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Friendship 
 

Friendship 
Is the 

Meaning of life 
It is the reason the earth 

Goes ‘round 
It is what we live and die 

For 
People all over the world 

Are made up of 
Connections passed 

Between each and every 
Unique 
Person 

 On the earth 
Friendship is the reason 

We get up 
And we do what we do. 

 
What is friendship? 

No one 
Knows 

 
But do you feel friendship? 

Yes we do 
Because it’s a connection that brings 

Joy 
And love 

Everyone has someone 
Out in the clouds 

That’s just like them 
Unique 
Smart 

Powerful 
Everyone has at least one 

Friend 
What comes around goes around 

So if you’re nice 
People will be nice back  

                                                         
That’s a true friendship 

 
  

                          Lindsey DeVore 

Alone 
 

I am the person that is totally different 
A person so unusual 

That others quickly run by 
As I watch 

 
I’m the person that classmates observe 

As a foreign creature  
Say hi 

And leave 

But some do neither 
 

They stare and then 
Glare like  

They will pounce 
 Any minute 

 
I am Alone 

 
              Lauren Sigda 
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The Lunchroom 
 
 

Walking into the lunchroom 
there is a draft 

windows are wide open. 
Letting fresh air in 

and pizza air out. 
 

Spaghetti sandwich:  
a hero roll filled with  

saucy spaghetti. 
Sea salt and vinegar potato chips. 

Who thought up these combos? 
 

Yelling and conversation 
float through the air. 

“Jason and Rebecca are dating!” 
“What was the answer to question 3?” 

“Did you hear that Courtney  
and Simon broke up?" 
When did we become  

old enough to date? 
 

I’m just sitting here 
munching my sandwich 

(turkey and cheese) 
with a side of  

juicy blackberries; 
my mom knows how to pack a lunch. 

 
 

Abby Raved 

Jessica Barrios 

Hannah Kaufer 
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When everyone’s friends, 

In a time unlike now, 
There will be no more war, 

But just ask yourself, “How?” 
 

Can you make a difference?  
For starters, let’s say, 

That you’ve just finished school, 
On a cold autumn day.  

 
So you’re walking home, 

With your friend at your side, 
When this mean kid comes up 

And he bumps you aside. 
 

 
 

You start to complain, 
Then you notice his height, 

He looks down at you and he says, 
“Want to fight?” 

 

 
 

You nervously shake, 
‘Cuz the answer is no, 

But how should you go on in telling him so? 
 

Well, first, what you do, 
Is you just walk away, 

And if he comes up just the very next day, 
And he growls “Wanna fight?”  

and he asks you again, 
You just tell him a joke and you say,  

“Let’s be friends!” 
 

If the joke’s good enough, 
And the bully is smart, 

He will change his mind, 
Or at least change his heart. 

 
If everyone does this, 

Your town will be good, 
Like maybe the country  

or the entire world should... 
 

Stopping a bully is only one thing, 
You can do to make everyone friends, 

But the things you can do,  
and just you alone,  

Can make all of those non-friendships end 
 
 

Rotary Winner—May 2012 
 

A Change of Heart 
Benny Rosenzweig 
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There once was a puppy named Marbles 
Whom we thought had lost all of her marbles 
For she dug a deep hole 
And out came a whole 
Big bag of Marbles's marbles 

      Andrew Katz 

 
The peppermint smell, the pine scent: you know it’s time for Christmas. 

Wrapping the box-shaped gift for your friends, walking in your own winter 
wonderland. White sprinkles sticking on the ground, catching them on your 
tongue from the cloudy sky. Falling on a soft puffy land of snow, knowing it’s 
almost Christmas. A mug filled to the rim with hot chocolate, mixed with white 
fluffed marshmallows, and some peppermint specks. Stirring until totally melt-
ed. Cuddled up on the couch right in front of the 5’7,” army green, decorated 
tree. I can never believe there’s a tree in our home, in my home. My house with 
a living tree! Wrapped in a cream colored blanket, layers and layers of sweat-
ers, shirts and cozy leggings all over me.  

Christmas 
Ariana Reif 

Clara Louvet 

Natalie Bunta Clarissa Cuni 
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        If I were in charge of the world, 
there would be a Hunger Games amusement park 

that gives you fresh baked bread as soon as you walk in. 
I would put cafés in every library 

and genetically engineer people with gills so they ccould breathe underwater. 
 

If I were in charge of the world  
We could go to the Caribbean in 8th grade 

instead of Washington D.C. 
Nutella would be packaged with plastic spoons 

and you wouldn’t need 10 napkins  
to wipe grease off your pizza. 

 
If I were in charge of the world, 

I would be more than just a piece in their games. 
Obnoxious people on the plane 
wouldn’t chew gum so loudly, 

and the British boys would love American girls just as much 
as we love their accents. 

