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  I stood there ready for the start, 
looking at the vast field, soon to become a 
parade of dancing feet. I looked at the trail 
leading off into the woods, where only I 
could decide whether I’d win or lose. And 
then I saw the racers, dozens upon dozens 
of racers, all lined up at the start. They 
were all ready to go and all older, stronger 
and more experienced than me. Also, this 
was not my kind of race. I’m a short dis-
tance runner. I was built for shorter dis-
tances, not long treks like this, which was a 
full 4 kilometers (2.5 miles) of pure guts 
and endurance, up long hills, hundreds of 
feet high, and through narrow passages 
where trees smack you in the face with 
their branches.  
 An hour before this, I had just ar-
rived and was searching for my team ma-
tes. I spotted them from across the field 
and ran to them across the dewy grass. I 
said, “Hi” to everyone: Anthony, Zachary, 
Julia, Brenna, Cole, Ary, and all the rest. I 
then said good luck to Josh, Leart, and 
James, who were also teammates and 
whom I’d be competing against later.  

I then turned to Jonah and said,  
“Good luck, Jonah, you’re going to need 
it.” 

I said that jokingly because I knew 
he didn’t need it because he already has 2 
world records in the mile, with a personal 

best of 4:51.  
I stayed there, talking and joking 

with everyone as the other age groups ran 
their races. Eventually, it was time for me 
to warm up. I got up with James, Josh and 
Leart, and we started running on the gravel 
path around the field. We talked about 
strategy. We decided that we would all run 
in a group, pushing each other to move 
along. We also joked about Donald Trump 
(we mostly joked about Donald Trump). 
After about 400 meters, which was marked 
about where the bathrooms were, we 
turned around and headed back. We re-
turned to our stuff.  We loosened our legs 
and did dynamics, including high knees, 
butt kicks, and accelerations. When we fin-
ished, it was time for us to get ready for the 
race. We all put our spikes on and waited 
for James, who by the way is really bad at 
putting shoes on. Eventually, James put his 
shoe on and joined us. We made our way 
to the flagpole which marks the starting 
line. 

And there I was, lined up with all 
the other competitors. The official counted 
everyone to make sure no one was missing, 
and then stood aside for the start. He pulled 
out his starter’s gun and aimed it high 
above the sky.  

“On your mark,” the official 
boomed, as everyone leaned forward to get 

Running Against Myself 
Michael Juzeniw 
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a better start, and got their mind fixed on 
their goal. Then bang. The race had start-
ed. There was a dash of feat as everyone 
sprang out. Josh, on my left slipped with 
the help of almost no traction on the mud. 

Right away, I dashed out with the 
lead pack. Getting caught up in the tension 
of the start of the race, I completely forgot 
about our strategy, and it was too late to 
correct my mistake now. We turned left 
into the woods where we would be hidden 
from the crowd until the end of the race.  

I kept with the leader for the first 
mile as my legs started to get more and 
more tired. My lack of experience was 
starting to show as slowly, bit by bit, I 
started to fall behind, as all the older run-
ners pulled ahead.  

The lead was still in reach as we 
approached the over pass (a one kilometer 
1.9 kilometer loop), which was the two 
kilometer marker. I knew that I still had a 
chance if I just held my place, but then I 
turned right and there before me, laid a 
huge hill. The size of it rivaled Mount Ev-
erest. It was everything a runner dreads, 
especially a sprinter like me. 

I started to make my way up the 
hill, but it was simply too much for me. I 
had to fight with everything I had. I want-
ed to quit, but I kept telling myself, “You 
can do this-just keep going.” Eventually, I 
made it up the hill, but the damage was 
clearly done. I was now way behind the 
leaders who barely seemed conflicted by 
the hill at all. 

I kept going forward to try and 
catch up to the leaders, but the hill had 
sapped all my energy. Now my legs felt 
like concrete, and I was sweating like Ni-
agara Falls. Every step was torture, but I 
trudged on with wobbling legs. I was so 
tired I could barely lift my feet up. I was 
tripping over the tiniest of pebbles in the 
gravel path, and there ahead of me stood 
another hill as lethal as the first one. Sadly, 
there was one major difference that made 
this hill worse and it was that I was still 
tired from the first one. 

I wouldn’t be able to keep doing 
this. I knew that soon I would just stop. I 
wouldn’t be able to keep going. My mus-
cles would cramp up and I wouldn’t be 
able to keep going, it would be too much. 
It would be too hard and painful. 

I made my way up the hill and by 
now, my legs felt like they were about to 
crumble into saw dust. I knew that it was 
about to happen. I was about to stop and 
give up to stop all the pain and torture, but 
then my teammates showed up. Josh and 
Leart both caught up with me, and they 
gave me strength to keep going.  

With this newfound strength, I 
stayed strong. I held with my team and did 
not fall behind or break ahead. We eventu-
ally completed the loop and head back 
over the over pass, this time turning in the 
direction of the finish line. We were so 
close to the end, only 400 meters away. I 
could see the finish line. We all broke into 
our final sprint, knowing now that whoever 
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had the most guts would finish first out of 
us. Leart and I both broke away from Josh, 
and now we were only a hundred yards 
away from the finish. We both were push-
ing ourselves as hard as we could.  

I could hear my coach shouting, 
“Go. Go get him. You can beat him,” but 
with twenty feet left to go, I died out. I had 
no more gas left in the tank. My legs gave 
up and I almost collapsed. Taking ad-
vantage, Leart sped up ahead and beat me. 
I crossed the finish line a few feet behind 
him, and almost threw up from all the hard 
work. 

Leart beat me again and I was not 
surprised, but the fact that I beat Josh 
though was amazing because his P.R. 
(personal record) was a minute and fifteen 
seconds better than what I did today. It 

was a huge drop for him, but it was proba-
bly because he hadn’t been able to come to 
practice in a while. 

For the whole rest of the day, peo-
ple kept coming up to me saying, “Good 
job,” or, “Wow, I could never do that 
when I was a kid.” 

Despite all the compliments and 
enthusiasm about my race, I wasn’t satis-
fied. I should’ve been able to stay with the 
lead group. There was no reason to have 
fallen back. If I could stay with them for 
the first half of the race, I could’ve stayed 
with them by the end of it because what’s 
been done can be done again, but I just 
didn’t have the will to keep going at the 
time. If I had had the strength my team-
mates tried to give me at the end, I believe 
I could have won the race. 

