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The Alien on the Porch
Rebecca

“What is your name? And what planet am I on?” the 
creature sitting before me asked. It – no, she was 
about as tall as the couch she was sitting on and had 
a strange glow around her that shimmered when she 
moved. She was wearing some clothes that looked 
like they were from some sort of military, and she had 
a gun in her coat pocket. Otherwise, she looked like a 
perfectly ordinary person. With silver hair.  

“I-I’m Dawn. What’s yours?” I asked. “And how did 
you get here?” This morning I had found her on 
my doorstep, just sitting there with a dazed look in 
her eyes. “My name is Soraya. I do not know how I 
got here. Can you point me in the direction of the 
Darkwood forest? That is where the portal to my home 
planet is.”

“Your home planet? “Yes Human, my home planet. 
Planet Zarr. I do not expect you to know about it, since 
it is out of your solar system and you simple-minded 
humans have not discovered any other.” Simple-
minded humans! Hey! Then my kitten wandered up to 
Soraya. She yanked out her gun and pointed it at him. 

“Hey, don’t shoot!” I yelled as I bent over to grab him. 
“What is this creature?”

She said, reluctantly putting away her gun. “His name 
is Catticus Finch, and he’s my kitten.”  She glared at him 
through hazel eyes. “A kitten? What does he do?” said 
Soraya. “He’s my pet!” I replied. She smirked. “There 
are no pets on Zarr. Everyone has a rank and a purpose. 
I am a captain and I patrol Mek, our capital city” She 
beamed with pride.

“Right. Now let’s get you to the forest. It’s only about a 
block away.” She nodded in agreement. When we got 
to the edge of the forest, she stopped. “Thank you, 
human. Unfortunately, I must wipe your memory of 
this morning. I am sorry.” I gasped. “No, wait-“I tried 
to say, but it was too late. She had already pulled out 
a little ball and pressed the button on top. There was 
a flash of light and a small pop, and everything went 
black.

“Fairy tales are more than true: not because they tell us that dragons exist, but because they tell us that dragons can be beaten.”

By Anita B. A.

Trees Tears
Emma Winkeler

Trees are green,
They have a sheen;
When they are wet,

Do not be upset.
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Neil Gaiman, Coraline

Map of Pan by Harriet

Wizards in the Valley
Anita B. A.

Portia Rose Young in a young teen wizard who breaks the rules. She doesn’t just wear a bandeau, she works it. Portia 
and her two brothers go on crazy amazing adventures because she messes with the rules and her brothers end up try-
ing to fix it. But this time Portia messed up so badly that it can break her family apart. Will she be able ti fix this mess or 
will she will she break her family apart?
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Marcy’s Mirror
Erin Hudson

My reflection stared back at me, her blue eyes pleading for me to stay where I was. Her dark ringlets bounced each 
time she moved, just as mine did. She was my reflection, after all. She appeared to be an almost perfect reflection of 
me. Almost.

This Marcy looked worn-out, like she had been through some kind of trauma. Is this supposed to be a reflection of 
how I really am? Is this why the village people said I was cursed, just because I looked slightly different in some stupid 
mirror? My eyes scanned my reflection one last time before I did what I had once believed to be impossible. I went 
through my bedroom mirror. I fell to the floor with a loud THUD! The “Mirror Marcy” (as I called her) frowned at me 
before helping me up. I brushed myself off, noticing how dusty my- uh… her room was. “I can’t believe you,” she 
whined, the palm of her hand hitting her forehead “I’ve spent my whole life trying to protect you from this wretched 
place, and you just waltz right through the mirror like it’s nothing!” 

“Wait, what?!”

“Look Marcy, it doesn’t matter now. Now that you’re here, it’s safe to say that we’re both dead.”

“There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you.” 

The Pond by Christalina
Ruby Gail Daughter of Dorothy Gale  

by Zoe E. & Sannah H.
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Maya Angelou, I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings

Don’t Worry
Julia Perry

“Don’t worry.”

 Almost all of what my mother told me in her life was: “Don’t worry”. Being scared of needles? Don’t worry. Being bul-
lied? Don’t worry. Getting hit by a car? Don’t worry. In fact, the last words she ever said to me were: Don’t worry. That 
was before her surgery, the one that went… well… yeah.

