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Shannon Purcell 

Food Chain   
 

Out in the sun, 
So shiny and bright, 

Sits a cute little field mouse, 
Munching on grass. 

 
Feel the cold breeze of  
The pitch black night, 

As a hungry owl 
Swoops down from its  

Home in the trees. 
As this hungry owl flies, 

It spots a field mouse scurrying 
Through the night. 

It snatches the mouse 
And feeds on every last piece. 

 
As the owl flies back home 

From its nightly feast, 
It hears a piercing cry  

of a panther. 
The panther sinks its sharp teeth  

Into the owl’s body 
The panther wolfs down the owl 

For a tasty snack. 
After long years this panther  

Is dead. 
The worms eat the rests of this 

panther 
And turn it into soil  
For the food chain 

To start all over again. 
 
 

Margaux Cowles               
 

The Rocket 
Alex Mason 

The school’s new composter is called the 
Rocket. It will be used to turn leftover food waste 
into healthy compost! To make it run properly for 
each bucket of food waste you put in, you need an 
equal amount of woodchips and decaying plant 
matter. The inside of the Rocket rotates slowly, 
causing the food waste to mix with the wood 
chips and decaying plants. After a few months the 
compost will fall into a bag ready for use! The 
science that allows it to work is simple. The de-
caying plant matter and food waste is nitrogen. 
The woodchips are carbon. Plants need nitrogen 
and carbon to live. When the composter turns, the 
carbon and nitrogen mix together creating healthy 
plant food. The composter will allow us to pre-
vent food waste from going to the dump and al-
low us to turn it into healthy plant food instead! 
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Have you ever wanted to just 
undo time and start over the things you 
wish never happened? Or just erase the 
events from everyone’s mind that I 
prayed for to just end? But as much as I 
prayed, they would never undo.   

It was breakfast day in the 
lunchroom; it was a perfect day. It was 

my favorite lunch day; even though I 

would never eat the lunch food, I still 
love the smell. I was also so excited to 
see my best friends because we all have 
no classes together. I had the best of 
friends; I was in every conversation and 

nobody thought twice about me. Then it 
all went away: all the happiness of 
breakfast lunch day and everyone sit-
ting at the table listening to me, when I 
saw my friend’s face that day I was 
scared and I will never forget the words 
I was told… 

The tone of her voice scared me 
“He’s telling, he is telling everyone, it’s 
gone around the whole team already.” It 
spread like a disease.  

But it was worse.  
My friends all heard and the last 

thing I remember before tears rolled 
down my face was I went over to him 
with my friends and I couldn’t stop 
cursing. Me! The girl who never had 

cursed in her whole life, until now.  
My heart was pounding. I knew 

I had to get out of there before I broke 
into tears. I could feel the clump of 
tears in the back of my throat, pounding 
to come out. I grabbed my friend and 
dragged her to guidance. There I cried 
for hours, but I never knew what was 
coming next. 
 He told the whole grade.  

After a day, I was bullied for 
what felt like months and months. All I 
can remember of the bullying was me 
walking out of classrooms alone and 
vulnerable and some boys coming up to 
me. One of them tripped me and called 
me “the freak show who should never 
live.” This went on for about two weeks 
until one day it just stopped. I don’t 
know how but to be honest, I really did-
n’t care. Although I will never know 
who those boys were, I know they 
meant harm. I really just pushed it 
aside. 

So far my life is living hell. 
Soon after, my friends didn’t 

want to be friends with me anymore 
because of the secret. The pain of eve-
ryone making fun of me killed me and 
my heart and I couldn’t take it anymore, 
so my mom let me stay home to get 

Trust 
Cece Snyder 
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away from it all. And the worst thing is, 
it never really stopped and it never will. 
No undoing the past, no backwards just 
forward. My friends never came to help 
me and make me feel better. Truth be 
told, I don’t care; they were probably in 

the same position as me. I was so lost 
and confused like everybody in the 
world, so I don’t blame them.  

I thought my life couldn’t get 
any worse. My friends hang out with 
me, but it will never go back to the way 

it used to be.  
Then I realized that my life isn’t 

so bad to others. This will follow me 
forever. And I can never undo - no one 
can .You just have to think about whom 
you trust before you do anything you 
will regret in the future.  

Know whom you trust because 
one day you will really need them.  

The whole thing died down. But, 
in the end, everyone didn’t forget it. 
 

Just a Memory 
Lucas Lee 

Do you ever know what it’s like to be told you’re moving to another city 
or country? You may not be leaving now or anytime soon, but it feels like going 
to another planet. Not that I’ve ever been to another planet but it’s not a great 
feeling either, to lose all that you’ve gained, but it’s still a feeling that is a part of 
you and will stay with you. It’s an emotion that consumes all your thoughts and 
makes you wonder about the place that seems like another world to you, about 
the place you wished you had never left. It consumes you with questions, many 
of which cannot be answered at the moment, maybe not at all, and possibly nev-
er. You wonder what it would be like  there, in the world that’s waiting to be ex-
plored, if you’re going to make good friends, how long you’ll be there for, and 
wonder when you will ever see your friends again. And then it hits you. Your 
friends. What are you going to say to them? What will  you say to them? And, 
once you say it, it will all soon be a memory. 
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Things Not Seen 
 
I’d like to make myself believe 
that school, 
that kindness, 
that honesty, 
that imagination, 
that creativity, 
that love, 
will get you everywhere you need. 
But everything is never as it seems. 
Future is oblivion. 

