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The Misadventures of Misfortune 

 

Three Years Ago 
 

Annaleigh felt numb, almost sedated. The noise around her seemed muffled, as if it were 
stifled underwater. No, it was she who was underwater; she was thrashing, gasping, hopelessly 
fighting for air in the unforgiving ocean.  

The room was dark, warm; it was comparable, she contemplated, to a womb. Ironic, Annaleigh 
thought bitterly. 

The man, who called himself Mr. Short, gazed upon Annaleigh with insufferable pity. He 
meticulously groomed his mustache with a comb that was comically big, considering the sparse hairs 
above his upper lip.  

“I was sorry to hear about your mother. It’s so tragic,” he consoled with feigned despair, 
fidgeting with the voluminous stack of papers in his hands. “No twelve year old should have to suffer 
a loss so central to their life.” 

“Thank you,” Annaleigh whispered. A pregnant pause hung palpably in the dank, musty air. 
“Your mother left you something in her will,” he continued, rummaging through his briefcase 

hurriedly. He emerged with a box. It was small and pristine, though capable of much.  
“I’ll open it later,” Annaleigh asserted, grabbing the last token she would receive with 

uncharacteristic urgency and squeezing it tightly, unwilling to loosen her grip. 
 

Now 
 

 Annaleigh opened her eyes. The glaring sun flooded her room as if its only purpose was to 
wake her. She could imagine such a thing; if it were commissioned by Ted and Susan, it was 
definitely plausible. Reaching her arms over her head, Annaleigh’s fingertips tingled as they met the 
shock of the cold morning air. She acquiescently arose. 
     
 “Good morning, Annaleigh!” Ted exclaimed with saccharine enthusiasm as she descended the 
staircase. 
 “How did you sleep last night?” Susan imitated his warmth with false maternity. 
 “I slept fine, I guess,” Annaleigh muttered in response. Susan beckoned for her to sit. In front 
of the seat was a glass of unnaturally neon orange juice. “Oh, I’m fine. I’m going to walk around town 
for a while.” 
 “Okay, well, make sure to be home by 7:00 for dinner,” Ted smiled, patting Annaleigh on the 
shoulder with unexpected tenacity. 
 “Will do.” 
  
 The new house was nothing like her apartment in New York. That was small and cozy, though 
it appeared decrepit on the outside. This was, frankly, generic. In the middle of a sleepy suburbia, 
there was yet another townhouse adorned with white brick, fashionably cold and unfamiliar, and 
caged in by an immaculate, orderly white picket fence. The juxtaposition was facetious, if not absurd. 
 Of course, after two-and-a-half years in the foster system, Annaleigh was also bestowed with 
two brand new parents, Ted and Susan. They were carbon copies of each other as far as she could 
tell; everyone in this town was, with their conservative tunics and contained haircuts. Annaleigh felt as 
though she were trapped in a zoo, forever on display. She longed for her life in New York, where the 
bustling streets were free and colorful. Most of all, though, she yearned for her mom.  
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 The screen door shrieked as Annaleigh laboriously pushed it open. She was met with a warm, 
intimate breeze. The majestic, ancient Willow Tree in the yard swayed gracefully, the wind seeming to 
unleash its wisdom and beauty. 
 Wandering through the town, everything seemed monochromatic; the buildings, the foliage, 
even the people were drained of color, vacuous. They passed her as though she was not there, 
walking in eerie syncopation. She looked at them, but did not see herself. 
 Annaleigh’s one friend, Alex, was a small boy with unruly hair and a frustratingly outspoken 
nature. He was funny and cynical like Annaleigh was, but indignant and stubborn in ways she was 
not. He was also adopted, so he and Annaleigh felt a familial camaraderie with each other.  

Alex’s family owned the local hardware store. He had recently gotten into some trouble in 
school for something she did not know the details of, so Annaleigh figured he was being held at home 
until further notice.  
 Mrs. Scott, Alex’s adopted mother, sat hunched at the service counter. 

“Hello, Annaleigh,” she stammered, her eyes rimmed with red blotches. 
“Hello Mrs. Scott. Are you okay?” Annaleigh inquired, nervously tugging at the sleeve of her 

sweater. 
She sniffled. “I’m afraid Alex didn’t come home last night.” 
“What? Where is he?” Annaleigh asked, frantic. 
“The authorities haven’t found him yet.” 

