
While I was at school I started to talk while my teacher was talking so she yelled at me and 
put me in the ‘time out’ corner.  I remember her yelling and pointing her ruler at the chair.  
She yelled, “You’ve been bad! Now you’re in the time out chair for five minutes!  Under-
stand?”  I nodded but there was something I didn’t understand, it was why she had a ruler in 
preschool. 
I sat there and all the kids watched me.  They all laughed and I stuck my tongue out at them.  
Not even a minute later the principal burst in the room.  He started yelling my name, “Kelia . 
. . Kelia . . .Kelia!  Are you in here?” He started pacing around the room.  I raised my hand, he 
saw it and said, “Are you Kelia?” I nodded.  He grabbed my hand and said, “We have to go!  
Now!”  He pulled me out the door and dragged me to his office.  He opened the door and 
when he did I saw my dad.  He was crying and rubbing his eyes.  He said, “Hi, Kelia. . .”
I waved and said, “Did I do something bad?” 
He shook his head.  I asked why I was here.  
He sighed and said, “Kelia, your mom died”. 
I gasped and said, “Wait. . . What!?” 
He looked at me and said, “I said, she’s dead! Understand?!” 
I started to cry.  The principal said, “Look, I think it is best if you guys take this home.”  
My dad growled and said, “Sure, whatever.”  He stood up and crumbled up his fists.  He 
grabbed my hand and yanked me to the car.
When we got into the car he sped off.  He mumbled, “My wife is dead and now I have a little 
brat instead.”
After eighteen minutes we made it home.  There was police cars surrounding my house, one 
of them had a cart with a big white sheet on it, I could tell there was something under it, but 
I couldn’t tell exactly what it was.  I went into my house and ran to my mom’s bedroom to 
see if she was in there, but she wasn’t, all of her stuff was gone.  
After hours, the police finally left and so did my dad.  He left a note on the bar and it said, “I 
went out.  Don’t come looking for me.  Don’t tell anyone what happened to mommy.  Don’t 
tell them I went out.  I’m going to get dinner and stuff.  From, Dad”.  I stood there for thirty 
minutes trying to sound out the words.  Finally I read it all.  It was about 8:30 when he left.  
I turned on the television and put on a show called Sponge Bob Square Pants.  It was my 
favorite show.  I watched it for about three hours until I fell asleep.  It was around 1:00 when 
my dad came back.  He came back with a McDonald’s happy meal.  He woke me up and 
pushed me out of the couch chair.  I hit my head on the floor.  I screamed from the pain. My 
dad shushed me and slapped my leg.  I started crying more and louder.  He cocked his hand 
up again, giving me a warning.  I shushed and walked to the table where my happy meal was.  
I started eating. 

[Two years later]
I snuck out the back door, into the neighbor’s window, into their house.  I ran to their fridge 
and grabbed a water bottle and an apple.  I drank the water until it was all gone.  Then I 
munched on my apple until all I had was the core. 



I opened the fridge again and stole a lot of waters and apples.  I closed the fridge and I was 
about jump on the counter to leave through the window when I heard a scream.  I freaked 
out and slowly turned around.  I saw a woman yelling and hugging her boyfriend.  The 
boyfriend said, “Who are you and why are you at our house?”  
I gulped and said, “Please don’t tell my daddy.” 
The man said, “I don’t have time for telling daddies or anything like that.  I asked you a 
question though.” 
I stared at him and didn’t say anything. 
He said “Little boy, tell me now!”  I giggled.  He said, “Why are you laughing?”  I didn’t 
respond, but I kept laughing.  The girlfriend started laughing also.  He said to his girlfriend, 
“Seriously, what is so funny?” 
She said “That is a girl!” 
He sighed and shook his head in disappointment.  He said, “Well, whatever you are.  Why are 
you here?” 
I looked at him and said, “Look, I’m hungry, that's all.”
He looked at me and said “Oh, I understand.  I won’t do anything that could get you in 
trouble,” he smiled.  I nodded, but as soon as I did I heard his phone on speaker saying “911, 
what’s your emergency?” He looked at me with a wicked smile on his face.
He said, “Hello, my name is Robert Johnson.  I have a horrible situation.  There is a girl in my 
house.  She is stealing my food and water.  Please come as fast as you can.” 
I was shocked.  The police said, “Okay, we’re on our way”. 
He hung up and laughed an evil like laugh.
I heard the sirens from inside the house, I was scared.  Then I realized, they would tell my 
daddy and he would tie me up on the rope again and make me sleep outside with the snakes 
and worms.  He would also give me something called “Happy and Fun Times”. During 
‘Happy and Fun Times’ you would get spankings with a spatula and you would get slapped in 
the face twelve times, the worst of all you would get tied to a pole and he’d stomp on your 
face like a bug getting squashed.  This happens when you wake up from being outside.  
The police said, “Open this door!” Then a loud banging was heard on the door.  The police 
knocked down the door and put me in handcuffs.  I was walked out the door and put into a 
police car. 
When we got to the station I got put in a cell.  They said they would have to call my dad.  The 
police on the phone said, “Hello, is this Connor?  Great!  So, we have your daughter here in 
jail, she was caught stealing.  Can you come pick her up? . . . Yes? . . . Great! See you soon.”

[Twenty minutes later]
My dad walked through the door, smelling of smoke.  He looked around trying to see where I 
was.  He said, “So, where is the little devil anyway?” 
The police officer said, “Over there, in the cell.” He pointed to the cell. 
“Oh!  I see,” he said.  My dad walked over to my cell.  He stuck his hand on the inside and 
handed me a bag on M&M’S.  He whispered, “I don’t have the money to get you out.  Inside 
the bag there is a key, it should work in the lock because I stole it off the front desk over 
there.”  I unlocked the cell and started to tiptoe out of the cell.  The officer saw me and came 
running toward me and my dad.  He turned to my dad and jumped on top of him.  The officer 
blew his whistle and a bunch of officers came charging toward my dad.  Next thing I know he 
is arrested and in jail and I’m in the adoption center.
Margaret Edmundson
Fifth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



Bounding Edge
Two Dragons 
My name is Ryuji Kanata which means “Two Dragon Yonder”.  I was named after the event that almost 
destroyed Wisteria, a place where humanoid animals, demons, spirits, and magical beings exist.  I am a 
magical being, you see, I am part dragon.  I bet you didn’t see that coming.  
I have eyes like lava and messy black hair.  My skin has this unique ability that protects me, I have scales that 
I can invoke anytime I want—except for the ones on the left side of my cheek, my right forearm.  Did I 
mention I have horns?  I’m kind of a nice person.  Excuse me, drakkin not person. 

Equality 
Unfair.  That’s what this world is.  Unfair.  I learned that when I was a grade schooler.  I was bullied and beat 
up because of what I looked like.  All the other kids were human, elf, or another humanoid creature.  But, I 
was the only “special” one, or the only “ugly” one.  Truth be told, I didn’t care one bit, because my older 
sister said, “If they throw a punch, you better run or beat them up just like I showed you.”  I told her I 
wanted to learn Kendo and martial arts.  Before I knew it I was the “Rock Lee”, “outsider”, or the “freak.”  
But no one messed with me so and I was fine with that.  
My sister went to fight in the Disambiguation War, where demons tried to overrun Wisteria.  The war lasted 
4 years and by that time I was in my 2nd year of high school.  
I was waiting at home for her to get back, but instead the war general and a couple of soldiers were at my 
doorstep.  They explained to me, my sister had died.  This world is just truly unfair . . .
 
Brawling 
After I found out about my sister’s death, I left, sold the house, and travel.  I traveled all over the place—
Erendol, Hydare, Quorli, and many more.  I was good on cash.  
It wasn’t until I got to Yemrio when things went wrong.  Yemrio is in the slumps.  Turns out they have 

brawls and bet on people who they want to win.  I ended up being in a brawl with a fighter who hasn’t lost, 
Kitty Quil, a big Costa Rican man.  I looked at the betting board and realized I had nothing!  The bell rang.  
Kitty was swinging his gorilla arms left and right, this was too easy, so when he punched left I 
decided to knee him in his gut.  He went staggering back about 4 feet.  During those seconds I anticipated 
his movements and came up with the perfect set-up.  He came charging and stopped, just like I thought.  It 
only took about 5 seconds for me to grab his wrist, go between his legs and flip him on his back.  He looked 
dumbfounded.  The whole crowd went silent.  Slowly people put their money onto my portion of the betting 
board.  I happily skipped along with my hood up and collected my money. “You should really learn how to 
fight, see you later amateurs.” I felt like I said that too offensively.

Rich Girl
I was on my way to Tomlos, the capital of Wisteria when I met her.  I was lying in a field of grass with a lake 
nearby because halfway to Tomlos I got tired.  I was staring at the clouds trying to figure out what they 
looked like.  I saw what seemed to be the infinity sign, but I saw a dark figure falling.  At first I thought it was 
a meteor, but meteors don’t fall in Tomlos.  That’s when I figured out it was a girl and she was about to land 
in the lake.  The lake was very shallow and had sharp rocks on the bottom.  Like any handsome young fellow 
would do, I ran to catch her but I knew I wouldn’t make it.  It was these choices that would change my life.  I 
would either let her fall and possibly die, or summon my wings and possibly kill myself, but save her.  I didn’t 
have time for choices.  I summoned my wings and in a split second I flew up and caught her.  I looked at her 
staring at me with her blue eyes, she looked about my age.  When I landed I set her down she greeted me 
very nicely, “How dare you touch me!”  She tried to slap me, but I moved to the left.
“That’s how you greet and thank someone who just saved your life?” I shot her a glare. 
Her jaw dropped and I realized she was staring at my dragon features. “You’re a monster!  No, an alien!!” 