 You probably do not know what a 
NewEcua is, but by the end of these fol-
lowing paragraphs, I hope you would have 
figured it out and have learned a little more 
about my ethnicity and my culture. What 
makes me unique is that I am a NewEcua: 
someone who comes from two strong and 
influential cultures that offer massive 
amounts of history, tradition and most im-
portantly, offers an overflowing amount of 
love.  I am a NewEcua and I am extremely 
proud of my heritage.  

What is a “NewEcua”? The first 
clue is tied my father's background. My 

father was born in a very, far, far away 
place.  

The Maori people named this coun-
try Aotearoa, which means, “Land of the 
long white cloud”. The main official lan-
guages are English and Maori. The culture 
of Aotearoa is multi-cultural due to the 
amount of different nationalities that have 
immigrated to this location. The Maori her-
itage has influenced the culture of Aotea-
roa even though they make up only fifteen 
percent of the entire country.  Having orig-
inated in Polynesia, the people of this 
country came with a diverse culture where 

NewEcua 
Jarvis Savage   



6 

dance, song, oratorical skill, and art are 
significant due to the fact, that there was 
no written language during this time peri-
od.  Many of the Maori myths and history 
have been passed down to new generations 
by the practice of oral record. Maori peo-
ple refer to themselves as tangata whenua, 
which means," people of the land."  They 
are friendly and will help just because it is 
the right thing to do and not for any re-
ward. 

The biggest hint I can give you is 
that the national bird is the kiwi and the 
people are also nicknamed kiwis. 

The second clue about what a New-
Ecua is my mothers’ background.  

My mother was born in a small 
country located in South America. The 
population of this country is only about 16 
million people. My mother’s ancestors got 
their history, language, religion, culture, 
music and art from Europe, the Middle 
East, and Africa. This country may be one 
of the smallest countries in South America, 
but its population is  racially diverse. The 
largest racial group is the Mestizo, who are 
indigenous people mixed with people of 
Spaniard decent. This small country con-
tains diverse animal life, particularly in the 
Galapagos Islands and rain forests.  People 
travel from all over the world to the Gala-
pagos Islands. They come to see the many 
exclusive species such as the Blue-footed 
Boobie bird and Giant Galapagos Tortoise.  

The biggest hint I can give you is 
that this country is on the equator and is 
named after it. 

If you have not figured out by now 
what a NewEcua is, I will tell you. My fa-
ther is from New Zealand and my mother 
is from Ecuador, which makes me a New-
Ecua. Being NewEcua makes me feel spe-
cial and very unique. Being multi-cultural 
makes me feel like a proud citizen of two 
countries. I am able to relate to two inter-
esting cultures and preserve some old, fas-
cinating traditions. One of the new tradi-
tions and responsibilities of being a New-
Ecua, is to update my family’s journal eve-
ry Christmas. Our family journal includes 
poems (some of which I wrote), history 
about the past generations, birth events of 
the present generation, family charts, fami-
ly questionnaires, and many other family 
details for the future generations to know 
and pass on. Knowing and understanding 
where we come from helps us to have a 
clear idea of where we are going.   

As a NewEcua, I will make sure 
that the next generation knows that there 
are no limits to their potential. As a New-
Ecua, I will teach them the knowledge I 
gained, so the new generation can question 
the world they live in and help make the 
world a better place. As a NewEcua, I will 
share my wisdom, so they can think on a 
deeper level. As a NewEcua, I will share 
my faith, so they can overcome challenges. 
As a NewEcua, I will pass on love so they 
can be compassionate and contribute to 
this world with kindness. The memories of 
my heritage and my culture will never 
leave me. Being a NewEcua is forever a 
part of who I am. 
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Humans have been the biggest 
cause of change in all history. Neil Arm-
strong walked on the moon. Rosa Parks 
said no when told to move seats on a seg-
regated bus. Teenagers are inventing bat-
teries and new ways of diagnosing cancer.  

These are the kinds of headlines 
that you see in newspapers, the words spo-
ken excitedly over radios and televisions. 
But there are many other ways people 
make a difference. These events are not as 
newsworthy, and sometimes the do-
gooders don’t even realize that their ac-
tions have affected anyone. 

But this is the biggest way commu-
nities and the world, move forward. That 
money you just put in the tip jar at the ice 
cream parlor? It would be all someone 
needed to go to college and that person 
could discover the cure for AIDS. Who 
knows? 
 But the majority of the time, people 
are conscious of what they are doing. Just 
the other day, I witnessed my own brother 
reject a tasty-looking food we were about 
to buy, simply because it contained palm 
oil. Palm oil is harvested from the habitats 
of apes. This is an example of one person 
making a difference. I am very proud to be 
related to someone who is so committed to 
the environment. 

I try to do my part, and help with 
the little things I can. Recently, the Hom-
mocks was the host to a Thanksgiving 
luncheon for the seniors of our community. 
I took part in this, and I felt so good. This 
was a community effort. 

We all volunteered our time to help 
some wonderful people, who we may nev-
er see again. We made them all happy and 
this made a difference in their lives, our 
lives, and the community. We are all closer 
because of this beautiful event that brought 
the youth and the elderly together. 
 It’s all the little things that make a 
difference. Not just walking in space and 
finding a cure for cancer, although of 
course, these events are a huge triumph. 
Volunteering for even a small amount of 
time can make huge amounts of change. 
During the times of the American Revolu-
tion, could the colonial Americans have 
made the British lift the Townshend Acts 
(a tax put on all goods imported from Eng-
land) if many people hadn’t boycotted 
British goods? No. 

Individuals with a strong motive 
and a good heart have the power to change 
the world and shape the future. Without 
Rosa Parks and Neil Armstrong, the world 
would not be where it is today. On a much 
smaller scale, without all the people who 
helped with the Hommocks Senior Lunch-

Rotary Contest Winner 
It’s All The Little Things 

Sonia Suben 
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eon, our community would not be where it 
is today. Do you think that if everyone on 
Earth stopped littering, that the world 
would be a better place? Of course it would 

be but, realistically, that would never hap-
pen. With every person who puts their 
trash in a trash can instead of on the street, 
the world is benefitting. Everything counts. 