 
Annaleigh scoured the entire town in search of her friend, to no avail. It was as though he had 

just vanished. 
Returning to the house, Annaleigh was despondent. She felt abandoned, left in the aftermath 

of another impulsive decision. Nothing but an afterthought. Reaching her hands to her neck, 
Annaleigh clasped a delicate chain between her slender fingers. Its ethereal self was ornamented by 
a small heart, which was itself endowed with three striking blue sapphires. She rubbed the 
calligraphic engraving on the back of the charm: Forever with you. If only that were true. 

Ascending the cobblestone walkway of the house, she passed the Willow Tree. It loomed over 
her with newfound malice, its branches whispering conspiratorially in the wind. 

“Hello Annaleigh! You are home earlier than I had expected. Is everything okay?” Susan 
skeptically eyed Annaleigh’s disheveled appearance and gestured for her to sit.  

“No, actually. Everything is far from okay. My only friend in this entire town is missing!” she 
unloaded, her voice swelling with anger and fear. 

“What? Alex is missing? Oh, Annaleigh, I’m so sorry!” Susan cried, stroking her forehead. For 
the first time, Annaleigh let her. “Do they have any idea of where he may be?” 

“No.” 
“Oh, I’m sorry, honey. I know how close you two were,” Susan comforted. 
Annaleigh felt deflated. “I mean, it’s not like he’s dead or anything, right? He’s just away.” 
“Right…” Susan echoed with unconvincing enthusiasm.  
“Whatever, it’s not like I knew him that well. It’s not like I knew him at all, apparently,” 

Annaleigh murmured, abruptly leaving the kitchen and running up the stairs. 
 
 Once safely in her room, Annaleigh collapsed on her bed and released the repressed sobs 
caught in her throat. Her chest silently heaving, she heard a peculiar sound outside of her window.  
 “Annaleigh?” whispered a raspy voice. 
 “Who’s there?” Annaleigh trembled, her bulbous eyes flitting around the room in search of the 
voice. 

“Annaleigh, it’s me.” Alex’s head appeared outside of her bedroom window. 
“What are you doing here? I thought you were dead!” she exclaimed with evident anger in her 

voice as she moved to open the window. 
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“Shhh… I know, and I’m sorry about that. But there was no other way to do this. I’m leaving, 
and I want you to come with me.” 

“Alex, I-” 
“Before you say anything, I brought you something.” Alex produced a compact, pure white box 

from his pocket and handed it to Annaleigh. Inside lay a diaphanous necklace. She blushed, 
embarrassed. “I thought it could symbolize new beginnings, a fresh start. What do you think?” His 
playful eyes pleaded with her. 

“It’s beautiful,” she admitted. 
“Let me put it on you,” Alex said, motioning for her to remove her current necklace. Her 

mother’s necklace. 
“No, Alex. I’m sorry, but I’m not going with you.” 
“What? Why? I thought we both agreed that we needed to get out of this place!” Alex recoiled 

sheepishly. 
“I know, but maybe it’ll be good for us to live a contrived, formulaic life for a while. I’m kind of 

getting attached to this place,” she confessed. 
He winced, hurt. “I don’t think that I can do that. I really thought you would come with me.” Alex 

looked at Annaleigh, his mercurial silver eyes begging her to change her mind before disappearing 
into the opalescent moonlight. 

“Goodbye, Alex.” 
 

Annaleigh hadn’t eaten in days. She couldn’t. She lay in bed, enveloped by the merciless black 
smog of guilt and despair that trailed her. Annaleigh had, at last, surrendered. She wanted nothing 
more than to fade away, to disappear in the solace of her comforter. But, alas, in the dark, convoluted 
sea that was her life, there lay a life raft. 
 “Annaleigh?” Susan knocked tentatively at the door. “Annaleigh, I have something for you.” 
Annaleigh moaned. An encouraging response. 
 “What is it?” she sniveled.  
 “It seems someone has sent you a letter. Can I come in?” 
 Annaleigh propped herself up with anticipation. “Can you just pass it under the door?” A small 
envelope slid underneath the narrow crack. “Thanks,” she whispered, retrieving the envelope 
arduously. Her name was almost indecipherably scrawled over the front. Annaleigh immediately 
recognized the careless, slanted handwriting; her heartbeat accelerated. Ripping open the carefully 
sealed envelope with unbearable excitement, she unsheathed a letter. It lay cumbersome in her 
trembling hands as she summoned the strength to read. 
 