You will never control it 
nor will I. 
You, seekers of revenge, 
bursting out the seams with anger, 
cheating your way through life, 
I’d like to make myself believe 
that 
they will never, 
ever, 
get anywhere,  
but everything is never as it seems. 
        

She Cried, “Uncle” 
 
For this day has come, 
Years of bullying, 
Being the oldest child, 
Living with the cousins of Satan, 
are over. 
I was the mediator, 
messenger, 
peacekeeper, 
sacrificing my sanity 
to order a cease fire. 
 
Dreams dance in my head… 
The City Life. 
Independence, 
Free from blame, 
Free from the claws 
that pick me piece by piece 
the claws damage my shell. 
Leaving me bare. 
The courage,  
strength, 

being able to trust, 
having the ability to love, 
gone, 
as if it was never present. 
 
Weeks of silence 
years of screams, 
never heard  
again 
because of the 
city scenes. 
Opportunity 
and freedom 
swarm the city, 
unlike the wretched 
kingdom 
in where 
the landslide of 
abhorrence 
swallowed all 
of my power 
and pride. 
 

B
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The Inferno 
 

Tick 
it starts off as a  
flicker, 
tickling the leaves, 
climbing the tree like a spider. 
Nimble 
and quick 
Tock 
the flame is hatred 
inhaling the forest 
a starving shark. 
Tick 
it grows 
elegantly lunging, 
attacking, 
wolfing down the birches as if they 
were  
jelly beans.  
Tock  
the fire engulfs. 
swallows 
consumes. 
Run before it devours you 
as well. 

Tick 
closer it comes 
mesmerizing 
red, 
yellow, 
orange, 
electric. 
Tock 
you sit there 
while it feasts. 
Why? 
Tick 
the flames feel like a blanket 
camouflaging my body 
I let it take me. 
Tock 
time’s up. 
The Inferno burned you with the rest. 
you’re nothing 
but ashes, 
drifting in the breeze. 
Tick 
The Inferno incinerated me 
and I accepted it. 
Why? 
     Lily Kalish 

So much depends on 
a closet full of clothes. 
 
Facing judgment, 
Scared, 
 
GONE.     Courtney Ross 

Ella-Mae 
Spinali 
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One day on Thanksgiving, I made one of the biggest mistakes of my life. It was 

a very different kind of mistake, a mistake that gave me a consequence. It was a very 

painful consequence, but before I tell you what it is, let me tell you how it started, the 

whole story. 

Thanksgiving Morning 
November 26, 2011 

 
It was Thanksgiving morning and I woke up in my skiing snowmen pj’s and a 

smile on my face.  

“They’re coming TODAY!!!” I screech with joy.  

“Uggh, be quiet!” says my lazy sister, Emma. 

“They” were actually my uncles, aunts and cousins, who were coming for our 

Thanksgiving dinner tonight. I jumped out of bed and threw on some clothes to go play 

outside in the leaves. Right when I passed my parents’ room, I skidded to a stop. 

“Margaux, where are you going?” my mom asked from her bedroom. 

“Outside?” I shrugged. I thought that would work. 

“Are you kidding me? It’s only 8:00 am, and you’re asking me if you can go 

outside?” 

“Sort of.” I thought she wouldn’t have realized it was so early. 

“Well, no you can’t. It is freezing cold outside. Go read a book or something. I 

am going back to sleep.” 

“Fine.” I stomp back to my room and put my pj’s back on. They are way more 

comfortable.  

Eventually, it reaches 9:00 AM and my sisters and parents finally come down to 

A Story about a Mistake 
Margaux Cowles 
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eat. We all sat down to a delightful plate of homemade French toast. I topped it with 

all there was on the table. Blueberries, syrup and, to finish it off, a topping of whipped 

cream. I ate and ate until my belly couldn’t hold anymore. My sisters and I cleaned up 

our plates and went outside to play in the leaves left by the trees. We raked and raked 

until the pile was big enough so that it fit all of us in it. We all jumped inside and cov-

ered ourselves from head to toe so only our faces were sticking out. My parents came 

out and took pictures of us and we laughed and laughed for so long about silly things. 

Finally, the time came to start cooking. And that’s where the trouble began. 

My mom and I went to go bake the desserts while my dad and sisters went to 

go buy a turkey. When we came inside to start baking, I ran to get my stool because I 

wasn’t tall enough to reach the counter. While I was beating the eggs, I started rocking 

the stool. It happened so fast; I don’t exactly remember the details. I stumbled and 

bumped my chin on the corner of the quartz counter. I don’t think it was just a bump 

because, right after I fell, I heard a soft crack. 