 Sometimes, something in our lives 
can happen - a single act of kindness that 
can lead to a big change in who we are to-
day.  There are of course, many historic 
examples of how one person’s action can 
lead to major change.  For example, when 
the explorers who helped us map the world 
made the decision to go into lands un-
known; or people like Rosa Parks, whose 

simple act of civil disobedience helped to 
end segregation.  However, the events that 
we remember the most, are the things that 
happened to us directly - the special mem-
ories we all have, they mean something to 
us. 
 When I was very young, I was 
handed a copy of The Little Prince from 
Marion, our neighbor and a good friend.  
She was always kind and helpful, in spite 
of her struggle with cancer.  When I re-
cently re-read this book, it reminded me 
about her - bringing back memories and 
thoughts of her, how loving and caring she 
was throughout her illness.  What remains 
with me today are the impressions that 
Marion left on me through the book.  She 
taught me about friendship, kindness, 
bravery, and love.  She gave me the book 

because she loved it and wanted to share 
this part of herself with me. 
 Of course, the book itself is a bril-
liant, imaginative work of literature, that I 
read from time to time.  In the book, there 
are examples of courage, logic, and loyalty 
shown by the prince; who tells of his ad-

ventures, as well as a narrator, who is af-
fected by the little prince’s stories.  It was 
my first introduction to non - picture 
books. 
 Today, when I look at her inscrip-
tion in the book, her shaky handwriting 
makes it clear how hard it was for her to 
write those words.  Reflecting on that and 
on her courage and kindness, is something 
that will help me deal with my own chal-
lenges, later in life. 
Our friendship, that led her to care for me 
and help me no matter how serious her 
condition, was inspirational. 
 Today, I can conclude that small 
things, in this case a book, can lead to big 
changes, such as the way that these lessons 
continue to help me throughout life.  This 
is another way Marion continues to inspire 
me: she proved that small things can in-
deed make a big difference. 

Rotary Contest Winner 
Conrad Runté  
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This morning I woke up on the 
wrong side of the bed. Literally! The 
wrong side of the bed! My day went 
downhill from there.  As I opened the 
kitchen cabinet door to reach for my cereal 
almost everything fell out. It was a cereal 
hurricane! Rice Crispies, Frosted Flakes, 
you name it, was all on the floor, for me to 
clean up. I went to go get the broom as the 
clock caught my eye. It was almost 7:30! I 
was going to be late to the bus! I immedi-
ately dropped the broom and dustpan and 
ran for my backpack, but as I escaped the 
cereal-covered floor, I bumped into my 
mother who immediately saw the horren-
dous mess. I could tell by the expression 
on her face that I should turn around and 
clean up. But instead, I just groaned, threw 
my backpack over my shoulder and mut-
tered, “I’m late,” then I slammed the door 
behind me. 

As I boarded the bus I took note of 
the seats.   Luckily, there was one empty 
row left. I confidently strutted to my seat 
and placed my bag right next to me. At the 
next stop, a girl got on and moved toward 
me.  Oh, no, I thought, from my coveted 
spacious seat. When she reached me she 
stopped and actually asked in hopeful 
voice if she could sit next to me. But in-
stead of making room, I made a perfectly 
good point that if I moved over one, there 

would be nowhere to put my backpack. 
She instantly got all huffy and stomped 
over to the back of the bus, bumping into 
Jonny Paul along the way. Jonny then 
spilled his water onto Grace’s research pa-
per. Sheesh, I wondered, what’s their 
problem? 

The bus reached its final destina-
tion, school. The morning didn’t get any 
better. For starters, I forgot my homework 
for math, I was out of tune throughout 
choir, and was totally not ready for the pop 
quiz in Social Studies. It was a total relief 
when lunch finally arrived. What else 
could go wrong?  

I grabbed a lunch tray and slid it 
onto the counter. Then the girl in front of 
me took the last taco and I was stuck with 
Sloppy Joe.  To make matters worse, when 
the girl went to pay, she took a while dig-
ging through her pockets before finally 
informing that cashier, “Oh darn, I’m a 
quarter short.” Ugh. It felt like this line 
was going on forever, so to pick up the 
pace I reached into my pocket and took out 
a quarter. “Here,” I said, handing it to 
her.  Then she turned and looked at me 
with a gigantic smile and exclaimed (a lit-
tle too loud, if you ask me), “Oh my gosh, 
thank you so much!” A bit surprised by 
her reaction, my eyes followed as she 
skipped away merrily to her lunch ta-

Rotary Contest Winner 
Aidan Wood 
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ble.  Near the end of lunch, as I went to go 
put away my tray, I saw the girl give her 
dessert to the girl sitting beside her as she 
muttered something about “paying it for-
ward.”  The girl sitting next to her then 
gasped with excitement as she dug into the 
sugary substance. So somehow a measly 
quarter made two people happy. Then I 
too, gasped, realizing that a slight smile 
had appeared on my own face.  

The weirdness only contin-
ued.  Later that school day, I was walking 
to English class, when, out of nowhere, 
two boys collided in the halls. Their books 
and binders fell to the ground making an 
enormous mess. It was nearly impossible 
to get past without cleaning it up. So I did 
myself a huge favor by scooping up this 
chaotic mess, so I could get on my way. 
Except before I could, both boys thanked 
me so much for helping and one of them 
even gave me a blue, sparkly, erasable 
pen.  It was weird because what I did really 
wasn’t that big of a deal.  Was it?  Hmmm, 
it got me wondering, could small actions 

actually result in something big? I decided 
to give my theory a try. 

I started by helping Jane study for a 
quiz and she told me she thought she aced 
it.  Then I asked Ryan if he wanted to be 
my partner in science when he was all 
alone, and he was so appreciative, we 
talked the whole time and I really got to 
know him. I think we are going to become 
good friends.  Finally, I even gave Morgan 
a compliment when she was having a bad 
hair day and she gave me a big smile ear to 
ear.  Morgan never smiles.  I don’t want to 
admit it but at the end of the day, I felt 
pretty good. So, I guess even little things 
can lead to a big change. In my case, doing 
all these nice things resulted in me having 
a whole new outlook on my behavior and 
becoming a more sensible, positive person. 

I returned to my house with a 
bounce in my step and my mother said she 
didn’t even recognize me from the grumpy 
girl, who left this morning in a huff. “Let’s 
just say, a lot changed,” I replied.   

Alex Boswell 
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Sophie Thorpe 

         Amelie was enjoying a peaceful sleep, when, all of a sudden, she heard a 

BANG! What on earth is that piercing noise, she thought, and where is it coming from?  
Obviously shaken, she tiptoed across the wooden floorboards as if she were a spy on the 
most important of missions, to see what had caused her to rise from her tranquil slumber. 
Each and every floorboard creaked as she advanced across her silent room, and with 
every step, she felt more and more curious. 