Since then her last words were forever etched in my mind, helping me more than I expected them to, in my hardest 
times. I held onto those words like a young child would hang onto their blanket. Not like I still do that, but that’s not the 
point here. I was able to overcome problems, depression and many, many dark thoughts. Those words (I guess you 
could say) saved my life. 

Well, right now is an exception. Running down a creepy, almost destroyed alleyway is not necessarily a time to become 
like a hippie and believe that calm, peaceful words will cure all of the world’s problems. I’m trying not to die here, thank 
you very much!

I duck as a gunshot is heard, coming from behind me. Yup. Time to worry.

Ms. Smith
AS. Mellicovsky

I can hear pencils writing feverishly. Not just any pencils, HB2 lead pencils. That’s the first thing she said to us on the 
first day of class. Ms. Smith, I mean. People thought she was crazy strict. I thought she was amazing. The clock ticks as 
I watch it, my eyes glazed. “Five more minutes, class.” The teacher calls out. I glance down at my blank test. No doubt 
everybody is thinking that she’s supposed to be here, not a stupid substitute. But it isn’t her. It isn’t kind Ms. Smith, who 
inspired us, volunteered at a soup kitchen, helped plant trees. That was what they said at her funeral. It’s not her, be-
cause I killed her. 

Soccer
Brad

It was Argentina vs Germany in the final round in the FIFA world cup. Both teams worked really hard to win the world 
cup. Argentina got a lot of chances but all of them went wide. There was this time when Argentina did score but it didn’t 
count because the player who scored was offside. The game had to go to over time because the score was still 0-0 
when the whistle was blown. But Germany got a really good goal on Argentina when overtime was just about to end. 
So at the end Germany won the world cup. Germany’s goalie got the golden glove award and Argentina’s Lionel Messi 
got the golden ball award. At the end, both teams got their medals and Germany got their big golden trophy. At the 
end, Germany was the champion of the 2014 FIFA world cup.                  
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Time
Laura Bax

In 10 years…
Things will be very different.

I will be older, taller, and wiser
Or maybe not.

In 25 years…
Will we drive around in spaceships?

Engrave our names upon the moon?
Or get robots to do our chores?

In 50 years…
Will we live on Mars, not the chocolate bar?

Will we fondly remember what living on Earth was like?
Will we think of space as just some old thing?

In 1000 years…
I will never know what happens.
I will be dead, gone, deceased.

My name joining many on those grey stones,

Because you cannot catch time, 
It just keeps flying by.

“If there’s a book that you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, then you must write it.” 

Remove
Brock Lanctot

PROLOGUE

The sun was shining and the wind wasn’t blowing. It was the perfect day to go out and fish. The sailor just finished 
hooking a worm when his friend spoke up. “We shouldn’t be here. There are all kinds of bubbles.” He said as he pointed 
at the water. There were a lot of bubbles in the water but they were all no bigger than golf balls. “A friend of mine 
caught tons of salmon here. It’s … fine?” He eyed the water. His friend followed the sailor’s gaze. The bubbles were 
getting bigger. “No! I don’t care about salmon! We need to lea-” He was cut of. The sailor screamed. His friend looked 
at the water and screamed in horror as a giant mound of wet sand blasted out of the sea as if it were a living creature. 
The boat tipped and was covered in sand. As the mound of sand grew, the screams of the two men trapped under 
the rowboat became muffled and eventually ceased. The sand became less violent as it flattened like a pancake. This 
quicksand shoal was right in the path of the oncoming SS Goldrunner, which carried passenger Ben Desk.

Elsa by Ashlin
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Toni Morrison

Read by Krishna
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Bravery
Carolyn Shi

The girl stood in front of the mirror
She saw a freckled face, a narrow nose and grey eyes
Unremarkable
But she knew that’s who she truly is
And she dared to admit it

Remember When?
Aysia Phoenix

Remember when we cared more 
about what color crayon we got 
more than what our hair looked like?
When we’d dress in our ugliest clothing 
and go play in the mud,
Not caring about what we looked like?
When everyone was just friends 
no matter what
because we never judged anyone? 
And remember when our pencil sharpeners used to be 
used for sharpening pencils?
When we’d cuddle our teddy bears when we were 
scared of the monsters under our bed?
When we’d look at a model and think nothing but 
“wow she is pretty”
Remember when we thought monsters were scary 
trolls and vampires? 
When we trusted people?

