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Deal with the Drama  

By Arianna Gundlach 

 

I’m not here to bring you bad news 
Just beware and try not to lose 

If you’re not cautious middle school will eat you alive 
But if you listen carefully you might survive 
The populars prowl like lions in the school 

Everyone passes by and wishes they were cool 
The populars ignore the geeks 

If they don’t tweak their status no one above will hear them speak 
The sound of gossip fills your ears 

You break down in salty tears 
Don’t you dare back down 

Stand your ground 
Your fear shouldn’t show 

Just get up and go 
Another thing you should know 

Anger can take control 
Friends can hurt you (and so can boys) 
But don’t just let out a bunch of noise 

Be rational say what you mean 
Because if you don’t you might get teased 

Every day you will taste the sourness of school 
But to get along listen to my number one rule 

Find good friends that are there for you 
And that care for you 

Don’t let boys play with your heart 
They will only break it 

The beginning and the end aren’t far apart 
So just fly free, break away 

That’s how you deal with the drama, you’ll be A-OK 
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Rappin’ Dragon, by Amanda Miller 
There once was a rapper dragon, 
Whose pants were always saggin’, 
So he put on a belt, 
That was made out of felt, 
Which he carried in his low-rider wagon 

Ice Cream Scoop, by Nia Hutson 
Chocolate, Vanilla, and Strawberry, 
Brownie Swirl, Rocky Road, and more, 
No more I can take, 
Just take it away, 
But maybe I’ll scoop one more, 
Cotton Candy, Sherbet, and Carmel, 
Pecan, Mint chocolate, and more,  
No more I can take, 
Just take it away 
But maybe I’ll scoop one more, 
Rainbow stripe, waffle cone, and Oreo 
Banana split, Fudge, and more,  
No more I can take 
just take it away 
I don’t want anymore 
…but maybe I’ll scoop one more. 
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I Love the Look of Cherry Blossoms, by Kevin Doan 
These pink specks of dust, 
so minuscule; 
so microscopic. 
The weightless petals descend from the heavens, 
     and streak down slowly to the barren ground. 
 
The group of dancing trees, 
the abstract branches; 
They shed their layers of the millions of petals 
   in synchronization of a choir. 
 
I love the look of these cherry blossoms, 
the way the branches spread like an abstract art, 
and the way the pink blurs fall. 

Finally Spring, by Taylor Tyson 
Winter is over. 

All the snowmen are melted. 
It’s finally spring. 

That Night, by Marisa Tseng 
Gazing with admiration 
into the moonlit sky, 
dwelling on the wright of wishes 
to make hours after twilight. 
The way those stars gleam 
and reflect off your daring eyes, 
makes you want to fish 
for more stars in the abyss sky. 
In the dark and somber night 
with the glistening stars calling out to 
me, 
the stars remained there the whole night 
as if it were desiring me 
to make a wish 
that would last a life time. 
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To the Bully and the Bystander 
by Ray Shaban 
 
Bully (Part One) 
Pushed and shoved 
Expected to do nothing 
This is the life you made 
This is the life you forsake 
Strike me down 
And call me a loser 
They wear their frowns 
Just like the others 
Whispering behind my back 
I’m always weary of attack 
Just know in the end 
All I needed was a friend 
 
Bystander (Part Two) 
There is a hatred in the air 
There is a sense of despair 
Maybe because you never cared 
You saw what happened to me 
You pretended you couldn’t see 
All you wanted to was to leave 
You could’ve prevented it, but so could I 
This is what I can’t despise 
When you turned a blind eye. 
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A Day Of Hunger, by Connor Simon 
A squirrel awoke in an old tree. 
He was like an old man trying to move. 
This poor squirrel went to the pantry and there was no food to see. 
He had to be strong he had a point to prove 
 
The sunlight smacked him, he had not seen it in so long. 
There the squirrel could see in the distanced a tree with nuts 
He set off but not far long, he was to stiff with arms like tongs 
So he tried aging, he made it with some cuts 
 
He was now in a foreign land with strange creatures 
Then an object sprinted after him, it rolled like some nuts. 
It had many strange features. 
It was black and white and was being pushed by a mutt. 
 
He had finally escaped and found something under a dirt dome. 
It was nuts, buried gold he had found in this stash 
He could finally go home 
Then he could eat and crash 
 
He had survived his day of hunger, and was done 
he walked into his home like a king 
He could finally relax, and he could say he had no fun 
He shared his nuts and made others sing 
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Mash-up Poem, by Andy Pardo 

A girl crossed the finish line and lost the 
race I wonder why. Giving up’s not an   
option. “I shall swear no fear. You’ll wake 
up afraid of the day. Did my time took my 
chances now back on my feet, heart of 20 
men. I’m Superman!”  
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Music is love in search of a word. 
 ~Sidney Lanier 
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Wear Deodorant, By Macy Owens 
Middle school is like that song by Tears For Fears- 

“Welcome to your life,  
There’s no turning back, 

Even while we sleep 
We will find you acting on your best behavior 

Turn your back on Mother Nature 
Everybody wants to rule the world.” 

This really is your life now, 
And I’m not going to lie, 

It’s painful. 
But you can’t let it get to you… 

And make sure you wear deodorant- 
You do NOT want to be the smelly kid. 

Don’t do that to yourself like the kid across from you did. 
The food tastes horrible, so bring your lunch. 

There is so much going on around you  
That will most likely be new to you. 

Kids cursing, 
People slamming lockers, 

All the drama that you don’t even know  
How you’re a part of. 
The homework load 

Is enough to entirely fill 
The White House. 

But you will keep going. 
You will keep working. 
You will keep pushing. 

You will feel more stressed and frustrated than you ever have- 
But in the end, 
It will pay off. 

It will pay off with  
A feeling of relief. 

A feeling of accomplishment. 
A feeling 

Of success. 
People will call you names and make you feel 

Isolated and unwanted. 
But at some point you have to just pick yourself up 

And regain your confidence. 
Find out who your real friends are. 
I know from my own experience. 

But if you only do one of these things… 
Make sure you wear deodorant. 
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What do you think? by Hafsa Bukhari 
 

You think you’re not good enough 
You think you can’t do it  
You say you won’t do it, 
Or that you don’t know how, 
But you are,  
You can 
You will 
And you do. 
You can stand up for what you believe in 
You’re smart, not a geek 
You’re imaginative, not crazy 
You might not be much now, but you’re just like 
a seed that needs to bloom  
You think you don’t fit in? 
You stand out  
You think you’re not  
ordinary? 
You’re extraordinary  
You think you’re not right? 
Maybe they’re wrong 
Still think you can’t do it? 
Stand up  
Stand out  
Speak up, 
And stay strong 
Maybe you’re right, maybe 
you’re not good enough, 
You’re better than that. 

You Think You Know Me, By Rachana John 
 

You think you know me 
That bookworm girl who gets good grades 

And the bookworms in movies 
Are shy and bad at socializing 

But what you don’t know could shock you 
A lot 

Because I can be as mean as Cinderella’s stepmom 
But only to people who deserve it 
I can blend into the background  

So people don’t even see me when they spill their 
secrets to their friends 

I can shine as bright as a star 
When given attention 

I dance beneath the laughing moon at night 
And not so much as wiggle in the day 

I can see people for their true character 
When they try to hide behind fake sweetness and 

smiles 
And while I’m not hugely outspoken in public 
I can woo crowds of little kids into behaving 

With stories of magic and love 
So if you think you know me 
Read this poem thoroughly 

And then just maybe you’ll see me well  
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Outcasts, by Evelyn Dao 
We are the outcasts, 

The rejection from society 
The ones frowned upon 

Because our “normal” is gone. 
Freaks, that’s what they call us 

So be it, what can we do? 
No one can control us 

And if one dares, you can go under the bus 
Accepting is no in society’s nature 
They’re monsters, can’t you see? 

You’ll always spot us alone 
If you interact, your identities will be 

shown. 
We’re not evil, you have to believe me 

The idea of society sickens our soul 
Outcasts just want to live life 
Avoiding all kinds of strife 

I hope you learned something valuable 
An enlightening poem, ain’t it? 
The idea of us will forever last 
For we, are the mighty outcast. 
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Distant, by Vrushali Patel 
You think you know me  

but you really don’t. 
I’m not the person I seem to be, 

I’ve got a hidden side to me, 
You call me a bookworm, 

Goody-Two-Shoes, 
What a big joke. 

‘Cause you haven’t seen that dark part of me. 
You might be surprised 

at some of the things I say 
whenever I don’t feel like me. 

You think I’m very polite and nice 
But usually I’m not that way. 