I looked at her as if she was an old geezer trying to figure out how to use a map. “Listen girly, do you not 
know where we are?” 
“My name isn’t girly it’s Keila.  K-E-I-L-A, KEILA.”  Keila was as red as the devil himself.
“Listen Keila, we’re in Wisteria, a place where unimaginable things exist, do you understand?” I started to 
gather my stuff. 
“Where the heck is Wisteria, and can you not say my name as if it’s like a rotting banana?”  She followed. 
“And where do you think you’re going?” I asked. 
“With you. Obviously!” Keila said with confidence.
I love to shoot down cocky people. “Listen, you’re in Wisteria and have no clue what is in this world or what 
is here.  So yeah, that’s all the information I’m telling you.”  I was at least 2 meters in front of her walking off 
back onto the trail. 
“Come back here you ‘lizard boy’!” Keila started to throw a tantrum. 
When I looked back to see where she was, she was standing right behind me. “Geez, what’re you? 
 A stalker?”  I asked.
“F.Y.I., I’m not a stalker and I’m just trying to survive in this Wastera place.” Keila stated.
“It’s Wisteria, not Wastera, and I’m a drakkin not a lizard boy.” I started to walk off without her, but she 
chased after me.  Boy, was I in for an adventure.

‘Bonding’ Time  
By the time we reached the gate to enter Tomlos, I had heard Keila complain at least a hundred times and I 
ended up carrying her one-fourth of the way.  She was surprisingly light, or I was just very strong.  As soon 
as I entered the gate I immediately asked someone where the closest motel was.  It ended up being in the 
center of town.  When I entered the room, I laid Keila on the bed and put the rest of my stuff on the floor 
and collapsed.  I was too tired to even climb onto the other bed.  I must’ve slept a good 6 hours.
When I woke up, Keila was in my face looking at my horns.  I stared at her until she realized I was awake.  
“What’re you doing?” I asked. 
“N-n-nothing.  I was just about to wake you.”  She averted her eyes to my bags.”
“Sure.  Sure.  Let’s just go with that.” I stated. 
“Wait.  I never got your name, lizard boy.” Keila just looked at me. 
“It’s Ryuji. Ryuji Kanata.”  I told Keila.
“Ryuji . . . wait!  So, does that mean you’re like, Japanese?” Keila asked curiously. 
“No it means I’m an ogre.” I said sarcastically. 
“Ew, so you’re like cousins with Shrek?” Keila said disgustingly. 
“No, I was just joking.  What’re you, dumb?”  I laughed. 
“Hmph!” She grunted.  “Come on let’s go out to look around.” I said.
“Okay!” Keila said excitedly. 
We passed some shops but none of them caught my eye, except for a crepe stand.  I looked at the menu and 
decided I was going to get the raspberry crepe.  “What’re you gonna get?” I asked Keila.
“Hmm, I want the strawberry one.” Her smile widened.  
I told the waiter our order.  I was thrilled to see a crepe stand, I haven’t had a crepe in a long time.  When we 
got our crepes I handed Keila hers and she immediately dug into it.  I took a couple of bites, and they crepes 
were fantastic.   When we finished the crepes we looked at a couple stores, and went back to the motel at 
sundown.  I jumped on the bed and fell asleep.  When I woke up it was about 5 a.m. Keila was still sleeping.  
I got out of bed and went outside, made sure my shoes were tied and went for a run.  By the time I got back 
to the motel Keila was awake. 
“Morning.” I said.  
Keila yawned, “Good morning.” 
We were sitting on the motel’s steps when we were approached by a group of thugs.” 
“Hey girly, come with us,” said the one with a bandana tied around his wrist.”



“Yeah, ditch this rat-eating reptile,” said another. 
They all chuckled.  I swear I felt my eyebrow twitch.  I stood up and looked up at the thug with the bandana 
on his wrist.
“Ohhh, so scary.”  He’d said, they all laughed. 
I punched him right on the nose.  They all backed up.  The thug was holding his nose but you could still see 
the blood through his fingers. 
“I know.  I am scary.” I said.  They all backed up slowly and began to run.
Keila looked at me and smiled. 
“You owe me for that,” I said. 
“You didn’t even do anything.” She glared at me.
“Sure I did, I stood up for you and myself.” I replied. 
Keila rolled her eyes. 

One thing is for sure, I don’t know what’s going to happen from now on.  I only know that it’s going to be a 
long, twisting and turning ride.

Malia Simendinger
Fifth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



Brooklynn Pollock
Grade Six



Mary Grace Outlaw
Grade Six



Valeria Lemus Carmon
Grade Six



               

   The Negative Effect of taking Drugs
                                         

   Why do people do Drugs? Peer pressure. Peer pressure is a powerful force  at any stage 
of life, especially influential for teens. About seventeen percent of American high school 
students are drinking, smoking or using drugs during the school day. Many teens use drugs 
“because others are doing it” and they fear not being accepted in a social circle that includes 
drug-using peers.

    Approximately two-thousand underage drinkers die each year behind the wheel.Teen 
drinking and driving has declined, but it’s still a big problem.  Among teen drivers who were 
involved in fatal crashes in 2010, one in five had some alcohol in their system, and eighty-one 
percent had blood alcohol levels over the legal limit for adults.  This statement was verified 
by a report from the Centers of Disease Control and Prevention.

      It is important to stay drug free as a teen because teens put themselves at risk for 
accidental overdose and death every time they do drugs. I think teens have a hard enough 
time dealing with the pressures of studying and taking tests, that they do not need anything 
making it more difficult. Teens that experiment with drugs and alcohol almost always show a 
decreased performance in school.

Emily Williams
Sixth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



The Reason  For Christmas
 

Christmas is to celebrate when Jesus was born
Not for wrapping paper to be torn

Arrived the first Christmas was the Saviour’s love
Not some turtle doves

 
Christmas was not made for presents

For that is not what it represents
When came the wise men

A Saviour was born in Bethlehem
 

The first Christmas was the greatest
And should be celebrated up to the latest

Merry Christmas
 

Jalyn Baysden

Sixth Grade

Spring Creek Middle School



Edilia Mejia-Morales
Grade Seven



Isai Juarez-Perez
Grade Seven



Madison Broughton
Grade Seven



The Giver’s Anthem (a rewrite of the Chinese National Anthem based on The Giver)

Listen,
They who obey me!
Within our very own community,
Let us follow OUR Great Elders!
The people of OUR community are in 
the safest place,
Everybody must obey!
Listen!
Listen!
Listen!
Groups of hearts with one mind,
Obey the Rules as said, Obey!
Obey the Rules as said, Obey!
Obey!
Obey!

Peyton Sullivan
Seventh Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



Maddie Quinn
Grade Eight



Omari Randolph
Grade Eight



Paige Varney
Grade Eight



EAGLE STINGRAYS

They secrete venom
That causes pain
A bacterial infection 
Is all you will gain.

Their large rostrum or nose
Help detect their prey,
They use their interlocking teeth
To grind away.

Their wing span
Is usually 9 feet wide,
Which makes them look beautiful
When they swim or glide.

They all have unique patterns 
Down to their tails,
But just so you know
The females get longer than the males.

They can travel long distances
In just one day.
They prefer warm water,
And an occasional swim in the bay.

Christina Hudson
Eighth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



AEQUOREA VICTORIA

Aequorea Victoria look mostly the same
As other jellyfish with different names.
An open dome with tiny tentacles on the rim.
They are also plump while others are slim. 

This jellyfish in darkness glows
As do many others, everyone knows.
In deep water a translucent green it shines.
For predator and prey to see it so fine.

These gentle creatures are usually small,
Ten inches is the largest of them all.
Three inches is the average size 
For this animal whose devoid of ears and eyes.

Aequorea can weigh about 4.4  pounds.
That’s a lot of weight for tentacles and gowns.
That’s heavie tan some sea creatures.
These jellies have some extraordinary features. 

Aequorea usually have an appetite for copepods
Because they are carnivores.
They also eat hydromedusae and comb jellies.
Whatever it takes to fill their tiny bellies.  

Omari Randolph
Eighth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School



VIRUS
They spread like wildfire
To kill the host they desire.
And to be transmitted uncontrollably
That eventually the CDC grew helplessly.

A hoax said there is no cure, 
Not even for an immune so pure.
We’ve become defenseless and are targeted.
To wipe us out as if a spell they casted.

A threat so big yet so small
A little mistake we refuse to recall.
We fight an invisible enemy,
The size of it doesn't show any empathy.

Causing pain like no other,
Overwhelming the victims senses, they suffer.
Unimaginable pain there are no words describing.
Death is chasing the victims and there is no escaping.

It’s design is meant to attach
To the hosts cell and attack.
It’s spikes are no match for the weak cells.
The body’s defensive mode fails.

Yerika Lopez 
Eighth Grade
Spring Creek Middle School
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Bessy Morales
Grade Nine



General Zaroff

In the short story “The Most Dangerous Game” by Richard Connell there is a main character 
named General Zaroff. General Zaroff displays a lot of different characteristics. Some of these 
characteristic are that he’s heartless, cruel, and strong.  

One of the characteristics General Zaroff possess is he is heartless. In the story there are 
many examples of him showing heartless qualities. One example is he lives on an island and 
hunts people for fun. Another example is he made the statement, “Life is for the strong, to 
be lived by the strong, and, if needs be, taken by the strong.” This one statement shows he 
has no heart for other living creatures, including humans. He also said, “I want to show you 
my new collection of heads.” This shows he not only hunts the men, but he also keeps their 
heads as keepsakes. 

