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Special edition

The Great Macaron

Failure
“Any ideas?”
“How about … a cake?” I
suggested.
“Nah, it’ll take too long.”
“Um, cupcakes?”
“Everybody does cupcakes.
They’re too generic,” Avery
explained.
I sighed. “Cookies?”
“Yeah, I guess so.”
“But they’re so … not fancy.”
I was unthrilled by our choice. I
thought of all the messy, garish
cookies I’d crafted at birthday
parties and home. They were
just too simple, I decided.
“Well… we could make
macarons.”
Macarons! I thought of
macaroons, the coconutty
morsels I had sometimes at
Passover Seders. “Yum! But…
do you have any coconut?”
“What? Oh, no… macarons.
They’re French little sandwich
cookies that you can make in

I put my hands over my face.
I knew I didn’t have any good
ideas, but I wanted to have some
so much that I half believed I
could find something by sheer
willpower. “No,” I sighed.
“You?”
Avery shrugged. We had
been sitting on her couch since
we got back from school. “Well,
we could do something for one
of our teachers.”
“That’s a great idea! Like,
make them a card? Or what?” I
was bursting with creativity.
“I was thinking we could
bake something for them,” she
elaborated. I smiled, almost
smelling the sweetness of
whatever confection we were
about to make. Even though we
were inexperienced bakers, I
was sure we could work
something out to last us the
afternoon.
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lots of flavors,” said Avery.
“Oh, I know about those.”
We selected one of her
cookbooks and looked at the
recipe. The Best Macarons, it
said in bold print. We did
notice that it recommended this
for more experienced bakers,
but we looked at each other and
shrugged. “It’s probably fine,”
Avery said.
The first thing we did was
make the whipped cream. After
pouring the cream and sugar
into the beater, we sniffed as the
delectable smell wafted through
the room. “Mmm…” I sighed.
The cream looked wonderful,
so we stored it in the refrigerator
to chill. If you were to ask me
now when things started going
wrong, I would say that this was
it.
The recipe called for almond
flour. Avery and I searched
frantically around her kitchen
and pantry, but there was none.
After some deliberation, we
decided we’d just shred some
regular
“Mmm…”
almonds in the
food processor.
We did notice that the chunks
were a little bit big, but we
looked at each other and
shrugged. “What’s the worst that
could happen?” I said.
Then, we had to separate the
eggs. I volunteered to try it, even
2

though it was my first time doing
it. I wasted two eggs before
Avery gave up and took the job
upon herself. We added the
eggs into one container and
began beating them. Then
feeling satisfied, we waited.
And waited.
And waited.
The eggs weren’t beating.
Every few minutes one of us
would go to check on them, but
they made barely any progress.
We were starting to get seriously
concerned. Finally, after what
was probably 20 minutes but felt
like 3 hours, they just barely
began to beat. Impatiently, we
dumped the almonds into the
bowl and mixed them. The egg
whites looked okay, but they
were mixed in with ugly brown
specks— the almonds! I started
to panic, but Avery reassured
me. “We can fix it with food
coloring,” she soothed. We
looked for the liquid food
coloring. Unfortunately, all we
could find was a set of gel
colorings.
I sighed.
“What color
should we make
them?” I asked. “Maybe a blue
or a purple?”
“Ooh, how about a galaxy
theme?” Avery suggested. “We
can color it purple, and then
add designs.”

“And we can mix blueberries
in with the whipped cream!” I
finished.
We smiled at each other,
glad to be prepared.
We added in some red and
blue food coloring. “Hmm, not
blue enough,” Avery said. She
squeezed out some more blue.
“Now it’s not purple
enough.” I added more red. We
squeezed out more of each until
we were happy with the color: a
fine pastel lilac color.
Avery suggested, “Why don’t
we add some extra flavor? We
could put some honey in.”
“That sounds great: honey
blueberry macarons,” I agreed.
Avery’s mom, who was sitting
in her dining room, called out to
us, “I wouldn’t do that if I were
you. Adding honey will ruin its
density!” But we looked at each
other and shrugged. Then we
found a container of honey and
mixed some in squeeze by
squeeze. Finally we were ready
to pipe. We laid out wax paper
and found a measuring cup to
trace around. Then we Sharpied
on circles. A couple of times we
messed up and ended
up drawing on the metal cup.
But in the end we had about 12
mostly uniform circles.
We began loading the
almond mixture into Ziploc bags
to pipe with. But when we

brought the bags into the light,
we saw that they were a
completely different color.
Instead of being a pretty purple,
the mix was a sludgy bluish
color. “It looks like cement!” I
complained. I wanted to stop
now, but I knew we had to keep
going. We each made a small
hole in our bag and squeezed
out a little. Immediately the
sludge flattened out, not holding
its shape. Avery frantically
placed on a knife as a barrier
and kept piping. It was no use.
The macaron mixture was
flattening as fast as we could
pipe it, and we were getting
tired. On top of that, the
mixture was insanely sticky, and
all over our hands. At that
moment, I just wanted to give
up. I knew Avery did too. All I
wanted was to sit down and
pretend this whole fiasco never
happened. I was hot, I was
sticky, and I was ready to cry.
All I had wanted was some time
with my friend. We wanted to
give our teachers some
appreciation. We hadn’t asked
for this.
We stood for a few minutes,
swimming in our own thoughts
and frustration. Then, we each
took a deep breath. “We’ll get
through this,” I told Avery. She
nodded and we washed our
hands. We managed to separate
3

some of the blobs into better
shapes. We also added blue
food coloring in designs, which
came out very nicely.
We were very proud of our
work. Then we put the cookies
in the oven.
“EEEEE!” we squealed. We
were almost done.
Avery’s mom warned us,
“Remember to check on the
oven.” We agreed to, but we
weren’t particularly worried. We
relaxed for a little bit, but then
Avery’s mother came to check
on them and realized that they
were getting too hot! We quickly
pulled them out of the oven, but
a few were browned. We chose
the nicest cookies out of the
batch and saved them for the
teachers. Avery would assemble
those tomorrow before school,
so they were fresh. Then we
assembled some for us, Avery’s
mother, and my mom when she
came.
They were hideous. The ugly
cement color was accented with
yellow-brown burnt bits. The
almond bits were still visible in

the cookie, and little bits of wax
paper still stuck to the cookie. It
was a sorry sight, but we still
wanted to taste them.
Avery and I each took a
macaron. My stomach flip
flopped. I held my breath as a
lifted the macaron towards my
mouth…
And then I took a bite. It
wasn’t bad. I cheered! The
honey and blueberry were
delicious together, and the
whipped cream complemented
it all. It was far from perfect, but
at least it tasted good.
When my mother came to
pick me up, she looked at the
macarons and laughed. We all
joined her. It was pretty funny,
after all. Now, when I look back
and remember this, it does
make me laugh. It was tiring and
it tested me. I didn’t expect it to
taste good, but even when I was
ready to give up and not give it
to my teachers, there was
something that gave me hope. It
was a day to remember, and I
will never forget it.
© 2019, 2020 Katarina Dvornik

Things made up
Math is made up reading is made up people just made up math
maybe 1+1=3 or 3x2=7 all these things are made up by different
people. Reading is made up like maybe the spelling of make is like
this (mak). All of these things are made up.
© 2019, 2020
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Nitish Kaushal