The other part of me thinks stars are ghostly 
The moon a stalking scythe. 
If you’ve seen my other side 

then you really know me for who I am 
And I admit that sometimes 

I don’t know who I am myself. 
You can see that raging storm 

when it passes from behind my eyes 
Sounds like an angry wind-tossed sea, black and evil 

an acrid mystery that paralyzes 
when I feel that sinister feeling pressing on to me 

I try to push it back with every ounce of goodness I have in-
side of me… 

Before it’s evil tendrils wholly consume me. 
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I Love the Look of Diversity, by Imran Hassan 
 
I love the look of different faces as I walk by. 
The look of different colors are like the leaves of an autumn tree. 
Everywhere I look different cultures, different people. 
It’s as magical as Christmas morning, the feeling of joy when I see 
the looks of different faces and smiles. 
I hear trillions and billions of different languages as I walk by. 
The different beats and rhythms dancing in my head. 
Different music different dances all so beautiful all so unlike 
The native tongues of the passerby create rich sounds whistling in the wind. 
The feeling of the world surrounds me. 
The faces of the ones around me are countries on a map. 
I seem to discover the wonders of the world just by taking a walk or going to school. 
The faces I see every day are a reminder of the world itself. 
I love the look of diversity everywhere. 
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Fear in 6 Short Chapters, by Haley Farmer 
 

  
Chapter 1: 
            
I practice. 
A lot. 
I’m afraid of what's coming. 
I put away my instrument. 
I stand and walk away. 
Slowly, without confidence. 
  

Chapter 2: 
  
I practice. 
A lot. 
I know what's coming. 
I am scared. 
I put away my instrument. 
I stand. 
I walk away feeling nervous. 

Chapter 3: 
  
I practice. 
More and more each day. 
I hear what my friends say about me. 
They say I will do well. 
I start to think they could be right.  

 
Chapter 5:  
 
I practice. 
My teacher says I have improved. 
A lot. 
I put away my instrument. 
I smile at her. 
I hope I will do well. 

Chapter 4: 
  
I practice. 
Many times a day. 
I feel more confident about my hard work. 
I am still nervous. 
I put away my instrument. 
I think I will do well. 

Chapter 6: 
  
No more practicing. 
Today is the day. 
Time to face my fear. 
I walk into the auditorium. 
My heart pounding. 
I walk with confidence. 
I know I will do well. 
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Advice for Rising 7th Graders,  
by Aiden Tenerelli 
 
Bring confidence 
But don’t show arrogance 
Make one friend 
One good friend 
I’m not saying it has to be in the first day or the first week 
I’m saying at least one good friend that first year 
Use your planner 
When you get to middle school you find out quickly your memory is not as good as you thought 
Assignments will be forgotten without it, I assure you 
Learn to take an insult 
At one point you will be insulted in a way that will cut like a knife 
It’s how you deal with it that shapes you 
Do your best all the time 
It will affect your future you will see 
Wash your gym clothes 
You don’t want to be responsible for that locker room stench 
Watch where you put your hands 
DO NOT touch the underside of desks this is the hiding place of used gum. 
Do not worry about popularity 
It’s unneeded 
Make middle school about what you want it to be about 
Popularity, hard work or anything 
Middle school is the coloring book you got when you were three 
Draw what you want 
Don’t worry about the lines 
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A Pep Talk of Life, By Malika Jerath 
 
Just because she said something 
Doesn’t mean she is right. 
And just because I’m lonely  
On a Friday night 
Doesn’t mean I should  
Give up this fight. 
Just because I feel my friends are gone 
Doesn’t mean that they can’t be there 
Because sometimes caring people 
Are everywhere.  
You just have to look. 
Just because I failed this test 
Doesn’t mean I’m a failure. 
To be a success  
You have to mess up here and there. 
No one is perfect 
And neither am I. 
So I don’t have to lie in bed and cry 
About all the things that she said, 
All the loneliness in my heart, 
All the friends who are gone, 
All the failing I’ve done. 
I have to get up on my feet 
And wipe away the tears, 
Tell myself I’ll be okay 
Because tomorrow is a new day 
And with each new day 
A new page is turned. 
All I have to do 
Is take control and be the writer. 
Because no matter what happens, 
I am in charge of where it takes me. 
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Pep Talk 
by Danya Nahas 

 
Hey you! Yes, you! 

The one with the tired eyes 
and frown line, 

Turn that frown upside down, 
smile! 

Show those pearly whites! 
Stop looking at the bad things, 

Make those dark, dull eyes 
into bright happy ones like the 

stars in the black night. 
There is no logic to your sad-

ness! 
Push through the bad, dance 

with the good. 
‘Cause when you finally hear 

the happy cheers of gradu-
ates, 

Then you know you have 
made it, you won! 

Time to start your life, your 
free! 

Think of your bright future. 
However, don’t rush into your 
life, stop and smell the lovely 

roses. 
Crush the obstacles in your life 

like a bulldozer. 
You make the decisions in 

your life. 
You choose what you want 

and need. 
You control your own life! 

If you are with something or someone who makes 
you sad, just walk away. 

You deserve to be happy. 
Everyone deserves to be happy, alive, and free. 

If you are still stuck in the past, or worrying about 
the future, 

Well you won’t get far. 
Because the past is a ghost, the future is a dream, 

All we have is Now. 
So live it, happily. 

Rainbow, by Zenith Nguon 
“Rain, rain go away come again another day…” 
Hopping and skipping through the rain the girl sang a 
song 
Heavily pouring down thumping on her head 
Soaking her head to toe, this painful rain 
This never ending rain dragged on for infinity 
No light was in her anymore light for the warmth of the 
sun was not there 
 
“Let the sun come out and play…” 
Hop, skip, jump, splash 
Shivering in this cold 
Covered in water and mud 
A little girl sat in the rain 
She quietly whispered through her lips… 
“Rain, ran go away…” 
Droplets of water stopped pounding on her head 
She looked up toward the sky 
Rays of sunlight leaked through the clouds 
And now all was clear in the sky except for one thing 
A rainbow. 
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Keep On Fighting 
#ameliais 

by Brigid Smullen 
 

They talk of wars in school. 
The ones with the guns and bombs. 
But what about the wars inside a person? 
The wars you can’t see.  
There are no guns, yet we still feel pain. 
There are no bombs, but we can still explode. 
We feel our wars from the inside out. 
We can shatter like a window into a million pieces. 
But I’ll tell you this. 
You gotta keep on fighting. 
The road may be bumpy, but I’ll tell you. 
You gotta keep on walking.  
And even if it shoots you down, 
You gotta stand right back up and shoot them back. 
Hit them with a force so strong, they’ll have no 
chance. 
And when the war is over. 
Oh, when the war is over. 
What a joy there will be when you’ve won the fight. 
For it takes skill to fight someone else. 
But it takes resilience and strength to win a war 
against yourself. 
And I’ll tell you now. 
 
 
Amelia, you will win your war. 
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Living Life in Five Short Chapters, by Jessica Davis 
Chapter One 

I hear their shrieking and laughter, 
Splashing around with glee, 

Smiles like stained glass, 
Picture perfect moments. 
Memories in the making. 

“Come,” they say. 
But I shake my head politely. 

The waves look too monstrous. 
The water looks too cold. 

 
Chapter Two 

I lay back, 
Basking in the sunlight. 

“This is happiness.” 
I try to convince myself. 

But sounds of shrill laughter, 
Friendly teasing, 

Happy people sharing moments, 
Echo in my ears. 

 
Chapter Three 

I dip a toe into the water, 
Suddenly wanting nothing more 

Than to be apart of it all. 
But I snap away quickly. 
The waves are too strong, 
and the water is still cold 

Chapter Four 
I sigh, 

Saunter back to my spot. 
I bury my feet in the sand, 
Anchored in this moment. 

But I realize I’m not in the moment, 
I’m watching it. 

Without another thought, 
I run into the sea. 

But a wave knocks me down, 
and it is still too cold. 

 
Chapter Five 
I turn around, 
Discouraged. 

But I change my mind. 
I try again. 

Splash around, 
Laugh, 

Make memories. 
When a wave knocks me over, 

I get back up, 
Laugh it off. 

The water isn’t so bad now. 
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If you want to be found stand where the 
seeker seeks. 
 ~Sidney Lanier 
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Earth in 5 Short Chapters, by Kajal Desai 
 

Chapter 1: 
I am the light in the dark. I didn’t sign up for this.  I can’t be happy 
forever. Tons of questions are buzzing in my mind.  What will the 

people be like? Will I burn out? Will I create the perfect world?...or 
will this all be forgotten...never to be seen again in the history books.  

I conceal all my worries and dive right into my new job. 
 

Chapter 2: 
The people who live upon me are ignorant.  Evolution seems 

unlikely.  Why did they choose me? My light gets dimmer every day. 
 

Chapter 3: 
Time has passed.....maybe a thousand years for them....seems like a 

month to me.  They use my resources to fight.  They aren’t per-
fect...Life here isn’t.  Fighting happens daily.   I yearn for positive 

times.  It’s my fault.......I will probably die from depression .. maybe 
someone else will be the light..maybe it’s not meant to be.  I have no 

light ..I have no control over fate. 
 

Chapter 4: 
Today I learned something----fighting, rage, all  bad qualities, comes 

from within.  My people are like puzzle pieces --and I can finally 
craft a masterpiece.  I truly believe that they--no, we--can survive 

maybe for even two thousand years.  Light bulbs in my mind go off 
crazily---mentally cleansing the struggle and worry out of my mind--
so there’s room for hope.  When I woke up today  all I saw were  the  

inventions, innovation and the  creation of a new era. 
 

Chapter 5: 
Tomorrow touches my heart, because progress comes with every sun-

set and sunrise.  I am still the light but everyday I feel new. 
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The Darkness, by Marisa Burnett 
 
It’s dark. 
I am wandering lost. 
I come across a light switch. 
But my world is still black, 
though the room is bright. 
 