Another characteristic General Zaroff possesses is that he is cruel. In the story he says, “We’ll 
visit my training school.” This means he is training his prey and giving them a false sense of 
hope that they may actually have a chance of survival. Also, when General Zaroff is hunting 
Rainsford, the general starts to play games with him. In the story it states, “But the sharp 
eyes of the hunter stopped before they reached the limb where Rainsford lay; a smile spread 
over his brown face, very deliberately he blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his 
back on the tree and walked carelessly away, back along the trail he had come.” This shows 
how the general is playing with his prey and waiting till the last moment to kill Rainsford.

The last characteristic General Zaroff possesses is he is strong. Even though the General 
hunts people for fun, he is still strong. In the story the general says,  “I went into the army 
— it was expected of noblemen’s sons — and for a time commanded a division of Cossack 
cavalry.” Even though he is made to go into the army, it still takes a very strong man to lead 
a cavalry division. Also, it says he has hunted in every country and has hunted almost every 
animal. This also takes a very strong man because some of the game he has hunted are very 
dangerous and can kill a hunter. 

Those are some of the characteristics General Zaroff possed. He was heartless, cruel, and 
strong. People may say the General is a terrible person, but the question is do people act like 
that themselves?

Carson Daly    
9th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



Elana Villanevua
Grade Ten



Empty

 A shell of a person I am , I have become empty as a lifeless hull ,cold as a strong winter 
breeze never to be warmed again , never to be filled with life's radiant sun empty; forever 
drifting in winter's cold wind indifferent to all; to life, to pain, to suffering, to happiness. My 
body is a shell with nothing inside to shield.

Screams of terror ,of pain,of agony scream inside me yet they fall on deaf ears, indifferent to 
the pain of others and my own . There is no day only endless night; there is no life only 
endless death ,there is no sun , nothing to give light , to give life a meaning, nothing to give 
hope to a cracked and frozen shell to give it something to protect , all of life is an empty 
black river flowing through the endless night with a single hollow and cracked shell floating 
through in solitude . lifes black river freezes over as slowly as my cracking shell each day the 
cracks spread like death and lifes black river freezes over more , slowly cracking and 
freezing in an endless cycle until the day winters breeze blows my cracked husk of a shell 
into the endless night and lifes black river freezes over forever and the world shall become 
the cracked husk freezing over in the endless night.

Rashid Taymullah
10th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



Analytical Essay - Poems by Emily Dickinson

   Emily Dickinson’s poems seem to have a recurring topic of sight. An example of this would 
be in Before I Got My Eye Put Out. In this poem, the speaker loses their eye, as the title 
would insinuate. I believe that this loss of sight is similar, but not the same as the loss in We 
Grow Accustomed To The Dark, another Emily Dickinson poem.

   In We Grow Accustomed To The Dark, it can be inferred that the “darkness” spoken about 
is a metaphor for depression or sadness. The speaker gets used to the dark and courageously 
navigates around it, whereas in Before I Got My Eye Put Out, the speaker still feels somber 
and isolated when dealing with a lack of sight. Thus, the reaction to darkness is different.
   The reactions are most likely different because their attitudes towards darkness are 
different. In Before I Got My Eye Put Out, the speaker seems very disheartened to not be 
given sight. Meanwhile, in We Grow Accustomed To The Dark, the speaker is indifferent to it 
and more determined to find a solution.

   These claims can be supported with evidence from both texts, for example; regarding the 
“darkness” in the first poem mentioned, the words “And so of larger darknesses/Those 
evenings of the brain” indicate that the darkness the speaker experiences is not just literal, 
but mental as well. The aforementioned speaker grows comfortable with the darkness, stat-
ing “The bravest grope a little/And sometimes hit a tree/Directly in the forehead/But as they 
learn to see”, showing confidence. Meanwhile, the speaker in Before I Got My Eye Put Out is 
still upset and hesitant, saying “So safer, guess, with just my soul/Upon the window pane.”

   In conclusion, Emily Dickinson’s poems may speak of similar metaphorical darknesses, but 
we cannot assume that they are the same. Dickinson does an excellent job of translating 
mental states into something physical; easier to understand. Her works are cleverly written 
and speak about dark topics eloquently.

Elena Villanueva
10th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



Analytical Essay: Emily Dickinson Poems 

With a little light, darkness is something anyone can overcome. Darkness is a strong topic in 
Emily Dickinson's two poems, “We Grow Accustomed to the Dark”, and “ Before I Got My Eye 
Put Out.” Both poems show literal and figurative meanings of darkness, and show how to 
deal with it. 

In the second of the two poems, “Before I Got My Eye Put Out”, the speaker loses her 
eyesight. The poem is about how the speaker longs to see the beautiful things in life and 
nature again, which is also how she reacts to her loss of sight. Lines 16-17 say “for mine- to 
look at when I liked- The News would strike me dead.” This means she would be ecstatic to 
be able to see again.

The first of the two poems, “We Grow Accustomed to the Dark”, is about how people can 
find a light through the darkness. The Speaker of of this poem would not react to blindness 
the same way that the speaker of “Before I Got My Eye Put Out.” This speaker would stay 
positive, and try to find a way to be happy. The Speaker of the second poem decides to live 
and cope with her loss and stay disheartened. The last stanza of the second poem says “So 
safer-guess- with just my soul Opon the window pane.”

In “We Grow Accustomed to the Dark”, and “Before I Got My Eye Put Out”, the speakers’ 
thoughts on sight are very grateful , and that shows how great of a tool it truly is. This shown 
throughout the second poem because the speaker had lost her eyesight and wants it back. 
This is also shown throughout the first poem because the speaker continually motivates us 
by basically telling the reader everything will turn out in their favor because light triumphs 
the dark. 

Both poems have a big emphasis on the darkness that is in our minds, as well as all around 
us, literally and figuratively. Humans have eyes to attract light, to see through the darkness. 
These poems show just how important this really is. Both poems show literal and figurative 
meanings of darkness and how to deal with it. 

Zachary Kelly
10th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



MaryLee Heath
Grade Eleven



Women with burned silk hair and extended length
Receive more praise than short healthy hair interlocked with strength
With upward turned noses and down casted eyes
Women gather by the herd to get the supplies
Supplies that alter their God-given features
To portray society’s depiction of a beautiful creature
Away I stray from these trends
For I have come to love my nappy ends
No longer shall I gawk at flocks of clones
But rather cherish individual originality
A path less traveled
Either way by the day I choose based of feeling not by trends
Be happy, be free, - haha the end

Erykah Baldwin
11th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



A bag full of food
filled to the brim
I see peaches, spaghetti, rolls as I skim
Chicken nuggets too? I’m’ in the mood 
but all considered no good
“Why’d you get it just to throw it away?” I say to him
“Isn’t it enough that the can is filled already to the rim?”
a reply I do receive, but it is one so crude
Why do we take, take, take
only to throw, throw, throw away
when there is a mother, a baby, a little boy
so, so, so hungry
wasting away day by day?

Alyssa Alfaro
11th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



Emma Underhill
Grade Twelve



Sam’s Sonnet

Why do you have to go so far away
And leave me here alone with my sorrow
I can not step out of my bed today
For under my sheets I wish to burrow
Your memory has hit me like a train
You were my anchor in every storm
My umbrella throughout all of the rain
And now I lay alone here in my dorm
I know I must not weep eternally
If only you could be with me tonight
Memories always kept internally
I know everything will be alright 
I know I must move on without you now
I shall leave your grave with one final bow

Sam Davis
12th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



Sleepless nights, and long days
forever running, chasing. 
Trying to remember my previous day
constantly running, chasing, hoping
trying to catch the light.
Near the end of the hall
late nights I think I might
simply to awaken, I realize I fall.
So much hope
my heart is filled,
but there’s never enough rope
never enough to get to the hill.
Constantly running, chasing 
always hoping, always falling.

Zaria Boyd
12th Grade
Southern Wayne High School



T
R

E



James Austin
Kindergarten



Addison Hill
Kindergarten



August O'Neil
Kindergarten



When I Grow Up

When I grow up I want to be a veterinarian because I love 
anamles.  If they get sick I will know what to do and if they need 
a shot I will do that for them and if they need sergrey I will also 
do that for them that’s why want to take care of them.

Addison Brook Hill
Kindergarten
Tommy’s Road Elementary

When I Grow Up

When I grow up I would like to be a zoo keeper because I love anumels!  I whon’t to be a zoo 
keeper because anumels are fasunayting!  I like being a zoo keeper because some anumels 
are extint!  Zoo keepers help anumel helthy and sherong!  Zoo keepers tayck rily good carr 
of they!  Zoo keepers help you under stad houinpotent anumels are!  Zoo keepers feed the 
anumels.  Thay tacke good carr of sick anumels!

Natalie Smith
Kindergarten
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Benjamin Brumley
Grade One



Sofia Quispe-Ajalla
Grade One



Isabella Moreno Vidal
Grade One



New Year

It is 2018.  This year I want to get toys and go to Chuk. E. Chese!  And move!  My favorite 
memory from 2017 is when we went to the beach house.

Lika Kamara
1st Grade
Tommy’s Road Elementary

Friends

Friends are helpful and friendly.  Humans are friends.  Frieds can play with dolls.  Frieds stand 
by your side.  Frieds have each other.  You alwas have someone to play with.

Jameson Stroud
1st Grade
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Gracelyn Bembnowski
Grade Two



Isabella Perkinson
Grade Two



Maurice Thomas
Grade Two



Daniel Boone

 Daniel Boone was one of America’s first folk heroes.  One of his nicknames was the 
Great Pathfinder.

 His exploits as a woodsman were legendary.  He was an expert hunter, tracker, and 
marksman.  He led the explorations and settlement of Kentucky.  Daniel discovered the
Cumberland Gap, a narrow pass through the Appalachian Mountains.  He also helped to 
build a road to Kentucky named the Wilderness Trail.