“Oh my goodness. This is bad,” my mom said. 

“What happened?” I asked 

And then it came. Oh, all the pain; it was miserable, bloody and scary. 

My mom reached for a paper towel and rushed me to PM Pediatrics, an after-

hours doctor’s office. By the time I got there, I was settled into a room, and a doctor 

went straight to work. He poked and prodded the cut skin and asked me the question I 

dreaded: “What would you rather have, stitches or glue?” he asked sarcastically as if I 

were to choose stitches (which I would never do). 

“Please, anything not painful and simple.”  

“I guess that means we will work with glue then.” 

  And the next thing I know, I have a band aid on my chin and I am walking out 
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the door with my mom.  

Present Day  
October 1st, 2015 

 
 So now that I look back and think about this mistake, I realize what I really 

got out of it was the benefit of learning, knowing I should never do it again. So 

now that you’ve read this story, I hope that you don’t make the same mistake, be-

cause, trust me, it hurts. 

 

“Be Careful With Stools and Counters!” 
A message from a person who has experienced pain... 

 

Chocolates 
  

It doesn’t get much better- 
Chocolate on a cold day, 
 It melts in your mouth 

Under the dark October sky 
And makes you want Halloween  

To last forever. 
  

Against the dark sky, 
 Little kids  

Wander like little ducklings 
When following their mother 

To reach out  
and press everyone’s doorbells 

Hoping for candy  
Before the kindly neighbors run out, 

  
 

There is so much to ask for- 
A hundred Hershey Kisses, 

 A bunch of crunchy Kit-Kats,  
Or a trip to Hershey Park, 

  
Yet all you’ll wish for is this- 

Another starry night like this one  
Yes, just like this one, 

And just one more  
Handful of chocolate.  

 
 
 

                Gerald Mathews 
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SSSSeptember 1st 

 
It was the first day of school and I saw 
you—a new school, a new life. A do-
over. I saw you and I fell in love. I was 
given an angel from the heavens and all 
I thought about was you. I went through 
third period and I didn’t hear a thing. I 
couldn’t think at all. 
 
September 8th 
You told me something and I laughed 
because it was amazing. You said to me, 
“What is race? What is gender? Why are 
our people so worried about these peo-
ple that are only that, people?" It made 
me cry. 
 
September 21st  
I asked you to dinner today. I lived 
through a divorce and depression but I 
couldn’t live through that. I’ve been cliff 
diving and been in a prison next to a 
murderer, and yet I still have never been 
that afraid of anything. You said yes.  
 
September 31st 
Today is our first date. Through first pe-

riod I just stared at you and thought 
about our date, a movie and then Chi-
nese food at my house.  
 
Later that day 
We just got back from the movie True 
Love and we had the Chinese food. We 
talked about our lives, friends, family, 
politics, and school. And then I took you 
home. We biked to your house and I was 
alive for the first time ever. I smiled at 
you and you smiled back with the most 
amazing smile I have ever seen. I 
walked you to the door and I said good-
bye. That was all I could say because I 
was wordless. I was in love and it felt 
amazing. 
 
October 1st 
You told your friends about the date and 
that spread through the grade. I was pop-
ular for one day and it felt weird. I was 
known. I was a human. I looked human 
but you were a god. You were amazing. 
You wore a dark gray sweatshirt. You 
talked to me about your dance class and 
I listened to you. I asked you on a sec-
ond date.  
 
 

Second Chances 
John McGowan 
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October 10th 
Our date was tonight and I was taking 
you to the best restaurant you will ever 
be taken to—Rani Mahal—keeping in 
mind the fact that you are a vegetarian 
unlike me.  
 
Later that day 
We got there and we got vegetable sa-
mosas for an appetizer. Then we both 
ordered Chana masala. When we left I 
took you to a slam poetry event in town. 
We laughed and cheered and smiled. 
And then I stared at you and I started to 
cry. I lived my whole life struggling to 
open up to people and all I could do was 
cry and think about my future. 
 
Thanksgiving 
We went to the parade in New York 
City. I paid for the train and I showed 
you the roof of my uncle’s apartment 
building where we could watch the pa-
rade. It was amazing. We stayed over-
night at my uncle’s house and we had 
more fun than anything else we did.  
 
Christmas Eve 
We took a cab to your house and we 
gave each other gifts. We fell asleep on 
your couch and I woke up on Christmas 
and ran home. 
 
New Year’s Eve 
I was told you were cheating on me by 

my friend but I didn’t believe him. I told 
you I couldn’t make it to your New 
Year’s Eve party but my mom finally let 
me. I got to your house and your mom 
said you were upstairs with your friends, 
so I came up. I opened the door a little 
and I saw you kissing him. I burst into 
tears and left. 
 