 
If I were in charge of the world, 

Spring wouldn’t bring sneezing and itching throats, 
Listening to a “Whole New World” wouldn’t automatically  

make you a complete loser, 
and cheerleaders wouldn’t wear their uniforms  

to school in movies and make you think it’s like that in real life. 
 

If I were in charge of the world, 
Friends would still be on the air, 

your mom would never come home just as you start 
singing really loud along to music in your room, 

and you would always find ten bucks in your pocket. 
 

If I were in charge of the world, 
it wouldn’t be about 
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clothes 
movies 
books 
labels 

or anything else...  
just about the things that make you smile. 

 
If I were in charge of the world, 

you wouldn’t be afraid to be yourself. 
 

            Stephanie Philo 

Jenna Hart  

Paula Torres 
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Marissa Clark 

I Am From… 
 
I am from the Archie comics sitting on the shelf waiting to be read. 
I am from my brother’s, mom, dad, and my fluffy puppy Archie. 
I am from Matoaka, my sleep away camp, where everything is pink and 
purple. 
I'm from the Peanut Butter Cups from Trader Joes. 
I am from the Martin Luther King Jr. day where I play football with high 
schoolers. 
I am from constantly staring at my phone waiting to hear back from my 
friends. 
I am from taking a bite of soft sweet cookie dough while I make chocolate 

Majestic Eagle 
 
Majestic eagle 
Soaring high above the world 
Limitless freedom 
            Thomas Ortiz 

Writing      
                                      
Writing can be a wonderful thing.  
But is only as good as the writer decides to 
make it. 
Words can be powerful. 
But only if the writer puts them on paper. 
The writer gets strength from his words. 
They open doors to feelings and stories. 
Use your words wisely. 
They are the key to imagination. 
       Sam Hodman                                         
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chip cookies. 
I'm from eating too many tic tacs and thinking I'm going to become a tic 
tac. 
I am from vacations my family takes: Hawaii, Italy, and Puerto Rico. 
I am from the days my older brother and I would play house. I was the 
sister, he was the brother; we were too young to realize that we were ac-
tually brother and sister.  
I am from the softball games my team won every Saturday and Tuesday. 
I am from the time I had the courage to go down a really steep water slide  
that made me get goosebumps. 
I am from the movie marathons my mom and I watch when I'm sick and 
can't talk. 
I am from Easter, where we would have to hunt my whole house for our 
baskets. 
I am from Manor Deli: the delicious, tender chicken cutlets, waiting for 
me. 
 I am from Bubba’s Burgers in Hawaii, where my family ate after we went 
to the beach. 
I'm from Wednesday nights where my family watches  The Middle and 
Modern Family with Archie by our side. 
I am from the laughing attacks that keep me from breathing. 
I'm from hearing "Empathy" and hearing about my dad's childhood sto-
ries. 
I am from the summer days where Sylvie and  I splash each other in the 
pool and laugh all day long. 
I am from the days I would cry, thinking my best friends hated me. 
I am from reading under a flashlight until my mom says I have to go to 
bed. 
I'm from falling off the chairlift when I go skiing with Sylvie. 
I am from searching YouTube for two hours, looking for hilarious videos. 
I am from those moments where I felt freezing but didn't say anything, be-
cause I knew my mom had told me to wear pants. 
 
I am from me.  

      Hanna Young 
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I Am From... 
 

I am from warm summers with sunshine and cold winters with snow, 

from true friendships and family. 
I am from tennis with long shots from the baseline, violin and reading. 
I am from the trampoline in my garden that makes me jump so high,  
and the raspberries in my grandma’s garden. 
I am from Germany and dogs,  
From One Direction and Katy Perry. 
I am from Chocolate Chip ice cream and Friday night’s pizza. 
I am from Harry Potter and eating popcorn while watching movies late at night. 
I am from pink and fuzzy sweaters and hats. 
I’m from Christmas and birthdays. 
From the crystal blue eyes and dirty blond hair. 
from Z100 on the radio, 
from  the pool with my friends on the 4th of July, 
and sleepover parties. 
I am from those moments on Halloween with trick or treating, 
and pink flower earrings. 
From animals and loud music  
sung by many people, 
I am from Bella Thorne and  
Zendaya Coleman  
from Shake it up, 
 
and all these other things.  
 
 
But mostly, 
 
I am from myself.  
 
       Fiona Boettner 

Emma Cowles 
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Rory McKemey 

Mornings 
 

Glossy-eyed and dewy 
Clean and fresh and bright 

No one can remember 
Mistakes made in the night 

However, when the winter’s dew 
Has melted into spring 

Grass pops up from underneath 
To spread its baby wings  

The flowers wake to stretch their arms 
The birds come out to sing 

New and sweet and slate wiped clean 
The mornings are like spring 

The breeze is bright 
It’s quite a sight 

To see the sunrise risen 
The bee’s buzz a melody 

For anyone who will listen 
The leaves rustle in the trees 

A kite flown from a string 
There is not a cloud in sight 
The mornings are like spring 

 
   Chloe Malushaga 

Morgan Banks  
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The Leader 

 

A journey will take him  
Far 
Far into the night, 
And the crisp, cool, 
Delicate air 
Will only guide him. 