It’s dark. 
I am wandering lost. 
I forgot where the light switch is. 
It wouldn’t make a difference. 
 
It’s dark. 
But I am no longer lost. 
The switch comes to me. 
 
It’s still dark. 
I know where to go now. 
I walk to the switch and try to flip it on. 
 
It’s the darkest it’s ever been. 
But the light is near. 
I look for any strength I have left, 
And I fight for it. 
My world is finally bright again. 
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Virtues are acquired through endeavor, 
which rests wholly upon yourself. 
 ~Sidney Lanier 
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Don’t be Afraid 
by Ashley Abramson 

 
I could hear it 

 the sound very faint at first 
but gradually it formed into a deep crescendo 

it carried out throughout the battlefield 
and strongly 

 it sung into the darkness of night 
a sweet harmony of bravery and honor 

coming from within the souls of all the fallen sol-
diers 

 something so pure and angelic 
something too hard to describe 

 
 

Somewhere in this great big battle 
behind a shield 

there stood a coward 
A miserable soul that still strained to hold tightly 

onto fear and regret 
too afraid of the future and too regretful of the past 

Afraid of the world 
Afraid to fall 
Afraid to die 

 
 

I could hear it very distinctly 
the violent sound of blood roaring through my veins 

the rapid thump of my beating heart 
and the constant echos of metal bullets rickashay 

I stayed 
and trembled behind my protective shield 

 
I could see it quite clearly 

like an untarnished piece of glass 
the grass that ran red 

that slowly died 
and withered away with the howling wind 

and the bodies that countlessly dropped to the 
ground 
I stayed 

and trembled behind my protective shield 
 

 
 
 
 

I could smell it 
the scent of justice and pride 

but I choked on the fragrance of metallic 
blood and gunpowder smoke 

it was the toxic and very deadly fumes of  
battle 

I stayed 
and trembled behind my protective shield 

 
 

I could feel it 
the pain that grasped my heart till it bled 

it burned a hole 
then caught on fire 

the droplets of rain that poured down on me 
as if the sky were to pity my cowardness 
as I watched the people dearest to me 

defend 
protect 
then fall 

but one by one they dropped 
I stayed 

and trembled behind my protective shield 
 
 

Carefully 
 I watched further 

curious 
as they proudly marched through day and 

night 
as they fought with all their might with dignity 

and as they dropped one by one to the 
ground 

but their faces still held no remorse 
and had shed no tears 

I stayed 
no longer trembling behind my protective 

shield 
utterly confused 
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Again I watched 
as the gruesome scenery replayed 

this time 
the feeling was too painful 

not able to conceal it 
 I cried 

a thick trail of broken shards of despair 
and I could feel my heart shatter into two 

but there 
something flickered on 
 that was for so long 

 kept away within my soul 
and somewhere 

a tiny voice arose 
and it screamed for me to fight 

with confidence 
I took my first step away from my shield 

 
 

Through all the chaos 
I could still hear the mysterious voice 

it rung out loud and clear 
like a set of beautiful church bells 

it chimed in my ears 
and I listened 

 
 

Now I stand 
unmovable and confident 

and I’ll stand waiting for my next battle 
whatever may come at me 

and I will fight 
with a sword in hand 

I’ll block anything life throws at me 
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My soul is sailing through the sea, 
But the Past is heavy and hindereth me.  

 ~Sidney Lanier, “Barnacles” 
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Smell the Roses  
by Rocio Anqueria 

 
You’re gonna wanna smell the roses. 

No. 
No. 

No. 

NO! 
 

Don’t you stop and smell ‘em. 

You better keep going with that scent in your 
nostrils, kid. 

It’s gonna be hard. 

This ain’t easy. 

This ain’t a game. 

This is the beginning of 
the rest of your life. 

Some days, 

You’re gonna wake up, 

You’re gonna come to 
school, 

And you’re gonna see 
something: 

A fight. 

A misunderstanding. 

An atrocity. 
 

Some days, 

You’re gonna wake up, 

You’re gonna come to school, 

And you’re gonna hear something. 

A rumor. 

A snide remark. 

An insult. 

Some days, kid, 

You’re gonna wake up, 

You’re gonna drag yourself to school , 

And you’re gonna feel something. 

A heartbreak. 

A heartache. 

An angry onslaught of frustration. 
 

You’re not gonna wanna smell the roses. 

You might forget the roses are even there. 

You’re gonna wanna believe there are no 
roses at all. 

It’s gonna happen, kiddo. 

It’s gonna sting. 

It’s gonna burn. 

But it’s also gonna feel warm. 

It’s gonna feel bubbly. 

It’s gonna make you feel glad to be alive. 

Be happy. 
Be crazy. 

Be the kid who asks for a second helping 
of  ice cream because, 

Ice cream is, 

happiness. 

Be brave. 

Be kind. 

Be smart, 

And have 

Heart. 

It’s gonna be hard but, 

You’re strong. 

It’s gonna get tough 
but, 

You gotta keep you 
head held, 

High. 

It’s gonna get confusing but, 

You gotta stay, 

Organized, 

And keep in line. 

You’re gonna wanna smell the roses. 

Smell happiness. 

Feel joy rush into your lungs. 

You’re gonna wanna smell the roses but, 

Don’t you stop. 

Keep on. 

Take a deep breath and, 

Keep on. 

One big whiff, kid. 

Smell the roses. 
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Life 
by Alexandra Dragomirescu 

    Life.  
 
 All I ever wanted in life was to become a successful lawyer. To 
stand by my client and defend them as though their life depended on it. 
I would prove to the court that my clients were in fact innocent, and that 
I wouldn’t give up until justice was served. I wasn’t going to have an in-
nocent person be convicted of crimes they didn’t commit.  
 
 I’ve wanted to be a lawyer all my life. Growing up, my uncle was 
my role model. He taught me that I should never give up on my dreams. 
He himself was a lawyer, a very good one too. He once told me, “Fight 
for what you believe in and never let anyone tell you otherwise.” This 
was the beginning of my journey. 
 
 In high school my priority was to be the best student I could be. 
My graders were above average. In my junior year I was taking four AP 
classes, I was the best student in all of them. School was finally what I 
hoped it would be. My hard work was paying off. That was until the sec-
ond semester of senior year. 
 
 One evening as I was walking home from school I took a shortcut 
through the park. Everything was fine, kids playing, laughing. Then out 
of nowhere a black SUV with tinted windows pulled up, the windows 
rolled down and someone in the car started shooting. The last thing I re-
member was being in the back of the ambulance asking if I was going to 
die.  
  

When I got to the hospital the doctors rushed me into surgery. 
Even they weren’t sure if I was going to survive at that point due to the 
amount of blood I lost. Utensils and blue scrubs were the last thing in 
my vision before I drifted off into darkness. 
 

~~ 
 I blinked, nothing but blurry shapes engulfing my vision. It took 
time, but my sight cleared. My eyes landing on a fair woman with dark 
hair. Her cheeks tearstained; her eyes red and swollen, the brims of her 
vision moist. She was choking on her words, nothing leaving her mouth 
properly. That fair woman was my mother, clutching tight at her tissues 
as quiet sobs escaped her. The next thing I heard was the obnoxious 
beeping of my heart rate. Slow beep after beep. It gave me anxiety in a 
sort of way.  
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 “Am I going to make it?” My voice came out croaky and dry. My 
mom’s eyes shut tight as she let out more pained sobs. I knew some-
thing was wrong. I looked to my right, there it was: a wire leading from 
my body to a life machine. “I’m not going to make it am I?” The thought 
of death didn’t scare me. I felt as everything happened for a reason.  
 
 The pain in my mother’s eyes were the real killers. “Something 
came in the mail for you,” she sobbed, a thick yellow envelope in her 
trembling hands. “Here.”  

~~ 
 Weakly, Anastasia took the envelope from her fragile mother. 
Anxiety pulsing through her veins. Gently, she ripped the top open, 
grabbing hold of the contents. A white paper was now present between 
her trembling fingers. Her eyes scanning the fine print as she softly read 
out loud. 

 “Dear Anastasia, 
We are glad to announce that we accept your application to the enrollment 

at Harvard University. Your performance is remarkable and we cannot wait to 
have you be part of our community this fall…” 

 
She bit her lip, holding back her quiet cries. This was her dream, 

all that she ever wanted; and she finally got it. All that hard work finally 
paid off. All those sleepless nights completing assignments, those dread-
ful mornings and those painful exams. They all finally took its course. 
She would be on her way to success… if she makes it. 
 
 “Honey,” her mother sniffled. “We can’t keep you alive much 
longer. You won’t be able to make it.” 
 
 Anastasia nodded knowingly. All she needed was that college ac-
ceptance and the warmth of her mother. She was ready to go. Ready to 
be in a better place. “I’m ready.” 
 
 The doctor, dressed in a white robe, stood over the suffering girl. 
“Goodbye, Anastasia.” 
 
 She kept her eyes on her mom, wanting her to be the last thing 
she saw before she left. “Goodbye,” she whispered to her mother. “I love 
you.” The doctor unplugged the machine, a long beep followed right    
after. 
 