 
Dear Annaleigh,  
 I’m sorry about how we separated. I miss you, and I hope that you miss me. I just wanted you 
to know that I’m all right. I’m safe. I think I’m going to go to Boston, at least until I find my footing. I’ll 
write to you if I decide to leave. If you ever change your mind, you know where to find me.  
   ~Alex 

 
 Annaleigh smiled, the weight she bore on her chest alleviated. She stood up and walked to her 
desk, deliberately and with grace. Unearthing a pen from underneath an absurd tower of papers, she 
sat and began to write. 

 

 

By Sadie Gugliotta, Grade 7 
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Girl With Mask 
 

 
 

           By Karen Wu, Grade 7 
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Little Cat 
 
Little cat, furry and sweet, 

Appears to want a small little treat, 

A reward for bringing me a dead bird and a mouse, 

Right inside my newly cleaned house. 

 

Little cat, endearing and kind, 

Will always be loved, whether deaf or blind. 

Constantly playing with strings and toys, 

While curious and cautious around baby girls and baby boys. 

 

Little cat, apparently calm and silent, 

When it comes to small prey, she can be a bit violent. 

When it comes to baths, she wants to stay away, 

When it comes to mischief, she will want to do it all day. 

 

Little cat, constantly curious and crazily kooky, 

A treat that is sweet like a chocolate chip cookie. 

Patrols its fortress for allies or possible dangers, 

Like a yapping little dog or a few friendly strangers. 

 

Little cat, always an aloof antagonist in all pet-action adventures, 

Is a bit misunderstood, she’s actually quite the splendor. 

She’s loyal, she’s brave, she’s persistent, she’s needy, 

And her twitching tail and ears can always tell if someone appears to be a bit seedy. 

 

Little cat, full of energy and zest, 

Will sometimes like to cuddle in her box or knead my father’s vest. 

Whether splashing in a pond or bouncing in the air, 

She’ll always provide entertainment no matter where. 

 

Little cat, beautiful and different, 

Her fur as soft as silk, and her mind pure and innocent. 

Little cat, she’s the sunshine in my dark sky, 

We’ll always be together forever, until the day we both die. 

 
 
By Dea Zeraj, Grade 7 
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Memories 
 

Make everything you do mean the most to you 

Even if it seems impossible. 

Memories will stay for a lifetime. 

Only if you choose to live through them.  

Reach up and grab your favorite people. 

It’ll be worth the wait. 

Even if it seems impossible. 

Sometimes you just need to be patient.  
 
                        By Soraya Azar, Grade 7 
 

 

 

My Summer 
 

My summer is full of fun. 
My summer is full of laughter. 
My summer is full of hamburgers on a toasted bun. 
 

I go to bed at 11 or maybe after. 
I jump out of bed full of joy. 
I dance down the stairs dashing to the brown kitchen table. 
 

Trips to the pool. 
Trips to the beach. 
Trips to friends’ house. 
Trips to Maine. 
 

Searching for shade. 
With none in sight. 
I sip my water with a sigh. 
 

Summer winds down. 
I pack my school bag, which is as heavy as a brick, with a cry. 
I am excited to see my friends, but sad summer is over. 
 

My summer was full of fun. 
My summer was full of laughter. 
My summer was full of hamburgers on a toasted bun. 
 

By Meaghan Donovan, Grade 7 
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Artwork 
 

 
 

By Sarah Won, Grade 7 
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Isolation Devastation 
 
Deep down in the ocean, my past memories are precious pearls,  

In the deepest depth enclosed in a locked treasure chest I can’t possibly reach. 

Packed with magical moments so close in time, but somehow still millions of miles away, 

When whoever we desired, neighbors and friends could all come to play. 

When a devastating disease hadn’t yet added any tricks to our game. 

But those times have gone by like harsh wind blowing away sand, 

And now we are on a totally new land. 

Here we keep to ourselves, keep apart. 

‘Distancing’ has formed a closed gate, 

Around the things we both dearly love and hate. 

Oh, how I never, never ever thought this would one day be our fate. 

Hand sanitizer and wipes became essential in life 

To defend us from the disease as sharp as a knife. 