 

Courageous souls behind his back, 
Always protecting him, 
Threatening those who wish 
Nothing  
But the worst. 

 

Beady eyes in the trees 
Swiftly moving in unison 

With his fragile bare feet, 
Do not stop until it is time.  

 

Even when the wind blows harshly, 
The followers will not stop 
For their leader. 

 

 

Slowly, he whispers 
Do not follow me. 
You’ll never make it 
But the followers stand, 
Steadfast and loyal, 
Secretly guarding 
The leader. 
 
 Katie Fitzgerald  

“Click.” “Snap.” My ski boot goes 
into the ski. My balance drifts forward, I 
step into the other one. The heaviness 
rocks my tilting body, jerking me to take 
another step. I use my poles to drag me 
across the snowy, powdery ground, hoping 
I can make it in time for the next lift. But-
ternut is where it all takes place: making 
new buddies, learning new skills, taking 

risks on harder trails and letting your spirit 
run free as the magic of skiing hits you. 

I make my way to the lift, letting 
my body take me there. I step into the 
crowded line, like it is Grand Central Sta-
tion: people laughing, talking and even 
shouting. I smell the fresh snow, and I 
taste that one bit of sweet air. People’s 
conversations run through the air, so I can 

Ski Butternut  
Emma Gottsegen 
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Decker  Lankler 

hear bits and pieces of them. All of a 
sudden, it is my turn. I stop and listen to 
the extraordinary sounds of Butternut. 
Then, I go. I perch down on that soft, 
blue cushion, letting all of my weight 
crouch down on the squishy pillow. I feel 
a rumbling noise, right down beneath 
me. It is like a vibration, tingling all 
throughout your body. It feels like you 
are riding your scooter, on a gravelly, 
stony road, with just a slight breeze. The 
wind pushes my hair back, knocking my 
red cheeks, then hits my ski goggles, and 

making my eyes tear. After a quick ride, 
we finally reach our destination: Trail 
Applejack. It’s a black trail, so I take a 
breath and picture myself shifting 
through that white ground, turning, and 
gliding across the smooth ground. 

I slide off the lift, arriving at that 
beautiful sight of new skiers, amidst 
adults who are probably skiing it for the 
hundredth time. I peer over the edge and 
watch everyone ski at their own pace. I 
step forward and await my journey. 
 

Goodbye 
 
She walked slowly down the aisle  
slowly,  
The wind blew around her beautiful hair 
that  
cascaded down her shoulders   
Trembling with fear, she wept 
The pale face slowly wept a thousand tears 
Every step she took stabbed her heart re-
peatedly, 
 As it did to me... 
...Her heart raced as mine did 

 
My heart soared for her  
not to leave 
But she didn't pay any heed 
I was hoping he would do something to 
help,  
something auspicious for me 
But neither did he pay heed 
She turned around one last time 
Looking at me with her blue orbs that  
were filled with tears  
and bid me a goodbye                                       
       Tanjina Jalil 
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Ballet Slippers 
 
I feel the rush of the air slipping by me as I push past it 
Gaining air and driving my legs upward in a leap  
Arching my head back, reaching all the energy out of my finger tips 
Until it feels like metal screws are penetrating out of them 
I keep my height 
Until the weight of my front launches me down and forward 
Landing in bent knees and a fourth position  
From there, I regain my balance 
My focus 
And push my right slipper off the stage floor 
As I pirouette into posse 
And turn 
And turn 
Spotting the corner of the audience 
Feeling my bun whip loosely  
atop my head 
My mouth dry as air catches  
my tongue between my teeth 
My slipper sliding in circular motions as  
my other slipper glues itself to my knee 
As I turn 
And turn 
And then I slowly yield myself,  
Using all my force to push deep and hard 
into the stage floor 
I break from my position 
I stand proud at the audience 
And bow 
And bow just enough so that 
My focus goes  
To my ballet slippers  
 
                               Reilee Gunsher 

Hannah Siegel  
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 It was daytime, but the sky was full of 
electric yellow streaks and the clouds were 
spewing out water droplets that felt like 
sharp nails on your skin.  It was indeed an 
awful day, but the rain didn’t stop Hailey 
Banks from visiting her grandfather in the 
Sleepy Hollow graveyard.  She went there 
every afternoon, right on the dot at 4:15 
PM.   As one might guess, Hailey’s grand-
father was dead, but he felt very much 
alive to thirteen-year-old Hailey.   She 
would tell him everything about her life:  
What she did over the weekend, how she 
did on her tests, how her family was.  It 
was nice to just have someone who 
“listened” without giving her advice or 
asking questions. 
 On that dreary afternoon, as Hailey 
was rushing to her grandfather’s grave, she 
heard something.  What’s that noise? She 
said to herself.  Never mind, it’s probably 
nothing. Strangely, she heard it again: 
“Heeeee, haaaaa, heeee,aaaaaah!!!”  As the 
girl neared her grandfather’s grave, she 
saw something.  The flowers she had put 
down just yesterday, on her grandfather’s 
birthday, the 30th of October, were gone. 
Not only that, but as she looked closer 
there was red writing on the grave that 
read, “Beware.  The past will haunt the 
present.”  Hailey turned white.  Who 
wrote this and what did it mean? Pausing a 
moment before doing anything, she figured 
it was most likely some kids joking around 