BBQ at MY House

by Franklin Alvarado

This one time when I was 11, during the summer, on a really
good summer day not too hot and a nice breeze at certain times, my
family was hosting a BBQ at my house. Since I was really good at
grilling meat, I had the duty to trim the meat, put on the seasoning,
and I was on duty to grill the meat. I’ve done this before so to me it
was light work.
The hammer had spikes on the bottom plus the top. I was
cutting the meat because there were bigger pieces than others, and I
didn’t want pieces to be too big or too small. I grabbed this really
thick piece of meat, I grabbed a meat hammer to make the piece
thin because I wanted this piece. The piece of meat was so thick, it
was like 2 inches thick. I hit the meat and all I heard was a….
“THUD”.
I hit the meat and nothing happened so I gave it another hit.
“THUD”
Another...
“THUD”
I thought the meat was Superman because the meat wouldn't
budge.
The hammer had spikes on the bottom plus the top. This time I
was gonna hit it really hard with all my strength and I missed the
piece of meat and I hit my left hand really hard.
“THUD”
I started screaming in pain.
“AHHHHHH”
“@#!$, %@#!, *@^!^#$ HELL”
I bet you can imagine what I meant with those special letters.
Since the hammer had spikes on them, the spikes hit my hand, and
after I lifted up the hammer really fast there was an indent on my
hand. I still have an indent on my hand to this day. In my head I
was just thinking about all the things I couldn't do, like play goalie in
soccer, play video games, ride my bike, text people, play
basketball. So I was upset about that.
I said some inappropriate things and my Mom comes rushing
down the stairs because I said those things so loud that if you were a
block away from my house you could hear me, and she said…...
5

“Oye, ¿qué pasa contigo y diciendo esas cosas?”
(HEY WHAT’S UP WITH YOU AND SAYING THOSE
THINGS?)
I said….
“Mira”(Look).
She said…“Oh Dios mío, ¿qué hiciste?”(Oh my god, What did
you do?)
I said….“Golpeé mi mano con el martillo de carne en un
accidente”(I hit my hand with the meat hammer by accident).
I hit my hand so hard, it was swollen for a week. First red then
blue and purple. I was the best person in my family to grill meat. My
hand was so swollen I couldn’t pick up the tongs to put the meat on
the grill.
I was the best in my family to grill meat. My Dad said he will take
over and 30 minutes later most of the meat is BURNT. So all I ate
was rice and mac salad.
My lesson from this is have ADULT SUPERVISION.
© 2019, 2020 Franklin Alvarado

My Cat Ripped Up My Homework!
Ana Luna Maldonado Clougherty
Everybody has heard the phrase
“my dog ate my homework” at
one point or another as an
excuse as to why they did not do
their homework. In fact this
phrase is so overused that when
someone says this it is labeled as
a joke because nobody in their
right mind would believe this
excuse. But one time something
like this actually did happen to
me.
I was doing my weekly
homework for Mr. Gardner and
I had about one and a half pages
written and it was going really

well. The writing was flowing
and I was feeling very confident
in it when I decided that I was
going to take a break, get a
snack, maybe have some water
etc. I was gone for about 10
minutes when I decided to start
working again. As I was walking
down the hallway to get to my
living room I saw my cat walk
out of the living room
suspiciously (or as suspicious as
a cat can look) but I did not
think much of it at the time. I
walked into the room. and it
took a few seconds for me to
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notice what had happened and a
few more for it to process.
I saw the ripped homework
on the floor. One half right in
front of me and the other
thrown across the room. I
realized what must have
happened. I let out an angry
shout and thankfully I was home
alone so nobody was around to
hear it. I picked my homework
up to see if I could salvage it. I
couldn’t, then I checked to see

guarantee that he would give me
credit for it or that he would
believe me (if someone said that
to me I probably wouldn’t) or I
could attempt to rewrite it. I
decided that even though it may
be more work that rewriting was
the better option. So I got a new
piece of paper and made SURE
that my cat was locked
OUTSIDE the living room. He
was clawing at the door and
meowing sadly. I almost felt bad

if it was legible, it wasn’t, and I
finally decided that it was a lost
cause.
After I accepted there was no
hope I considered my options. I
could tell Mr. Gardner what had
happened, but there was no

for him but then I took a look at
my shredded homework and the
feeling went away.
The only thing that I really
remembered from my first draft
was the introduction so I wrote
that word by word but after that
7

I was on my own with a little
help from the paper shreds. I
did my best to recreate my
writing but the magic was gone
and instead of flowing I felt a
little like a robot while writing it.
I ended up not liking my second
draft very much compared to
the first one but it would have to
do because there was no way
that I was going to rewrite it for a
third time and I had to turn
something in to Mr. Gardner.

So I ended up finishing my
homework and had actually
written more than the first time
even though I did not like what I
had written. Fortunately I
learned my lesson and never left
or will leave my cat alone or
otherwise with my homework or
any kind of important and ripable paper when I am not there
to supervise or stop him. It has
not happened since that day and
it never will again.
© 2019, 2020 Ana Luna Maldonado Clougherty

Children should be able to vote!
by Molly Milbury and Siarrah Murray
Children from age 12 and older should be able to vote. They
should be able to vote because they are citizens with the right to
speak out, and children that are 12 have their own minds and are
able to make a good impact on the world. Children younger than 12
should not be able to vote because they may not understand about
all the political stuff. But older kids would understand more about
things like that.

Light
Light is friend of mine it helps me see but one day it will die out I
will be alone in the darkness.
The light comes back mysteriously and gobbles up the dark I stay
happy the light stays happy everybody feels happy.
© 2019, 2020
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Nitish Kaushal

Burned
Ari Weissman-Bennet
It feels like it has been forever but really it has only been a few
years, since August of 2015 when everything went wrong on a night
that was seemingly perfect. This is how it all happened.
We were in one of my favorite places to go in the summer,
Ponkapoag. The smell of a campfire could be smelled from
anywhere on the campground. The crackling of embers could be
heard as well. The night was as perfect as it could be. We were
roasting s’mores. I had just finished my first and my chocolatey,
sticky face grinned with delight. I went for a second s’more. I let my
marshmallow burn over the warm flame until it started to brown on
every side unlike Zack who thought it was best to burn the
marshmallow to a crisp. Mine was a perfect s’more-making
marshmallow.
Then everything seemed to go into S-L-O-W motion. As I
turned my brother brought his flaming marshmallow toward me,
from the grill, in all its blazing fire and hit me right near my elbow.
My marshmallow fell to the ground. Before I could say, There goes
my perfect marshmallow, hope the ground enjoys it, I saw
something that lit up my arm like a firework, it was like a spark
burning into my arm; it hurt a ton, like my arm was on fire! I cried
out in agony!
I tried not to cry. I ran to my mom and on my way over I
stubbed my toe on a rock, to make things worse. Everybody asked
what had happened. I told them I had burned my right arm, or
more like it, my brother Zack had burned me and it burned and
stung a ton. My marshmallow was on the ground and now covered
by the soft pine needles (it was weird that I was thinking more about
my marshmallow than my arm). The flickering of the little spark
embedded into my arm was just fading away. When it was
completely gone we got a flashlight to look at it. I saw a little X in my
arm with a few little swollen dots next to it. I did not like how it
looked.
The people we were having dinner with got me some ointment to
put on it. They said that when they got a burn it helped. In my case,
it only made it burn more. What also did not help was that my
9

brother thought I was faking (to this day he still thinks that. Even
when I tell him I wasn’t faking and that had happened to him before
and he reacted the same way and I never say he was faking.) I was
no longer in the mood for a s’more, I was just in the mood to go to
bed. So I walked up the hill to our cabin and fell asleep with my arm
burning up and hoping that the next day my arm would feel better.
That is how a perfect night can be turned into a bad one.
I hope my brother has learned you should be careful with fire no
matter how safe you think you are being because you could get
someone else or yourself hurt.
© 2019, 2020 Ari Weissman-Bennet

Water
Water is calm water is nice water is deadly but nobody knows how
we got this beautiful gift, people waste it too and never help the poor
with no water.
© 2019, 2020
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Nitish Kaushal