As she passed the mirror, she heard another BANG! And this time her soul was 
assured that the dreadful noise she had heard, only moments earlier, was coming from 
her mirror. What is that terrifying noise? Amelie was more anxious than ever. She stared 
at the mirror trying to convince herself that it meant nothing.  

“Maybe it was just the wind?” It’s probably fi- 
BAM!  Another loud noise, but this time it came with a shadow. Out of the cor-

ner of her eye, Amelie saw the shadow. It resembled a man. While she stared the shadow 
became more and more human like, until it resembled her father. “Father, is that you?” 
There was no response. Frightened, she whipped her head to the left so she could see 
what was behind her. Nothing. 

What? Cautioned, Amelie slowly turned back so she could face the mirror. Then 
the man who she saw before had reappeared. “But how, what is happening? Is that you 
father, please answer me, you know I hate your tricks!”  

“This is not a trick, darling. Come I need to show you something… I promise you 
will love it! The tone of his voice was ordinary, but the way he dragged his words was 
unusual, and discomforting.  

The Man in the Mirror 
Anna Drattell 
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Amelia Silvestro 

“Come darling,” he said with a huge smile spread across his face. She obliged 
and took his hand, it was cold and scaly. 

“This will be enjoyable, I promise that in this place your life will change… dar-
ling. Now close your eyes for when we walk through this mirror the light could blind 
you, so I will tell you when to open them,” he stated with a laugh.  

“Remember DON’T peek,” and so he led her for what seemed like forever 
through the mirror.  

“You may open your eyes now.” When she opened her eyes, she took a second 
to adjust to the light and when she did, she saw something horrific. 

“Father… why are all these people in cages?”  
 “What makes you think that I am your father?” he exclaimed angrily. Then he 
shoved her into to one of the many unoccupied cages. 

“Me? Your father? Well, my dear that was simply part of an act… you are more 
foolish than I thought. I am merely a… collector of many things, or should I say peo-
ple!?”  And with that he transformed into a tall stiff woman. 

“Bye, darling. Have fun!” She exclaimed with a British accent.  
“For you better come up with something entertaining. After all you wouldn’t 

want to be bored for the rest of your life!” And with that she let out a long cackle. 
 “Oh, and I promise that your father is in good hands.” 

Sijo Poem  
Strong wind steals the fall leaves from their homes, hidden high in the branches  
Swirling down, the colors dance, a song singing, yet I cannot hear  
In this kaleidoscope of color, I am the only gray  
        Abby Tucker  
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Maddie Konvisser 

    I can feel my foot curve, along with a 
loud crack, pointing as hard as I can.  I can 
hear the crowd cheering, but my hair 
blocks my view because of its constant 
whipping.  I’ve been practicing this routine 
for the Nutcracker for a year.  I leap high 
in the air, and smile to the crowd, not 
watching where I am going.  My world 
suddenly turns upside down, and I’m on 
the floor.  I can feel my face heating up 
with embarrassment and tears stirring in 
my eyes.  I choke them back and try to 
stand up, failing miserably.  My instructor, 
Clarity, lowered the curtain and ran 
out.  She gives me a worried look and feels 
my ankle.  She frowns and looks me 
straight in the eyes with a sad face.  

“I think you broke your ankle.  You 
better go get it checked out,” she says con-
cerned, and lends me a hand.  She helps 

me limp to a chair on the side of the 
stage.  “It’s not a good idea to have you 
drive, so I'll give you a lift to the hospital,” 
she offers.  

“You’re right; no need to damage it 

more,” I agreed, getting into the car.  It 
was a long painful ride to the hospital, but 
we eventually got there and I wobbled into 
the waiting room.  The nurse brought us to 
an exam room and, a while later, the doc-
tor came in.  

“Hello,” he paused, checking my 
chart on his clipboard, “Stacy Gilbert?” 

“Yes, hello doctor,” I replied, my 
voice shaking with nerves.  I hope I didn't 
break it.  

“How old are you?”  
“Twenty two.”  The doctor updates 

his chart and then focuses back on me ex-
amining my ankle.   

Mystery Stretch 
Jennifer Anthony 
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“How did you hurt yourself?” he 
asked feeling my ankle.  

“I was - ”   
“She was dancing in the Nutcrack-

er and fell on her ankle while leaping,” 
Clarity interrupted. 

“I’m going to need to take a few X-
Rays to tell how badly you damaged your 
ankle,” said the Doctor Stewart (which I 
read on his name card).  I sighed, all out of 
hope, knowing that I probably broke my 
growth plate.  I followed him into a small 
cold room, where he put a slip over my leg 
to take the X-Ray.  He took at least ten be-
fore removing it and told me to wait back 
in the exam room.  He took twenty 
minutes to get back to us, but when he did, 
he didn't look happy.   

“Okay Stacy, it looks like you 
broke your ankle,” Dr. Stewart said.  My 
heart broke.  After all my practice, I fall 
and ruin my chances of getting hired for 
the New York City Ballet.  That was my 
life goal, but now it’s all gone down the 
drain.   

We stayed in the hospital for a 
while waiting to get my cast.  It was a hard 
purple cast but soft and cottony on the in-
side.  I thought about it some more and 
thought everything would be okay after 
all.  I would wear the cast for eight 
weeks.   I realized that it wasn’t a big deal 
to wait eight weeks and then be dancing 
again, so I happily made my way to the 
door using my awkward crutches.  But 
Doctor Stewart stopped me with surprising 
news. 

    “I’ll see you in eight weeks to 

remove your cast and discuss your physi-
cal therapy.” 

    “What!” Clarity yelled, fright-
ened and angry.  “She doesn’t need physi-
cal therapy; she will be fine,” she said, try-

ing not to explode again.  
“Unless you want her ankle to heal 

the wrong way, physical therapy is re-
quired.” 

“How long do I have to take physi-
cal therapy for?” I asked, feeling my face 
get hot.  “I have to start practicing my 
dance routine right away or I will never be 
ready to perform the Nutcracker again 
without falling.” 

“You have to do physical therapy 
until your ankle has healed properly.” 

“How long will that take?”  Clarity 
asked, bombarding the doctor with ques-
tions. 

“It depends, but usually two to 
three months.”  

“What?!” Clarity and I match our 
frustration. 

“I'll have no time to perform my 
routine!  Is there any way I can dance 
while I'm taking physical therapy?” I ask, 
almost whining. 

“I’m sorry but you can’t dance 
while your foot is injured; it will just dam-

age it further.” Clarity and I sigh in harmo-
ny and thank the doctor after paying my 
bill and scheduling my next visit.  