because, after all, it was Halloween.  In-
stead of leaving, she decided to explore the 
rest of the graveyard to see if the kids had 
written on any of the other graves. Weird-
ly, the other graves were in perfect condi-
tion.    
 As Hailey walked on, she came to a 
tall, thin house with cobwebs covering the 
widows, the shutters hanging off their 
hinges, and the paint peeling of the walls. 
Believing this was the caretaker’s home 
(and that maybe he had seen the kids), the 
girl used the old brass knocker and banged 
on the door.  She wanted to ask the care-
taker if he could help her clean the spooky 
words off her grandfather’s grave. 
 The door squeaked open, like it hadn’t 
been oiled in years. “How odd,” Hailey 
wondered aloud, but stopped speaking 
when she heard a loud thump.   She walked 
in and up the steps.  As she reached the 
top, she followed the noises down the long 
hallway. The eyes of people in the pictures 
on the wall seemed to move as she walked 
by.  Hailey was terrified by what was go-
ing on, but she had to figure out who, or 
WHAT, was responsible for the writing on 
her grandfather’s grave. 
 Suddenly, the dim light that reflected 
across the hall burnt out.  Hayley heard 
some words coming from the very last 
door, so she turned the knob and walked 
in.  There, in the center of the room, was a 
bubbling cauldron and an old lady in a 

The Past Will Haunt the Present 
Sophia Glinski  
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grey shaggy skirt, an old patched up shawl 
and a sparrow perched on her shoulder.  

Her hair was flying out in all dif-
ferent directions. She had haggard looking 
eyes and deep dark circles under a sharp 
glare.  “Ahh.  What do we have here…?” 
the woman tapped one of her long red 
nails on her chin and then instantly 
snapped her fingers. “BAM!”  The door 
slammed shut and poor Hailey felt a force 
pushing her into a chair.    Ropes slithered 
around her wrists and bound her to the 
chair.  The old hag spoke again.  “You are 
just in time for dinner… or shall I say just 
in time to be dinner! Heeeehaaa!”  Hailey 
twisted and pulled to try to get herself out, 
but the ropes were too tight.  The hag once 
again snapped her fingers and the chair 
was suddenly in the air over the cauldron!  
Hailey did dare not move but instead start-
ed to scream.  Just then, the door quickly 
squeaked open and a man, or creature, 
with blood dripping out of its mouth said 
in a deep scruffy voice, “She’s mine.” 

  “No Barteblous!  I found her 
first,” screeched the old hag. Barteblous 
grabbed the chair down safely to the 
ground and undid the ropes as he and the 
witch started arguing.  Little did they 
know, Hailey slipped out of the room and 
down the stairs.  “What stupid creatures,” 
she thought. She frantically tried to open 
the front door, but it wouldn’t budge.  Hai-
ley prayed and prayed but nothing could 
be done.  She heard a voice that sounded 
exactly like the hag’s, so she ran to a clos-
et and sat under the row of hanging coats 

that were covered with dust. 
  “Hello…” A small, but eerie 

voice whispered.  As she looked all 
around, she heard it again.  “Hello…” And 
there, at the top of the closet’s ceiling, was 
a skeleton with its teeth glistening!  She 
wanted to yell out, but stopped herself.   
She didn’t want the witch or anything else 
to find her “Don’t be scared, I’m here to 
help.  The man that killed me, he owns this 
place.  He put me in the closet where I for-
ever shall lay.  If you want to get out of 
here without being noticed, go the opposite 
way.”  

 Hailey begged him to say more, 
but he wouldn’t talk again.  Using the skel-
eton’s advice, she looked around in the 
closet for another way, but only found a 
few scurrying spiders and cobwebs.  Just 
before she was about to, once again, beg 
the skeleton for advice, she saw something 
in the back of the closet.  It was a tunnel!  
Taking a deep breath, Hailey crawled 
through, swallowing down every bit of 
panic she could.  As the tunnel neared the 
end, the girl was almost blinded by what 
she saw.  She almost screamed, but a cold, 
clammy hand grabbed her by the waist and 
put a blindfold on the girl.  She replayed 
the words her mother said to her when 
Hailey was little.  It will always be alright, 
it will…. 
 The blindfold was ripped off and Hai-
ley saw yellow eyes staring deep in her 
soul.   She almost fainted again, but those 
eyes seemed to burn holes in her flesh.  “I 
warned you.” The ghost spoke and his 
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deep dark voice echoing in the room. 
“I… I…thought the writing was a 