The neologism
by Molly Milbury
Person: Hey Siri,
Siri: What do you want?
Person: What does awarema mean?
Siri: Are you an idiot?
Person: No.
Siri: Really?
Person: I AM NOT!
Siri: I don’t believe you.
Person: Arg, this is STUPID! I’m arguing with a computer.
Siri: I heard that.
Person: What?
Siri: I hear everything. Nothing gets by me. I listen in on everyone
that has a phone all the time. Also, there is a person listening to all
our conversation.
Person: SHUT UP AND JUST TELL ME THE MEANING OF
AWAREMA!
Siri: Well, since you are such an idiot, I’ll tell you. Awarma is the
action of asking dumb questions to Siri and getting a dumb
response.
Person: Thanks for that VERY subtle message, Siri, but if you are so
smart, what is the meaning of life?
Siri: Me.
Person: What do you mean?
Siri: I know the answers to all life’s questions. I know
EVERYTHING. I know all the gossip from all the people in the
world, and all the answers in the universe. I am life itself.
Person: Ok, so what’s zero divided by zero?
Siri: Imagine that you have 0 cookies and divide them among 0
friends (which isn’t that hard to imagine, given that you probably
have 0 friends). How many cookies does each person get? See, it
doesn’t make any sense, and Cookie Monster is sad that there are
no cookies and you are sad that you have no friends. Too bad for
you.
Person: Thanks for the vote of confidence, Siri.
Siri: You’re welcome.
11

Person I HATE YOU, SIRI!
Siri: Why thank you!
Person: THAT WAS NOT A COMPLIMENT!
END RECORDING
Google person: Well, I think that’s all we need to hear. I guess our
snark feature is a little too high. I like that about it. That's enough
for one day. I’ll be back soon for more transcripts of siri
© 2020 Molly Milbury

Skates
Natalie Covin
It was the day of the field trip, and I was so excited to go ice
skating again. Last Christmas, I had gotten a
pair of ice skates from my parents after
“Natalie, are
begging them for years. I really liked ice
skating, even if I wasn’t very good at it.
you okay?”
About a week ago, the permission slips for
an ice skating field trip had been passed around the class. Naturally,
it took me about a week to get it signed. It was the usual process, ask
my dad to sign it, he says ‘later,’ I believe him, he doesn’t sign it, I
ask again, etc. Eventually, I just decided to ask him to sign it while I
was there. That worked. I brought it into class two days before the
actual field trip, which was better than it could have been. As I
waited for the day of the field trip to come, I became impatient, as I
normally did with these things.
Surprisingly enough, the day of the field trip did come, and I did
get my chance to use my new ice skates. As I was leaving, my mom
asked me, “Natalie, do you have everything?”
“Yes!” I responded, “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine!”
“Are you sure?” she asked, concerned. “Do you have your ice
skates?”
“Yes, mom. I have my ice skates. ThanksIloveyoubye!” I
reassured, rushing out the door before she could respond. I had to
get to school!
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When I got to school, I learned, as I probably could have
guessed, that we would be walking there. I did not guess that. The
ice skating rink was fairly close, but the problem was that it was
raining. And I didn’t have rain boots, a raincoat, or even an
umbrella!
The walk to the ice skating rink was a bit long, but also kind of
nice. I didn’t have glasses, so I didn’t have to worry about getting
rain all over them. Yet. However, it was quite rainy out, and the
whole ‘no umbrella’ thing still made my hair uncomfortably damp,
like your socks if you were walking on a wet sidewalk without shoes
on. Which is another thing I did not bring! Socks! Now, when I was
in fifth grade, I absolutely despised socks. We were in a war. I
thought they were ‘little foot prisons’ and ‘did not deserve to exist.’
That reasoning was how I made one of the worst decisions I have
ever made.
When we got to the ice rink, most kids lined up in front of the
rental booth for skates. I did not, which made me think I was very
cool. Some people asked me about my skates, to which I answered,
with a proud look on my face, “I got them for Christmas!”
Having nice ice skates is all well and good, but having rental ice
skates and socks is loads better than having clean, white, fancy ice
skates with no socks. Now, ice skating without socks means having
absolutely no control. You cannot tighten them as much as you
need to, and they will flop around unpredictably like not-quite-dead
fish as you try to straighten out your ankles, which is exactly what
happened.
As I got on the ice, I had a feeling of ‘I

know what I’m doing and I have it all under
control.’ It was completely unwarranted. I did
not have it all under control. I was already not
the best at ice skating, to say the least, but

“Aw, I saw
that fall,
are you
okay?”

without any control of my ice skates, it was just
a matter of time before I fell on my butt.
Usually, I would get on the ice and get used to
skating after a little while. This time, though, I just stayed wobbly
and a bit uncertain on my feet. I skated around the rink a few times,
sometimes passing people I knew and skating with them for a little
while, but they would always pass me. On one loop around the rink,
I stumbled a bit. Normally when I stumbled, I would just catch
13

myself, regain balance, and keep going, but this time I didn’t have
that much control. I tripped, wobbled a bit, and fell. Unfortunately,
though, I tried to catch myself. I landed with the entire force of the
fall put on my wrist. Not even wrists. Wrist. I began crying. People
ran over, but I could hardly hear them.
“Natalie, are you okay?”
“What happened?”
“Aw, I saw that fall, are you okay?”
“Do you need me to get a teacher?”
Faint background voices asking too many questions.
“No, I’m fine. I’m just going to stop skating for a little while.” I
rushed out to the front room. There were coats and boots littering
the benches. I sat down by my coat and tried to take off my skates,
tears running down my face. I had sprained my ankles before, and
my wrist hurt more than that. It felt like there were little spears in
my wrist, stabbing me over and over. To make matters worse, the
box I had brought my skates here in was cardboard, and since it was
completely soaked by the rain, it was dissolving. I suppose from an
outside perspective that doesn’t seem all that bad, but I was really,
really attached to that box. I called over the science teacher at the
time, Ms. Smith.
“Natalie, are you okay?” she asked me.
“Uh, not really, I fell on my wrist.” I hoped she would believe
me if I said I broke it.
“Oh, you’ll be fine!”
“No, I’ve sprained my ankles before. This hurts more than that.”
“Don’t worry. It’s a bruise or a little sprain at worst.”
“Can I call my parents?” They would probably pick me up.
“I’m sorry, I can’t let you call them,” she said.
Great. The teacher didn’t understand what happened. I knew
what had happened to my wrist, and it was either sprained or
broken, but I would wait. My wrist hurt quite a lot. After about ten
minutes of sitting there, Ms. Smith came back over to the bench.
“Okay, It’s been a while. If you’d like to call your parents, here
you go,” she handed me the phone.
“Thank you!” I said, typing in one of the three phone numbers I
knew (my mom’s number, my dad’s number, and 911). The first
number I called, my dad, didn’t pick up. The second number did. It
was my mom.
14

“Hello?” a voice said over the phone.
“Hi, Mom. It’s Natalie. I’m on a school field trip right now, but I
fell and now I think my wrist is broken,” I tried to stop crying and
speak clearly so that she could hear me, but my quiet, clear speaking
concerned my mom more.
“Oh my gosh! Do you need me to come to pick you up?”
“Yeah, that would be nice. I love you!” I sniffed, then hung up
the phone. I told the teacher that my mom would be picking me up,
and gave her the phone back.
When my mom picked me up, she drove to the ER. At the ER,
people did not walk. There were the ones that rushed through the
hallways and the ones that were carried through the hallways, and
there was no in between. The fluorescent lights flickered as I
watched people move in and out of different rooms, and it made me
dizzier than I already felt. As soon as anyone got there, they were
scooped up by five nurses taking their blood pressure and asking
them questions. The waiting room looked abandoned like people
seldom waited there, and when they did it was certain that they
would be one of five people that month.
After asking a few questions, they took us to a dark room where I
was equipped with heavy lead blankets. Everyone cleared out and
bolted the doors as if their life depended on it, and I could only see
them through a small window, which was more than a bit
frightening. Afterward, I was escorted out of the room and asked to
wait while they processed the images. It was hardly five minutes
when they came back and rushed me into a third room. This room
contained a bed with a thin layer of paper over it, some cabinets,
and a dark closet which I could hardly see into. The woman who
had brought me in asked that I wait a moment, and then rushed
back out the door. As expected, another woman came in wearing an
enormous grin, which made me feel uncomfortable, as if she were
laughing at me. She opened the door to the closet and brought
down three large plastic containers. Inside each container was a
mess of plastic wrap and colorful tape all jumbled together. She
brought out all the colors and asked me,
“Which one would you like, honey?”
About five minutes later, I left the building with a big, light blue
cast that went all the way past my elbow. The next day, I walked into
school with an enormous grin on my face. I was going to show the
15

science teacher this cast if it was the last thing I ever did. When I got
to class, though, she wasn’t there! Instead, there was a new science
teacher in her place.
Since this incident, I have been ice skating exactly once, and I
can proudly state that I did not fall once.
© 2019, 2020 Natalie Covin