 She was gone. 
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Village of Fire 
By Aya Nassif 

 
 We did nothing wrong. We did everything they asked and never protested. Yet they 
came with their trucks and brought with them clouds of gray that would never disappear. I 
still remember it like it was yesterday, it would be surprising if I didn’t since it’s in my 
nightmares every night. It was just me and Anne out in the front of the house while Mama 
was at work . It had been a hard year since Papa went away. I remember him packing up all 
his stuff and Mama crying for days after he left. I’m not really sure why he left Mama never 
told us. Probably because she thought we were too young to understand. I found out through 
one of our neighbors that “they” were starting to send some people away to go to Germany. 
That their skill was much better used there than here. But what about their families? Why 
couldn’t they go with them? Why couldn’t we go with Papa? That’s something no one could 
ever understand. No one expect for “them”. That’s what everyone always called them no 
one ever said their true names. It was usually names  like “boche”, or the devil’s helpers. 
Never did anyone say the true word, Nazis. 
 
 Anne and I had been playing outside when they came. The sun had never been 
brighter and the June heat had been persistent on staying around. I had found some old card-
board lying around the house and managed to make a tube that was great for playing inspec-
tor. Anne loved investigating everything around her which she often used to her advantage 
when she was in school. She had just been about to solve the case of the missing hat when I 
first saw them. Big huge machines that had circles on the side of them. They were all lined 
up side by side at the edge of the village. I remember everyone had been talking about these 
trucks and how they had been to nearby villages close to us. Then all I remember seeing 
was green. Men, hundreds of them, dressed in head to toe greenish brown uniforms except 
for a red patch on their arms. 
 
 It was unlike anything I'd ever seen before. I quickly grabbed Anne and pushed her 
behind me because whatever this was, it was not expected. Then they all started going to all 
the houses around us.As soon as one soldier would leave a house it’s owners would start 
moving their way towards the square. It was calm, there was no pushing or shoving, almost 
unusually calm. I never felt worried because no one seemed concerned so it didn’t seem like 
there was anything to worry about. I just hoped that the message would get to Mama as well 
I didn’t want her to worry about where we were. As I started moving towards the square I 
made sure to keep a tight grip on Anne. She was small so it would be easy for her to get lost 
in the crowd. All the mothers had their arms protectively wrapped around their kids and I 
suddenly started to yearn for Mama. She would know what to do and although I made sure 
to remind Anne that everything would be alright I wasn’t so sure myself. 
 
 When everyone had finally assembled I got a good look at the soldiers. Their faces 
were like stone and showed not even a single sign of emotion. I can never forget their eyes. 
It was like they were piercing into you being able to see your most cherished memo-
ries.Their postures were all tall and dark and they looked at us like we were nothing. As if 
we were intruding into their home instead of the other way around.Then finally one of them 
spoke. 



 

40 

 “Okay, I want all the women to go to the church now! Take the kids with you 
whether they’re yours or not.” 
 
 We all just looked at him in confusion. Why did we have to go to the church? Why 
were they even separating us. Our hesitation seemed to annoy the men so they started usher-
ing a group of women to go to the church nearby. Even then I wasn’t worried so I grabbed 
Anne’s hand and followed all the women to the church. That was my first mistake. 
 
 I started scanning through crowd of dozens of women trying to find Mama. I didn’t 
see her and just when I was about to look again  a soldier shoved me forward because I was 
going too slow. Once we were all finally gathered inside the church the soldiers that led us 
there stayed outside the door. They just stood there never saying a word, staring at us. They 
looked at us the same way they did in the square like we were just scum or something unor-
dinary and inhuman. This time there was something else there too that I couldn’t really 
identify. Was it pleasure? Then the door was shut and it was only us and the darkness. 
 
 At first no one said anything as we listened to their voices outside. 
 
 “Are all of them in there?”, said a heavy accented voice 
 
 “ Yes sir” 
 
 “Good if any of them tries to escape you know what to do.” 
 
 If any of us try to escape what? It only took a few moments for me to realize what 
the answer was. A scream erupted from the corner of the room and that’s when we all saw 
the first flame appear. 
 
 All I remember is smoke so much smoke. My eyes started watering to the point 
where  I couldn’t see anything. I started wildly grabbing around the room reaching for Anne 
but all I felt was empty air and ash.  I tried screaming for her but my lungs had so much ash 
in it I couldn’t breathe anymore. I felt  something heavy forcing it’s way up my throat and 
when I coughed I realized that it was my own blood. I started moving around the room 
searching for any sign of light. I kept bumping into things on the ground but I didn’t  look 
back I had to keep moving forward. Then I finally felt a wall and what happened next is 
something I still can’t explain. 
 
 I beat at the wall, I kicked and clawed but I knew no one would come. The only peo-
ple who would be able to come and help were the ones who put us in there. My knees 
started to feel weak and I felt myself fading away. Where were Mama and Anne? Were they 
trying to find me like I was them? Or had they succombed to this hell we were in ages ago. 
The walls of the church started to fall away spitting flames of fire at us. I started hearing 
thumps as more bodies hit the ground and I tried to duck out of the way but I was too slow 
and a flame hit me in the leg. For a few moments all I could see was white light and I was 
starting to wonder if it was possible to feel anymore pain. That’s when the next one came 
and hit me in the arm. For a few minutes all I could do was lay there, paralyzed, begging for 
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death to come. I finally managed to look up to find myself looking into the open air. Part of 
the church had crumbled apart revealing the village that I had once known to be home. All I 
remember hearing is gunshot after gunshot all of them coming right after the other. I re-
member hearing a person nearby try to stand up their moans being heard for miles ahead. 
They barely made it a foot before a gunshot brought them back down to the ground. I tried 
my best not to make a single noise but my leg was making it hard for me to do that. I man-
aged to push down any whimpers or screams coming up my throat, and for a moment I actu-
ally thought I was dead. 
 
 By the time all the soldiers had left all that was left of my village were buildings of 
black, pieces of brick from what were once peoples homes, and sediments of all the lives 
that had been destroyed. When I finally thought I was alone I let out a whimper of pain that 
I couldn’t keep in anymore. Little did I know that I wasn’t the only one left. Out of the cor-
ner of my eye I saw a pair of brown combat boots walk towards me.  He stopped right in 
front of me and even though I couldn’t see them I could feel the soldiers eyes on me. 
“ John, is there anyone left?” a far off voice called. 
 
 I waited for the gunshot but it never came. So instead I waited for his answer already 
knowing what he was going to say. 
 
 “ No, no one left let’s go” 
 
 Without another word the brown combat boots turned and left. I don’t really remem-
ber what happened after that all I remember is running through the woods and ending up in 
the village nearby. I never forgot that soldier and how he spared my life. Yet I didn’t know 
how to feel towards him. Should I have been thankful to him for sparing me? Or should I 
have been angry at him for being part of the group who destroyed hundreds of peoples 
lives? I don’t think I ever really decided but I did know one thing I was alive because of 
him, and for that I was thankful. 
 
 I never went back to Oradour-sur- Glane and I never saw neither Mama nor Anne 
ever again. All I could do was hope that they were safe and together wherever they were. 
June 10th,1944 was probably the worst day of my life but it taught me that in life theres 
nothing we can do but keep moving forward. Whether it’s in the toughest moments when 
we look death in the face and survive, or in the small moments when we remember all the 
ones we lost or miss. Life goes by too fast for us to look back at. All we can do is hope and 
pray that whatever’s in front of us is something worth seeing. 
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The Civil World War 
by David Fried 

 On an alien planet, many light years away, there was a great king. He was not great in the 
way he treated his subjects: He treated them as if they were no more than children he had to babysit. 
To be fair to the alien king, the Rogues, for that is what they were called, were a rather weak race , 
compared to him, and to the other races of the universe. But he still needed them; They were his race 
after all. So he protected them. 

 Life on their planet wasn’t exactly perfect. The only employment one was likely to find 
would be that of a warrior, or as a servant to the king. There were farmers, but the difficulty of farm-
ing the snowy land of the planet generally led to them trading with other countries for food, or using 
their other planets for such purposes. 

 The economy was not socialist, but the Rogue king controlled every aspect of it. Or rather, 
the computers he designed did. It was a very useful way to avoid promoting Rogues to positions of 
power. He did not want others to attempt to usurp his throne. 

 The government was a monarchy, although there was no succession plan. Partly because the 
king did not have a family, but for other reasons too. The king of the Rogues had been in power 
since his position was first created, and it was suspected that he was immortal, although no one 
could figure out how he became so. He was a fundamental force of nature, always there, never 
changing. Nevertheless, even with his power, order was not always maintained. 

 The great king was on vacation at the time, visiting the other empires of the universe. And if 
he managed to steal some technology or bribe a few officials for military secrets; That would just be 
a bonus. 

“Arksaden,” said the messenger, “I have urgent news.” 

 “Do not address me with my name,” thundered the King, “You will call me lord!” He was 
not usually so picky with how he was addressed, but he liked to order his subjects around, especially 
on his vacation. 

 “My apologies, my lord...” the messenger mumbled. “But I have urgent news.” 