prank,” Hailey said, fighting back fear 
“Why did you… you do that?” 
 “My name is Marcus Coffkins and 
your grandfather, Herbert, and I, we used 
to be good friends.  We spent all of our 
free time together, but after years of 
friendship, he betrayed me.  He fell in 
love with the one woman I loved and took 
her away from me.  Beautiful Helen…I 
still remember her green eyes!”  Hailey 
swallowed hard, realizing that this ghostly 
creature was talking about her grandmoth-
er! 
 “I hated Herbert with every bone in 
my body and even when he died, I wasn’t 
satisfied.  As my death came near, I was 
all alone.   The last words I said were: 
“It’s not over yet…” And now I am true to 
my word and will make life miserable for 
you because you’re the other lovely lady 
in his life.” 
 Just as Marcus finished speaking, the 
old hag and Barteblous ran into the room 
yelling at each other and trying to grab 
Hailey.  “STOP!” Marcus yelled. “She is 
the one I have been waiting for, and now I 
finally have her!”  The hag and the crea-
ture looked startled.     
 “Yes… of…of course.”   The hag and 
Bateblous walked briskly away.   
 “Now I can finish you and destroy my 
history!”  he boomed. 
  “One more question.  How did you 
know I would come to the house?” Hailey 
asked, trying to prolong whatever horrors 
awaited her. 

 “My dear, I see you at the cemetery 
every day.  I know how much effort you 
put in to keep Herbert’s stone in good 
condition.  I knew if you saw the stone 
ruined, you would come looking for help.  
I asked some of my friends from the 
graveyard to make your experience here 
particularly…uncomfortable.   Now that 
you are here, I can finish with you and my 
old memories!”  
 Hailey jolted straight up in her bed, 
her hair wet and tears flowing down her 
face.  Her mother was next to her, rubbing 
her back whispering, “It will always be 
alright.  You’re okay.”  Hailey tried to ex-
plain her awful dream to her mother, but 
her mother shushed her and said, “Don’t 
even talk about that nightmare, sweetie.  
Just try to forget.  When you’re dressed 
and ready, come downstairs for breakfast.  
I made pancakes.”   
 Hailey took a deep breath, threw on 
some jeans and a t-shirt, combed her hair 
and brushed her teeth.  As she walked 
down the stairs, she tried to push a smile 
forward, but just couldn’t.  If her mom 
didn’t want to hear about her dream, then 
she would just tell her grandfather. 
 After she forced down her food, she 
ran out the door calling,  “I’ll be back in a 
little while!”  Hailey ran and ran along the 
familiar path until she reached her grand-
father’s grave.  As she got closer to his 
stone, the hairs on her neck stood up.  The 
color from her face drained, and goose 
bumps lingered on her skin as she read the 
words on the stone: “Beware.  The past 
will haunt the present.”      
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There’s been a killing at Thomas Jefferson 
High. Nobody knows why or how. 

And everybody is a suspect. 
 

Suspect 1: Casey Derwin 
 “Sweetheart, I’m not allowed to tell 
you about the case,” my father groaned, 
powdered doughnut spluttering out of his 
mouth. 
 “Okay, fine. But remind me again why 
I have to drive to school in your cop car?” 
I asked, gesturing to the leather seats that 
surrounded me. 
 “I have to go straight to work after 
this,” he informed me, pulling up to the 
curb outside Thomas Jefferson High. 
 “Okay then. Back to my previous ques-
tion,” I said, pursuing my line of thought. I 
grabbed my backpack, preparing to open 
the car door. 
 “We really don’t know that much,” he 
said. “But honey, everyone that knew 
Brooke is currently a suspect.” 
 “Dad, Brooke was the most popular 
girl in the school. Everyone knows her.” 
My thoughts raced. “That would make me 
a suspect too, wouldn’t it?” 
 “As a member of the San Francisco 
police department, I’m not allowed to an-
swer that. And, as your dad… I guess it’s 
just the people who she was really close 
friends with. Like that girl Kayla you al-
ways talk about.” 
 I groaned at the sound of her name, 

burying my face in my hands. 
 Kayla was Brooke’s follower. She 
would do anything for Brooke. Rumor has 
it that Kayla is hiding something though. I 
bet Brooke was going to spill the beans. 
Kayla could’ve totally killed Brooke. I 
mean, Kayla cares just as much about her 
reputation as Brooke did. I guess I care 
about my reputation, but definitely not 
enough to kill someone. 
 Or maybe I would. 
 “I guess I’m getting interviewed then. 
Brooke’s been on my soccer team since 
the second grade,” I pointed out with a 
sigh. 
 Brooke isn’t the most pleasant person. 
She always got all the credit for winning 
games, even though I was a forward as 
well who scored as many goals as her.  In 
my opinion, she didn’t deserve to be on the 
team.  She didn’t deserve to be on any 
team, for that matter. 
 “Oh. I knew that. I guess you’ll be 
staying at school a few extra hours then. 
We’re doing the interrogation here just so 
we can place together clues from the inci-
dent as well. I’ll see you then, Casey.” 
 “Okay. See ya Dad.” 
 He smiled in my direction as I hopped 
out of the car, waltzing towards the school 
entrance. The air was sticky, since the 
cooling system broke down a couple 
weeks ago. Everyone had a sullen look on 
their face. Yes, she was “popular,” but no-