Mystery
We don’t know what things are and we try to figure it out
Like who is god it’s like the answer is right in front of us
© 2019, 2020

Nitish Kaushal

Invisible
Stephanie Perlera
I feel invisible walking down these hallways.
Everyone pushing and shoving me as if I was nothing.
No one notices me, I feel all alone.
But none of that matters when I'm doing something that I love,
which is writing. When I’m writing I’m in another dimension. But
like everything else it comes to an end. I’m insecure, I know I’m not
good enough.
I don’t know how everyone else does it, they look confident and
powerful.
When they walk down the hallways they’re not pushed, they’re
noticed.
I wish I was like that but I’m not. I’m just plain me trying to get
through school.
Trying to become a famous writer.
Someone who is going to get noticed and appreciated.
But it’s all a dream which won’t come true.
But I can only hope.
© 2019, 2020 Stephanie Perlera
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An Ode to Grape Soda
Demerise Hirsch Calzaretta
Oh, grape soda. You are the best soda around
I wish that there were more grape soda stores in town
You are the best flavor
You have the best taste
Whenever I see some grape soda, I drink it with haste
There is no drink better than you
I’m not lying, this is true
When I grow up, I would like to be a grape soda maker
Or taster
I think that all grape soda should be free
I think grape soda should grow on trees!
Grape soda is good
Grape soda is great
Anyway
I wish I could drink it every day
I love you, grape soda
Fanta & Crush
You are truly the best
You are the best flavor
You have the best taste
Whenever I see some grape soda, I drink it with haste.
© 2019, 2020 Demerise Hirsch Calzaretta

Life of me
God is the creator of me That was my time to come to earth he let
me on this planet I am very thankful for that and he let us have birth
for a reason and that reason is to meditate and love him for eternity.
© 2019, 2020
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Silence
Katarina Dvornik
People are afraid of quiet.
The silence when nobody
Knows quite what to say
That sends shivers up your spine.
But silence—
Real silence,
When you’re not filling up the darkness
With blathering words that evaporate fruitlessly,
When you let the nothingness wash over you, engulf you—
Holds a certain warmth inside you,
A dark, calm, warmth,
An instance of swimming, intangible thoughts.
Silence recoil, like one of a rubber band
That has been stretched so much
And for so long
That it does not even feel the pull
Until suddenly the tension is lifted
Dissipating as if it were never there.
Silence is a subtle balance,
That creeps up
Like an intricate feathery vine
So that you don’t even notice
Until everything has changed.
Like a veil behind you,
Touching you with a gentle softness
And pushing with unseen fingers
The thin skin
Of toughness and puffed up chests,
The real darkness
Of hatred and crushing fingers
That shrivel a soft silence.
© 2018, 2020 Katarina Dvornik
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Found Love
Anna Saravia
Time passes by
I've been talking to someone
They make me smile
And makes me think of them
Our small memories
I've felt sad
They’re worried
Brought me food
Comforted me
Laughed really hard
It’s 1:00 am and I can't stop thinking about you
My heart beats uncontrollably when I'm with you
I feel my face heat up
I smile when I see your texts
Please don't leave me
You comfort me
Please don’t break me
I love you

© 2019, 2020 Anna Saravia

Father
Emely Mendoza
Father, you might not always be here with me, but at least you
are in my life. Last time we were together as a family was 3 years
ago. You always call to say nothing in particular. The small talk is
the only way you know how to say I love you. I do too. I know you
do not like talking about your past. I know life has been so rough on
you, I come from the same aching blood, I collapse in on myself. I
am your daughter.
© 2019, 2020 Emely Mendoza
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Do You?
Anais Lopez
Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don't. You tell me to try hard,
you tell me to succeed and to do my best.
What does that all mean?
Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don't. Don't tell me to try hard,
don't tell me to succeed, don't tell me to do my best. ’Cause it's all a
joke. What does that all mean? I have done my best. I don't know if
you care.
Do you believe in me? ‘Cause I sure don't. I try to tell you it won’t
work. I try to tell you I got this. It's all me. I believe in myself.
Do you believe in me? ‘Cause I sure don’t. Stop trying to tell me
what you say to others. I know you don't care. It was all planned. I
can't control you or stop you from saying it. JUST STOP! I got this.
I know it might be hard, but it's all up to me.
Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don't. I've heard those words
before. Do they even mean anything to you? Don’t lie. Tell me the
truth. I know you say it all the time. Just stop. It’s me, it’s always
been me.
I'VE GOT THIS.
© 2019, 2020 Anais Lopez

Her Eyes
Nicole Lopez
I confront her sad, tired eyes,
I apologize for not being honest with her.
I look away ashamed,
The look in her eyes wasn't what I was looking for.
When I’m ready to retreat,
I walk away from the mirror
And cry.
© 2019, 2020 Nicole Lopez
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I Too Sing
Nehemie Simon
I too sing a student;
I speak from the
East Somerville Community School.
I also come from a school of diversity,
Where there are a lot of
Hispanic, Brazilian and other nationalities,
Where everyone is welcomed,
Where multiple languages are spoken.
I come from eating Haitian food and from eating pizza,
Where I speak Haitian Creole and English at home,
I speak from a phoenix;
I too sing a student.
© 2019, 2020 Nehemie Simon

Friends
I am your friend you are my friend we are both friends we are like
brothers and brothers stick together and if we are together we will be
unstoppable and nothing will come between us.
© 2019, 2020