 King Arksaden was baffled as to what could possibly more important than his vacation. He 
was the all powerful king of the Rogues. No other being in the universe could hope to match him, 
save for the kings of a select few races. And yet, there he was, this puny messenger insisting that he 
listen to some “urgent news”. 

 “Tell me this urgent news then,” Arksaden whispered menacingly, intending to intimidate 
the messenger. It worked quite well. 

 “Umm, y-yes w-well, The R-Rogues have s-split into a c-confederacy, m-m-my lord,” stut-
tered the messenger. 

 “ A confederacy? I suppose I’ll have to go back to my planet to restore order,” the King said 
casually. He did not believe this would take very long. Just stepping foot on their planet would 
probably be enough to reunite them. He was wrong. 

<‘*’><‘*’><‘*’> 
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 As the King approached the planet in his spaceship, he knew something was wrong. Where 
his palace used to stand, there was a pile of rubble. “Those Rogues blew up my palace,” he ex-
claimed! King Arksaden’s palace used to be a grand structure, filled with gems, precious metals, 
Elegant staircases, and beautiful paintings and tapestries. That was all gone now. He could rebuild it 
easily, of course: he was the almighty Arksaden, king of the Rogues. However, it would take some 
time. It was more about the message that it sent him. “I will find whoever did this,” he vowed. 

 Off in the distance, he could see a small city. “Strange,” he thought, “There are no cities 
near my palace.” He flew his spaceship closer. As he approached, he saw the pathetic state the city 
was in. The houses were no more than run down shacks. There was not a Rogue there who was not 
dressed in rags. “This doesn’t make any sense,” he thought. “My computer system wouldn’t have a 
Rogue be as poor as this. Something’s wrong.” 

 He landed in the square and approached a citizen. “You there, What’s going on here?”he 
interrogated. 

 “We’re poor, my lord,” the citizen mumbled . 

 “I know that,” Arksaden shouted! “ How have you become so poor though? My computer 
system should have prevented this from happening.” 

 “The rich Rogues hacked into it,” he said miserably. 

 “Rich Rogues? What rich Rogues?” the King asked. 

 “Well, after hacking into your computer system, they’re rich now,” replied the citizen. 
“Lucky them, living in their wealthy colony,” he muttered. 

 “Wealthy colony?” Arksaden inquired. 

 “All the Rogues have split up into colonies according to their status,” said the citizen. “The 
wealthy colony is one of them. 

 “Tell me where the wealthy colony is,” the King ordered, “I want to investigate this.” 

 The citizen told him the location. “So you’re going to help us?” the citizen asked hopefully. 

 The king laughed. “Help you? I’m doing this for myself.” 

 “YOU-,”the citizen growled, but Arksaden was already walking away towards his space-
ship. This was his method of ruling. He didn’t care about the troubles of the Rogues, except when 
they were at risk in some way. He preferred to leave them alone while he did what he wanted to. 
Exploration, training, and anything unlawful were of higher priority than the Rogues. 

 “In the cockpit of his spaceship, he typed in the coordinates. The ship’s navigation system 
handled the rest. 

 When he arrived at the colony in his spaceship, he was shocked. “WHAT THE HECK IS 
GOING ON HERE?” exclaimed the King. The city was burning and the Rogues living there were 
being slaughtered by what looked to be trained military personnel.They had surrounded the palace in 
the center of the town, and, as he watched, forced what he assumed to be the mayor of the town to 
surrender. He flew over to the palace and landed his spaceship. As he stepped out, the soldier lev-
eled their guns at him. He paid them no notice. 
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 “What do you want Arksaden?” said an officer. Arksaden took him to be the commander. 

 “I want to know who you are, and perhaps more importantly, what the meaning of this is,” 
said the king. 

 “We are the military colony!” he yelled, and cheers went up all around him. he waited until 
they quieted down. “And I am Wyren, the great military general!” 

 “Do my great military generals usually destroy my cities?” The king asked coldly. 

 “That is where you are wrong Arksaden. They are not your cities anymore, and I am not 
your military general. We rule ourselves!” he said, again rallying the crowd behind him. 

 “Yes, yes, I remember now. That confederacy thing. Would it be too much to ask for the 
country to unite again?” asked Arksaden. 

 “Oh, we will unite. Under the rule of the military colony!” he proclaimed. Again, the mob 
cheered. 

 There wasn’t anything he could do here, Arksaden realized. This general is too stubborn. He 
couldn’t convince him to quit this whole campaign. He couldn’t force Wyren to comply either. That 
would just incite a war against himself. The only way to stop him, would be to win a war against 
him. But a king warring against his own subjects, even if they are rebelling, is unacceptable. 

 “You can try,” Arksaden said. 

 “Time to prepare for war!’ he yelled, running to his ship. His army ran for the other air-
crafts. Arksaden left for his ship and typed in the coordinates of the poor colony. “I don’t want to do 
this,” he thought, “but it’s probably the best way.” 

<‘*’><‘*’><‘*’> 

 He landed in the same place as before, the town square. The townspeople were already at his 
spaceship, throwing rocks and hurling insults, Arksaden stepped out. “Silence!” commanded the 
King. The Rogues fell silent. “I have been to the wealthy colony,”he said. 

 “And you see how much better off they are than us?” asked a Rogue. 

 “No,” mused Arksaden. “No, I think you’re better off right now.” 

 “Right now?” someone asked. 

 “Yes, right now” said the king, “because the wealthy colony is probably not so wealthy any-
more, now that the military colony has taken all their money and captured the city. Not to mention 
that the colony’s inhabitants were taken as slaves” 

 “They’re attacking other colonies?” a citizen inquired fearfully. 

 “Well, yes, that’s usually what militaries do” Arksaden responded dryly. “In any case, 
they’re preparing to take over all the colonies, so we need to act. I want you to go to war with them. 
I’ll be your general.” The poor colony was shocked at this suggestion. 

 “Why would you help us?” a Rogue asked. 
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 “I can’t wage war against him directly. That would be killing my own subjects. I need you 
to fight the military colony for me. 

 “But they’ll kill us,” a Rogue said skeptically. 

 “Some of you, perhaps. But I am a much better general than Wyren. You will not lose a  
battle.” 

 “And if we don’t choose to go to war with the military colony?” asked the Rogue. 

 “You will share the wealthy colony’s fate ,” Arksaden said simply. 

 “Then,” the Rogue said gravely, “our path seems certain. We will fight. 

 Arksaden got right down to business. He was no stranger to the art of war. Time was money. 
He appointed a few military officers. He did not need to screen them to closely. There was no threat 
of treachery, to betray the Arksaden would be an act of pure insanity; he was the most powerful be-
ing in the universe. And sanity was one of the thing he screened for. The other were obvious virtues: 
intelligence, leadership skills, cleverness, and loyalty. While betrayal wasn’t a threat, it still helped 
to have subordinates who were more neutral to his cause. 

 Once he selected his officers, he delegated instructions on how to train the troops. He or-
dered citizens to build a barracks for his army. That’s where a new restraint came into play. 

 “We don’t have enough money for all of this construction, My lord,” said a lieutenant.  

 “I’ve realized that, and I think it’s time for us to get some more” Arksaden said craftily. 
“Build it on credit now, so the soldier can be trained. You’ll have plenty of money when I come 
back.” 

 “What about weapons?” the Rogues asked. “we can’t train them without weapons.” 

 “I’ll get the weapons and send them back first chance I get.” assured Arksaden. 

 He flew over to a new colony: the thief colony. He had barely gotten out of his ship when a 
Rogue tried to pick his pocket for the gold he was carrying. He let him do it. Arksaden found it was 
best to humor these kinds of Rogues, and get back at them when they weren’t paying attention. As 
the Rogue was walking away, the king Arksaden grabbed his arm. “Take me to the mayor of this 
city” he ordered. 

 “You’re looking at him, Arksaden,” the Rogue said smugly. 

 “What a coincidence,” Arksaden said, surprised, as he pickpocketed his gold back from the 
mayor. “What is your name?” asked Arksaden. 

 “Soguilo, but you can call me Soguil.” 

 “Soguil, I have a proposal for you.” 

 “Come to my house, we’ll talk there,” said the mayor. 

 As he walked through the streets, he could see why the colony was named what it was. He 
could not walk a block without seeing a pickpocket, burglar, or a petty thief. 

 “Does anyone ever do a decent day’s work here?” asked the King? 
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 “I should hope not,” the Soguil said, offended. 

 “Right...” Arksaden muttered. 

 “Here we are,” the mayor said, as they came upon an ordinary looking house. 

 “It looks no different from all the other houses,” Arksaden said, puzzled. 

 “It’s supposed to be inconspicuous, like I was,”The mayor said. “It helps to be low profile in 
a city of thieves. They walked into his house. 

 “Take a seat at the coffee table and tell me this proposal,” Soguil said. 

 Arksaden began. “It may not look it, but this confederacy is on the brink of war. The mili-
tary colony is preparing to take over the entire planet. If they do, every Rogue who is not from the 
military colony will become slaves. I have the poor colony under my command to go to war, but we 
don’t have enough money. If your people could steal enough funds from the military colony, we’ll 
be able to finance the war effort, and win the war. You’ll get to keep a certain amount of the money, 
of course.” 

 “What do we get in return?” asked Soguil. “We can already steal money from the military 
colony if we want to.” 