Who Killed Brooke Walsh? 
Stephanie Philo 
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body really liked her. Nobody even dared 
to talk to her unless she talked first. She 
was quite scary, actually. 
 Maybe I would kill her. But if I did, 
why would I tell you? 
 

Suspect 2: Blaze Haze 
 I sat with my pencil tapping rapidly 
against my blue spiral notebook, decorated 
with pictures of me and Brooke. Let me 
tell you something about Brooke Walsh. 
She was absolutely beautiful. Every time I 
saw her, I swear I saw a halo. She had 
wavy blonde hair that fell down to her 
waist. She wore these cute little flats every 
single day, along with a mini dress of eve-
ry color. She was so nice too. She was al-
ways helping the little sixth graders. Of 
course, some of my friends would tell me 
she was a real menace.  
 But I don’t believe them. 
 I still miss her so much. I wake up eve-
ry morning with a throbbing headache and 
my heart ready to burst into a million tiny 
pieces. I can’t even believe they are mak-
ing me go through this investigation thing. 
Why would I kill someone, especially my 
girlfriend? 
 Well… there was that one time when 
we were first dating where she refused to 
kiss me. I haven’t actually kissed her to 
this day, in fact. It’s too late now. But why 
would something as silly as that cause an-
yone to murder a person? Only a sicko 
would do that. 
 Then again… she did flirt with my old-
er brother all the time. It used to feel like 

she was using me to get to him. It still 
feels like that. But I don’t kill people. I 
don’t even kill mosquitos in the summer. 
 I mean… I couldn’t have killed her… 
right?  
 My attention was snapped right back 
to class as my French teacher clapped his 
hands, beginning to blabber on and on in 
the language I have struggled to under-
stand. 
 Then again, I struggle with every sub-
ject. 
 The thing is, I have memory lapses.  
Every now and then I forget a day or two 
that happened weeks ago. I can’t remem-
ber a thing that happened the day Brooke 
died. 
 I wish I could see her face one last 
time. I would give anything for that. 
 “Hey, bro!” a voice yelled from behind 
me as the bell rang loudly in my ears. 
“Wassap!” 
 I slowly turned around, smiling sheep-
ishly at the sight of my best friend.  
 “Hey, Thomas,” I croaked meekly, 
slinging my backpack over my shoulder 
and beginning to walk out the door. 
 “Dude… you gotta get out of this 
funk,” Thomas said, scurrying after me. 
 “What if I don’t WANNA  get out of 
this funk??” I muttered under my breath, 
clenching my fists.  
 “Calm down, man. I miss Brooke too. 
She was my sister. Sure she was evil, but 
she was my sister,” Thomas pointed out. 
 That’s one thing I always forget. That 
Brooke and Thomas were siblings. 
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 “Sorry. You probably miss her a lot 
more than I do,” I muttered again, glued to 
the floor. 
 “Yeah. You have no idea what it’s like 
to lose a sister.” 
 The something snapped inside of me. 
 I was holding a backpack and standing 
next to a little girl with bouncing red curls 
and a sundress that fell to her ankles. The 
heat was scorching down on the asphalt. I 
was clutching the girl’s hand, just about 
ready to cross the street. And there was… 
a blue minivan. Brooke’s blue minivan,  
that she had gotten last month for her six-
teenth birthday. Her car came around the 
corner so fast and the little girl had let go 
of my hand and had sped across the street 
without me. She couldn’t run fast enough 
to get out of the car’s way and… 
 “Yes I do!” I exclaimed, suddenly 
shooting upright. “I remember now! I had 
a sister! I had a sister, man!” Tears were 
forming in my eyes as I realized what was 
going on. “My parents and everyone else 
don’t remind me because it’s pretty much 
my fault…” 
 “Oh, dude…I’m so sorry. They told 
me not to tell you. Brooke came home cry-
ing and saying she killed a girl and every-
thing was just so messed up. Please… 
don’t get mad. My sister didn’t mean to hit 
her,” Thomas pleaded. 
 I shook my head. I wasn’t going to get 
over this any time soon. Now I could see 
why I would want Brooke dead. She killed 
my little sister. 
 