***        
The eight weeks took its own sweet 

time to roll around, but when it did, I was 
relieved to get the hot itchy cast off and 
get my ankle back.  
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When Clarity and I were on our 
way to the hospital, I wanted to open the 
door on the moving car and jump out be-
cause I couldn’t get there fast enough!  I 
was so excited.  Clarity could tell and 
locked the car door as soon I sat 
down.  The hospital was only a few blocks 
away, but it felt like miles.  When we fi-
nally got out of the car in the hospital's 
parking lot, I tried to run but Clarity’s arm 
and my cast held me back.  

At the hospital, I didn't see Dr. 
Stewart anywhere.  Instead, I saw a woman 
in her forties who met us at the door.  

“Hello. Stacy Gilbert, right?”  
“Yes, hello, I'm Stacy,” I replied, 

unsure who she was.  
“Hello,” she stuck her hand out, 

“I’m Doctor Elinor and I will help you 
with your ankle and physical therapy.” 

“Okay, thanks.  I’m glad to hear 
it,” I replied, really meaning it.  

On the way over to the examination 
room, I realized how talkative she was.  

“How did you make it through the 
eight weeks?’ she asked, half joking half 
mocking.  

“I barely made it,” I said, matching 
her attitude but also telling the truth. We 
entered a dully lit, cold room and she took 
a few X-Rays and gave me the status up-
date on my ankle.  It was healing up fine 
and I would need to wear a boot and do 
physical therapy.  Then we walked back to 
a room with many tools and she started 
working on taking my cast off.  It came off 
in two pieces and she asked if I wanted to 
keep it.  

I didn't hesitate, “No!”  Why would 
I want to keep something that ruined my 
rehearsal for the only ballet that I’ve al-
ways wanted to be in, messed my schedule 
up, and set me back eight 
weeks?  Something that could lead to ruin-
ing my life?  No, I don't think I would 
want to keep it.  

She put the boot on my foot:  a big, 
bulky, black, ugly boot that was harder to 
move around with because of its weight.  I 
returned my crutches since I didn’t need 
them anymore and then we started to talk 
about physical therapy.  We agreed that I 
come three times a week for eight weeks I 
would go see Joe, a physical thera-
pist.  Then I would ease back into my 
dance classes and try to catch up on my 
routines.   

Clarity stayed behind with Doctor 
Elinor to talk.  I heard my name pop up 
multiple times.  When they were finished, 
we said goodbye and got into Clarity’s car. 
She started to remind me that,  just because 
I got my cast off, doesn’t mean that I can 
just run wild.  

“You need to take it easy,” she said 
in a stern voice, “and absolutely no run-
ning or dancing.” 

“I know.  Trust me; I’ll be fine,” I 

replied, trying to reassure her.  We kept 
driving until we arrived at the little theater 
where I practice my routines, or used to 
anyway.  I said goodbye to Clarity and 
thanked her for the ride.   

I walked in and my teacher, Mari-
na, was working with a few girls trying to 
get their leaps higher.  She turned at the 
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sound of the old wooden door making a 
loud clank when it closed.  She smiled and 
waved, but turned around without time to 
check out my foot.  I thought that was 
weird but she probably already knew that I 
got my cast off, got a boot, and couldn’t 
dance.  She was too busy to start a conver-
sation with me.  That was fine; nothing 

new anyway.  As I sat down, I saw her 
computer, which she was using for the mu-
sic, had received a notification to check her 
emails from Clarity.  I realized Clarity did-
n’t let Marina know in advance like she 
usually does.  I looked up and all the wom-
en were in a circle stretching, and Marina 
disappeared behind the curtain to help fix a 
hole in a costume.   I saw my chance and 
hauled myself up and to her desk on the 
side of the stage.  I clicked on her emails 
and quickly read over Clarity’s. 

Dear Marina, 
           Just a quick update, Stacy 

still can’t dance but got her cast off.  It 
was replaced by a boot.  However, she will 
continue to come to class and watch so she 
won’t fall behind. 

                             Many Thanks, 
                            Clarity Morning 
I dragged the note into the trash 

icon and it disappeared.  I ran over to my 
seat, already breaking one of Clarity’s 
rules so I figured I could break the other.  I 
took off my boot, fake coughing to cover 
up the Velcro sound so no one would look 
over.  I slid it in my bag and put it between 
seats.  I put on my dance shoes and jumped 
on stage to begin stretching.  My ankle felt 
fine and I figured one hour with the boot 

off wouldn’t make a difference. When Ma-
rina walked out she looked surprised. 

“Oh, you’re dancing again!” 
“Yeah,” I said mid-split, “the doc-

tor told me that I was lucky.  My ankle 
healed completely with the cast on.  She 
said it was minor, my ankle I mean.  I 
don’t even need physical therapy or any-
thing!” I said smiling, wiggling my foot. 

“Okay, well then, shall we get start-
ed?  Is everyone fully stretched?” 

During class I had a little trouble 
getting my leaps as high as before I was 
injured.  At the end, though, my ankle was 
swollen, but I took medicine that relieved 
any pain and kept dancing after class to 
practice.  I left around seven thirty and I 
had arrived there at three forty 
five.  Feeling good about my dancing and 
my progress that day, I put back on my 
cast and walked home.  

When I was walking home, 
I  noticed that my foot hurt a little and was 
getting red from being used so much to-
day.  I knew that Clarity said to ease back 
into dancing after I had completed physical 
therapy, but it didn't hurt as much as I 
thought it would.  I can’t fall behind on my 
routines so I made myself a deal.  I will 
dance an hour every day like I used to be-
fore the accident and then I would ice and 
elevate it after. One hour every day won’t 
make a difference.  If anything, when my 
boot comes off, I’ll be ready to dance.  No 
need to wait, I thought happily.  And as I 
climbed into bed I was satisfied with my 
decision.   

*** 
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For the next couple of days, every-
thing was going well.  I was back in my 
regular dance routine, and my teacher did-
n't have a clue.  I was icing it and putting 
the boot on, even when I slept to make up 
the extra time I had lost at dance class. But 
on one fateful day, my life changed.  It 
started as a regular day, getting up, leaving 
my boot at home, and walking to 
dance.   We just started to dance and were 
doing our warm up stretches when I heard 
a loud crack and a scream that I didn’t rec-
ognize.  I looked around for the screaming 
girl, but all my classmates were surround-
ing me.  I looked down and saw my ankle 
was red, puffy, and swollen.  My teacher 
pushed through the crowd trying to see 
what all the commotion was about.  I swal-
lowed so hard, my throat had a 
pulse.  Marina put her hands on her knees 
while she bent down to my level. 