 

When we loved ourselves? 
My god what has happened?
We’d give anything to have perfect hair, 
We can’t leave the house without wearing the perfect 
outfit,
You change who you are or try to be yourself and half 
of your friends leave you,
We don’t use pencil sharpeners for sharpening pencils,
The monsters are no longer under our beds, but inside 
our heads
We see models and loathe our bodies because we 
aren’t that skinny,
You’ve eventually been hurt so many times that you 
can’t trust anyone and then you realize,
That all this time, the monsters were in your head, not 
under your bed.
Remember when?

Jade by Skipper Loveless

Justice
Carolyn Shi

The words spoken by the judge
The words spoken by your heart

Memory
Carolyn Shi

The sea
The cottage
The notebook
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Frank Zappa

Drowning
Tatyana Pettersson

I never wanted it to end this way. Truth to be 
told, I never wanted it to end at all. But I’m 
not dumb, I know that every story needs an 
ending. It’s just that, this was not the way I 
wanted to die. Alone, in the dark, unable to 
yell for help as the cold, salty water pushed its 
way down my throat and into my lungs, slowly 
killing me.

It felt as if my body was burning and I 
wondered if this was how the moth felt as he 
flew into the fire’s dancing flames. He had died 
because of his love to the fire, and I would die 
for my love to the sea.

Someone once told me that drowning only 
hurts while you’re struggling. That once you 
relax and let the water engulf you, it’s like 
being rocked to sleep. I tried that, but it didn’t 
work. It only hurt more as the water got faster 
access to my lungs.

So I tried to fight, but it was also in vain. The 
cold water had left me tired and stiff. My 
clothes had become far too heavy for my 
weak limbs to handle. I didn’t have long before 
the last air in my lungs left my body for good. 
The only future I had was to sink into this 
abyss of darkness.

Fear. Fear and pain were the only feelings that 
clouded my mind. I had never been afraid of  
the sea before, but I was now, and that scared 
me even more. The one thing I used to find 
comfort and calmness in, is now trying to 
crush me. Trying to make us one.

It gave me some relief to know that once I’m 
gone, I’ll still be here. In what way I’m not sure. 
My body will merge with the sand and my 
soul with the water, and I’ll be here, waiting, 
watching, until the sea, like everything else, 
finally meets it’s end. Because as I said before, 
every story needs an ending.

Negativity
Gwenyth Church

A Pop Quiz, not something I enjoy
The Haters, not people I’d employ
The Kid’s Park, not really lots of fun

Broccoli, don’t eat it with a bun
And if you haven’t noticed or if you can’t see,

This is just a bunch of negativity.

Leaf and Power House by Sasha & Oliver
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The First Tooth I Ever Lost
Daniel Q

One morning, I woke up in my mom’s room 
with something hard in my cheek. I spit it out. 
It was a tooth!

The End

Untitled by Claire

Love
Carolyn Shi

Love is like Roses
Red as the ruby on the beauty’s neck
Soft as the stars that shine at night
Thorny as the cacti that stands upright
Dangerous as the fire that hides its light
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Everything’s For a Reason
Arianna

The Luna stood in the doorway while I ran towards the 
forest. No matter what, Teonna had to be found. She 
betrayed our pack. She betrayed Arianna. My best friend 
will never be the same person. Truthfully, I blamed myself 
for this. “Forgive and forget”, I told her back in sixth grade. 
After that she really had to. Arianna became strong and 
had faith in something for once. She had faith that every-
thing would get better for her and that we’d be happy with 
her decisions, like real friends. Arianna couldn’t deal with 
betrayal again. I knew something bad was going to hap-
pen.

*      *      *

I had finally found the traitor. Teonna sat on a stump. 
“Michael.”

“Don’t ‘Michael?’ me. You can’t overcome this! She’s gonna 
get revenge.”

“If I go down I’ll take you with me.”

“I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Then neither did I.”

“You told the Rouges, Teonna. They know where she is 
and they’ll stop at nothing to get her.”

“If you let me go, I can talk to Mae and…” I interrupted her.