 

Suspect #3 Kayla Ashby 
 Brooke Walsh. Strawberry blond with 
hazel eyes. About 5’ 7”. Dreadfully popu-
lar. My best friend. Dead at age 17. 
Doesn’t sound right, huh? 
 That’s because Brooke shouldn’t have 
died. Lots of people have motives as to 
why they would kill her, but none of them 
were good enough. Not one bit. 
 Especially my motive. 
 Brooke had been stealing the spotlight 
from me ever since sixth grade. I had just 
joined the drama club, having recently 
grown a passion for theater. It became my 
dream to be a professional actress. 
 Then Brooke came around after I told 
her how I got an audition. A real audition, 
for that matter. For a commercial! A com-
mercial! 
 I told her where the audition, when it 
was, and all of that. And then she showed 
up. She used my name, used up my audi-
tion time, and got the role on the Burger 
King commercial. That was supposed to 
be me. 
 And I had way more talent than 
Brooke! I deserved that spot. Especially 
because Brooke never even wanted to be 
an actress. Don’t get me wrong, I loved 
Brooke. She was great. But she was a huge 
attention hog. 
 But I still didn’t kill her. Trust me. 
 Seriously, don’t talk to anyone. 
 Really, if you say anything about what 
I just told you about me being an actress, I 
will kill you. 
 But not really. 
 I don’t kill people. 
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 Especially not Brooke 
 Anyway back to my story. 
She took my spot. And then all of the sud-
den I dropped ten spots on the social pyra-
mid as she and her friends became the 
most popular “actress” in school.  
 But no one kills people over populari-
ty. 
 Especially me. 
 Especially actresses. 

 
Suspect #4: Thomas Walsh 

 I would always wish she was dead. 
Every time we had a fight, I would pray to 
God that she would be gone from my life. 
But I never really thought anything would 
happen. 
 Brooke was quite spoiled. That’s what 
kind of started our sibling rivalry. My par-
ents never actually bothered to spend mon-
ey on me, only her. After all, it was 
Brooke who my mom took on a trip to Dis-
ney World.  Not me. I stayed home and 
feed the cat while our dad was out working 
for hours.  
 Our parents were real estate agents that 
raked in a whole lot of money to waste on 
us. Despite the fact that we had enough 
money to hand out like it was cupcakes at 
a bake sale, we had … issues. It was the 
one thing me and Brooke shared. We hated 
our parents, and after a while, after years 
of trying to talk to us, they just gave up. 
 Brooke was a real rotten girl. Really, 
she was. She would complain to me about 
how she was so lonely, but in the mean-
time, she would go and ruin every body’s 
lives. She even hurt her best friend Kayla. 

 But I still felt bad for her. At least I had 
something to live for. Brooke really was 
lost. 
 I’ve always been obsessed with soccer. 
I would just put all of my anger towards 
my parents into the game. And frankly, it 
worked. I become pretty dang good at soc-
cer. I even became popular. Way more 
popular than Brooke. 
 The police want me to come in to tell 
them about who would kill Brooke. I’ve 
been coming up with a list, in fact. 

 
             The List 

Blake Haze 
Kayla Ashby 
Casey Derwin 
Lily Knox 
Jack Curtis 

 
All these people have a reason to kill 

Brooke. 
      -Thomas Walsh 

 I still hate Brooke. I have a motive. But 
I was drinking a little after someone spiked 
the punch the night of the school dance, 
the night she died. I don’t remember any-
thing. Who knows what I could have 
done? 
 

Suspect #5: Lily Knox 
I am in love with Blake Haze. I love 

his blue eyes and sparkly teeth. I love his 
muscular swimming arms and toned soccer 
legs. I love the way he laughs lightly at the 
ridiculously stupid jokes I tell.  I love the 
way his lips always curl up ever so slight-
ly. 



23 

 
 

And apparently, Brooke Walsh, my 
neighbor for at least six years, loved all 
these things too.  Or, at least, I hope she 
did.  She is pretty much known for using 
people.  
 On the night of junior prom, I was just 
getting ready for my wonderful friend, 
Blake, to pick me up as his date. We were-
n’t official yet, but I thought we had at 
least a little spark.   
 Everything about prom had gone 
wrong for me. Brooke, whom I actually 

trusted, had told me all about this amazing 
organic hair dye that brought out natural 
highlights and darkened your hair slightly. 
She raved about this, and insisted I used it 
for prom night. Thinking Brooke was not 
nearly as evil as I thought she had been, I 
did as I was told. I rubbed in the dye after I 
showered and waited ten minutes for my 
hair to soak in a towel. I unwrapped the 
towel later to reveal pink hair. Yes, pink 
hair. I was a pink-haired troll. 
 As if things couldn’t get any worse, I 
just had to go shopping for accessories af-
ter I dropped my dry cleaning on my front 
door knob. I came home to an empty bag 
and, instead, an ugly dress with huge puffy 
sleeves rested on my welcome mat. 
 So I had to go to prom as an ugly troll. 
 And finally, to top things off, after 
Blake pulled into my driveway in a white 
limousine, he did not come to my house. 
No, he hopped over a small shrub and rang 
Brooke’s doorbell. Later, I found out it was 
a sick joke that Brooke had devised for 
Blake to ask me out. 
 She died later that night.  
 I’m moving to Connecticut around the 
time of senior prom. So I’m never, ever 
going to have prom. Ever. All thanks to 
Brooke Walsh.  
 Brooke was mean, cruel, and dishonest. 
She ruined every one’s lives. 
 She deserves to be dead. 