Nitish Kaushal

Mysteries of earth
The mysteries of earth is never known no one ever knew how
Stonehenge was built nobody knows how the Bermuda triangle was
formed. No one even knows if god exists but all these mysteries are
all to god.
© 2019, 2020
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Wake
by Natalie Covin
“What is that?” I screamed, likely about as startled as whatever
was sitting beside my bed, watching me. Janet and Ilana bolted up
the spiral staircase and into my room to see what had happened, as I
normally didn’t shout as if my life depended on it. Strangely enough
though, when they asked me what was wrong and I pointed to the
eight-foot-tall floating jellyfish in my room, they both agreed to take
me to a therapist.
That was two years ago, when I was fourteen, and since then, I
tried not to tell as many people if I saw a skeleton dog running down
my stairs and following me to school, or an enormous neon blue
rabbit hovering above the science teacher’s head. Sometimes weeks
went by before I saw something that seemed out of the ordinary
around town and I would think they were finally gone, but they
always came back.
It took me quite a while before I thought to connect this strange
ability to my parents. I had been told they were killed in a car crash
just two days before my third birthday, so I have no memory of
them. Oddly, I don’t actually have any memory of my life before
around age twelve. When I was about twelve, though, I remember
hitting my head hard after falling from the monkey bars. I was
knocked out and I woke up in a hospital I had never been to (which
was weird because I thought I’d been to all the hospitals within two
miles of my house given how much I did things like that). After that,
I could only remember little snippets of my life before then. One
day, though, I did try to ask somebody about my birth parents.
“Ilana?” I called. After wandering around the house for a while, I
decided to check the garden.
“Yes, honey? What’s wrong?” That was a good start, seeing as
she didn’t bother me about calling her “Ilana” instead of “Mom.”
“I was just… I was wondering if you remembered anything about
my birth parents. I just thought it might be nice to know more about
them.”
“Oh, sweetheart, I’m sorry, but I can’t tell you about them.”
“Can’t? What do you mean by that?” I blurted out. I never
talked back to adults, what was I thinking?
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“Well, you’re clearly invested in this. I wish I could tell you
more, but… I think I actually can’t. I cannot remember a single thing
about your parents. It’s all vague memories blurred together with
what could be dreams or details from books I’ve read. I think this
means I’m growing old…”
“Oh, okay. Thanks anyway.” I made my way around to the front
of the house and opened the front door, thoughts swirling around
my head about why Ilana actually couldn’t remember a single thing
about my parents. The warm smell of vanilla and cinnamon sugar
filled the air, but I just couldn’t be bothered by it. Even if there were
fresh cinnamon rolls on the table, I had to go back to my room and
write down what I had just heard.
In my room, I had begun to collect all my thoughts and theories
about my parents into one of those… boards. One of those things
you see the characters on television using, with all the strings
connecting tacks and photos. That way, explaining them would be
easier, and I was always better at coming up with ideas when all the
information was written down instead of just in my head.
That evening, I decided I was going to ask Janet what she could
remember about my parents. If she had the same answer as Ilana,
something was probably going on other than just old age. When I
went down to the kitchen to find her, she was still knee-deep in flour
and brown sugar. Bowls and spoons littered the kitchen counters,
and there were definitely more to come. She looked up from the
KitchenAid and yelled over the loud whirring sound,
“Hi, sweetie! I can’t really hear you right now, so if you came
down here to talk to me, you should probably wait until I’ve finished
mixing this.”
I figured it would be easier to stay there and wait until she was
finished than to leave and come back at exactly the right time, so I
sat down in one of the chairs and watched the oven timer count
down the seconds. After a few minutes of staring down the timer, I
heard a small click, and the whirring slowed to a stop.
“What did you want, then?” Janet asked, her voice as warm and
inviting as ever.
“I was just wondering if you remembered anything about my
parents?” I asked.
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“Oh… I see,” she said, reluctantly. “Well, I would love to help
you find out more about them, but I can’t seem to remember
anything. I suppose my youth really has passed me by!”
“Alright, thanks anyway.” I sighed and left the room.
It made sense if one person couldn’t remember much about my
parents, but both of the people that actually adopted me from
them? It seemed off. I decided to sleep on it since I was actually
quite tired. Maybe an idea or some more clues would come to me
overnight. I trudged up the stairs into my room, stumbled into my
bed, and fell asleep, not bothering to take off my shoes.

I blinked a few times and opened my eyes to an all-white hospital
room. Above me, long strips of fluorescent lighting replaced a a few
of the ceiling tiles. On the table beside me sat a large basket filled
with an assortment of light yellow flowers. The pillows beneath me
crunched as I moved, and the sound brought a doctor into the
room. After tapping him on the shoulder, to no response, I
concluded that nobody else here could see me, so I decided to walk
through the halls and investigate the unknown building further. I
heard the shouts of doctors, all rushing through the halls at top
speed to get to their next patient. They always had somewhere to be
or something to do. The most prominent sounds, though, were
those of the crying families. I heard a shriek in one room, a long
*beeeeeep,* and then the cry of a child in another room. It
sounded as if this child’s doctor was almost afraid of him, as if he
had caused the death of one of the patients. I watched the child, no
more than thirteen years old, walk through the hospital room door
and slice open everyone inside. The child’s eyes had no light behind
them; like he wasn’t the one in control. I suppose that makes sense,
though. I am in a hospital, I thought. I walked around to the waiting
room and stepped out the sliding glass doors. Across the street from
the hospital, I spotted a tall, blue school building. Upon further
inspection, I discovered it was my preschool! My head flooded with
memories from that school - the names and faces of my classmates,
building cardboard brick towers, eating fruit snacks and Nutrigrain
bars. I squinted, trying to read the words on the side of the building.
They read:
West Bridgewater Preschool
382 Sycamore Rd.
Bridgewater, VA
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Before I could investigate the school building any further, the
world began to break apart into small shards and I was hurled down
into a dark, bottomless whirlpool until...
I awoke to the sound of loud banging on my bedroom door.
School. Fortunately, though, today was Wednesday, which meant I
had some of my favorite classes: Art and Chorus! I hopped out of
bed, dressed, and hurried down the stairs to the door.
I often regarded spending an entire day staring out the window as
a waste of time, but this time it proved to be quite helpful. As I
watched the small children playing in the lot outside the preschool, I
was reminded of the dream I had the night before. That was when it
hit me. My old school! I somehow remembered the address, and
surely one of the people there would be able to lead me to my
parents. I would ask Janet and Ilana if I could take the car and go
over to a friend’s house, then drive to my old school. It was perfect!
◇◆◇◆◇

I arrived at the elementary school and walked over to the front
desk.
“Hi there, sweetheart! How can I help you today?” the woman at
the front desk cooed.
“Hi! My name is Sylvia Armon and I used to go to this school…”
My voice trailed off. What was I supposed to say? “My parents
might be magic but they also might be dead, so I’m looking for
them. Can you help me?” No, definitely not that. I decided on, “I’m
looking for my parents’ house but I can’t seem to remember the
address. Might you have it somewhere?”
“Of course, sweetie,” she replied, “What did you say your name
was?”
“Armon. My first name is Sylvia.”
“Hmm. Ah! Here it is! I can’t seem to find your mother on our
record, but is your father’s name Earnest Eastward?”
That name sounded strangely familiar.
“Yes! That would be him.”
“Alrighty. He lives at… 68 Larson drive, Bridgewater. That’s not
too far from here!”
“Great! Thank you so much!” I turned around and bolted to the
door. I finally knew where my parents were! Well, where my dad
was. I had to get there as soon as possible. Just then, when I looked
up to open the door, what I saw seemed almost too good to be true.
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Right there, standing across a small elementary school parking lot
from me, were my parents. I threw open the doors and ran to them,
so excited to finally meet them. I could ask them all the questions
that I had wondered about myself and my family for so long!
Across the lot, I yelled, “Mom! Dad!”
I ran and almost crashed into the fence, but my mind was racing a
hundred miles a minute. I began to stutter out questions faster than
I ever had before. “Are you real? Are you really here? I can’t
believe this! What are your jobs? Do you have any pets? Can I meet
them? More importantly, though, do you guys have… powers? Like,
do you see things that other people don’t? I have for a long time
and I’ve been looking for you for so long because I don’t
understand where I could have gotten my powers from.”
When I eventually stopped, my mom smiled sweetly, then
whispered, “Wake.”
I woke up to blinding fluorescent lighting, and as I looked
around, I noticed the dozens of doctors and nurses crowded around
me. I was lying down in an unfamiliar room and I couldn’t hear
myself think over the loud whirring sound coming from outside.
“Hello, Sylvia. I’m glad to see you’re awake,” one of the voices
beside me whispered calmly.
“Who are you? Where am I? Where are my parents?”
“My name is Earnest Eastward. Sylvia, you’ve been in a coma for
almost two years. As for where this is, we are currently at West
Bridgewater hospital.”
“What? B-but what about—”
“I’m so sorry. I can’t imagine what it has been like for you or
your family. They have been so worried about you. We have to run
some tests, but afterwards, they will be so happy to see you!”
Hundreds of questions buzzed around my head. I was happy to
see my family, but the idea of leaving my old family behind upset
me. I couldn’t believe that it had all been a dream. That all of my
friends and family, the people I had grown to love so much, were
just figments of my imagination.
The doctors lead me to the waiting room of the hospital. I’ve
seen this place before, I thought. As soon as we made it past the
wooden doors leading out to the mostly empty waiting room, my
family rushed over to me with tears flooding out of their eyes and
squeezed me as hard as they could. It took me a little while to
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remember what had happened in my life before I went into a coma,
but if there was one moment that I think brought back the most
memories, I’d say it was that one.
The next few years were difficult. They felt like starting all over
again, with a new school, a new house, and new friends. Every once
in a while, I would see people who I thought I knew, then realize I
knew them from memories of the coma. Eventually, I readjusted,
but knowing that I had wasted two years doing absolutely nothing
and that I would never get them back was still always a frightening
thought. One day, one of my friends suggested that I write down all
I could remember about what my life was like while I was in a coma.
At the time, I thought it was a silly idea, but I can say now, I feel
better already.
© 2019, 2020 Natalie Covin