“Looks you broke your ankle 
again,” she says with a concerned look on 
her face.  

“What this?” I ask,” No I’m fine; I 

just tripped,” I said in a rushed, shaky, un-
easy voice. Marina gave me a hand while I 
tried to get up.  

“See? I’m fine, I can still do—” my 
reassurances got cut off by my pain as I 
fell down.  

“Can I have a chair,” I asked, de-
pressed, staring at the floor.  

We gave my ankle a few minutes 
to deflate and get back to normal but it 
never did. Class was cut short when I 
begged Marina to drive me to the hospi-
tal.  If Clarity knew how badly I had hurt 
my ankle, she wouldn’t let me dance in 

rehearsals for the Nutcracker, which were 
in a month and three days. (I’d been count-
ing up to my dream).  It took five minutes 
to get her to keep quiet and drive me.  For 
the first time, going to the hospital felt like 
it took less than a minute.  Marina helped 
me walk into the waiting room, where she 
sat me down and signed us in.  Then, with 
a sigh, she sat down with me.  
    “Did you tell Clarity yet?” I asked, not 
really wanting to know the answer. 
    “I haven’t gotten in touch with her yet, 
but I left her a message,” she replied, 
checking her phone.  
    Many people went in and out of the 
waiting room but finally it was our 
turn.  Dr. Stewart came out to see 
us.  Then we filled him in on what had 
happened on our way over to the X- Ray 
room.  Again the room was cold and I 
shivered when I stepped in, but it wasn’t 
because of the temperature.  He left the 
room, leaving me with a special camera 
chip in my bandages that was wrapped 
around my ankle.  He took a few pictures, 
came in, let me free and relocated us.  He 
went into a small room for a couple more 
minutes before returning to us with a few 
pictures.  
    “When you heard that crack, it was your 
ankle breaking.  That's very dangerous 
when it's in the healing stage,”  Dr Stewart 
said showing us my X-Ray.  

“Why is it so dangerous?” I ask, 
my voice shaking.  

“The ankle is very weak and frag-
ile.  Another injury in the same spot could 
damage it so much that it could never be 
used fully again.”  
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“Will it hurt if I try to use it?”  
“Well, it will if you overwork it. It 

can cause serious pain  but the ankle won’t 
be stable in the tough, jumpy routines like 
you do.  I’m afraid you can’t continue 
dancing.” 

“WHAT?!”  I yell back, “That can’t 
be.  Dancing is my whole life.  It takes up 
my whole day, without it, I can't do any-
thing.”  I love how quiet Marina has been 
absorbing all of this information.  

She chimes in, “She will take physi-
cal therapy, right?” 

“Marina, you're okay with this?” 
“I’m not okay with it, but we need 

to listen to your doctor.  You aren't able to 
dance anymore, even with physical thera-
py.  Let’s hear him out.” 

“I can’t believe you’re not backing 
me up here.  You're my dance teacher!”  

“She's right,” Dr.  Stewart says, 
breaking up the feud, “You're going to need 
physical therapy so you that can walk, and 
so the ankle can't get worse, but it won't 
help you in your dancing.  You will have to 
find something else to do with your time. 
I’m really sorry.” 

I gulped so hard my throat 
swelled.  No dance, no future in the Nut-
cracker, and it was all my fault.  My life is 
over except for the hour I have every Tues-
day and Friday for the next few months.  

“You will be seeing a specialist in 
foot care.  His name is Zachary.  You will 
begin to see him this Tuesday.” 

*** 
Home is really lonely when all of 

your friends are at dance and you’re sitting 

in a chair icing your foot.  All the kids from 
the New York ballet had their recitals to-
day; I had my first therapy session, and it 

wasn’t as boring as I thought it would be. 
Zachary started things by looking at me 
walk and adding on to that.  He wanted to 
make sure that I could walk straight.  I 
couldn’t.  He taught me a few stretches that 
I could do every morning to help make my 
ankle feel better and make it a little more 
stable.  If I don't do them, my ankle will 
start to swell and I'll have to start using a 
wheelchair.  He ended things with a simple 
stretch that he said would make all the dif-
ference.  He just held my ankle firmly and 
pushed my leg into and out of my stom-
ach.  My ankle didn't feel any different af-
ter that but I didn't question him.  After all, 
he was a specialist.  I continued to go and 
he always ended off with that stretch.  On 
the third Friday of physical therapy, my 
ankle started to feel better, but still was not 
good enough for me to dance on because 
that ship had sailed.  The next day I was 
trying to figure out what to do with my 
time and couldn’t think of anything.  So I 
just went to therapy early.  He greeted me 
right as I walked in. 

“Hi, Stacy! What are you doing 
here so early?” 

“Well, since I have nothing else bet-
ter to do, I figured I’d just come in and get 
some more time for my ankle.” 

“You know that extra hours won’t 
make your foot better,” he said with a sigh. 

“Well, you never know,” I replied.  
“Well we do know-” he stopped, 

not wanting to try to explain it to me for the 
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umpteenth 
time.  “You need 
to get out of your 
denial state.  Your 
ankle won’t get 
better; trust us, we 

know.” 
“Extra 

hours and that 
stretch that you say 
will make a differ-
ence will team up 
to heal me.” 

“Let’s just start.” 
“Fine,” I mutter, looking at the 

ground.  That was a regular conversation 
we had every time we start the therapy ses-
sion.  I defend my side and Zach defends 
his.  He starts off with teaching me some 
stretches to help reduce the swelling of my 
ankle. Zach said that the swelling will go 
away, but the damage will stay.  I believe 
him but don’t want to.  Another stretch we 
do is one that will make my ankle more 
stable. Then I simply roll my ankle towards 
the right, then the left, and then we get 
started with some more ankle boosters.  He 
makes me walk across the room while he 
scans the back of my feet to make sure I’m 
walking straight.  Now at the fourth ses-
sion, I can walk, jump (more for pleasure 
and not the fear of snapping my ankle) , 
and slowly, very slowly, jog.  I have really 
been improving.  The rest of the session 
was more stretches and he had me do a lot 
of exercises with my ankle.  He, of course, 
ended the session with the mystery stretch.  