 In October 22. 1734, Daniel was born in the colony of Pennsylvania.  He grew up in 
a Quaker home.  His father was a farmer and he had eleven brothers and sisters.  Daniel 
worked hard on his father’s farm. He was chopping wood by the time he was five years old 
and was taking care of cows by the time he was ten.

 First, Daniel likely never attended school.  He learned to read and write at home.  
However, he enjoyed reading and often took books with him on the trail.  Second, when 
Daniel was just fourteen years old, he spotted bear tracks near his father’s herd.  He tracked 
the bear down and killed his first bear.  Finally,  about the age of thirteen, Daniel got his first 
rifle.  His rifle was given the nickname the “Ticklicker” because it was said that he could 
shoot the tick off of a bear’s nose.

 On September 26, 1820, Daniel Boone died of natural causes at his home in Femme 
Osage Creek, Missouri.  He was 85 years old.  Later on, Daniel’s body was exhumed and 
reburied in Kentucky.   

Daniel An
Grade 2
Tommy’s Road Elementary School



SPRING!

Sunny
Pretty flowers
Remember Jesus at Easter
Incredible weather
Nature comes to life
Green grass

Miss Gabriela Botzman’s Class
Grade 2
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Tiyonah Harvey
Grade Three



Autumn Hayes
Grade Three



Deer

Big
Small tail
Big antlers
A big body
Some are very small
Some can jump very high
Some colers are brown and white

Conleigh Wilhide
Grade 3
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Basketball

Today I am going to be presenting about Basketball. The reason I chose basketball 
is because I have played basketball ever since the second grade. Also today, I will 
be showing you some moves that you can do for yourself one day if you ever play 
basketball. Ever since I touched a basketball for the first time, it has always been a 
dream for me to play  basketball. I have a heart and passion for basketball and to be 
successful. Even if you lose, you are still a winner and can be successful.

Alexander Carasquillo
Grade 3
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Angeles Jackson
Grade Four



Ashlyn Rhodes
Grade Four



Eva Wellman
Grade Four



Camp Don Lee

 Camp Don Lee is just about the best camp around. In fact there are multiple reasons to visit 
or even stay for the summer! 

     The staff were fairly enthusiastic and helpful. During  herpetology a lady named Serena let 
us inspect and sometimes touch or hold reptile and amphibians. While we were fishing the 
staff encouraged us.  During archery the  male staff member made several different funny 
voices, after our turn shooting the so we would not be bored while waiting. 

 Lunch was provided and was very delicious and enjoyable. The food was incredible. There 
was mashed potatoes, green beans, cake, iced tea, fried chicken, barbecued chicken and 
corn on the cob. The food smelled like grandma’s kitchen. Unfortunately no one liked the 
potatoes because they had skins I ate most of them.  

Canoeing was my favorite activity. Of course I saved the best for last. I enjoyed canoeing even 
though it was hard to paddle. I’m pretty sure Imari had the best experience. She was in the 
center of the canoe and getting soaking wet. Addison was paddling in the back. I was in the 
front. Imari also had a net and tried to get some types of fish. All we caught was dirt. I still 
had fun. 

 Camp Don Lee has lot of fun things to do to keep you busy and active. If you are 
looking for a camp this would be a great choice.

Elysa Manual
Grade 4
Tommy’s Road Elementary



SNOWMAN

Stick arms
Nice and  cold
Old silk hat
Warm scarf
Many pieces of coal 
A button nose
Now show your parents

Addison Artis
Grade 4
Tommy’s Road Elementary



Sean An
Grade Five



Samantha Eubanks
Grade Five



Cameron Newby
Grade Five



I am Lily

I am cheerful and friendly
I wonder what heaven will be like

I hear angel’s wings
I see Jesus

I want bunny rabbits
I am cheerful and friendly

I pretend to listen to my mom
I feel some of my family members that have passed away

I touch my mom when she is not here
I worry my mom will pass away soon

I cry for my family
I am cheerful and friendly

I understand life
I say my prayers

I dream of being a singer
I try to pray everyday

I hope I will not get bullied in middle school 
I am cheerful and friendly

Lily Howe
Grade 5

Tommy’s Road Elementary



US Marine Corps Memorial
 
 I have chosen to discuss and complete my project on the US Marine Corps Memorial also known as 
the Iwo Jima Memorial.  I chose this memorial to learn more information about the war and battle of Iwo 
Jima.  I have family members that have served and serve in the US military now which helped with making a 
decision to complete this project on the US Marine Corps Memorial.  The military has played an important 
role and part in my life and families lives.  My great grandfather was enlisted and served in the US Navy.  He 
was involved in past wars and passed away two years ago.  My father is currently in the US Army.  His twin 
brother was in the National Guard and paid the ultimate sacrifice for our family and country.  He passed 
away on 03/13/04 while he was serving in the Iraq war.  His military truck was struck by an IED when 
traveling through Kuwait.  The presentation of the Iwo Jima Memorial seemed very interesting to me, is 
meaningful and an example of the sacrifice our military members have made and continue to make for our 
country.
 The Iwo Jima Memorial is located outside of Arlington National Cemetery in Arlington Ridge Park 
in Virginia.  It is just across the Potomac River from Washington, DC.  This strong and tall memorial stands 
about 78 feet tall and weighs about 100 tons!  The statue is made of bronze and was created by artist Felix 
W. de Weldon.  He worked with three surviving soldiers from the battle, Rene A. Gagnon, Ira Hayes, and 
John H. Bradley to model their faces in clay.  The base of the memorial is engraved with major battles 
involving the US Marine Corps since 1775.
 The Iwo Jima Memorial explains and describes one of the most historic battles of World War II, the 
battle of Iwo Jima.  The memorial is dedicated to all marines who gave and sacrificed their lives in battle.  
The memorial was dedicated on November 10, 1954 by President Dwight D. Eisenhower.  The American flag 
on the memorial has since flown from the statue 24 hours a day, 365 days a year by presidential request.
 The battle of Iwo Jima began on February 19, 1945.  About 70, 000 U.S. Marines and 18,000 Japanese 
soldiers were part of the battle.  70,000 marines invaded the small Pacific island of Iwo Jima aftemonths 
of naval and air attacks.  Iwo Jima was under control of the Japanese army.  During that time, the Japanese 
Army used its airfield to assist with kamikaze attacks.  It the island was captured, the forces would pre-
vent attacks from the island.  It would also give them a base from where the Japanese mainland could be 
reached.
 One of the first plans in the attack was capturing Mount Surbachi, the highest point on the island.  
On February 23, the mountain was close to being protected.  A small American flag was raised to the top of 
the mountain around 10:30AM.  A much larger flag was raised by five Marines and a Navy corpsman later in 
the day.
 The raising of the flag was observed by news photographer Joe Rosenthal.  Joe Rosenthal received 
the Pulitzer Prize for the raising of the flag picture, one of the best-known pictures of the war.  The picture of 
the flag raising became a symbol of the war in the Pacific.  It was used by the American government to sell 
war bonds and to support the war effort.
 The battle of Iwo Jima was one of the most violent in the war, with more than 6,800 American and 
23,000 Japanese deaths.  There were only three soldiers out of six shown in Rosenthal’s picture that 
survived the war.  The other three soldiers were killed later during the battle at Iwo Jima.
The Iwo Jima Memorial is very interesting and informational.  The Iwo Jima Memorial is an example of how 
the US military has been affected by past wars and how the US Military serves and protects our country.  
This memorial shows sacrifices the US military has made for our families and country.  This Iwo Jima project 
has really helped me understand more about the war of Iwo Jima and other important memorials in 
Washington DC.  I am even more excited that I get to see the Iwo Jima Memorial in real life and be a part of 
the experience when we take our trip to Washington, DC at the end of the month.

Gabriella Carrasquillo
Grade 5
Tommy’s Road Elementary
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Abby Villa
Grade Nine



Eric Esparza
Grade Nine



Tama Rhodes
Grade Nine



Someday

Someday I won’t have to give myself shots
Someday I won’t have to carry endless supplies

Someday I won’t have to count carbs
Someday I won’t have to give myself insulin
Someday my parents won’t have to worry

Someday the jokes will stop
Someday there will be a cure

Charleigh Gagliano
9th Grade, WEMCHS

I wake to see
The white moon sparkle

Above us.
You dream to reveal

Myself to you, I
Steal hearts, claim love.

Yet, the pain fades
Away after the moon

Falls. The sun
Wakes up.

Micheal Matney
9th Grade, WEMCHS



A World of Love

I wish that one day we can have a world of peace,
A world of no race, but the human race,

A world where our differences could mean unification,
A world where we love instead of hate.

I long for the freedoms to live as a human,
To remove all labels that society brings upon us,

A world where I can walk outside and not be judged by physical differences,
A world where compassion and thought are highly valued.

If all my dreams of yet a better world could come true,
I believe in all the ocean blue,

You too can contribute to having a loving and safe world,
A safe and wonderful world for all to share one’s ideas,

Where being black, white, Hispanic, gay, straight or transgender,
We can all be treasured for our differences,

We can all contribute to making this the way our world works,
May we one day have a world filled with love and peace.

David Brumley
9th Grade, WEMCHS



Eric Velasquez
Grade Ten



Jurney Rouse
Grade Ten



Keitlyn Huerta
Grade Ten



In the Blink of an Eye: A Cinquain

Denial
It came so quick

And it hit so very hard.
Eyes closed—not open. She drew no 

breath.
I cried.

Tristan Klinger
10th Grade, WEMCHS

To Myself

Dear Self,
Don’t beat yourself up

Be good to yourself
Things will be hard
But you’ll make it

You’re a strong girl
Don’t compare

Don’t hate
Just love
Yourself.

Keitlyn Huerta
10th Grade, WEMCHS



Carli Hinson
Grade Eleven



Christina Saldivar
Grade Eleven



Celeste Aguire
Grade Eleven



I'm simply lying in bed.