Many things to remember, and more things to be changed. 

Who was prepared? Absolutely none. 

I zoom in my room, school completely rearranged. 

Really Corona, is this what keeps you entertained? 

Devastation and anxiety is a dreadful cloud hanging around during a long storm, 

A long-lasting storm that refuses to go away. 

Dramatic news is surely no help. 

People protest in rage when they can’t take any more, 

But they're not on the right page, I personally think. 

Frustration travels so furiously and fast 

As it fights its way through one’s front door. 

Day after day after day, oh how this continues, even over a year. 

But let us never lose hope, 

For there are more gems in the ocean than just precious pearls. 

 

 

By Sarah Won, Grade 7 
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Over the Edge 

 

 
 

Once there was an orphanage on a small knoll surrounded by a dense forest. This building 
was owned by Miss Lily, a charming woman who made sure each of her orphans were nourished and 
slept peacefully in their beds every night. Naturally, the children loved her as their mother. However, 
one girl thought differently. 

While growing up, Hailey was very close to the rest of the orphans. But eventually, the time 
came when someone was adopted. All the orphans would be adopted someday, whether it was a 
young child or one of the older kids. No one really knew when they would be adopted, not until the 
morning of the day when Miss Lily announced they were leaving. 

Ever since Hailey was six years old, she would beg each orphan to write a letter, telling her 
what it was like outside the gate. Yet six years later, not a single letter arrived at the orphanage. 

“Hey, Hailey, do you wanna play hide and seek with us?” Milo asked, the ten-year-old boy who 
was going to be adopted today. He rushed up to the blond girl who was reading in the shade under a 
tree. She looked up at Milo, and gave him one of her contagious smiles, which he immediately 
reflected. 

“Of course, I will! It’s your last day here, I wouldn’t miss it,” Hailey said, stretching her legs 
while spotting someone across the field. “But let’s go get Aidan first.” She sprinted to her best friend’s 
sleeping body, and aggressively shook his shoulder, causing him to jump, bewildered. “Hey, Aidan! 
Wanna play hide and seek with us?” 
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His normally soft, blue eyes glared violently into Hailey’s green ones, and he said, “You may 
be my best friend and everything, but you have to quit badgering me all the time.” 

Hailey laughed and shook her head. Suddenly, from the center of the field, the sound of a 
whistle pierced every child’s ear. The entire area fell silent before high pitched giggling emitted from 
the younger kids as they clamored over to the director, Miss Lily. She tied her long black hair as she 
beamed down at them, then beckoned the others to come join. 

“Alright, children. We’re going to start now, so please find a partner. Remember, don’t go near 
the cliff in the back,” Miss Lily warned, pointing to the south of the house, where over the edge was a 
drop down to sharp, jagged rocks. “I don’t want any of you to get hurt. Don’t worry, nothing is going to 
happen to you,” she soothed with a tone of integrity, trying to pacify a few scared children. “It’s okay, 
I’m going to be it and count to 60 starting… now! One… ” 
 Everyone scattered out in different directions, some shouting and others causing a slight 
catastrophe by bumping into one another in the rampage. Hailey bound away as fast as she could, 
leaving Aidan in a hurry to catch up. He may have not been as athletic as Hailey, but he was the one 
better at calculating his way out of difficult situations. 

After a while of running, Hailey began to slow down. She turned to Aidan, who was a little 
behind, and whispered, “Hurry, come here, look what I found.” In front of her was a thick curtain of 
vines, but when Hailey reached her arm in and pulled back, it revealed the entrance to a pitch-black 
cave. 

“We should hide in here for now. I doubt Miss Lily would find us,” Hailey suggested, but Aidan 
tried to intervene. 

“I don’t think we should do this. I mean, we don’t know what’s down there and--”  
“What, are you afraid? All we have to do is hide ourselves at the end of this cave, wait a while, 

and then get back home.” At that, Hailey pushed away the vines and entered the cave. As for Aidan, 
who had no other option, followed her into the shadows.  

Abruptly, a bright light flashed in his face as soon as he stepped in. He shielded his eyes from 
the flashlight and questioned, “Where did you get that?” 

Hailey held up the accessory toward the inside of the cave and smiled. “Found it at home. 
Anyway, it was my plan to come here, and now is the perfect time to see what’s down there.” 