    This continued until the two 

months were over and 
my ankle was strong 
enough for everyday 
tasks,  just not activi-
ties. 
“Thank you so 
much,” I say rolling 
my ankle and being 
amazed that it was not 
swollen or pain-
ful.  “You really 
helped make it bet-

ter.” 
“Don’t thank me, thank 

the stretches.” 
The mystery stretch.  “How did that 

help--” I asked,  looking up to find him 
with a new patient: a little girl with curly 
brown hair, light brown eyes, and a sling 
around her arm.  

I waved goodbye when he looked 
up then walk home.  I was so curious as to 
how that mystery stretch helped my ankle 
get so much better.  So I looked it up: I got 
books about physical therapy from the li-
brary and read and read.  I looked up all the 
stretches that Zach taught me.  I was so 
interested in learning as much as I could 
about stretches and how they helped heal 
injuries that I realized something.  This 
was what I wanted to do with my life. I 
wanted to be a physical therapist.  I looked 
online and discovered that I could apply to 
college and study physical therapy. I 
thought about it and, with all the money I 
had saved up for dance class that I could no 
longer do, I had enough money to go to 
college.   

 Katie Lefever 
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I applied to a college in New Jer-
sey.  The next month I got an email from 
the college. They had accepted my applica-
tion.  I packed my things and headed to 
New Jersey the next September to start my 
new adventure. 

*** 
Those four years were the best 

years of my life.  I learned so much and I 
became a certified physical therapist so I 
could help heal people like me and the lit-
tle curly-haired girl.  On my way home 
from New Jersey, I noticed a little store 

that was for sale.  I dropped in and it was 
the perfect size for my own physical thera-
py center.  It was only a few miles from 
my house and it wasn’t a lot of money.  I 
had enough to pay, decorate, and pay em-
ployees to work there.  It was perfect so I 
bought it.  Months later, Gilbert’s Physical 
Therapy Center opened and business was 
booming.  Doctors were recommending me 
to their patients and we always had a full 
house of patients.   

I was pursuing my dream and it all 
started with that mystery stretch.  

Rebecca Hyams 
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It was seventh period English, Oc-
tober 17th, when I was called to the princi-
pal’s office.  That must have been the third 
trip of the week.  Some call me a natural 
trouble maker but I never listen.  Anyway, 
I was walking through the hallway when it 
occurred to me that I haven't studied for 
our huge math test that was in three 
days.  Oops.   

When I got to the office, I noticed 
every secretary was actually doing their 
work.  Then Amy told me to go into the big 
man’s office.  That was the only time I ev-
er cried in school and I was in school for a 
long time because my uncle Anthony was 
waiting for me.  Anthony was the first fam-
ily member to join the army.  I hadn't seen 
him in years, not since my mom left me 
with Martha, my nanny, to go off on busi-
ness.   

“Hey, champ,” he said with the 
same powerful yet soft voice he used when 
he told me he would be back soon.  I was 
too confused to say anything. That's when I 
noticed the tears rolling down my face as 
Anthony picked me up and hugged 
me.  After we both calmed down, I ran 
back to my class and grabbed my bag, Lala 
following.  Lala was always my best friend 
and we have never been separated.  Of 
course she had met Anthony, so when I 
told her he was here she was more than 
happy for me.  We walked back together, 
just wondering what this was all about.   

Anthony wasn't surprised when he 
saw Lala, even though I could tell by his 
face this was something serious.  Then the 
principal got off the phone and told Antho-
ny he had permission.  For what, I wasn't 
sure, but I just went with it.  It looked like 
Lala and I were two kids leaving school 
under surveillance of an armed guard with 
no arms.  In front of the school was my 
grandmother's old SUV that was now 
his.  Anthony had called Lala’s dad asking 
if she could come, seeing as we never sepa-
rated.  We drove back, jamming out to our 
favorite songs and filling my uncle in on 
everything.  Back at the house, he informed 
us that I would be joining him on his trip 
back to home base to meet Kristina, his 
wife.  Lala’s face went pale just thinking 
about me leaving without her. My head 
started spinning.  We always had a special 
bond and neither of us were ready to give it 
up.   

“No, no, no, you can't leave me, 
Cameron!!” Lala said, as she tried not to 
cry. 

I was about to break down myself; 

she was always strong and it took a lot to 
make her cry.  The only other time I saw 
her tear up was when she broke her arm 
and everyone could tell it killed by just the 
way it looked. I pretended I was looking 
out the window at this random guy walking 
his dog to stop myself from making Antho-
ny have two crying kids to handle.   

Saying Goodbye 
Alexis Fazzino 
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“Calm down, guys, take a deep 
breath,” Anthony said about two minutes 
later.   

Apparently I had tears rolling down 
my face and Lala was halfway to a melt-
down.  Lost in the thought of when Lala 
broke her arm, I didn't even realize the time 
passing.  I wiped my tears trying to stay 
strong for everyone.   
     “This is why I took the both of you 
here to tell you,” Anthony said. 

“That was probably a good deci-
sion,” I replied. “Lala, come here, every-
thing is going to work out fine,” 

The phone rang and Anthony got up 
and picked it up, while Lala got up and sat 
next to me on the couch.  All you needed to 
comfort Lala was letting her know every-
thing would work out fine.  This method 
didn't stick for too long but it worked at that 
moment. She was like a little sister to me 
even though we were the exact same age. 
Like, we were born at the same second but 
she was always two point five inches shorter 
than me so it worked out.  Then Anthony 
came in and told us Lala's dad was coming 
to get her in ten minutes so he would be 
here in about twenty minutes.  She was 
leaning on my shoulder while I had my arm 
around her. 
     “So are you really going to go or 
not?” she said between sniffles, sitting up. 
     “I don't know yet.” It had taken me 
a bit of time to answer this.   

This was all just hitting me for the 
first time.  Did I really want to run off to the 
army with my uncle right as a fight was 

ending?  Did I really want to leave every-
thing I had worked for? What about my 
school work? What about the basketball 
team?  Most importantly, what about La-
la?  I told myself anything that happened 
would have a reason and would work out 
perfectly.  We watched our favorite show 
while we waited for her dad to come get 
her.  The doorbell rang; I got up and an-

swered it.  Her dad was strong just like she 
was and I could tell he had a busy day at 
work. 
     “Ready, baby girl?” he said.  
     “Yeah dad,” she replied. 
     “Bye,” I said. 

She just nodded. I could tell if she 
said anything she would cry so I didn't pres-
sure her.  Lala had been through enough to-
day.  Then the questions came back to my 
mind.  

“I heard you two. So are you com-
ing, champ?” Anthony asked with the look 
that he knew what I was going to say. 