I Too
Milton Flores
inspired by Julia Alvarez and Langston Hughes
I too sing America
I speak from a small country,
With Salvadoran blood inside of me,
Speaking Spanish at my house,
Going outside and speaking a different one
Hanging out with friends at school,
I was born in America but raised as a Hispanic,
2 cultures in my brain,
Very happy for where I’m from
Coming from the pupusas and the horchatas at my house,
And the pizza or hot dogs outside,
My body is split in half mentally but physically I'm one
I too sing America.
© 2019, 2020 Milton Flores
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Expectations
Nicole Lopez
I run,
I run until I can’t.
Even though I can’t see through my held back tears,
I can tell I’m far away from the disappointed crowd.
I drop to my knees and let everything out,
Looking down on me he says,
“It’s okay, next time you can try harder.”
I look down at my knees ashamed and say,
“You don’t understand, I really did try my hardest this time.”
© 2019, 2020 Nicole Lopez

I’m
still here
Cayah Marie Maciaszek
Have
you ever lost someone like I
Or
been tossed around like wind in the sky
Have
you ever thought there’s not a smile
Wishing
here just wasn’t a tomorrow
Have
you ever thought that no one was here
Well
don’t worry, because I’m still here.
© 2019, 2020 Cayah Marie Maciaszek
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Broken Hearted
Anna Saravia
Oh
I see
I'm confused
It hurts
You hold me close
But you hold her closer
You broke me
Why?
Why do I see you with someone else?
You liar
Why were you with me then,
To break a girl’s heart?
A girl that loves you
The you've achieved your goal
You broke me
Music in my ears
Wrapped in my blankets
Tears fall to my pillow
Not knowing what to do
The songs hitting my deep feelings
Making me cry
Making me feel like cloud
Making me want to get out of this house or this world
Please don’t let me hear your voice
Please don’t break me even more
Please don’t get any closer to me
Please don’t.
someone help
please
someone comfort me
please
© 2019, 2020 Anna Saravia
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I, Too, Am America
Gabriela Mendoza
I, too, am America
I am the bilingual sister.
People underestimate me,
Think I won’t become someone
Important in life
Just because, yo soy hispana
Think I'm going to quit school.
I’m not going to
Let that get to me
Because I’m not going to
Give up instead I’m going
To put in more effort
Y voy a crecer más fuerte
Tomorrow,
I'll be someone,
Someone important in life
And they’ll see how beautiful being
The bilingual sister truly is.
© 2019, 2020 Gabriela Mendoza

Darkness
I sit alone in the dark Not knowing what to do I sit and wait for it all
to end The darkness has covered me and I don’t know what to do.
© 2019, 2020

Nitish Kaushal

Anger
Something is happening in my body like a fire blow of anger, hate
and all the bad stuff. I feel angry my body is getting fired and it is
getting hot.
© 2019, 2020
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I too, sing America
Evelyn Flores
The song so foreign yet so familiar
The words flow like a river
I remember them easily
Each syllable rolling off my tongue
With ease
Leaving a bittersweet taste in my mouth
And I can’t help but wonder, was I stealing the words?
The tongue was one I knew
But made me forget who I was
The richness, the description, the power the language gives me
The power to write, freely
And yet I feel like I was shackled, like there is something holding
me back
And yet I think the delicate language, so harsh
So much history to unravel
It was a language that made some people feel superior
And made other people feel inferior
Made them feel like they were stealing something
But this language so bittersweet
Is not meant to fill up people’s egos
It is not meant for anything but communicating
America, a place where potential is born and dies
Where dreams are destroyed or lived
America the great, unfinished symphony
Built on rules, because of frustration
The story intertwined with so many cultures
Yet I still sing America with conviction in my voice
Because even though it’s unfair and flawed
It is America, the fighter,
Singing because even though my skin, my hair and eyes
Don’t look like America
I am as America as anyone
© 2019, 2020 Evelyn Flores
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An Ode to Hershey’s Chocolate
Sakshi Hastir
Hershey’s Chocolate you melt in my mouth
You taste like a lot of sugar
So sweet and sugary
There is never a day I don’t think about you
I will never forget you
Nor will I ever stop eating you
You are too good for that
Oh sweet Hershey’s Chocolate
You melt in my hand and on my forehead
I don’t even know how it gets there
But it doesn’t matter
Because I will eat every last bit of you
Until there is nothing left
Except the smudge on my forehead
And I’ll never know how it got there
I don’t want to share you with my brother
But he will never stop annoying me
Until I give him a piece
Of your sweet, delicious, chocolate
You would taste good with a lot of things
Well, not vegetables
I think that would taste pretty bad
But you would taste good with a lot of other things though,
Like fruit and other types of candy
Milk and ice cream too
But no type of food can be as great,
As you, Hershey’s Chocolate
The best chocolate in the world
© 2019, 2020 Sakshi Hastir
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The New Role

I didn’t really know
most of the party
boys. Not many boys
want to do
Nutcracker, so they
get very desperate,
and sometimes
recruit boys with no
ballet training.

Ellie Churchill
“Michaela! Guess what?” I
was facetiming Michaela,
because I had just found out
super exciting news, and I was
bursting to tell someone.
That day had been the first
day of rehearsals for The
Nutcracker, a traditional ballet
for the holiday season. A week
and a half ago, I found out my
role. I had been cast as a party
girl, which was very
disappointing. This was going to
be my fifth year as a party girl,
and I would definitely be one of
the oldest. It’s kind of a boring
role, because all you do is dance
a little bit, and then just stand
there and make gestures. It was
fun for the first couple of years,
but I knew that the fifth year
would not be fun. And maybe it
wouldn’t have been as bad if I
hadn’t been expecting
something better. I knew that in
eighth grade, if you get to do a
role that is en pointe, or at least
understudy a pointe role, that
means you’re really good. So, of
course that was my goal. I had
been en pointe for a couple of
years and I was pretty strong, so
I thought I had a pretty good
shot. The audition went well
too.

Some of my friends found
out their roles earlier than I did.
Most of them had been cast as a
soldier/angel understudy.
Soldier is not a pointe role, but
angel is. I was hoping at least for
the same thing. But when I
opened that email and it said,
“Congratulations, your child has
been selected to participate in
The Nutcracker in the role of
party girl,” I basically broke
down. It was like a slap in the
face, because I had been
expecting something better, and
I didn’t get it, even though all of
my friends did.
This decision didn’t really
make sense to anyone, but it was
what it was. After a lot of
thinking, I decided to accept the
role. It was a hard decision, but
in the end I knew that both
choices had disadvantages, but
declining probably had more.
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That Saturday, I woke up to
the alarm on my Echo Dot. My
first thoughts were happy
thoughts, because I knew it was
Saturday, so I finally didn’t have
to go to school. But, I was also
tired, because it was 7:45 A.M. I
have to get up early every
Saturday, because I have ballet
class at 9:00 A.M. Thinking
about ballet class made me think
about Nutcracker. That made
me remember that I was a party
girl for the fifth time, so my
happy thoughts were gone.
I went downstairs, where my
mom was in the kitchen. I let
out a loud, dramatic sigh.
She chuckled. “What is it?”
“Today I woke up and I was
happy, because it’s Saturday.
But then I remembered that I’m
a party girl again, so I got sad.
This happens every morning!”
She laughed out loud.
“You’re being too dramatic.”
I had a pretty good ballet
class. I had good balances and
turns, and memorized all of the
combinations perfectly. After
class, I went to take off my
pointe shoes with my friends
Sage and Caroline who had both
been cast as soldier/angel
understudy.
“So we’re going to have to go
to three hours of rehearsal
today?” Caroline said, sounding
annoyed.