“You’re not going anywhere.” A needle punctured her 
arm and released its serum. Teonna fell limp. “The Lun… 
Arianna will be here soon. And I promise you will not live 
to see another day.” 

Michael by Arianna
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Gone
Linc Zhang

Prolog

Megavolt: strong, brave, bold and heroic, which I, Detective B. am not, yet here I am, trying to rescue him. It all started 
about a week ago at noon. Security cameras showed that Megavolt was chasing down some robbers who were robbing 
a bank in Arora City. He had almost caught the thieves when all of a sudden, a black van with red skulls decorated all 
over the sides, drove passed Megavolt with an open door and dragged him into the van. Just like that, right in front of 
the public, the city’s beloved hero was kidnapped.

Now, almost a week later, Megavolt is still missing. No one can track down where Megavolt is, who kidnapped him or 
where the mysterious black van is. I was assigned this case to find Megavolt because I was voted the best detective in 
the country. I am not very strong and I would not be able to chase down and beat up bad guys, but I am the best at 
gathering clues and putting them together as if it was a super easy jig-saw puzzle.

On the day I arrived at Arora City, I checked in with the city’s police headquarters and went straight to the crime scene. 
The scene of the crime had been blocked off using barriers by the police. I stayed for a couple of hours gathering clues 
to bring back with me to the police station.

By the time I was heading back to the station, it was getting dark so I thought it would be better if I kept the clues with 
me for tonight and bring them to the station tomorrow morning. I was about halfway to my hotel when all of a sudden; 
a piece of cloth was place on face covering my nose and mouth by someone from behind me. I guessed that whoever 
put this cloth on me poured chloroform on the cloth because of its unmistakable scent. I felt a falling sensation, but 
then everything turned black.

Artwork by Bram Artwork by Bram
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Lonely Island
Taryn R.

Annie MacGregor was lonely.

She hadn’t seen another human for ages.

 
 After waking up on what she had nicknamed ‘Lonely Island’, the only other sentient beings she had seen were the five 
chickens she kept in the back garden.

Annie had woken up on the island with no recollection of how she got there, where she was, or who she was. The only 
thing that she knew was her name, and the fact that she never aged.

Ever.

The aging thing was kind of a bummer, because she’d have to spend her entire life constantly having friends dying 
(unless they had the aging thing too), but not having anyone to talk to was the worst. She couldn’t even bring up past 
flashbacks of conversations. 

It wasn’t like Lonely Island was a bad place to live. Her side of Lonely Island jutted out like a boot, and had a small 
dock with three weathered fishing boats moored to it. The air smelled like seawater there, and slammed against the 
fishing boats. That part was called ‘Port Lonely’. Up on the main part of the island was a small, squat ranch house with 
a side garden with tomatoes, peas and corn, and five fat, clucking chickens in a little back pen. It was always a balmy 
twenty degrees with almost no wind. Behind the house, the land rolled and brought with it a breeze that smelled like 
wildflowers. Roses, to be precise. Near the end of the meadow was a forest of maple trees that ran heavily with sap. In 
a way, it was a good life. If you counted vegetable soup and talking with chickens a good life.

Annie walked through the meadows behind her house. Further examination of Lonely Island had proven no other 
creatures besides a fat pig lived there-she had even taken a brief sail around the island to prove it. The fishing boat 
sprung a leak halfway through, soaking her clothes, so she’d had to turn around, stoke a fire to dry her clothes, and 
spend half the day waiting for them to go from ‘sopping ocean wet’ to ‘annoyingly not-quite-dry’. 

The wind tossed her hair and she took a deep breath in. In the distance, she could see a large mountain, clouds circling 
it like an angel’s halo. She had never climbed up that mountain-perhaps she would. Some day. A climbing partner 
would benefit-and it wouldn’t be like the chickens could help her in any way. They were fat, lazy beasts, inbred, but 
practically royal in her eyes. Having at least something to talk to eased her a lot.

She knew she needed to clear out the chicken’s pens, so she turned back to the house to grab a warped bucket, made 
from maple wood. It had been used countless times to clean out the chicken’s pens. She grabbed the bucket and 
headed out the door. 