Aidan groaned, “This was intentional, wasn’t it? Don’t tell me you still think Miss Lily is some 
devil. It’s valid that she isn’t this mystical monster from that anthology about demons you’re reading.” 
But Hailey ignored him and continued down the dark gallery. 

“It’s obvious that those hanging vines back there were supposed to conceal the entrance to the 
cave, but I discovered it a couple days ago when we were playing,” Hailey stated before coming to a 
stop at a novel sight. Directly in front of her was a pair of decaying wooden doors. 

“I’m going to prove Miss Lily deceived us into believing that we’re safe and sound in this 
orphanage. I knew from the start that she wasn’t having the orphans adopt-” Hailey froze mid-
sentence as she opened the doors slightly and gaped at an appalling scene before her. There was a 
myriad of skeletons piled up on the stone floor and splatters of dark liquid on the walls. The doors 
were the main entrance to this room while the only other opening was a small tunnel straight across 
from them. 

Aidan peeked through the crack and gasped, “Please tell me this isn’t real. Miss Lily would 
never do this.” 

“Actually, I would, Aidan,” added a sudden voice, full of sincerity. Slowly, the duo turned to the 
source, shining the light at none other than Miss Lily’s pale face. She smiled, putting her hands on her 
knees to bend down to their height. 

“Nobody can know about this place, especially my victims,” she watched them, hungrily. “It’s a 
shame, I didn’t want you two to go today,” she sighed before ferociously lunging forward. 

Luckily, Aidan thought of a strategy, and ran back to the room of deceased bodies. He held 
Hailey’s hand while slamming the doors in Miss Lily’s face and raced to the exit. It was too small for 



 14 

Miss Lily to fit in, so he crawled down, followed by Hailey. The next part of his plan was to defy what 
Miss Lily said when they started hide and seek; going to the cliff. 

They ran nonstop through the forest until they heard a wicked laugh from behind. Miss Lily was 
charging toward them, her grey eyes wide as she declared, “It’s inevitable that I will catch you.” 

Soon, the chase came to an abrupt halt when Hailey and Aidan came to the edge of the cliff. 
“Hmph, I told everyone not to go near the cliff. Now you can get hurt,” Miss Lily smirked and her grin 
widened, showing sharp teeth that Hailey hadn’t noticed before. 

When she attacked, dark horns protruded from her head and her grey eyes turned blood-red. 
Miss Lily is a demon, Hailey and Aidan realized as she moved toward them. Right as Miss Lily was 
about to leap onto them, Hailey swiftly dodged the attack and gripped the demon’s arm. Using what 
was left of her vitality, Hailey shoved the hostile creature away. However, the push caused the demon 
to tumble to the ground and roll off over the cliff, screaming. 

Hailey and Aidan collapsed down on the grass, shocked and panting from the run. Both looked 
at each other and saw how much fear was in their eyes. The pair took deep breaths to calm down 
and stared at the sun setting. 

“I still can’t believe you were right about Miss Lily,” Aidan mumbled. “I’m trying not to, but I feel 
terrible about what just happened. She raised us since we were infants, only so she can prepare us 
as her meal, though.” 

Hailey nodded and whispered solemnly, “Yeah, I’m not happy about what I did. Honestly, I 
wish I never had any suspicion of her being evil. Then I could live knowing that I had a mom who 
loved me.” 
  Aidan scooted over to his upset friend and carefully side-hugged her. Slowly, tears fell from 
Hailey’s eyes and she wept into Aidan’s shoulder. He rubbed her back reassuringly and said, “Don’t 
worry. From now on, we and everyone else back at the orphanage can fully live out our lives.”  
 Hailey wiped her tear-stained face and rose from the ground, looking determinedly ahead. 
“You’re right. There’s nothing holding us back now,” she reached out a hand to Aidan and tugged him 
up. Both stood side-by-side and faced the descending sun, its last rays of sunlight casting shadows 
around large terrain below. 
 Before returning to the orphanage, Hailey and Aidan ran toward the gate that led to the world 
beyond. The gate was easy to open and revealed a long dirt path between the thick forest. 

After walking for a while, they eventually crossed paths with a police car driving on the dirt 
road. The adult thought their whole story was the most incredulous thing he ever heard, so Hailey 
forcefully brought him to the orphanage and showed the man the cave. Apparently, the orphanage 
had never existed to the outside world, and the government and the police had no record of it. 