January 1st 
The next day I came back and confront-
ed you and we both started talking about 
why you were cheating on me and if we 
could repair ourselves. When I left I 
heard screaming. I ran back inside and 
found you on the ground with a knife in 
your hand, blood covering the floor. 
 
January 2nd  
I sat on my bed and cried all day. I 
couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t walk or talk. I 
didn’t eat. I didn’t drink. All I did was 
cry.  
 
April 13th 
Today’s my birthday and I didn’t leave 
my bed. I stayed still. I haven’t talked in 
months. 
 
Ten years later  
I now go to Stamford for writing—my 
dream—but I never found love again. I 
never felt anything again. 
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Fireworks                                                                          
 
My brother explodes into a ball of fury 
I am at wait 
To explode in to the night sky 
Into slashes of green red and blue 
Like a chorus of flashing Christmas light 
 
A spark flashes millimeters from my face 
I catch on and fly 
Like a fire spreading from tree to tree 
Fly into the blacked sky of coal 
And I disappear into the night like a star fading into the light of                                                                                      
dawn 
 
I finally react 
I blow up into a circle of rainbow light 
My chemicals react with a BANG! 
I disappear into the coal night for the second time 
But I don’t come back.      
            Michael Mancino                                                       

  
Unicorns 

The magic is within you 
You can’t see it, or feel it 

But it is inside your tummy 
When you make a friend 

The magic shines 
You might not see it 

But your friends will see  
The gift of kindness in you 
Unicorns gave you that gift 

You might be popular, 
But that is not a gift 

That is just luck 
The gifted one is a kind and caring one 

If you are not kind 
Don’t worry 

The unicorn has still gifted you 
But the magic will shine later 
We are all gifted and we get  

To let the magic shine 
                                    
 

  Diana Ivanov 

James Hickey 
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Where I’m From 
  

I am from hand-me-down Barbies,    
From blow-up mattresses and cheap perfume, 
I am from furniture-less apartments, 
Empty, lonely, 
They smelled like dust.  
I am from the prickly thorn bushes that puncture your skin. 
The nest of dead bluebirds on my windowsill 
Its innocence faded away 
I am from late night arguments  
and bleached hair, 
From desperate mothers and crybaby brothers 
And temporary fathers.  
I’m from teary eyes and slamming cracked bedroom doors. 
 
From irrational happy endings and  
beautiful plastic smiles. 
I’m from cross necklaces 
Worn but never worshipped,  
I’m from dirty animal farms, 
Pork skin and chicken feet, disgusting 
From the broken crown of Jack, 
And a tumbling Jill, 
The leather skin of my mother 
Family photos long lost and  
forgotten 

  I am from perseverance and  
  voices in my head  
  telling me to be better than  
  where I’m from.  
           
           
      Anonymous 

 

Melanie Telleria 
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I breathe in and breathe out, hoping 

my brown watery eyes are not seeing the 
right things. Bright lights of red and blue 
shine into my eyes as the tears that were 
trying to be held back slide down my face 
like an avalanche. The wall that had been 
holding my tears back had broken and so 
had my heart. NYC was a place that was 
supposed to bring me happiness, but ended 
up bringing me sorrow.  

There I saw my seventeen-year-old 
brother, Sam, lying on the street. His blood 
turning the pavement red. I tried to grab his 
hand but the policemen pulled me back. 
They said that he was hit by a person that 
was texting and driving and didn’t see him. 
Then he was put into an ambulance and on 
a stretcher. 

My mother called in a small, sad 
voice, “Get in the car, Carly.” 

I ran to the car, got in and we fol-
lowed the ambulance. 

While waiting for the doctor to 
come out, I thought about all the great 
times my brother and I had. Like when we 
went ice skating while our parents were 
bickering in the corner, and I broke my 
arm. And the time we went to Central Park 
and played a game of basketball against 
some of his friends and lost. Even though 
we have a four year age difference, he's the 
only brother I have, and I love him. 

The doctor came out after three 
hours of waiting for him and said, “I have 
good and bad news.” 

In a weak and nervous voice I 
said,” What is it, doctor?” 

“Sam is going to be alright.” 
I heard my parents let out a sigh of 

relief. 
“But,” the doctor continued, “he 

will be paralyzed from his waist to his feet. 
Also, he is very shocked from when the car 
hit him so he will not be able to speak 
which will most likely be temporary. ” 

I saw my mother jump up, run out 
of the hospital, into the street, and lay on 
the ground. My father pulled her up and 
they walked back in together, without 
fighting! 

One week later, after my brother 
came home, my parents announced that we 
were moving. My father was not happy.  

My mom told us we were moving 
to D.C. I asked why and she said that there 
was a good school there for the disabled. 
She told us to start to pack because we 
were leaving in a week! 

The drive down was treacherous. 
My brother sat in the back and I sat in the 
third row all alone with the luggage. My 
parents were fighting the whole time while 
I just sat there. I was hoping that my seat 
would suddenly grow legs and glide out the 
door and take me home. 