 “In return, you will receive as much protection from the military colony as we can reasona-
bly provide. Is that fair?” 

 “It sounds fair.” said the mayor. “I think we should negotiate our cut of the money. How 
much money do you need?” Arksaden gave him the figure. “ That’s a lot of money...” The mayor 
said hesitantly. “How about we get twenty percent?” 

 “I’d prefer to avoid percentages. They don’t give your thieves any incentive to reach the 
figure we need.” 

 “You doubt the proficiency of my thieves?” accused the mayor. 

 “No, but there is no direct incentive to reach a specific figure,” Arksaden reasoned. 

 “You’re lucky to be getting any money at all,” Soguil muttered 

 “How about this: after you reach the specified amount, you get to keep all of the rest of the 
money you find. This way, there is a reward for meeting the requested amount. In addition, If you 
find more than twenty percent of this figure after meeting it, you will end up with more money than 
with the percentage plan.” 

 “You don’t have to explain simple math to me. I accept.” said the mayor. 

 “Then it’s settled. Good luck thieving.”said Arksaden 

 “Good luck with the war” Soguil said. 

 They shook hands, and Arksaden left to form other alliances. 

<‘*’><‘*’><‘*’> 
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 His first stop was the weapons colony. The Rogues were a technologically advanced race, 
with most of these advancements pioneered by the king himself. Thus, their weapons were of the 
highest quality. One would have been hard pressed to find a better race of weapon makers than the 
rogues in the universe. 

 However, as is the case with most races, the weapons that are manufactured become too 
dangerous for even war. Arksaden’s “Galaxy destroyers”, bombs with the power to destroy entire 
galaxies, come to mind. Therefor, The Intergalactic Weapons Pacts limited them to safer weapons, 
like guns, certain artillery weapons, and knives. While variations on these designs were permitted, 
such as adapting a handgun to shoot different types of ammunition, such as lasers, they had to have 
been scrutinized by the enforcers of the intergalactic weapons pact before being deemed fit for 
war.The limits on weapons would ensure Arksaden wouldn’t destroy his own planet in the impend-
ing civil war. 

 Arksaden went to the weapons dealer. “Give me a weapons catalogue,” he ordered. 

 “We’ve got all the weapons you need! I’ll give you the best deals, or die trying!” said the 
dealer, laughing at his joke. Arksaden took a look at the catalogue. He always liked shopping for 
weapons. The anti infantry artillery was sold out. On a hunch, he bought the best body army they 
had in stock. “It even come with a camouflage feature,” said the weapons dealer enthusiastically. He 
bought the rest of the necessary military equipment: laser pistols, plasma daggers, and even received 
a 20% off coupon for his next visit. 

 Then came the farming colony. After he had negotiated his alliance with them, he moved on 
to the merchant colony. He made the same deal with all of the colonies: Protection in exchange for 
their services. Arksaden arranged for the goods of the allied colonies to be brought to the poor col-
ony by the merchant colony. After all the negotiations, he came back to the poor colony. It had been 
twenty days. The poor Rogues crowded around him. 

 “The negotiations were a success,” he proclaimed. “Now that our infrastructure is set up and 
the soldiers are trained, we can go to war!” 

<‘*’><‘*’><‘*’> 

 As Arksaden planned the first, and hopefully last, attack, he leafed through the reports his 
spies gave him. He was most interested in the weapons that Wyren’s army had. “Looks like we 
really do have the same supplier,” he said happily. This is perfect. He spoke the the commanders. 
“They vastly outnumber us. However, if we take them by surprise and end this war quickly, they 
won’t have any time to mobilize new forces. So here’s what we need to do...” Arksaden told the 
commanders the plan. “Relay those orders to your squads. If we execute this plan correctly, we force 
the general to surrender. “And order your men to put on their body armor; We’re going to move out. 

 Arksaden’s plan was simple. The spies reports indicated that the majority of the army was 
manning artillery to capture cities, not to kill troops. In addition, body armor would further limit the 
use of these machines. So the majority of Wyren’s army was useless against Arksaden’s force. Even 
the camouflage feature of the armor would come in handy when sneaking up on Wyren to capture 
him. With all this in mind, Arksaden concluded that the best option he had was to camouflage his 
entire army, wait for an opportunity, then surround Wyren and force him to surrender. He was confi-
dent that Wyren would choose to surrender. 

 Arksaden stood at the front of his forces. “Today,”he said, “we will end this civil war. We 
will put a stop to Wyren’s campaign. We will fight!” The Rogues cheered. We have scouted the  
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location of the enemy. They are preparing the attack on our allies, the thief city. It is thanks to them 
that we have the weapons and training that we do. It is time to repay them. Stealth up and follow 
me.” The entire crowd of rogues turned invisible. 

 They walked until they could see Wyrens army. Then Arksaden saw Wyren. He was shout-
ing a speech to marshall up his forces. On his makeshift podium separated from the other Rogues, it 
was a perfect time to strike.Arksaden gave the signal to his nearest men to move out to surround 
Wyren, and the rest of the Army copied him. He made the fateful decision to unstealth, knowing that 
the fate of the entire Rogue nation was in his hands. 

 Arksaden’s entire army seemed to appear out of thin air. Wyren was shocked into silence. 
He knew that the wrong word or action would end his life. Arksaden took this opportunity and said, 
“This war is over Wyren. I ended before it even started. That is the gap. The gap between you and I, 
the gap between the entire Rogue nation and I. We are almost different beings. I am more powerful, 
intelligent, clever, and insightful than any Rogue here, Because I was the first Rogue.” 

 The Rogues were speechless, especially Wyren. Everyone thought he was immortal with 
unbelievable power, but no one knew why. Until now. 

 “But, Arksaden added, you are my race. I could’ve done this without you, but where would 
the fun be? And perhaps more importantly, where would be the opportunity to learn. If I had han-
dled this, what is now my army, would never have learned how to fight. I would never have learned 
that Rogues, while they may be weak, are still Rogues, and I should care more about them.” At the 
end of the speech, there was a moment of silence. The leader of their race, The unchangeable Arksa-
den had changed, and they wished to remember it. Wyren seemed to surrender without a word, and 
with that, the hostilities ended, and Arksaden... laughed to himself. “ Sometimes, I think my race is 
too gullible.”  

 And he left to explore, train, and break the law, because they, were of higher priority to Ark-
saden, than the Rogues. Maybe he was right. After all, when the universe is taken over by Him, and 
ruled the the iron fist, Arksaden and the Elf might be the only ones who can stop Him. To find the 
new dimension.  
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During the winter semester The Creation Aerie conducted 
weekly challenges based on “Story Cubes”.  

Below is the winning submission for these cubes: 

 

A Glow 
By Madelyn Bennett 

 
It was a pitch black, shivery night. It was still and nothing was around except for one 

old, crooked house. There was a boy outside sitting on the doorsteps of the shaggy house. 
He was staring into the moonlight and watching the sparkling stars go by. His parents had 
just had a fight with him and he wanted some alone time. He was furious and couldn’t stand 
them he felt as if they loved his older sister more than him because she was the “perfect” 
child of the family. The boy wanted to run away but he didn’t know where to go, or what to 
do. The boy loved his sister but was frustrated and hated when his parents compared him to 
her. 

The sky suddenly turned gray and drops patted his head while he sat there. It was 
freezing and the rain just kept piling on to him. He shivered and felt as if he was trapped in 
a freezer. Then without any thought he began to walk, then it turned into a jog, and before 
he knew it he was sprinting as fast as his legs could carry him. He could hear the cries and 
shouts from home in the distance. The boy turned around to give his family one last wave. 
After running for miles the boy came to a halt and needed to take a break. His stomach 
growled like a tiger without any prey for over a week. 

But then there was a small glow not too far away. It couldn’t be a fire, and the sun 
was definitely not up yet. So, what was it? The boy was curious and so he followed the 
glimpse of light. As he finally approached the stream of light, the boy saw a tree and this 
wasn’t your ordinary apple tree.  It shined more than the stars themselves. For some reason 
all the trees around it didn’t glow or shimmer in the darkness of night. Then, the boy re-
membered his parents telling him about a legend that a tree had power over anyone who 
takes an apple from it. Well, all the trees around him didn’t have fruit growing out of them, 
and he was starving. So, as he grabbed the apple the tree spoke, it gave him a warning that 
he should put it back. But, the boy refused to, it was the only food he will find in days of 
searching. As he took a bite, the ground shook and lightning crashed over his head. Then the 
tree told him to go back to his family, but the boy refused again. 

And so, the boy magically disappeared forever. His family searched as if the boy 
was the only bucket of water in the desert. They never found him, the only thing left was an 
apple with a huge chomp out of it left next to a tree. 
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The Slave 
by Imran Hassan 

My name is Myra and I’m a slave or should I say I was a slave. Let me tell you about my story as a slave and 
how I escaped. 