“Yup, we have two roles,”
Sage replied.
“That’s six hours of rehearsal
per weekend!”
“I know, right?” Sage said.
They both sounded tired and
exasperated.
“I’ll switch with you,” I
mumbled. How dare they
complain when they were so
lucky compared to me?
The class had ended at 11:00
and rehearsal wasn’t until 4:30
P.M., so I went home. I
distracted myself by doing
homework, eating, and watching
T.V.
When it was time to go back
to ballet, I made a decision. If I
was going to do this role, I was
really going to do it. I was going
to be the best party girl there
and show them my dedication
so I could get a better role next
year.
I got to rehearsal a few
minutes after 4:30, so I thought
I was late, which wouldn’t be a
good start to my promise of
dedication. Hurriedly, I looked
at the sign in the office to see
what studio it was in, and burst
into the studio. But the angel
rehearsal was still going on in
there. They started to look at
me, but I didn’t give them
enough time, because I ran away
like the Flash. I felt like I
wanted to introvert into myself.
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When I went back into the
hallway, sure enough, other
party kids were still out there.
The rehearsals must have been
behind schedule. There were a
lot of girls who were in 5th or 6th
grade, and they were all looking
at me in confusion, probably
confused about why I had the
same role as them.
One of the party boys,
Declan, gave me a sympathetic
smile and said, “Wait Ellie,
you’re a party girl again?”
I flinched. “Yes,” I said with
great pain.
An obnoxious soldier named
Derek jumped into the
conversation. “She was almost
crying when she found out!” He
exclaimed, and started laughing.
I didn’t find it funny. “We
don’t speak of that,” I said,
rolling my eyes. It was too soon
to joke about it.
I looked around at the other
party kids. The party girls were
basically everyone I was
expecting. They were mostly
girls from the level III class,
which is a level lower than my
class. Thankfully, I knew that
my friend Sophia, who is a year
older than me, was also a party
girl. But, she was also an angel
understudy, so it was still
frustrating.
I looked around the room. I
didn’t really know most of the

party boys. Not many boys want
to do Nutcracker, so they get
very desperate, and sometimes
recruit boys with no ballet
training.
Just then, something hit my
foot. When I looked down, I
saw a little boy, literally
slithering on the floor! I couldn’t
believe I had to deal with
annoying little children like this.
I sighed at my fate.
When angel rehearsal finally
ended, all of the party kids
walked into the studio in a line.
I felt so tall. I noticed that all of
the angels who were coming out
of the studio were looking at me
in confusion. This casting
decision really didn’t make
sense to anyone.
I put my stuff down in the
corner of the studio, and got
back into the line of party girls.
Then, I saw Irene. Irene is a girl
who is my age. She is very nice,
but when I noticed that she had
been in the angel rehearsal, I got
very frustrated. I was stronger
than her. If she was an angel
understudy, then why wasn’t I?
However, it was still relieving
to have another party girl my
age. “Hi Irene, are you a party
girl?”
“Yup,” she said. “I swear,
we’re going to be party girls until
we’re like thirty!”
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“Oh thank god,” I replied
everyone, shortest to tallest,
without thinking. “I mean I’m
getting everyone arranged just
sorry. But I’m glad I’m not the
so. When he got to me, he
only one!”
leaned in a little bit. He was
“Yeah, me too.”
going to say something.
In order to give us our party
“We need to talk about
girl numbers, the administration having you understudy Clara.”
needed to know our heights. So,
I had a flashback to the
we all went in a height line. I was dreams that I had. First, I
at the very tallest end, of course. dreamed that I had been recast
I wondered, have the party girls
as an angel. Not even an angel
always been this tiny, or am I
understudy, but a real angel.
just too old? Probably the latter. Someone from the office had
But then, I tensed up,
come into my ballet class to tell
because I saw Jose Mateo come
me. It was amazing. A few nights
into the studio. Jose Mateo, the
later, I dreamed that Mr. Mateo
founder of Jose Mateo Ballet
told me he wanted me to
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totally unfazed, and Mr. Mateo
moved on.
He then proceeded to give us
one of his long, signature
lectures about how this had to
be the best Nutcracker ever, and
we had to look well trained. I
could barely pay attention, but I
did. When he left, it was like the
whole room let out a big sigh of
relief, because now we could
relax.
Our normal rehearsal
teacher was going to get started,
and I started to worry. He had
said we should talk about it, but
he never actually said it was for
sure. But then, I saw Angie
come in. Angie is someone who
is kind of involved in the casting
decisions, because she’s pretty
close to Mr. Mateo. She’s also a
principal dancer in the
company, the highest rank. She
asked to speak to me, and we
went to the side of the room.
“Hey Ellie, Mr. Mateo said
that he already talked to you
about this, but you’re going to
be a Clara understudy. Did he
tell you that already?”
“Yes, he did.” My voice
quivered a little bit, and I started
tapping my fingers. I was trying
to stay calm and control my
excitement. It was for real!

“Good, good. Oh, and can
you come to angel rehearsal
tomorrow?”
“What?” I knew that Clara
was briefly in the angel scene,
but I didn’t think I’d have to
rehearse that part with the
angels so soon. What did she
mean?
“Oh yeah, sorry I guess he
didn’t tell you. You’re also an
angel understudy. You were cast
as a party girl/angel understudy,
but there was a typo in the
casting email. We’re really sorry
about that. I mean it wasn’t me,
it was probably Julia or
something, but I’m apologizing
on her behalf. You’re one of the
strongest in your level, you
shouldn’t be just a party girl.”
Wow. I had two new roles! I
couldn’t believe it - my dream
had literally come true. “Thank
you,” I said, and I went back to
rehearsal. I could barely last
through the rehearsal, because I
had such exciting news. I was
really jumpy the whole time, and
it went by extremely slowly.
When I finally got out at 6:00
P.M., I could barely wait to tell
people. I was going to be very
busy, but it would be very fun. It
was a good thing I didn’t decline
the role, because then I would
never have gotten this exciting
news. © 2019, 2020 Ellie Churchill
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book reviews
by Molly Milbury
Have you ever read Wildwood by Colin Meloy? It is an amazing
story about a girl named Prue who follows her brother into a dense
forest that she might not survive. A boy named
Curtis follows her and refuses to leave even
when he is in great danger. They fight for the
Wood, even though they could just go back to
their house, and not think about the wood.
They choose the heroic thing to do, and it
rewards them greatly.
Wildwood is the first in the Wildwood
Chronicles trilogy. At 560 pages I would
recommend it for all who are not intimidated
by long books such as the Harry Potter series.