Tears From Home 
Tess Lepelstat 
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When we got to our new house, I 
nearly fainted. It was small, ugly, and ram-
shackle. I really wanted to go home now. 

When I got to school, I ran straight 
to the office, hoping that at this school I 
would make some friends - unlike at the 
other school. Our school uniform was very 
bland. I was wearing a white button down 
shirt and a navy blue skirt. I walked into 
my science classroom and saw the teacher. 
I froze. 

He said, “Hello, you must be the 
new student. I am Mr. Fetser. What is your 
name?” 

I completely forgot and just stood 
there with my mouth zipped close and my 
feet stuck to the ground. I had made a fool 
of myself. After class, the teacher pulled 
me over. 

He said, “Do not worry, everyone 
in this class is very kind. You will fit right 
in.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 
I got to my locker but it was a top 

locker and I couldn’t reach it! Then a boy 

named James came over and opened it for 
me. 

I said, “Thank you,” and sprinted 
away. 

I got home a little after three. Then 
I heard my mother screaming at my father 
once again. I ran to my room and slammed 
the door shut! They did not even notice I 
was home. 

That night at three A.M., I heard 
the front door slam shut. I saw my mother 
run to the front door. Then she came back 
and into my room.  

“Go back to sleep,” she said in a 
tired, moody voice. 

I didn’t listen. I heard my mom 
climb up the stairs and onto the roof. She 
began to cry. I got up and walked to my 
parents’ room. No one was there. Where 
had my father gone? 

Over the next few weeks, my father 
and I secretly sent emails to each other. I 
told him that mom had gotten a second job 
to pay for the house rent and that Sam was 
learning how to speak again with a doctor 

but still hasn’t been able to say 
anything yet. He said that he 
was staying in NYC for a 
while. I really miss him. 
 Since I do not have many 
friends, I sometimes sit with 
Sam and tell him about my day. 
I always think he will respond, 
but he never does. 

Lucia Diaz Bartolome 
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Punishment  
 

Why don’t we believe in magic? 
Every day we get older, 
Every day we lose hope, 

Every day we try to make things move with 
our minds, 

Or make things melt, 
But it will never work. 

I believe that once there was a time 
When magic was reality.  

But then we must have stopped believing, 
And so this is our punishment.  

 
We could be anything we wanted, 

Bend time and space and earth. 
We could do what we desired. 

It was our gift.  
But one day we must have desired 

Things that were not right. 
And so this is our punishment. 

 
When we are so young, 

We’re told stories of witches and fairies.  
Tales of princesses and dragons 

That say there are two sides. 
Good and evil, good and evil, 

Life is harder than that. 
We began telling these lying tales, 

And so this is our punishment.  
 

We live in a limited world. 
We’ve been punished for what we’ve done. 

Some people will change, 
Some people will not. 

This is our punishment, 
But have we learned our lesson?  

                                  Ashleigh Elden 

My most favorite hobby is drawing. 
In past years, teachers complimented my 
creative mind. The one compliment I had 
ever received was in kindergarten. It was 
the year of 2009. I was in the art room, and 
my teacher walked over.  Ms.Porto, my art 
teacher, said to me, “Wow Michael. How 
nice is your drawing of a bear?”  

I replied, “Thank you, Ms.Porto.” 
Ever since that day, my passion for draw-
ing grew. I always drew since I felt free 
from my world and could draw whatever I 
wanted. I always practiced and every time 

I drew, I got better and felt happiness 
about how people complimented on my 
work.I really did not listen to other people 
who made fun of my work. Some people I 
nodded in disagreement by telling them 
that I do not understand and stop telling me 
what I should and should not do in my 
work. After that big argument, I just re-
turned to my world of drawing.  

The things I draw are so cool, like 
bubble letters. I am very good at drawing 
them, mostly using my name. I draw these 
cool designs  at the top of my homework 

An Artist Is? 
Michael Espinoza 
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or even in my planner. Since I make them 
look like they belong to me and no one 
else, They are very special because I ex-
pressed my mind into them. The only  time 
I will draw is when I have free time and 
when it is quiet, I cannot concentrate with 
so much noise, since it distracts me from 
my work. The only places are at home in a 
quiet place or in school during free time in 

silence.  
I will always imagine myself as a 

famous artist, since I like to draw and will 
end up on a wall of fame. My passion of 
drawing will never end. I will keep on 
drawing until I achieve my true dream of 
being a cool artist and kids and grownups 
will admire my wonderful work and com-
pliment it.    

Oscar Aguilar 
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  Have you ever thought about 

what you could be stepping on when you 
walk around?  Or have you thought about 
how many organisms you could be killing 
with each slightly careless footfall?  You 
probably haven’t, but I’ll tell you the an-
swer anyway.  You’re stepping on me. 
OUCH!  Before I say anything more, don’t 
feel bad or guilty.  You can’t see us so you 
wouldn’t know.  First things first, I’m a 
Kippewayan.  You think of me as small 
but, in reality, humans are just extravagant-
ly large.  This is because we were here 
first! 