I was born a slave. I use to have two brothers, a sister and a dad. But, my mom and I got separated 
from them at an auction. A white man named John Wilson bought us. That man put me right to work the day I 
was able to walk. I started out as a house slave but I become really good friends with the slave owner’s daugh-
ter. He gave me a hard brutal whipping to put me right back in place as he says. I remember the words he said 
to me. “You’ll never be more than an ugly black slave!” He made me so mad I almost hit him in the face but his 
daughter held me back. If she wasn’t there who would have known what would have happened, maybe I 
wouldn’t have lived to tell this story. People always tell me to keep my mouth shut because I tell people what I 
really think about them to their face, and that gets me in trouble a lot, but I’m only telling the truth. Some people 
would rather hear a lie I guess. After that day I had to work on the fields. I really hate the fields. It’s so hot and 
we work all day on the fields, and it is torture. I bet the owner of ours couldn’t last a day doing what we do. The 
only thing I like about the fields is I get to talk to my friends, even though I really shouldn’t do that. My mom and 
I work side by side from sunrise to sundown. When we’re done our treat is sleep on rough bed of hay with no 
blanket to keep warm. Every night before going to sleep my mom and I would pray to god to get out of here 
someday hopefully soon we would be free. My mom amazes me because she is such a strong independent 
woman. My mom was a woman of hope, she had hope we would make it out and change the world. When she 
gets whippings she never cries, she doesn’t even make a sound. I asked her why she does that and she said 
“because I don’t want to waste my tears for cold hearted people and any way that just makes them think their 
more powerful then you”. I wish I was more like my mom some times. It was time to go to sleep we had a long 
trying day ahead of us. When I close my eyes and drift off to sleep I dream of being free, having a real home 
and seeing my family again. Then I wake up and see the hay and the wooden walls. Only if my dreams were 
true, that would be more then amazing it would be miraculous not even that could explain how wonderful it 
would be.  

 
It was four o’clock in the morning when I woke up. We slaves don’t get much sleep. “Good morning 

mom.” “Mom?” I guess she woke up early but that was peculiar. Every day I just get up, not brushing my hair or 
teeth because our slave owner didn’t bother to give us any. I only had two lined shirts two pairs of pants and 
one pair of shoes to use for however long I lived. I’m not even kidding those clothes got so old so fast and so 
smelly it was really nasty. I went to go look for my mom and I figured she would be in the fields but when I got 
there she was nowhere to be found. I decided to go ask Martha if she had seen my mother. Martha is a really 
good friend of my mom’s. I find it odd because they’re like white and black, two opposites. Martha isn’t as brave 
as my mom, and she is like a teacher’s pet. You can literally say she has got only one whipping, I guess she 
hated them so much that she avoided them ever since. She also kisses up the to the slave owner, and I bet he 
likes her the best. You could say Martha is a quitter. Whenever my mom talks about running away she gets all 
scared and frantic about the idea but my mom is a very determined and is not scared. When I walked up to 
Martha she seemed depressed like she had just lost a love one. “Are you ok” I asked. Not a word. “Umm did 
you see my mom anywhere?” Martha tried talking but all you could her was mumbles. “What can you please 
speak clearer?” “She, she got sold to another plantation” Martha stuttered. “What when how I don’t under-
stand!” “She gone honey I’m sorry.” Those three words played back into my head she’s gone. I stood there like 
an idiot. I was dumb-founded. I was trying to process what had just happened. The slave watcher had spotted 
me. “Hey you get back to work!” What he was saying didn’t concern me at all. What was wrong with him, didn’t 
he know I had just lost my mother? It annoyed me so much that they showed no sympathy. He asked a couple 
more times and I still didn’t budge. Martha tried to move me but that didn’t help at all. “What’s the ruckus out 
here?” shouted the slave owner. Still I was in the same spot not even attempting to move. When I was mad it 
took over my body there was no calming me down. I was mad. I was furious. They had no right at all to take my 
mother away from me. Everyone was looking at me trying to help me. “Move do you want to get hit?” said a 
boy. “She’s done for.” said another. The slave owner come at me with blood shot eyes and an angry and irri-
tated face. That was the maddest I have ever seen him I’m not going to lie he looked really frightening like he 
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was going to kill me. I could see the big black whip. It was covered with blood stains and I bet most of it was 
mine. I got whippings almost every day for little mistakes or talking back. The slave owner raised the whip and 
slashed it on my skin. You would think by now I would learn my lesson and just be quiet and follow directions, 
but like I said I have a big mouth. “What in the world do you think your doing!” said the slave owner. “What I’m 
doing!” I shouted with anger. “What are you doing?!” I said with angry in my voice and eyes, “taking away my 
mother from me!” How would you like it if I took your mother away from you?” Everyone around me was just 
stunned and confused with my questions and reaction. I could tell the slave owner was surprised and furious. “I 
could kill you if I wanted, let alone take your mother!” said the slave owner. Before I could say another word he 
hit me again. I started to cry. I wasn’t crying because of the whip; I was crying because my mother was gone. 
Me and my mom were parted who knew if we should see each other again. If they thought that I wasn’t going 
to do anything about this, oh, they were absolutely wrong.  

 
After the whipping I had just got, my body was aching with pain. There was blood on my clothes and 

face. It was everywhere. Every step I took hurt like crazy. Just moving hurt but still I had to work on the fields. 
As I worked I thought about getting my mother back. “I need a plan.” I thought I should probably get out of this 
plantation and onto the road. If I was planning on running away, I would have to stay out of trouble. That meant 
no more talking back and no more whippings. Anyway I had a lot of bruises and scars and let me tell you they 
ain’t pretty and they are very painful. I was taking a big risk and this was extremely dangerous.  
It was to go to sleep but I couldn’t fall asleep. All night I was thinking about my mother and what I needed to do. 
I remember not long ago I was asking my mother if she thought we could ever get out of this place. She said 
“Well it all depends on you, if you have the courage and the right thing you can.”” And you’re a very smart 
brave girl I bet you could do it.” My mom believed in my and that’s all I needed. I closed my eyes and fell fast 
asleep.  

 
The next morning I woke up there was the slave owner and a boy in my shed. What were they doing 

in here? The boy put his things down and went off with the slave owner before I could ask what was going on. I 
was confused and I needed to find out what was going on, so I went outside to go see. The slave owner was 
talking outside. He said “this is going to be a new slave and he’ll be living with her. “Then he pointed to me. It 
seriously irritated me that the slave owner didn’t even bother to remember any of our names; he just called us 
all salves and other insulating names.  

 
As I was working, I was thinking about running away, but I couldn’t just run away without a plan. I de-

cided that I needed some help. My mom and I used to read newspaper and letters about slaves. I have no idea 
how my mom got them but we just had them. We would have to hide them and only read them at night. My 
mom and I are one of the fewest slaves that now how to read. I remember in one of those newsletters a man 
named Frederick Douglass was writing about how he had escaped. That gave me an idea, in one of his articles 
it talked about abolitionists, people who were fighting against slavery. It said that even white people were aboli-
tionists; I just had to find a white person on the plantation that could help me run away. In a different article we 
read about a woman named Harriet Tubman, and her underground railroad. I didn’t know how to contact any-
one involved with the Underground Railroad, but I thought that I could use their technique of using the North 
Star for direction. My main goal for now was to find people that could help me. I thought about asking Martha 
but she was too close with the slave owner, I was worried she would rat me out anyway I think she would be to 
slow on the walk. I needed someone smart, fast, and dependable. I looked around, trying to find someone that 
would fit my needs, and then it hit me. The new guy had already gotten through two bags of cotton while every-
one else wasn’t even done with half of their bags. I didn’t know him well, and I didn’t know if he would go along 
with the plan, but I was willing to take the risk. I was starting to run out of time and needed to get off the planta-
tion.  

 
When it was time to go back to the shed, I immediately approached the new slave and told him about 

my plan, asking him if he wanted to join. “Oh it is nice to meet you to” he replied. Oh Great I thought, he was a 
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smart-mouth, I didn’t deal well with those kinds of people. I quickly composed myself and continued talking. I 
waited for his answer, and to my surprise he didn’t hesitate to answer. “ Who would want to be stuck here, of 
course I want to go with you” he replied. That wasn’t the response I was hoping for but at least I knew he was 
in. “I’m Joseph, by the way. But people call me Joe” he said. “I’m Myra” I responded. “We have a long day to-
morrow of planning, so we need to get some rest.” “You’re right.” Said Joe and he headed over to his corner of 
the shed.  

 
The next morning Joe and I worked next to each other in the field so we could discuss our plans. “We 

need to get into the house, so I can talk to Isabella.” I told Joe. “I can’t go near the house because of the owner 
he doesn’t like me much.” Joe thought for a second. “I know a house slave who was brought here when I was, 
her name is Caroline. She might be able to get a message to Isabella for you, or set up a meeting.” “ I guess I 
missed her.” I told Joe. I wasn’t fond of the idea of having someone else being involved. “Don’t you think that 
three is a crowd?” I asked Joe. “I won’t go without her” he said “we were together on the old plantation I won’t 
just leave her here.” It wasn’t worth fighting over, if I had to let this girl come along I would, but we couldn’t 
bring anyone else. Besides I could use Caroline’s help in reaching Isabella. Now that we had a plan, we had to 
find the perfect time to put it into action.  