“Yeah, I just don't know how to tell 
her,” I responded in a faint voice. 
   “Don't worry, she will understand,” 
he reassured me with a small smile. 

All I thought was that she would-
n't.  She wasn't the kind of person who you 
could tell something and you will have a 
minute to think of something to say 
next.  Nope - she was a fast processor, so I 
tried to think of every way this could work 
out.  It wasn't making anything better; she 

was so unpredictable at that age.  You never 
know - well, that's what I thought.  Who am 
I kidding? I was a total wreck until about 
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three minutes later when I fell asleep.   
The next morning I woke up to the 

smell of toast.  Anthony had made cereal, 
toast, and eggs for the both of us.  I came 
down in my pajamas and ate when the rain 
started trickling down the window.  Again, I 
must have zoned out because when he came 
back into the dining room with orange juice 
he was looking at me like I had five heads.  
     “You got something on your mind 
buddy?” He said this as more of a I know 
you have something on your mind so tell 
me. 

“It's just so much to take in at once,” 
I said with a sigh. 
   “I just noticed how late you were up 
and that you haven't really been - ” he 
paused.  
     “I know . . . on earth,” I replied.  

“Well that's one way of putting it,” 
We ate and talked about everything 

we could be filled in on.  I told him how 
school was and my most recent trips to the 
principal's office and why I was there, and 
some reasons were pretty stupid: like, I got 
sent because another kid asked me to throw 
his pencil shavings away, then all of a sud-
den the teacher starts screaming at me not to 
chuck pencil sharpeners across the 
room.  He was lucky I did that - his class 
could use a bit of action and when I told the 
principal, he said I only had a day’s deten-
tion.   

Anyway, an hour or so passed of me 
telling my stories.  Then I got dressed and 
the doorbell rang, it was only routine - Lala 
would come over and then we would figure 
out what to do. It was usually nothing, bas-

ketball or ice skating.   
“You got the door?” Anthony said 

as he came into the living room 
      “Yeah,” I said as Lala entered with 
her peppy smile.  
     “So what are we doing today?” Lala 
asked. 
      “What about some basketball?” An-
thony said with a questioning look. “You 
two used to play all the time.” 
     “Okay,”we replied at the same time. 

We played two on one Lala and my-
self on Anthony.  Lala called her mom ask-
ing her to bring out sneakers and socks 
while Anthony got out the hoops and put 
them in the second driveway.  When I was 
about four, I started playing basketball and 
my uncle decided that my parents should 
transform the “guest” driveway into a 
court.  We went and bought paint, two 
hoops, seven basketballs, and a chocolate 
bar.  Everything turned out perfectly: the 
driveway was smooth though for some odd 
reason there were two holes in the cement.  

“Hello, Mrs.Murphy,” I said with a 
grin. 

 “Hi, Cameron. Lala, get come on 
get your shoes,” she replied. 
     “Sorry, mom,” she said. 

That was the end of that. We fin-
ished the game around twelve. We got pizza 
when it occurred to me that  Lala was acting 
like nothing had happened yester-
day.  Normally she wouldn't even come 
over today; she would sulk in her 

room.  Well, there goes telling her what I 
was doing now.  If I told her I was going, 
Lala would start crying and I couldn't han-
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dle that anymore. Lala then went home to 
help her mom prepare a big presentation 
for work.   

“So when are you going to tell 
her?” Anthony asked. 
      “Thursday,” I replied.  

We would be leaving Friday. I did-
n't want to break her heart so early that she 
wouldn't talk to me.  I honestly didn't know 
how I would get along without her.  We 
were two peas in a pod, inseparable until 
then.  My phone rang; as I went to pick it 

up I saw that it was Jordan. 
     “Dude, when were you going to 
tell me you were leaving?” he asked. 
     “What, how did you find out?” I 
said in shock.  
     “Assumptions,” he said. “Anyway, 
how is your girlfriend reacting to this?” 
     “You do notice you are inaccu-
rate,” I said, annoyed.  
     “How is it that I am always inac-
curate?” he asked.  
      “Must be one of your many tal-
ents,” I said sarcastically.  

“Not cool,” Jordan said.  
    “Be right down! Can I call you 

later?” I said, in a rush, “Thanks.”  
With that, I hung up.  Anthony had 

told me I needed to pack, which I clearly 
didn't do, and that's why I got stuck bring 
all my stuff downstairs.  

Days had just been passing by and 
next thing I knew it was Thursday. 

I met with Lala to tell her the truth.  
     “I am leaving tomorrow; I didn't 

want you to be upset. I wanted all the time 

I could get in with the both of us being 
happy,” I told her. 
     “Well then I wish you luck on your 
trip,” she said, with tears dripping down 
her face. 

She came to the airport with us, 
along with her parents.  Looking at her par-
ents made me tear up: how are her parents 
here for me and my own aren’t?  
     “Anthony, where is my dad?” I 
asked looking up at him. 
     “You’re looking at him,” he an-
swered.  

I knew something was up. He told 
all of us how he wanted me to have a stable 
life. So he left me with Susan and Lenny.   
     “The plane is about to leave.  Let's 
get going now, champ,” Anthony said.  
      “Okay,” I responded.  
     “Wait, I have to do something 
first,” I whispered in his ear. 

I dropped my bags and Lala ran 
over to me. 
    “I always meant to say this, but I 
love you,” I told her.   

“I love you too,” she said with a 
whimper.  

Before she could cry, I kissed her. 
My first kiss with Lala Murphy. The cute 
girl with curly brown hair who played bas-
ketball with me on the weekends. It ended 
and she looked up at me with those eyes 
and said: “I love you, Sergeant Cameron 
Madison. Good luck,” with a salute and a 
kiss. 
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Horses  
 

Horses gallop through the wind like a soldier. 
They never stop - they just go. 

When I ride the horse, I feel like nothing could stop me. 
I feel like I am one with the horse. 

We connect like a chain. 
 

I feel like the world is one, no wars, no fights. 
This is my happy place, my home. 

Horses have their way of talking, running and being great. 
Horses inspire me. 

They can show me what things I cannot do and can do. 
They treat me like their friend, 

Their one and only friend. 
 

Horses have their own way of doing things. 
They sometimes can get out of hand. 

They never stop believing. 
If one horse is in pain, all the rest are going to come. 

You never know what a horse might do. 
You need to give them your trust and dignity. 

Horses are brave and wild. 
They can take down anything. 

 
 

      Charlotte Patricot 
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