We break up into many different 
branches.  First separation is Landies ver-
sus Swimmies.  I’m a Swimmie.  Next 
come Sandies, Rockies and Planties.  This 
is what I see as the best form of separation 
around.  All the biggies have are looks, 
religion, or age.  Instead, we the Kippe-
wayans separate based on skills.  For ex-
ample, all Planties breathe in carbon diox-
ide and breathe out oxygen.  Most Planties 
are green but some are purple or red or yel-
low.  Why on earth would we classify 
them differently if they can all do the same 
things?  Anyway, I am part of the Rockie 
tribe.  Rockies are definitely the cool-
est.  Why?  Well, because where do you 
find rocks?  The answer is every-
where.  Since rocks are everywhere from 

land to sea, so are we.  But I live on the 
beautiful coast of west Canada. 

My best friend, Coal Silverstein, 
and I were playing a few tricks on the 
Planties.  Up until we got stuck under 
someone’s shoe, that is.  Now I should 
mention that when we get stepped on, peo-
ple aren’t being rude.  After all, I’m a mi-
croorganism.  So, since Coal and I were 
stuck underneath this monstrous piece of 
footwear, we decided we would panic.  

“Oh my goodness, oh my good-
ness!  Why does this have to happen to 
me?” screamed Coal nervously.  “This 
makes me want to say a really bad 
word.  Oh, PUMICE!” 

All Rockies say pumice as a curse 
word because it’s the strangest type of rock 
there is.  Rocks are NOT supposed to float. 

Coal was really shaken up about 
this; he had turned still but was muttering 

random and meaningless things to him-
self.  I was terrified; what was I supposed 
to do?  This is too much to happen at once, 
I thought.   

All of a sudden, finally, finally the 
anonymous shoe wearer managed to get rid 
of us.  However, there was still one prob-
lem.  The problem was that we were very 
lost.  I felt like a baby bird: as if I was 
stuck in a tree without the other birds there 
by my side to guide me.  We had no idea 
where we were and it wasn’t like we could 
just hop on to someone else’s shoe and 

The Great Journey Home 
Gabi Howse  
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say, “Pacific Ocean, please.”  We were in 
serious need of help. 

“I say we walk,” Coal de-
clared.  “We just have to figure out which 
direction to go.” 

“That’ll never work!”  I told 
him.  How on earth were we going to find 
the right way?  We wouldn’t even know if 
we are going the right way until we found 
home.  Just to be clear, home is VERY far 
away. 

“Why not?  You’re gonna have to 
give me three good reasons to convince 
me!”  Coal replied. 

“Fine, I will!” I yelled.  Why are 
we arguing about this? I thought.  Coal is 
obviously WRONG.  “One, we are too 
small to walk as far as the shoe.  Two, we 
are at an intersection and we have no idea 
which way to go.  Three, if we did walk, 
we would never get home in time for the 
big move.  Done, are you happy now?” 

“Okay, okay, so maybe we don’t 
walk.  But if we don’t then what do we 
do?”  Coal questioned. 

“My idea is we hop on other feet 
and hitchhike our way home,” I de-
clared.  We then proceeded to bicker for a 
very long time.  That was until I had an 
amazing idea. 

“How about we wait at the taxi 
stand until we hear someone say an ad-
dress near where we live.  Does that sound 
like a good idea?”  I have no idea how I 
thought of this! 

“That’s a great idea!” Coal 

screeched. “The taxi stand is a place we 
can walk to!” 

We then walked over and, on the 
way, we chatted and schemed about our 
next plan of attack on the Planties.  Our 
mood totally lightened up! 

Once we got to the taxi stand, we 
waited and waited.  After that, we did 
some more waiting!  But just as our moods 
began to drop, someone asked for a ride to 
Tofino Beach! 

We hopped in the car with them 
and rode all the way over to Tofino.  In the 
car though, Coal and I almost got 
squashed.  The passenger had very muddy 
shoes and felt that it was necessary to wipe 
their shoes all over the footwell in various 
spots. 

Once we got home, we were em-
braced by a whole variety of friends, fami-
ly and people I barely knew.  My ears 
were also bombarded with greetings of all 
kinds! 

“Oh, babushka!  How I’ve missed 
you.  I need to squeeze those cheeks 
again!” exclaimed Grandma. 

“Hey, you’re back!  I missed being 
able to make fun of someone!”  my big 
brother, Jasper, yelled (right in my ear of 
course). 

It took the next two days to fill 
everybody in on what had happened.  I 
can’t even believe I made it through all 
those cheek squeezes and hugs, but I 
did.  To be perfectly honest, I kind of liked 
it.  But, don’t tell anyone, okay?   
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Tattered Remains 
 

Silence. 
It overwhelms. 
The only sound my lips taste 
I lie in the bleach-white bed, 
Surrounded by bleach-white walls 
And wonder why I am here. 
I want to run, 
Go home. 
I want to speak, 
Let them know I’m ready 
But I glance at the tattered remains 
Of the body that holds me  
As a prisoner, 
And know I need time. 
It all comes storming at me 
I can only remember the car 
Like a hammer 
As it slammed into my chest 
My mind omits how to form words 
So I let the  
Silence  
Overwhelm 
And wait for my hero. 
 