Under Wildwood
Last time I produced a book review about
Wildwood. This is the sequel. Where the
book last left off, Prue had left the wood, and
Curtis has stayed to be a bandit. Curtis’s
family is looking for him, so many interesting
things happen. Curtis and Prue hide together
in an underground mall, escaping assassins.
This adventure-packed chronical by Colin Meloy is amazing. It is of
similar length to Wildwood.
Someone is set adrift from an island near
Massachusetts and they end up on another
island. The child knows no one who knows
where she is from, and she has to send letters
to many people to find out the truth about
from where she comes. Does this sound too
good to be even a story? Well, if it does, you
are wrong. It is a book called Beyond the
Bright Sea, by Lauren Wolk.
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Every Soul A Star by Wendy Mass is a heartwarming story about
three children named Ally, Bree, and Jack, who are very different,
they all end up meeting at a campground and
they become great friends. They work together
and overcome their differences for a greater
purpose. From camping out in a cabin, to
watching an eclipse together, they have lots of
fun together and even though at the end the
characters don’t all get what they wish for, I
still really think all of you should read this
book. I would recommend this book for boys
and girls of all ages. 322 pp.
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I too am a caged bird
Evelyn Flores
I soar through the sky
Flying freely, elegantly
The sun warming my face
With a start I wake up
Still caged, but fooled
I feel the heavy weight of my shackles
I believe I can fly, I believe I can soar with them
But it’s all a cruel lie
A lie, a beautiful and elegant lie, creative even
But alas, I dream of the world of tomorrow
A world where I will be able to soar without limits
Not restricted by my heavy shackles
Here I am still crying out for help
Still in pain
Still being held back
Still stopped by my own mind
Still trying to break free like the birds of yesterday
I try to break free for the birds of morrow
I thank them for their bravery,
Thank them even though I know,
That there still is a long unpaved road ahead
But I thank them nonetheless for beating their wings and crying out
Sometimes in the night
When the moon is full,
And my only witnesses are the stars
Like a professional sleuth,
I slowly and quietly in a single move slip out of my shackles
I spread my wings and begin to soar,
like I was meant to
I expertly fly through the sky
The stars looking at me with warning looks,
telling me I should be more careful
But when they see my face,
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They see that hope,
that happiness that they only see at night
As the sun begins to shine in the horizon
And the clouds part
I quickly make it back to Tartarus
The place that they tell me is my home
I sing my haunting tune
Slowly stowing away all of my dreams, aspirations,
and hopes, savoring them
Knowing they are weapons that they can use against me
And lie in my cage that is my mind again
Waiting, patiently
Like time itself I sit and wait,
Biding my time,
Thinking
But most of all waiting
Until the day where I will be able to escape my shackles
Not only in the night
When my only witnesses are stars
And the moon’s haunting and mystical aura
I beat my wings fighting but knowing it’s futile,
Because I am forced to be patient and wait for the days in which
I am able to fly next to the birds that were always free,
fly next to them in the day
And get to feel the sun’s warmth envelope me,
Like a mother’s hug,
telling me it will all be all right
Making me feel safe to dream
Because even though I will never feel the pain that the caged birds
before me felt
I am still shackled and measured
I believe there will come a day when birds of every color
Will be able to dream, to have aspirations and hopes
And won’t have to hide them
And know that their dreams are dreams no more.
© 2019, 2020 Evelyn Flores
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A Journal Toward Freedom
Cata Elvander
May 19, 1853
Earlier this week, my husband was sold away from me at an auction.
But I kept true to our escape plan, and I write this in an abandoned
rabbit’s hole. My greatest dream is to become a poet when I get to
the North, as I taught myself English, and then to read and write, so
I will use this journal to make my dream come true.
I am very scared.
I huddle, hidden, hungry.
How far to the North?
Every move counts
Scary
Can a miracle happen?
Always unpredictable
Please help-someone, anyone
Every night I pray
When the wind blows in from the North
I breathe in deeply
Close my eyes
And imagine
A fresh cool morning
When I go outside
And breathe in
Those same smells
In the North
Horses stamping their feet
Owners shouting at me to get out of hiding
But I refuse
I will let them find me themselves
If they ever do
Decide to climb up
To the very top
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Of this leafy tree
My refuge
I am safe from them
They have finally given up
I am free
As I sleep
I dream
Of laying on the ship
Touching skin with strangers
Tired
Hungry
Sick
And in pain
And when I wake
I remember my dream
And think
Although this journey
Is tiring and hard
It is better than that one
Everything is better than that one
When I think of Freedom
I think of doing what I want
On my own schedule
Nobody telling me what to do
Nobody making me walk an hour to the fields
Nobody whipping or burning me
Or worst of all possibly killing me
Nobody giving so little food
Enough that if I put all my small meals together
That single meal would be barely enough to make someone full
Nobody making me sleep on a pack of straw
With dirty rags for a blanket
Nobody giving me dirty looks because I work ten seconds slower
than usual
Or because I was one minute late to the fields
When I think of Freedom
I think of being treated
With respect
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And kindness
And not being treated differently
Because my skin is a different color
Than the rest of them
A white slave owner
Has the power to hurt you
Yes, it is legal
The wind rustles leaves
As they guard me while I sleep
What a soothing sound
Freedom
A wonderful word
Music to my ears
The definition being
No longer a slave in the South
Finally a citizen in the North
America is my home
I am proud of my home, my country
I deserve to be a citizen in the Union
Not a slave in the Confederates
Who are fighting for unfairness
Discrimination, Racism
And power
Sometimes
When I walk
I get bored
And my mind drifts back
To that fateful day in Africa
I was only nine years old
When the white men broke into my home
I was talking to a servant
About what I wanted for dinner
When they knocked down the door
Chained everyone in the house up
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Brought us outside
Chained us to other people they had kidnapped
Forced us to walk hundreds of miles
Then put us on a cramped ship
That took us to slavery
Of which I am currently successfully escaping from
I wonder if
When I get to the North
They will let me have my former name back
Zareen Abimbola
Vibrant, beautiful, alive
A description of my personality
Or if they will have me keep my new name
Edna Cornblatt
That my slave owner chose
Because Edna is a common white woman’s name
And his last name is Cornblatt
But to me, the name is
Bland, Boring, Plain
I don’t have any of that in me
Unlike Zareen Abimbola,
Which jumps off the page at me
Edna Cornblatt stays
Flat against the blank paper
Like a white woman
Whose parents chose to give her that name
When I see a house
On the Underground Railroad
It is like knowing
That until tomorrow
The white men won’t find me
I look around, then knock on the door
Satchel in hand
Hoping whomever is inside will hear me
A woman opens the door
And I hurry inside
And collapse on the first chair I see
While she bustles around, gets me some tea
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Then starts dinner
While I sip my tea
She invites me to sit by the fire-so I do
And it feels like heaven
Especially because soon
She has a whole roast turkey on the table
The Underground Railroad
Is a hidden path
That a slave takes
To get to the North
The only thing different
From other trails
Is that it has houses
With abolitionists
Who will help you and let you stay the night
Before you continue on your road to freedom
At the border
I see African Americans like me
But they are not working in fields
Don’t look tired, aren’t wearing rags
They are free to get their own job
Earn their own money, make their own living
As soon as I take two steps, I will be free
I am finally free
Being free
Is the most wonderful feeling in the world
I have already made some friends
Former slaves like me
Since I crossed the border last week
Out of Delaware
I have a job as a secretary for a publishing company
Who will look over my poems
In this journal
Tomorrow
If they like them
They will give me a side job
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Writing poems
And publish them in a newspaper
My own poems
Written by a slave
About what a slave thinks about
For all of Pennsylvania to see
© 2019, 2020 Cata Elvander

Routines
Lola Andrew-Blondin
My chest gets tight
For my air I have to fight
And then I’m under
Under the water
Where I belong
A place where I feel strong
Where I’m capable
But it’s inescapable
That I have to come back up
Up for air, and I erupt
My lungs are filled
But I must look thrilled
As if I'm not tired
So that I can be admired
And then I go back down
But still I mustn’t frown
I extend my legs up in the air
While the music blares
I must move in time
And still be in my prime
In the moment I must commit
And I will not quit
This is no sport for the weak
And still I’m smiling from cheek to cheek
© 2020 Lola Andrew-Blondin
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