 
Suspect #6: Jack Curtis 

 Guess who I’m thinking of. Come on, 
guess. I’ll give you some hints. She has 
beautiful strawberry blonde hair that looks 

Emma Pettinelli  
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a fiery red in the sun and hazel eyes that 
melt your heart. She wears a mini-dress, 
except when she is acting with me. 
 Unless you have been living under a 
rock and haven’t heard any breaking news 
lately, then you know I’m thinking of 
Brooke Walsh. She and I had acted to-
gether in the Burger King commercial 
about two teenagers going on a date. And 
I instantly fell in love. Her jubilant laugh 
made everyone in the room giggle to 
themselves, and her pure, yet sly smile 
grabbed your attention in a second. And I 
really thought she loved me back.          
 Boy, was I wrong. 
 We had gone out for three months. We 
were pretty serious, actually. 
 But then I found out about Blake.  
 He showed up at our next commercial, 
in which Brooke and I returned as the 
same goofy teens. As soon as the director 
yelled “Cut!”, Brooke was throwing her-
self into his arms, her radiating smile grin-
ning wider than it ever had with me. She 
clearly loved Blake, completely and un-
conditionally. I could even tell he was 
mentally impaired. (He asked Brooke to 
help him tie his shoes because he 
“forgot”.)  
 It killed me, how much she loved him. 
My heart wrenched in pain as she com-
pletely ignored me as soon as she walked 
in the room. 
 I loved her. So, so much. I thought she 
understood me. But I was wrong. I’m nev-
er right.  
 Brooke should’ve just loved me. If she 

did, she wouldn’t be rotting in hell. 
 
Suspect #7: Brooke Walsh 

 I rubbed my white robe between my 
fingers, feeling the incredibly thin cotton 
smoothly run across the tips. I sighed, 
bored out of my mind. At least on Earth I 
could wear something more than just 
white. Everything here is white. White 
fields, white trees, white birds, white 
dogs, white books - the list goes on and 
on. Except for the sky. That’s always go-
ing to be blue, whether you’re on the 
ground and treading on grass, or the sky 
on a big fluffy cloud. Well, at least I’m 
not surrounded by lava and devils as I 
thought I would be after realizing all the 
lives I had ruined. 
 I know I was a bad person. A terrible 
person, really. Everything I did made me 
feel empty. But I guess I thought if I kept 
trying things out, like acting or dating 
Jack instead of Blake that the hole inside 
of me would fill up. But it never did. 
 The night of the junior prom was 
when I crossed the line. Lily had been my 
neighbor for ages, yet I ruined everything 
with her. I guess I was jealous she had 
Blake’s attention. I tried to mask the fact 
it was killing me inside by just dancing it 
off. But I couldn’t keep pretending. Not 
anymore. 
 I finally snapped. And with trembling 
hands…it was finally over.  
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To Be Truthful In Life 
 

When you lie, it’s like spaghetti,  
Drowning in a pot of hot oil,  

Trying to get away from the surface of 
the 

Earth. 
 

When you lie,  
You want to hide under a lump 

Of snow,  
Covering you from head to toe.  

 
When you lie,  

Your face melts,  
As if you were a popsicle,  

Slowly making a puddle of a teardrop.  
 

When you lie,  
Your hands cover your sparkling eyes,  

Trying to hold in the 

Clear,  
Dark,  

Circles,  
That don’t hesitate to roll down 

Your puffy red cheeks.  
 

When you lie,  
It’s a mistake that you think ruins your 

whole life. 
 

But… a lie really is a dark black hole 
In a tiny sliver of your life cycle, 
That hurts your heart for that day 

… And only that day.  
 

And tomorrow is another day… 
But you should always be truthful in 

life, 
And keep those dark black holes,  

Inside your soul.  
 

                          Erin Meador 

Lies 
Lies 
Falling down around me. 
And on my shoulders 
Weighing me down 
I’m drowning in this lake of lies 
Through the gloom, I see her, 
leering at me, 
Her feline features and green eyes  
peering like searchlights  
through the darkness. 
The mistress of mistruths. 
“Tell a lie!” she had urged me earlier. 
“No pain will come! I won’t tell anyone!” 

she promised, 
crossing her fingers behind her back. 
One lie led to another, 
until they were like the leaves of trees in 
late autumn 
teetering this way, 
teetering that 
and finally, 
the wind blew them to the ground. 
 
If only I had told 
the truth. 
       Rosa Sofia Kaminski 
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Clarissa Cuni 