Lily Kalish 

A Blank White Paper 
 

A blank white paper, 
Is not a barren land  
Instead it is a place 

To explore and expand! 
 

So many possibilities 
Up high, down low 

There can be earthquakes, creatures 
Wind or snow! 

 

Once you think you stop, 
You are still running 

Daring and fast, 
Strong and cunning! 

  
Remember to look back 

At all of these pages, 
And remember work 
From all other ages! 

  
 Anonymous 

Natalie 
Morton 
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Return to the Homeland 
Abby Tucker 

The nighttime human walked 
around, feeding the other animals as the 
sun started to light up the sky. I remember 
that sun, it shone down on my back as I ran 
around, following my mother and siblings 
in the homeland. I was a cub, old enough 
to remember but too young to help my 
pride that fateful day when the humans 
came. They captured me, bringing me to 
this wretched cage where I have lived 
since. Humans were evil, all of them, espe-
cially the nighttime ones.  

He walked up to my cage, carrying 
my slop, slop that didn’t pass for food. 
How I longed for some good meat, like I 
used to eat in the grassy lands of my old 
home. It has been almost six years now 
since I’ve had some. The nighttime human 
opened the door, and clanged the bucket 
against the bars. “Food’s here, ya beast! 
Wake up, beastie!” I stood, unmoving, 
shaking my mane, the same long mane my 
brothers once envied, long, red, and shin-
ing even in the faint light. “Ya want food 
or not, beast? ‘Cause I got no time to wait, 
beastie.” I stood there, glowering at him. I 
felt my claws release, sharp and powerful, 
without my knowing. I let them stay, lov-
ing how the nighttime human’s eyes wid-
ened in fear.  

“Fine, ya beast. Have it your way!” 
I don’t know how it happened, but soon I 
felt something drip down my face, my eyes 
seeing nothing but darkness, my head 
throbbing with pain. I roared, loud and 

hard, and realized what just happened. I 
stumbled around, trying to shake the slop 
bucket off. The nighttime human laughed, 
a little hysterical giggle that let me know 
that he drank the magic-meanie potion. 
“All right, beastie, now see where trouble 
gets you?” I felt his hands on my head, 
tugging at my mane, pulling long strands 
of the beautiful, red-gold hair out, finally 
lifting up the bucket. For a moment, my 
eyes see nothing, nothing but the door, 
wide open, and a clear path to it.  

The next thing I knew is that I ran, 
ran out of my cage, hearing the nighttime 
human shout but not caring. The other ani-
mals cheered me on, their roars, chirps, 
barks, and growls drowning out the 
nighttime human’s cries. I ran, passing ani-
mals as I went, easily jumping over the 
pathetic fence that tried to keep me in. 

Soon I was past the animals, going 
by weird, human-made, huge homes, the 
weird, gray, ground clicked against my 
paws. I saw humans, screaming in terror, 
yelling “Help! Help! Lion! It’s the lion that 
escaped from the zoo!” I roared back at 
them, loving the way their eyes were filled 
with fear, chased them down, pushed them 
over as I pass. I never stopped running, 
thinking that maybe, if I ran far enough, I 
would reach the homeland. Hoping beyond 
hope that I could’ve reached it. Never did I 
see another lion to ask, only those pesky 
pigeons, squawking furiously as they tried 
to keep up, soon getting lost far, far behind 
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me. 
I finally can feel the sweet wind on 

my face, blowing hard against me as I run. 
My legs screaming their pleasure as I get 
to stretch them again. My paws know what 
to do, even after six long years in a cage: 
they know how to hit the ground just right 
so I won’t fall. It feels amazing to run free 
once more, like I used to with my pride. I 
swore to join one as soon as I reached the 
homeland.  

Soon I reach water, bigger than the 
watering hole at home, way bigger, yet 
darker, deeper, and murkier at the same 
time. I run towards it, running on a floating 
human-made land, taking a drink, finally 
slowing down. The water tastes bad, very 
bad, but I guzzle it down, very thirsty. As I 
drink, humans walk up behind me, carry-
ing strange, dark, pointy things. It takes me 
a moment to remember where I’ve seen 
that before, but then I remember: humans 
carried it the day I was taken from the 
homeland. 

A loud noise shook the ground, 
again and again, waking me from my 
slumber. The sun was just beginning to 
light up the sky. I hear anguished roars, 
and I open my eyes just in time to see my 
mother jump, getting hit by small, deadly 
thing meant for me. She falls to the 
ground, blood spreading from where it 
touched her, dead before she hit the 
ground. My brothers and sisters scream, 
running over to where her motionless body 
lay, all getting hit on their way, dying in-
stantly. Then all is quiet, and I look around 

to see the entire pride all on the ground, 
their bloodied bodies being lifted into what 
the humans call a “karr,” the last body 
belonging to my mother. Her motionless 
body covered in blood, her eyes cold and 
unseeing. Then I feel the humans put some-
thing over my head, a little prick of pain in 
my paw, and the world goes black. 