Letting my thoughts cascade around in my head like a jungle gym designed for their play 
purposes only. Nothing I'm not use to of course. Pain seems comes hand and hand with 
pleasure for me. Sometimes the things we love cause us the worse distraught. You see my bed 
in a way is my greatest friend and my worst enemy. Laughs and smiles have taken place here 
where I lay now. But also tears have been shed in the same exact place. Ironic, how 
something can contradict itself without trying. This bed of mine is a fortress in itself. Its 
backboards becoming the backbones of so many unspoken stories. If you look closely you can 
see the wounds that cover them. The scratch marks. The scratch marks came from a girl with 
little to no nails. So imagine the pain that must have come rippling down from that jungle gym 
of a head down to her spine then slowly but surely passing into her hands. Gasping for air she 
clenched to these backbones she called a bed. She gripped onto them for dear life sometimes. 
If you don't believe me ask the pillows. They saw it. Every time they witness her body shaking 
and trembling from distress her mind could no longer handle. They remember her lips pressed 
to them. They won't ever forget how she whispered the words "take me" how she mumbled 
the words "it hurts" how she cried out the words "help" but so softly no one would hear. Or if 
they did they could mistake it as gust of wind carrying the lasts bits of some slight 
conversation. They remember all too well how there would be points where her lungs would 
give out and her whole body would tense. Noises from someone desperate for not only air but 
hope is something that will never leave you. If you don't believe the pillows ask the sheets. 
Bc they are the ones that were soaked in her sobs. They were the ones that were bundled up 
in her fists. They felt it firsthand. But her story lies within these walls. Only the fortress knows 
her secrets. Only those backbones bear the marks of pain. Only the pillows hear her. Only the 
sheets will ever see her tears. Because she won't ever let the world know her. If she did they'd 
not only see her, they'd see her fears.

Hannah Reynolds
11th Grade, WEMCHS



Xenophobia in a Land of Foreigners

America became the land of the free. 
It became the dream land. 

The symbol of dreams. 

Or so we thought. 
America was founded upon by foreigners looking for a better future, for a better life. 

Now these are denied the right to get a better life in a land they don’t ‘belong’.

Racism has ingrown it’s dark scraggly roots into the hearts of man.
 It has left an ugly fire-burning smell in the air. 

It’s blackened the hearts of man and taken with it all hope for a new life. 

But as farmers do, they burn the dirt to have better land.
Maybe when the fire of hate is over, 

Man will have a 
Better heart. 

Wendy Morales
11th Grade, WEMCHS



Little Wolf Man (in response to “An India Father’s Plea”)

Little wolf man, so young and kind
Born into a wooden shell as your life began

You were wise in mind. You could tell
The birds in a clan, colors in wind

And the seasons fore tell
 Little wolf man, as school was assigned

 Your spirit fell
And of your land you became ashamed

Your colors were gone, no birds in a clan
Your mind tamed as dawn began
Little wolf man, like a caged bird
You were told where to stand.

Nathaly Audelo
11th Grade, WEMCHS
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Sonnet # 374

His eyes are mysterious and deep brown
Every time I see him I just smile

When I see him I just jump up and down
With him, I would travel every mile

He makes my heart skip a beat, sometimes three
I love the way he truly makes me feel
It makes sense, forever I hope to be

I knew from day one, my heart he would steal
His cute smile could light up every room

I hope that someday I will make him mine
When I see him, my heart goes BOOM BOOM BOOM

I look at him and all bad things turn fine
He makes me feel so alive and so bold

Someday, it’s with him I hope to grow old.

Rhianna Sykes
12th Grade, WEMCHS



Fake

Stop smiling and laughing
To the person next to you.
You don't care about them,

Or you really do?

Smile at my face
And talk behind my back.

Don't worry I'll do the same
Oh, is that a flashback?

For you the untouchable
Who says all they want.
Saying "I was just a joke"

But when they turn around it's not.

When it hurts them so much
You smile back to your friends.
But your friends do the same,

They do it constantly and it doesn't end.

I would shelter you
From all the hate towards you.

But then I think about the people you hurt
And me too.

I'll do me and you do you.
I'll try to forget all the shade you threw.
This mean attitude you try and break.

Just please stop acting fake.

Angela Garcia
12th Grade, WEMCHS



Graduation

The endless laughs we’ve shared at this one place
What fun we had and not one regret

Our time flew by and it was so fast paced
But our high school years, we’ll never forget

My dearest friends how I love ya’ll two
It would not have been the same without ya’ll

Our friendship is inseparable, like hard glue
And ya’ll are my friends that I am proud to call

We’re close to the end and we’re all so sad
Our time is running out and soon we’ll walk

Will never forget the moments we had
But we will keep in touch and soon we’ll talk

Graduation will be filled with many tears
And never will I forget these four years

Gavino Aguilar
12th Grade, WEMCHS
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Momma
 

I love you. 
I will always be here for you. 

You are the best
MOM I could ever have in life.

Love,  
your son,

Jaiel Hardy
6th Grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY

A Fake Smile
While no one can hear my cries,
can one see the pain in my eyes?

A fake smile lasts only awhile,
for heartbreak is always so vile.

People don’t really care
until they see my eyes flare.

You just want someone to hold you tight
and tell you everything will be all right.

A fake smile lasts only awhile.
Summer Bennett

9th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY

Painful Happiness

I just want happiness for you and me.
So tell me you love me, even if it isn’t true.

Alas, I probably don’t really care.
Though the thoughts of losing you give me a scare.

Those same thoughts make me insane,
but it’s because of all the pain.

Flashbacks keep reminding me of what I’ve endured,
telling me I’ll never be cured.

Sadly, I can’t get through life alone,
for I’ve been skinned to the bone.

So tell me you love me, even if it isn’t true.

             Summer Bennett
9th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY



Strange Love
Lost my girl last Sunday, 

but got a new one on that Monday.
Can’t say I’m the perfect guy,

but can’t say I ever try.
Remain lucky as a four-leaf clover
and pretty sure my poem is over.

Giovanni Nacca
10th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY

The New York Trip

The best trip I had ever been on was my going to New York.
Everything looked so lovely. It was early summer and

the wind and sun were remarkably refreshing. 
Indeed, all my senses were in exhilaration mode, just making
 it great to be outside each day. It was a ‘lift up’ type of week. 

Everywhere people were sashaying, smiling, and laughing here and there.
Everyone, for the most part, seemed to be having a great time.

Not only that, my senses were overwhelmed with sweet,
 tantalizing, inviting aromas of all manner of exotic food dishes.

Free samples were always available. 
I sampled huge spicy turkey and chicken legs. I downed all

 that with zesty fruit ices that were out-of-this-world delicious.
When I tasted their multiple ethnic foods, it tasted so 

savory and wonderful. These favorable foods 
were all so different from North Carolinian foods. 

In the evening, I visited the Empire State Building and Times Square, 
which sparkled radiantly, leaving a lasting impression on me. 

For sure, the state-of–the art dazzling three-D digital signs 
and advertisements were nothing short of awesome! 

In all, it was a trip to remember for all time.

Nigeria Heckstall
 10th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY



Sorrowful Liar
Everything that comes out of your mouth is a lie.

Now it’s time to say goodbye.
I’ve been through a lot of pain

and I’m barely even sane. 
I never should’ve trusted you.

I had no clue what you what you were gonna do.
But you hurt my feelings.

So I gotta do some healings
to my heart and soul,

so I can again become whole.
I’m so tired of being broken

from words that people have spoken.
I wish I could let go of all the sorrow.
Who knows, maybe I will tomorrow.

Summer Bennett
10th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY

Integrity
Integrity means having self-trust 

and believing in yourself.
You need to have integrity because if you don’t,

 you will try to be like everyone else.
Integrity is what molds you into being yourself.

It’s essential to have so you can be your own person,
instead of trying to follow the crowd.

What’s not integrity is doing the little negative things,
so you can ‘fit in’ with others.

A person who does not have it will likely engage in inappropriate
actions just to appear cool.

What it all boils down to, of course,
is the presence of or lack of integrity is what will make

or break the heart and soul of a person.

William Davenport
10th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY



Fridays

I love Fridays, especially those sunny days.
 Everything seems right. Nothing makes me uptight. 

Wish every day could be Friday.

Frantzcesca (Jessica) Eliscat
11th grade, WAYNE MIDDLE/HIGH ACADEMY
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I rip the orange
Into eight equal pieces.

Then I ate four,
I asked my girl 

Did she want any,
She reply with a yes.
I gave her the other
Four and ate them

Like they were the best.
It was cold out so I 
Walked her home.
I held her hand to 
Keep it warm, we

Walked past the drugstore,
Then through the parking lot.
As we came up to her house,
She hugged me, then kiss me

And ran to the house, I 
Waved good-bye, she waved

Back, then went in.
I went home with the 

Snow cracking underneath
My feet. Went inside happy,

And waiting for tomorrow to come. 