She saw something glinting among the driftwood on the surf. It was a can of something called ‘Pepsi’

Annie let out almost a scream of joy. It was the first thing that was obviously human-made besides the house and the 
animal pens. It was a wonderful sight. She checked the inside-there was a small slip of paper.

“Come to the north side of the island that you call ‘Lonely Island’. I have something for you, Annie MacGregor.”

Irving Stone, Clarence Darrow for the Defense
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When Horses Speak
Sriya Chakravarty

Emily ran as fast as she could, heart in her throat. They were right behind her. She closed her eyes, hoping this could 
suddenly turn into a dream. The Windly brothers started chasing when she called them “Too much brawn for brains” 
after school. This kind of thing always happened, but this time the brothers seemed extra-angry. She turned a corner 
and skidded to a halt. She was in front of the school dumpster. “Oh well!”  Emily whispered and jumped in - anything 
to hide from the Windly brothers. But what was that horrible stench? Rotting fish bones? Blackened banana peel? That 
was the last thing she thought of before she passed out. When she came to her senses, she couldn’t hear anything. The 
Windly brothers probably gave up looking for her. She slowly got out, one leg after another. When she looked around, 
there were the Windly brothers, smiling sneakily. “Of course they wouldn’t go!” Emily thought. No Windly brother 
would leave without a fight. That was it. Emily shot off without knowing where she was going. She left school campus, 
went past her house, and didn’t dare to look back until she reached the meadow. The meadow was a calming place 
for Emily, no people, no cars, just…horses and other animals. For some reason, Emily loved horses. They charmed her 
in such a way that was unexplainable. She came here often when she needed to calm down, and most of the horses 
weren’t afraid of her. She sat there with the dandelions, tulips, and all the other pretty flowers and smiled. No more 
Windly brothers. “In your face, Windly bros!” Emily said cheerfully. “What? Who are you talking about?” came a voice. 
Emily froze. Who was that? There was no one here except her. “I’m an expert in Karate you know!” Emily said. The 
voice replied back. “What is that?” it said. “Uh…Stand back!” Emily said, “Or…I will…Fight you! Kinda…” Another reply 
came back, but this sounded more scared and shrill. “Are you a poacher?” Emily decided to stop the Karate nonsense 
and speak up. “No. Who are you?” Instead of a reply, a PONY came out and smiled warmly. “Oh! Hi! You’re the human 
that usually comes here! I’m Rosebud!” Emily freaked out inside. “What in the world? I can talk to you?” is what came 
out.  “Of course!” Rosebud said. This didn’t really seem to affect her life. “But how?” Emily asked, startled. “According to 
the Legend, people who love horses a lot develop a natural talent and can understand their language! Isn’t that cool!?” 
Rosebud said, grinning gleefully. “Uh- Sure?” Emily said, but she didn’t sound so sure. This was so weird!  Then Rose-
bud’s warm smile turned into a sad frown. “What’s wrong?” Emily asked. Rosebud whispered “Listen” Emily could faintly 
hear the ‘rurrrrrrr’ of Logging Machines. It took about 2 seconds for her to piece together what was happening. “Oh 
no” Emily said. “We’ve got to stop those guys!” Rosebud shook her head. “We’ve tried! It never works!” “Well this time, 
it’s going to!” Emily said. “Wait here” Emily ran all the way to her best friend Robert’s house. She knocked at the door. 
“Hey!” said Robert as she opened the door. “Robby! I need help! NOW!” Emily started and told him all about her spe-
cial ability and what the evil tree-cutters were doing to the horses’ meadow. Robert laughed. “You’re nuts. There’s more 
time for jokes during Math class.” “No! I’m serious!” “You’re good but ya can’t fool me!” Robert said as he reached for the 
door. Emily grabbed Robert’s arm. “Please! Come see and you’ll understand!”  “You do sound serious. Okay! Let’s go!” 
Robert said. They ran across Robert’s house and straight ahead to the meadow. They were just in time to see the Log-
ging Machine start to cut the first tree. Emily and Robert ran up to the driver. “Look! You have to stop!” Emily screamed 
over the noise of the machine. “Quit your whinin’, kid” said the driver. “Need all the wood we can get” “Can’t you see 
what you’re doing?!” Robert screamed. “You’re ruining life for all the other animals!” “I don’t care about them critters! 
I need wood!” said the driver. “I’ll go meet my horse friend. You continue to reason with the driver.” Emily said. As the 
driver argued with Robert, Emily ran off deeper into the meadow to meet Rosebud. “Rosebud?” she called. “I have a 
plan”. Rosebud came galloping into view, her beautiful red mane flying beside her. “You do? Tell me, tell me, tell me!” 
Emily carefully went near the horses’ delicate ear and whispered the plan. Rosebud nodded and went to call all her 
friends. Then Emily came to Robert and asked “How’s the arguing going?” “Not very well, he’s unreasonable to argue 
with, it’s not fa-”. Before Robert could complete his sentence, a humongous overpowering song stopped everyone in 
their tracks. Geese - hundreds of them filled the sky as they kept honking again and again. Horses galloped and stayed 
in the way of the trees. Small animals like squirrels and smaller birds sat on every tree and wouldn’t budge no matter 
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Marcus Tullius Cicero