I roar, loud and hard, trying to get 
away, but it is too late. I hear the all too 
familiar loud booming. Pain envelopes me, 
pain everywhere, and I see my own blood 
trickling down my body, matting my gold-
en coat a deep red. I try to roar, but can’t. I 
feel my legs give out from under me, and 
then I feel no more. 

When I wake, I see my mother. She 
is older than she was before, but she calls 
my name just the same. My siblings roar 
behind her, fully grown but still rolling 
around in the tall grass of my home, play-
ing just like they used to. The rest of my 
pride calls out to me, drinking from the 
watering hole. Join us, they say. So I run 
out to greet them, finally running free back 
in the homeland.  
 

Michaela 
Walsh 
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Dearest Reader, 
As you know, sometime last school year a certain piece about being popular in 

eighth grade made its rounds among the students through the Hommocks Writer. Un-
fortunately, the rather genius author of this piece has moved on to a better place--the 
high school. The new authors feel that this is a tradition to be continued and have decid-
ed to update for this new school year. The authors (yes, there are two of us, the second 
of whom wishes to be described as "a less popular individual than I") also anticipate 
much controversy, so for this reason prefer to remain anonymous. They would appreci-
ate if the reader did not further investigate into who wrote this. They'd rather not be 
murdered by a squad of crazy boys and girls armed with phones, annoying manners of 
speaking, and an untamed anger for whoever revealed their secrets. Please.  

So, without further ado, we present:  
          How to be popular in eighth grade: 2015 edition 

 
• Have a snapchat. Snapchat everything. Doesn’t matter if nothing’s happening--act 

like your life is interesting. 
• Have a bar or bat mitzvah sweatshirt for every day of the month, and extra for 

weekends and vacations. What better way to exercise your privilege than by wear-
ing the fact of your better-than-everyone-else's social life on your sleeve—literally. 

• Say “same” to pretty much everything. Does it make sense? No? Then you’re doing 
it right.  

• When you’re not wearing bat mitzvah sweatshirts--I know, it’s crazy, why wouldn't 
you be wearing one?--wear Vineyard Vines or Lulu Lemon. Don’t forget your ath-
letic headband and/or Timberlands. 

• Your biggest problem should be whether or not you have enough Instagram likes. 
Forget world hunger and equal rights. This post is life or death. 

• Be overly emotional and dramatic about everything. But when anyone else does the 
same thing, scoff and call them a "drama queen".  

• Make fun of everything that matters. Feminism. Race and the fight against racism. 
Gender identity and sexuality. Our history. Mental disorders. Wrong phrasing and 
misunderstanding is crucial: "You're a bully!" and "I'm sooo depressed" are easy 
ways to do this. The fact that those are real problems people have to deal with and 
live with every day does not matter.  

• Girls: Have watched Mean Girls more times than you can count. Boys: Own some-
where around seven pairs of $350 shoes.  

• Play lacrosse.  
• Be a fake fangirl. Of real life. Call it a fandom.  
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• Call buzzing and other assorted insect-like noises "music" and make it "normal". 
• Date as many people as possible. Break up with them all. 
• Tell everyone that so-and-so likes them, just to see their reaction.  
• Anything that happened over a year ago is "old". 
• Complain about your friends and how annoying they are, but never to their faces.  
• Be like “Oh my god, they’re so annoying, I hate them!” but suck up to them the 

next day.  
• Express all of your emotions in emojis. 
• Judge people based on looks alone. Not hot? Not worth it.  
• "Like", "literally", "bae", and racial epithets will be a daily part of your vocabu-

lary.               -Anonymous 

Where I Am From 
 
 

I am from music,                                                                                                                                                                                
from keys and strings.                                                                                                                                        
I am like a seashell, picking up                                                                                                             
pieces of my history from the                                                                                                                
sand. 
 
I am from the beach                                                                                                                              
bright, glistening  
salt on my lips, sand between my toes. 
 
I am from the hurricane named  
after my cry. 
The lily flower 
open and welcoming.  
 
I am from traditions, sweet like 
sugar cookies, memories molding 
into shapes in my mind. 
 
I am from a deck of cards 
and sunlit walks through Manor Park, 

Kathleen and Joan. 
 
I am from laughter, stories 
intertwining, reams of light. 
 
I am from best efforts, 
and believers. 
I am from the Father, Son, and 
Holy Spirit.  
Meeting those who have gone 
before me.  
 
I am from the green pastures 
of Ireland, 
potatoes and steak. 
 
I am from sweet songs sung 
throughout life, 
from tears of grief and joy, 
bounding out from the souls 
of those I love.  
 

    Lily Keane  
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Kay McIlhenny 