Karan Edwards 
6th Grade 

Wayne School of Engineering
 



“Dr. Swain? Dr. Swain!”  “Yes, dear and please call me Mae.” “Your patient in room four is stable, are you stay-
ing the night or going home?”” Well I think I’m going home tonight, well that is if you don’t mind staying?” “Of 
course! No problem!” “Thank you Dr. Murphy, I will see you tomorrow.” “Have a good night ma’am.” As Mae 
was crossing the street to get to the parking garage there was a loud bang. Then a screech. Then everything 
went dark. The next thing she sees is a taller older looking woman in a long black dress holding what appeared 
to be a dead rose. The woman spoke, “What are you doing here?” Mae doesn’t answer. “I SAID WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING HERE?” Then the woman disappears. Once again everything went dark then there was a bright 
illuminated sign which read “Face your fears”. Mae was very confused at this point and decided to walk 
towards the sign, then the woman returns and this time wearing a more lively color. White. This time she 
speaks “Follow me.” Mae does as she’s told and follows the woman into a door. Inside the door there was a 
mirror and when they take a closer look the woman spoke once again. “Look at yourself and tell me what you 
see.” “I see me.” “Is that all you see?” “Who are you?” “Look in the mirror and tell me what you see.” As Mae 
turns her head back to the mirror she sees a face she hasn’t seen in almost six years. But as she’s about to say 
it the lady once again disappears. Mae starts feeling dizzy and things start to change shape right before her 
eyes. Everything starts to slow down and start to make familiar objects. Now that everything stops spinning 
completely, she’s staring at somewhere she recognizes very well, her old house! This is where she lived growing 
up until the tragedy happened. She is being invited in by a nicer looking young woman who looks familiar but 
she can’t quite put her finger on it. The woman is saying, “Hurry come in your dinner is getting cold!”  Without 
a hesitation she runs to the door where the woman is standing and walks in. At the table is a buffet of chicken, 
rice, vegetables, and dinner rolls. Sitting at the very end of the table was a seat with a man who looks a little 
bit older, but not much older, who is reading the newspaper. Once I was in the room the man greeted me by 
saying “Welcome home princess.” and in an instant I knew who he was, but I was so stunned by his words I 
couldn’t muster enough courage to speak so I sat down quietly. The woman sat in the chair opposite to me 
and started to fill her plate. I grabbed the bowl of rice and put a heaping pile on my plate. After everyone got 
their food they grabbed each other’s hand. They both at the same time held their hand out to me. I grabbed 
their hands while taking my time and they began to pray. After the prayer they started eating. I picked up my 
fork and took some veggies off my plate, but before they went into my mouth the husband asked, “Did you get 
any hot sauce?” This startled me and in a nervous panic I dropped my fork onto the plate causing it to make a 
loud bang. They both paid this no mind as they continued to talk and eventually the couple got up and started 
putting on their coats and started to speak to me. The woman said “We will be back soon we are going to get 
something from the store.” Then the man talked “You can eat still if you’d like.” then they hurried out the door. 
Once they left I got up from my chair and walked into the living room area. On the walls were pictures but they 
were all blurred and I couldn’t make out what the pictures were showing. Then I heard it. A noise that I heard 
almost six years ago. Without hesitation she started dashing for the door but just like six years ago, she’s too 
late. She does what she did back then, gets on the ground but instead of screaming and crying she helps. She 
does CPR and calls a nearby person and tells them to call 911. As she continues to do CPR the ambulance pulls 
up behind her and everything goes black and then she’s at the hospital. The doctors rush the couple to surgery 
and she begins to pace back and forth. Then a doctor stands before the same doctor from a couple years ago. 
She knows what happens next and then suddenly everything is back to the beginning, she stands before a 
mirror with the same woman in white joined by the woman in black. At the same time they both say “Look in 
the mirror and tell me what you see.” This time her answer was different. “My parents.” Then my vision got 
blurry and things started to spin before I was laying under a pile of doctors. As I was looking around I realized 
I was laying on a hospital bed and it went black When I woke up Doctor Murphy was sitting on the chair in 
the corner. Once she saw me awake she stood up and smiled. Later that day we were playing cards while she 
explained what happened. According to her I was hit by an ambulance and was in a coma and they say I have 
been here for days. I was in a coma. So they did surgery and now I should be fine. Afterwards I explained to 
her that the same thing happened to my parents six years ago. A week later I was free to go home and I took 
some time off work because life’s too short.

Laniyah Swain 
6th Grade 

Wayne School of Engineering
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The Window

I stare out my bedroom window and see every little thing.
Clear as a crystal and clean as the day,

How the flowers and street seem. 
But that perfect glass window I look through

Isn’t like mine at all, 
For mine has dirt and small bugs crawling through it endlessly.

I’m sure there are cobwebs and scratches to be cleaned,
And rocks have left marks and fractured it too. 

My true window isn’t perfect, and
Though it is only thirteen years old, it has weathered and been rattled at times.

Life will surely do its job and I will learn and grow, 
With cracks in my window to show for my experiences. 

Occasionally I get confused on why it looks this way
And I try to understand, though it's a puzzle I can’t piece.

From time to time, I escape, pretending that my window is perfectly fine, 
I draw the curtains in and quietly pull the blinds.

It doesn't change the facts, nor does it alter my reality.
For pretending can only distract you for so long.

I shouldn’t be ashamed or even insecure.
I shouldn’t hide from you or from myself

Because to see my window and the mess that it is, 
You have to be able to see through the cracks in yours.

Kate Ragan 
7th grade

Wayne School of Engineering



Sleep
 
I'm surrounded by darkness. The shadows of the night roam my room while I lay in my bed not 
able to sleep. I feel the minutes slowly tick by as I wait for the sun and the warmth it brings 
me. I bury myself deeper into my bed trying to hide from the monsters that linger. Suddenly I 
hear a noise. Maybe it's the wind. I think to myself and close my eyes trying to sleep. I hear it 
again. What could it be? I try to close my eyes and forget about the noise. It gets louder. I pull 
the blankets over my head and shiver as the warmth and anxiety roll off of me in waves. 
Suddenly I hear knocking. I close my eyes again, hoping they won't see me. Suddenly the 
knocking stops and I relax a bit. But then there are whispers. They seem to be coming from 
outside. With a sudden burst of courage I slowly remove my covers and open my window to 
reveal a little girl. But not just any little girl, it was me! We both jump back in surprise, making 
our big brown curls bounce. We quickly examine each other noticing that every feature is the 
same. We have the same big brown eyes and brown skin. Our button noses and and big hair, 
all the same. She even has the same pajamas. “Who are you?” she asks, pure astonishment in 
her voice. I open the window wider to let her in. “I'm Ella Rose.” I say lamely, as if it was the 
most obvious thing in the world. “No you have it wrong, I'm Ella Rose.” she proudly says as I 
furrow my eyebrows in confusion. We stare at each other until suddenly she starts to shake 
me, grabbing my shoulders and shaking me violently. “Wake up!” She yells. I slowly open my 
eyes. The sunlight making me wince. It was all a dream. I sit up abruptly and my mother's eyes 
widen. “Are you okay sweetie?” she asks, lifting an eyebrow and shaking her head making her 
curls bounce. “You won't believe the dream I had.”  

Geniya Williams
7th Grade

Wayne School of Engineering



About a year ago, Saturday night, at around 3:00 a.m. I woke up to the sound 
of running down the hall. I leaped out of my bed, still half asleep, and went to 
investigate the scene. Apparently I was dealing with a ghost because nothing 
was there! Still puzzled about the footsteps, I noticed that my lamp was still on. 
I walked towards my lamp. There was a small buzzing noise from the lamp, so I 
hesitated to turn it off, but I did; something I would regret for a long time. It was 
like a boom: sounded like it, felt like it too! (Mostly because a piece of glass flew 
into my hand.) Internally screaming, I got up, and pulled out the shard from my 
shaking hand. Then I got a Kleenex and wiped my hand clean, then walked lightly 
to minimize the pain. Then I ambled back to bed.

Ryan Sauls
7th Grade

 Wayne School of Engineering
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Springtime Scares

 I live in the great city of Goldsboro, North Carolina. It is currently March 19, 2018, 
Spring starts tomorrow! Finally, this cold weather will be gone and there will be nice tem-
peratures. I go to bed around 11 pm, but I stay up watching TV until 12ish. At around eleven 
thirty I heard voices. These voices were not friendly. They were whispers and I couldn't quite 
make out what they said. I could only hear “Tomorrow… we come… destroy…. one person.” 
I just assumed I was really tired and started hearing things, so I just went to sleep. I woke 
up at 8 am and rubbed my eyes. Spring had finally arrived. I could just feel a different atmo-
sphere out there. My mom always comes to wake me up around 8:10 thinking that I won't 
be up. “Get up, you’re going to be late!” she said, “Would you just listen to those birds chirp, 
it's so beautiful!” The birds are the most beautiful things about spring, so I tried to listen but 
I did not hear chirping. I heard more whispers like the ones from last night. They sounded 
like the ones from the scary movies. I could barely make out what they sounded like. The 
only thing I could hear was, “Now…. It is time…. Later.” I was so confused; I had no idea what 
was going on. I just tried to forget about it and tried to clear my head. But then, as always, 
a thought came to the back of my mind “What if these are entities haunting you?” “What if 
you are going crazy?” “What if this is real?” I could not take much more of this so I just went 
to my mom to talk to her and clear my head some more to get all those thoughts out. I mean 
seriously, could something really be haunting me? Ghosts are not real!
 It's April now and everything is more beautiful than ever. The trees have blossomed 
with colors of green, purple, and white. Pollen is everywhere. I'm so glad that nothing crazy 
has happened. Maybe I was just too sleepy the days that I had heard the "voices." School has 
just finished and I am walking to my bus. Suddenly, from the corner of my eye, I see a figure 
standing in all black. As I turned to see what it was, I saw it move. When I tried to see where 
it had moved, the figure had disappeared. Maybe it was just the black spot that you see after 
you look at the sun. 
 I get on my bus and a couple minutes later we are on the road. We go by all of the 
beautiful trees and flowers. But then I felt like something had changed. I turn and look 
through the windows and see that all the colors were disappearing and being replaced with 
an eerie black color with wisps in it. Okay, what is happening to me? Why are these things 
happening? I can't just keep putting these things off. There is no explanation as to why the 
colors of spring turned black and white. Then I look forward and see a black figure sitting 
front of me. I jumped; I was so scared. He turned to me with a creepy smile and said, “This 
bus sure is bumpy huh?” Then he started laughing menacingly and disappeared.
 Immediately everything was back to normal. I turn towards my friends and they were 
looking down at their phones as if nothing had happened. I said, “Did you just see what I 
saw?” One friend responded with “Bruh, you been sleepin’ the entire ride, you was prolly 
in one of your dreams again.” You would think that I would remember going to sleep, but 
I guess not. That means that it was a dream and I have nothing to worry about. You know 
what? Everything has been a dream, the whispers and figures, all of it was a dream. Yeah, I 
had been sleeping all these times. Yeah, I'll just keep telling myself that because I know that 
it is true. There is no such thing as ghosts; nothing is out to get me. But I knew I was lying to 
myself. I knew that this was all true. Every night after that bus situation I would hear 
whispers, they could hardly be made out but these words were always said, “Destroy, soon, 
now.” What did they mean? 