what. “Get away you mangy critters!” screeched the driver. None of them moved. “Well go on! MOVE!” said the driver 
harshly. No one moved. “Well go on - cut the tree!” said Robert teasingly. The only way to get through the mound of 
animals was to kill them. But of course-that was illegal. The driver walked away grumbling about “dirty animals” and set 
off to find another place to cut trees.  “Well” said Robert, “Looks like we saved the meadow!” “We sure did!” said Emily. 
The End!

Artwork by Sriya Chakravarty
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Prologue
Tess

I woke up cold, clammy and on the ground. I had no recollection of who I was or what my past was. I stood up, I look 
down to see a bag of some sort on the ground. I pick it up and look through it. All I found was; two loaves of bread, a 
chunk of cheese, some apples and a canteen full of fresh water. Then I look at what I’m wearing hoping to spark mem-
ory. I’m wearing a purple dress with sandals and no memories were sparked. I look at my hair; black with purple tips, 
no memories here! Then I notice a silver necklace with a purple orb incrusted in silver. With one single word engraved: 
Penelope. My name is Penelope.

Mutant Farm by Maya Scott
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Mark Twain

The Mask of Flames
Zoe E. & Sannah H.

Prologue

“He’s on to us.” “What do you mean he’s on to 
us, we’ve covered our tracks and switched the 
mask with an exact replica. He can’t be on to us.” 
“ It’s a small kingdom, we’re the only suspicious 
citizens, he’s got to have figured out that we 
stole it.” “We’ve got to make a plan. I think we 
should hide it in the mountains.” “ No hiding it in 
the mountains is too obvious. If he got his hands 
on that much power he’ll destroy it all.” “ Think 
harder what is the most obvious place that you 
could find a mask.” The mountains ?” “No, the 
most obvious place to find a  mask is the mask 
shop.” “ I know that Mr. Oakwood  would protect 
it with his life.”

LATER THAT NIGHT AT THE MASK SHOP

“Mr. Oakwood please, could you hide this mask” said the thief holding up a beautiful red mask. Mr. Oakwood gasped 
then responded “ You have the last one.” “Yes, but if you are to hide it you mustn’t give to him”the thief answered. “I 
will” he promised “I will.”

That Car and the Person Inside
Manar

Ever since I was 10 when I lost my mother I’ve been looking for the car that killed her. I’m 15 now. It’s been 5 years and I 
am still looking for that car and the person that was inside the car. The police stopped looking 3 years ago, so it’s all up 
to me. 

When she died she was just 38 years old, she was still young and had a lot of her life left to live. I still break down every 
time somebody mentions her, that is still how much I love her even though she left us. I know what you’re thinking, that 
it wasn’t her fault. But I’m talking about way back 3 years before she died. She left the house and never came back. My 
parents never fought, they loved each other very much with. About a week after she left I asked my dad why she left. 
He walked away and told my older brother to babysit me and left the house, he came back after 3 days. 

My older brother is 18 he’s been helping me look for who killed her. The police knew I was looking for that person so 
they sent over the security footage. I look at it 10 times a day. My friends used to help me look for him. 

I found out it was a man because of the many times I watched the footage. The man has blondish brown hair, blue 
eyes, and a tan skin tone. So basically every boy in this city. I’ll never find him.
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