 
Joe had gotten in contact with Caroline, and she had set up a time for us to meet with Isabella. Today 

before the bell rang to wake everyone up we would meet her at the side of the main house and discuss how 
she could get us off the plantation. The sun had not yet come up when we reached the main house, we saw 
Caroline waiting for us outside with a lamp to lead us into the woods to meet Isabella. I held my breath as we 
walked quietly into the forest I wanted everything to go as planned, and was worried about someone finding 
out. When I saw Isabella I could tell she was frightened but also that she really wanted to help us. She reached 
out to hug me when we approached “How have you been Myra?” she said. I was surprised that she had re-
membered my name; we had been friends so long ago. It was time to get down to business. We told Isabella 
what we had planned, and asked for suggestions or any help that she could give us. She told us that she knew 
of a couple people who ran safe houses for runaway slaves and would let them know we were coming. Isabella 
said that we should try to leave within the next two days so no one would find out about the plan. The safe 
houses were a few miles away, but could be reached within a few hours. We were all grateful for Isabella’s 
helping hand. 

 
 It was the morning of our escape. Joe and I went into the fields like every other day, pretending that 
everything was normal. I was excited and scared at the same time, and I could tell that Joe was just as anx-
ious. Would everything go as planned? Or would we get caught? The punishment for being caught was to be 
brutally whipped or sold to another owner. But knowing my slave owner the punishment would be cruel and I 
might not survive it. When we left the fields for the day I told Joe to go and get Caroline ready, we would leave 
as soon as the stars came up. Caroline was supposed to bring food and water provided by Isabella to help us 
on the walk. I hoped that I had thought of everything. Finally the stars had come out, Joe and I met up with 
Caroline at the end of the drive, she had a knapsack over her shoulder, and she looked ready to go. We had 
been walking for hours and we still hadn’t made it to the safe house. I could tell that Caroline was getting worn 
down, and I couldn’t blame her I was to. Joe was still walking energetically, and didn’t look phased by the jour-
ney. Caroline stopped and asked for some water, I wanted some to, but knew that we had to save what we had 
because we didn’t know how much further we had to go. Joe spotted a light on in the top left window of a 
house in the distance. That was the sign we were told to look for, telling us that it was the safe house. We 
started running toward the house, and went to the back to knock on the door. Only one of us went to knock on 
the door, afraid that it might not be that safe house. We argued who would stay hidden in the bushes and who 
would go to the door. Caroline and I decided that since Joe was the man he would go to the door. Joe slowly 
and silently walked up to the door, and rang the bell. After three rings a lady opened the door, she and hurried 
us inside. She asked us our names and offered us some food and a place to bathe. I had never had a White 
person treat me so kindly. After each of us had cleaned up we headed to the basement for food. The woman 
helping us told us her name was Jane, and she told us about her life and why she wanted to help us. Right 
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after dinner she showed us to the room that we would sleep in and hide for the day. I thought that we would 
just be sleeping on hay in a small dim room but think again. The room we were sleeping in had a bed and light 
it looked like a room a planter would have. We were all so amazed and thrilled. For the very first time we would 
get to sleep on a bed! Jane wished us all good night and left the room. When I got on the bed I couldn’t believe 
how comfortable it was, I don’t think I had ever slept so well in my life.  

 
We all woke up at four, but Jane was still in bed. Realizing that we didn’t have to wake up so early to 

go work in the fields anymore, we were just so used to it. Jane heard us downstairs and came down to make 
us breakfast. Jane said that we could stay a couple more days, but we wanted to get on our way to the next 
safe house. She gave us some supplies and wished us luck on the rest of our journey to freedom. It was still 
early in the morning, no one was outside and the sun was just starting to come up. We decided since there was 
nobody around that we could walk on the road and didn’t have to go through the woods. After a couple of hours 
people started to wake up and we had to get off the road and travel in the forest to hide ourselves. We walked 
all day and the sun began to set around seven, I thought I heard dogs barking, but decided not to say anything 
since I could not see them. Caroline turned around and saw hunting dogs behind us, and the owner following 
behind them. We started to run but the dogs were too fast for us. One had caught Caroline and had bit her leg. 
She was hurt, and the owner had gotten a lot closer and was only a few steps behind us. Joe decided that he 
would try to carry Caroline as we all ran into the nearest building. I realized that this house didn’t have the sign 
signaling it was a safe house, but we needed to get some help for Caroline and get away from the salve 
catcher. The door was open and it seemed like nobody was inside, so we ran into the house and slammed the 
door behind us. The slave catcher ran past the house not noticing that we had ducked inside the building. I 
went to the kitchen to try and find something to wrap Caroline’s leg with. The closest thing I found was a long 
piece of cloth, it would have to be good enough and we used it to stop the bleeding. Caroline tried to get up but 
she limped with every step she took. Joe had spotted a cane by the front door, and grabbed it hoping that it 
would help her walk. We heard noises coming from upstairs, and then we saw a girl run down the stairs toward 
us. I was startled; would this be the end of our journey? The girl only looked to be about five years old. “Who 
are you?” she asked. Caroline and I stood there speechless, but Joe stepped forward and said “we are the new 
slaves for your father.” He was a quick thinker and I knew that I had chosen right when asking him to come 
along. The girl just smiled and believed the lie she turned around and headed back up the stairs. Before we 
could get into any more trouble we walked out of the house and closed the door behind us.  

 
After a couple of days we reached the next safe house, where we rested and quickly moved on to the 

next location. We had made it half way on our journey and all of us felt relieved. We had seen a couple of post-
ers with our faces drawn on them, with a reward for our return to the plantation. Every time we passed by one, 
we made sure to rip it down and take it along with us.  

 
By the time we had reached our sixth safe house we had pretty much thought that we had avoided all 

the danger. We had been at the house for a couple of hours when there was a knock on the door. All three of 
us rushed into the cellar to hide from whoever may be at the door. Sarah the lady running the safe house made 
sure we were hidden before she answered the front door. We could hear a man’s angry voice, asking her about 
some runaway slaves seen in the area. He gave their descriptions to Sarah, and it seemed to be a pretty good 
description of us three. Sarah told him that she hadn’t seen any slaves, but she would let him know if she came 
across them. Not believing her the name demanded to come in the house and threatened to get the sheriff 
involved if she refused. I remembered that Sarah had told us that she had been arrested before for housing 
runaway slaves. That was probably why the man didn’t believe her. I could hear his heavy boots going up and 
down the stairs looking in all of the rooms. As he was looking the other rooms I told our group to hide in other 
places so if one of us got caught, the rest of us could get away. Caroline stayed in the cellar because she could 
barely walk. Joe ran to the right and I headed to the left. I reached Sarah’s bedroom and hid under the bed. I 
accidently shut the door too loudly behind me I heard heavy footsteps running up the stairs to the room I was 
hiding in. I was frustrated with myself, and thought that I had come to end of my journey, but I kept thinking that 
at least Joe and Caroline would be safe. The man rushed into the room, he paused for a moment and thought 
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of where to look. Of course the first place he looked was under the bed, why had I hidden in such an obvious 
place. He spotted me right away and dragged me out from under the bed. I tried to fight him off, but I was no 
match for his strength. “Let me go!” I demanded. The man just ignored me a continued to drag me. It was all 
over, all of that brutal walking for nothing. Words couldn’t explain the disappointment that I felt. Suddenly I felt 
his grip loosen and saw him start to stumble toward the staircase. I saw Sarah and Joe right behind me, Joe 
was holding a frying pan in his hand and Sarah had fire poker. I was so relieved to see them, and amazed that 
they had come to help me. Before the man could regain conscious we left the room and hurried out of the 
house. We had to get out of the area as quick as we could and reach a place where no one could find us.  

 
We reached another town about five days later. We stopped for water and food. “I don’t think we 

should stop at any more safe.” I said. “Are you crazy?" Replied Caroline. “I agree with Caroline, I mean we 
need them they give us lots of help.” Joe joined in. Was I the only one that remembered what had happened at 
the last safe house? “Do you even remember what happened at the last safe house?” I asked. “How could I 
forget my heroic actions, and by the way you’re welcome.” Joe bragged. I rolled my eyes. Ever since that day 
he “saved my life” he thinks his a superhero. We argued about the safe house for a very long time in till we 
came to an agreement. We would only go to 7 more houses and then we would be on our own.  

 
I can’t believe how long this journey is taking; I knew it would take a while but not months. All of us 

have changed a lot during this journey we have all changed a lot. I feel like we’re all sisters and brothers, after 
being with each other you learn to get along. Not only have our personalities has changed but so have our ap-
pearances. Joe grew a breed and he looks a little older but I think that because of all the stress and paranoia. 
Caroline had got skinner she and her hair was all over the places. We all look so tried out. “How much longer?” 
asked Caroline. “I think only couple of weeks in till we get to a free state.” Joe said. My legs were going to give 
out I need rest a bed. It toke us nine days till we reached a new safe house.  
 

 

 

 

Doodle  

By Jewel Nguyen 

(Back Cover Image) 

Protagonist- Valiance (red and blue monster) 
 
Antagonist- Coward (green and blue monster) 
 
Valiance and Coward were sworn enemies- but one day, at the tip of 
Valiance’s sword, Coward scurried away into the depths of the dark 
Eastlands, where cowards spent the rest of their lives.  The only way 
to cross Valiance’s border and see the bright and colorful Westlands 
was to banish all his fear and hatred- and welcome love. 
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