 I never got up to go see the whispers. I've seen too many scary movies, so I know 
better. But why me? If this was real, why me? More and more spooky things happened. It 
was not just colors turning black and figures appearing. My friends had been acting 
strangely. They dressed differently and talked differently too. Everything was different. What 
was happening? Could any of this be real? Am I just crazy? No! All of this is real and I know it. 
Something will happen soon, I don’t know what but something will happen.
 One day in May, I got up to a normal day.  I did not hear any whispers the night
 before, I could see the amazing colors, and I could actually hear the birds chirp. I got on 
the bus to go to school but something was strange. No one was riding. When I got to school 
some people were there, but they acted really weird. They had ominous looks on their 
faces. The principal announced a school assembly and we all had to go to the auditorium. 
Then three cloaked figures came on stage and talked about weird things. They started getting 
scary and saying strange things but nobody around me seemed to notice. Everyone acted 
normal. As they pointed at me, they said, “We have dominated everyone’s mind except 
yours.” Next thing I know they leap at me with their arms spread out forward as if they were 
going to grab me and do something to me. They came closer and it seemed as if time slowed 
while they were in the air. Then they came really close to me and I was waiting for the hit… I 
wake up gasping for air. I had been sleeping. It was all a dream! What a relief, I was not being 
haunted by some cloaked figures. I was really scared.
 I heard a knock at the door and I went to go open it. As I opened the door I saw a 
cloaked figure that said in a raspy voice “Hello” and I fainted right on the spot. The haunting 
was real and there was no escaping it.

Isaac Carreno
8th Grade
Wayne School of Engineering
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My Little Glass Box 

I look around my small glass box, empty with the exception of me
I look out onto the miles of fields that I can see

But I stay enclosed in my little glass box 
Waiting for a wall to fall

The glass to break
To feel the sugary air on my untouched skin 

I wait for the day the air smells like ice-cream and the grass is dewy and perfect
Although now I wait in my little glass box limited by today, tomorrow, and four walls

The hope inside me still crawls
Outside the emptiness of my little glass box

And hushed talks
That are unheard for miles

Untouched by trials from people who disagree
But soaked up by the walls that contain me. 

Samantha Eovine
9th Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
 



After the Storm

 It was a warm, overcast day in what would be March. A storm had just swept the hills and hollers of 
the countryside, loosening any natural or unnatural surface that was not at least somewhat secured in place. 
The objects that had the misfortune of being blown away were tossed and rolled away and covered with the 
heavy spatterings of the storm’s rain. Many objects settled in the small crevices and intersections formed by 
rolling hills of bright green with rooted trees of a vibrant verdant colour. 

 There ran along one of these intersections of hills a small stream that ran down  from the mountains 
that produced the hills and stream itself. It was further down this river that one would find a small decrepit 
house with a faltered roof and collapsing walls. It was once covered with a fine wood cover and the remains 
of a mock thatched roof, meant to represent an older design. The house itself was skewed on the saturated 
banks of this stream, falling slightly into the soft mud which once supported the house, but without care it 
has sunken into the soil it once relied upon. 

 Moss and vines covered the walls, greening the surface of the once proud wooden facade, now 
wasting away under the strains of its own weight. The window frames sagged, covered slightly by the out of 
place shutters that at one time latched to cover the window, but now the hinges rust and decay away, 
allowing the shutters to fall out of place. The doorframe too sagged in a combination of rot and weight 
placed upon it from the wall above. It would be a pitiful sight to see, with the door collapsed, fallen in front 
of the frame itself, unable to stay attached after battering and weathering from the recent storm. Behind the 
house stood the ghostly remains of a fence that was now nothing more than an outline in the dirt. Few 
pieces remain of the fence itself, as each post either succumbed to rot, expedited by the warm temperature 
and the small surface of the post, or was otherwise blown away by storm after storm. The yard the out-
line use to fully enclose now stood open to the world, covered now with rowdy and rambunctious weeds, 
whereas it used to contain a neat and carefully trimmed grass surface. Wild tomato plants, overgrown corn 
crops, and several other vegetable plants grow out of the weeds, clearly indicating that a serene garden 
stood there. Further beyond the house, there was a wood, dark and covered, without a semblance of much 
life inside apart from the plants and trees that made it up. On closer inspection, however, it would be
 discovered that this was actually once a small gathering of houses, and the border of the treeline too 
contained multiple 
former buildings. Bricks toppled, crumbling and falling out of place here and there. Wooden slats and 
supports, fallen from their position within walls long ago, lie against the dirt, with a slight dusting on their 
windward sides from the rain hitting the ground beneath it, falling and hitting the ground before the dusted 
side, throwing the dirt onto the wooden surface. 

 Structures reduced to mere shambles and collapsed walls, the mighty structures everlasting to see 
their true purpose, fallen from the grace that they once stood as. Their fragility never fully noted, their care 
gone, and their lives ended. These were the buildings of the past, and they were soon to fall. Soon they 
would collapse and become nothing, never again to be the grand things they were. Once they did, their 
reign would end, and the reign of the trees would last forevermore. 

 There began to fall, softly, gently, and quietly, rain. Pattering against the trees, against the naturally 
integrated buildings that once stood tall and proud. The house next to the stream was met with a slight gust 
of wind, sending some more mock thatch flying into the water before it. It washed down the stream, down 
and down until it finally caught between two rocks. And there it would stay, there among the rocks, until 
the water pushed it over and past them. But for now, here it would stay, with the gentle, soft rain pattering 
against it, until the water pushed it along. 

Wyat Hamilton
9th Grade

Wayne School of Engineering 



Can Society Function Without Respect?
 Before we answer the question of society’s function without respect, it must be defined. Respect is 
a feeling of admiration for someone or something based on qualities, behavior, or various other traits. It can 
be held for leaders and authority, withn relationships, or expressed toward yourself. A quality long 
applauded by society, respect unfortunately seems to be on the decline if you follow the popular headlines. 
Thus, the question surfaces: can society function without respect?
As we look at respect, it is important to know that it often overlaps with, and is supplemental to, trust. Since 
respect is a form of admiration, this admiration could likely cause one to be less likely to seek out fault, or 
cause one to demonstrate a higher level of acceptance of opposing viewpoints. This could positively 
influence compromise between what would have been disagreeable or volatile parties, due to a shared 
respect for one another.
 Respect for authority is a key concept holding our society together. Generally, most people strive to 
obey the law, follow orders from superiors, etc. Without respect and obedience toward authority figures, 
society would likely end up in a state of perpetual anarchy. There would be no order, and ideas and opinions 
would be trampled under the crushing weight of chaos. We defer to government leaders out of respect for 
them, and the laws. Society is built upon a functional government, and without respect it will fall.
 Another form of respect is found within personal relationships. This is the most commonly displayed 
form of respect.  Respect for others can be seen in our conversations, social media posts, and habits. It can 
be as simple as basic etiquette; saying please and thank you. We wait for others to finish speaking before we 
talk to be polite; and listen to show respect for their experiences, opinions, and ideas. It can be demonstrat-
ed when compromising to find common ground rather than promoting ill will through division and 
separation. A society is built upon The previous two categories of respect are vital; however, neither 
would exist without self-respect.  It is the foundation of all other forms of respect. Without self-respect, an 
individual is unable to mirror this behavior to authority or others they encounter. Self-respect is a confidence 
and pride in oneself, regardless of what others say. Lack of self-respect results in people feeling defeated, 
full of uncertainty, and depression. The doubtful coworker may never contribute to the team; the depressed 
friend may withdraw socially, unable to sustain himself. Self-respect is rooted in honor and, as a result, 
requires an understanding and willingness to forgive oneself. Self-respect is often successfully achieved 
when relying on a higher calling and seeking life purpose with faith, pride, and determination. Promoting a 
strong sense of conscience and knowledge of right and wrong is critical to the development of 
self-respect.  Putting consequences in place for wrong doing is also vital in developing a sense of character 
needed for an individual to develop this trait.So with these forms of respect outlined, why are they 
important? Also, would society collapse without them? 
     As previously explained, populations that disrespect their authorities will eventually question why they 
even obey them. At the most extreme, this can cause revolt and anarchy. A positive attitude towards 
authorities, although they may be personally disliked, helps foster a positive relationship between
 government and community.      
 Moving down the list, a lack of respect for others may destroy families and communities. In a world 
where no one positively views their neighbors, community members, and coworkers, environments may 
become toxic.  It has been said many times throughout the course of history that a house divided cannot 
stand. It is even in our country’s core: united we stand.   The two former ideas are moot points if self-respect
is not nurtured in the home, school, and community. Without this foundation, the metaphorical house that 
is society cannot stand. Although it appears respect is declining because of the publicity given to this 
subject, in many forms, respect is alive today. First, we must acknowledge that disagreement is not the same 
as disrespect.  strong family units and interpersonal relationships; without such respect, it will not flourish.
We must learn how to express our opinions without violence or hatred. Most importantly, we must develop 
character education to promote self-respect. This will enhance the respect shown to others and authority, 
thereby promoting a flourishing society. Respect is something society cannot survive, much less function, 
without. It is something, however, that can make a society enter a golden age. 

Carter Lewis
9th Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
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His Love is Merciful 
 

Every earthly being lacks it 
For it is impossible to express a feeling, 

That is not impaired by one’s imperfections, 
To still love the guilty as if they are innocent 

For this love can only be given by its beholder,  
The man above.  

 
His love is pure 

It is as sweet as honey  
It is the light that peaks as darkness rains 

It is what guides the blind through the valley of death  
It looks not at my faults nor failures, 

To be the verdict, of if I should be a witness of its love 
 

Instead, as I fall short to sin  
He loves me equally as the righteous  

For, I was created in his image  
That alone makes him yearn for his heart to be mine  

So, his love for me must proceed  
Even in times when his heart breaks 

For, my wrongdoing is the source to why his heart weeps 
 

As every lie I utter,
Is every incision that splits his heart into pieces  

Still, he loves me as if I’m deserving 
Only, wanting to rebirth me into a soldier of his holy army  

So, I’ll sow the seeds that’ll harvest good fruit  
While living a life full of riches, 

Beyond what this world can conceive. 

C’Asia Hamm
10th Grade

Wayne School of Engineering
 



To Pay or Not To Pay

 With the growing controversy about paying college athletes, a decision needs to be made. Famous 
student athletes we see on the fields and courts are usually focused on the sport rather than their classes. 
According to Ellen Staurowsky, in Reed Karaim’s article, “There are a lot of student-athletes in other sports 
who love their sport but also love the classes they are taking and are doing really well. …people who are 
doing what they are supposed to be doing, who are the true student-athletes, are probably not going to get 
paid”. This is the unfair truth that we live in, a place where the victors are celebrated but people without a 
money-making name are forgotten.  College athletes shouldn’t get paid a salary because they need to be 
focused on academics, and the huge benefits package they are already awarded often outweigh even the 
pay of their professors.
 College athletes should be at a university to focus on education, not to play on a team.  University by 
definition means an institution of higher learning providing facilities for teaching and research and 
authorized to grant academic degrees. However, the main focus of many students is to be on a team at a 
university. In Reed Karaim’s article, Amy Perko, executive director of the Knight Commission on 
Intercollegiate Athletics, explains how she also believes that “putting the ‘student’ in student-athlete” has 
been forgotten and needs to be co a priority again. Perko also believes that paying players would mean that 
schools would be operating professional teams under the institution of higher learning. Perko is essentially 
saying that a student should be focused on school before any sport of any kind because so many athletes 
don’t have their education as a first priority. How can you be focused on school when your athletic 
scholarship is your educational funding? 
 Many people don’t realize it, but college athletes already get paid money to be at colleges for sports 
teams. They are paid tens of thousands of dollars in benefits to be at these colleges. According to John 
Thelin, “A full athletic scholarship (a ‘grant-in-aid’) at an NCAA Division I university is about $65,000 if you 
enroll at a college with high tuition.” These athletes don’t have to pay back educational   loans because they 
only have to provide for their own survival. 
  While most other students are going in deep debt to obtain their education. Student athletes can’t 
be focused on education first because they are paying for college through the athletic scholarship, bumping 
their education down to second priority. How can you be focused on learning when if you lose too many 
games or have low performance, you’re out of the college unless you can pay the tuition and housing costs 
through another means?  
 Considering how much physical sport athletes get paid already and that they are asking for more, you must 
consider academic competitors. Other talented students in music or the arts don’t get paid for using their 
talents until degrees are possessed and they have gone into debt. So, who is more valued in our society? Are 
the lucrative ticket sales at athletic stadiums really the most important things going on at universities? If not, 
then other talented people at these colleges need equally supportive funding or athletes need to have their 
funding reduced as universities shift their own focus back to academics.  
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Laying there cold
My heart in the coffin 

Everything is quiet 
Except the sobbing every so often

I can only imagine 
Where he is now 

Are the angels singing
Or is there no sound 
Is he filled with joy

Can he feel anything at all
I start to remember 

All the good memories
Like when we held hands 

Or when we ate oreos all the time 
One by one 

People said bye
As they left me alone

I began to cry 
All I could think about 

Was right in front of me 
Laying there cold 

My grandpa in the coffin 
 

Cathy Rains Coakley 
11th Grade

 Wayne School of Engineering 
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The Crack of a Hanging Rope

That boy in the gallows holding that shallow rope,

Sits there gazing on to see the bright of day,

But he cannot see the sun, nor the moon or stars.

He is what you are not and sees what you see not,

Hears what you hear not, and feels what you feel not.

Mothers love and fathers trust

And under the pressure of that lynching rope, only pain grasps

Only hurt touches, and confusion cracks like a cold whip

Still he marches on, under the pressure in those gallows.

Demons cheering on, and you hear them not.

Devils pressing, and you feel them not.

You are an oblivious creature,

Spotlighted under the heat of that light, which he cannot see

A light full of determination and prosperity, covered by the loud crack of that cold whip,

Till one day that shallow rope snaps, and you unknowingly are instead the one who was lynched. 

Harrison Fine

12th grade

Wayne School of Engineering
 



The Impossible Monster Imposter

 Grandpa George is an odd man. My mother always said not to say that, Clara, because there was 
nothing wrong with him. But I know there is. My mother doesn’t know anything. I know everything.
On the outside, Grandpa George is a normal old man. He wears baseball caps with airplanes on them and 
regular blue jeans and shirts with lots of buttons. He even talks like a normal old man, saying things with a 
scratchy voice that no one understands, but my mother makes me smile and say, Yes, sir, and No, sir, anyway. 
 But just listen to me. Grandpa George is crazy. I would know. I know everything. 

 And I know because one night, when he was telling me these weird stories, he started coughing. 
Pounding coughs where he couldn’t catch his breathe. My mother ran in there all hands up, and mouth and 
eyes wide open, What’s wrong?! I knew nothing was wrong, he’s just an old man. That’s what he told her, 
Nothing’s wrong, Olivia, I’m just and old man. I told you, I know everything.

 Well ,my mother left saying she was going to get him some water anyway, old man. He turned back 
to me, but he forgot where he was in his story, so he just started over. But he started over with a new story 
that wasn’t even the story he forgot to begin with. And that was not the weird thing because all old men 
forget. The story was a boring one about a plane he crashed once, but I listened because you still have to be 
polite to him, Clara. 

 After that story, he started another one but fell asleep in the middle of it because he was an old man. 
I left him to snore and told my mother that I did not want to hear any more of his weird stories. She didn’t 
care about what I wanted to hear and told me to leave her alone. So I did, but I had nothing else to do. I 
went back and sat next to loud, old Grandpa George. That’s when the weird thing happened. It was so fast 
that I barely even saw it. I was looking at his big nose and trying to decide if I squeezed it would he wake up? 
and would I want to squeeze it? when his eyes flashed open and then closed really quick again like it didn’t 
happen. But I know it happened because I know everything and I also know that his eyes were blue not 
brown and when his eyes flashed open all fast and weird like that, I saw that they were brown not blue like 
they should have been. 

 I run to my mother’s room screaming. There was an imposter in Grandpa George and I do not know 
how he got there. My mother is unconvinced, There’s no imposter, Clara Rose, and do not scream again or 
you’ll wake up the perfectly normal Grandpa George. I want to tell her that there really is, but she won’t 
listen to me even though I know everything. I just get sent to my room and will not come down until dinner 
is ready. 

 If my mother isn’t going to do anything about the imposter in Grandpa George, I will. I heard of 
monsters before. My dad reads me books about monsters hiding and ghosts haunting. But I have never 
heard of a monster in a person, like the imposter in Grandpa George. And I cannot ever, ever ask anyone 
about it, not my dad, Mason in my class, or even Grandpa George, because my mother would find out. I 
know she would. She always finds out, Clara, so don’t even try to hide it.



 So I decide to search Grandpa George’s room after school. My mother is cooking dinner and Grandpa 
George is reading some book my mother gave him from her office. So it’s the perfect time.

 I open the door across from my room and shut it quick. When I turn on the lights, nothing is different. 
It didn’t even look like Grandpa George had slept there last night. I open all the drawers and find that they’re 
all empty. And under the bed, where I got stuck playing hide-and-seek last week is empty, too. It’s like
 Grandpa George is not even here! or he is just a ghost that can’t touch anything! or he is a weird monster 
that can’t eat real food and eats clothes instead! or he is—

 I stay quiet all night during dinner and when we play checkers on the floor and while we eat waffles at 
breakfast and in the car to school, Yes, sir Grandpa George I’m okay, and even during snack, but I can’t stand 
it; I ask Mason at recess about what I saw. 

 I run to the bus after school and sit in the front seat and I run all the way to the front door without 
looking both ways, every time, Clara, and I fall on the steps. And I burst into the house.

 “Grandpa George!”

 “Clara, keep your voice down, honey.”

 My mother comes into the living room with bunched up eyebrows. “Grandpa George went back to 
Florida today, you know that.” 

 “But he can’t have!”

 “Stop screaming, I said.” She starts taking my coat.

 “Grandpa George cannot leave!” I use my outside voice.

 “Clara! Tell me what is wrong with you using your inside voice.” 

 “The imposter! It’s still in Grandpa George I have to get it out, you just let him leave with it still insi—” 
 “What in the world are you talking about Clara Rose? There is no imposter.”

 But I’m tired of listening to my mother, so I run to Grandpa George’s room. The door is closed but I 
push it open. 

 The room is empty. The imposter is sitting on the floor. I know that it’s the imposter, I know everything. 

Camryn King
12th Grade
Wayne School of Engineering
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