More police were summoned to the orphanage, searching the building and the cave of 
skeletons. The area had to be closed off for a more thorough investigation. A new replacement for 
Miss Lily was hired, and the orphans were moved to a new home with their new guardian. 

A few days later, Hailey and Aidan sat together under a tree, watching the other orphans play 
games around their new backyard. Milo ran to the duo and exclaimed, “C’mon, guys, we’re going to 
play hide and seek! Just like when we did with Miss Lily!” Hailey and Aidan glanced at each other and 
smiled sadly, thinking of the same memories. 

Aidan stood and offered a hand to Hailey. Hailey took it and pulled herself up, then grinned at 
Milo saying, “Of course, let’s go.” Milo grasped the older kids’ hands and, together, they ran off in the 
distance.  
 

By Katie Martin, Grade 8 
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Look Up at the Stars  

 
 

Sometimes, you just have to look up, 

Leave it all behind, give up. 

Enter the new realm of your dreams, 

Let it show you the streams. 

The peaceful rush of magical stars, 

Where fortunately are no wars. 

 
 

Oftentimes, you must close your eyes, 

Rewind your mind, forgive the lies. 

Windows of the soul, shattered glass, 

Eyewitnesses of worldly cruelties alas 

Because when you open them again, 

The dreams, they come to an end. 

 
 

Every now and then, you fall down, 

All your hopes crumble to the ground.  

Thoughts entangle and create confusion, 

Giving up appears to be the only solution. 

If even forcibly, the obstacles do not sway, 

Be sure, when there is a will, there is a way. 

 
 

And always, you should peer up ahead, 

Push your shoulders back, lift up your head. 

Remember the realms of your dreams, 

Smile at the wonders and the streams. 

Brace for the disasters and even the wars, 

But never forget to look up at the stars. 

 

 

By Tamara Pierre, Grade 8 
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The World Comes Alive 
 

 
The air is frigid but not for long 

because as May settles in, Spring comes along. 

The flowers blossom, the air warms, 

the world comes alive, driving away the emotional thorns. 

The snow melts, winter goes away, 

it will come again another day. 

 

By Macey Greitzer, Grade 7 
 

 

Rustic Row 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
By Amelia Chambon, Grade 6 
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The Unknown 
 

How do I know that I’m actually living? 

That I’m loving and hating, I’m taking and giving? 

How do I know I’m not in a black hole? 

That I’ve already lived, and I’m 80 years old? 

And now as I am about to die, 

I’m watching my life flash before my eyes. 

Because I am replaying my life in my head 

And at the end of this life, I’ll be sucked in and dead. 

What if there is some sort of higher being 

That controls my whole life, everything I’m seeing? 

Maybe nothing I do is a choice,  

Maybe everything is predetermined, my actions, my voice. 

Perhaps my life is just a dream, 

And my dreaming is my reality. 

Well, whatever is happening in the world unknown, 

It’s a life worth living for, because of how much I’ve grown. 

 

By Madeleine Driscoll, Grade 7 
 
 
 

Collage 
 

 
 

By Emma Bouwmeester, Grade 6 
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By Madalyn Godin, Grade 6 
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The Untouchable 
 

Some things you can’t grasp, some things you can’t hold 

But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be bold. 

Sometimes you can’t touch, 

Only feel. 

It’s like bargaining a deal. 

Dream and Hope for a thought, get nothing in return 

That’s just how our mind works, 

Regrets with dangerous burns.  

 

For when you have the chance,  

It’s better to take it, 

Because right when you reach out to grab something, 

Someone else always makes it. 

 

Some things are just untouchable 

Like an artifact in ice, 

Very valuable, but out of reach. 

Like snow on the beach. 

It’s not there, but I have an urge to see it, to hold it.  
 

By Soumya Gupta, Grade 6 

 
 
 

        Balloon Animal Art 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

By Zoya Gildenberg, Grade 7 
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The Stray 
 

I survived on the streets; my entire spirit lived in the streets. Everything about the streets 

attracted me, its smells, its wonder, and its prey. *Crunch.* The sound of a fellow canine devouring a 

blue robin paced up the rundown streets I called home. I lived alone on the streets, but I had allies 

who didn't invade my territory. I could never forget the words one of my allies shrieked that day. 

“Don’t go out hunting tonight,” said the older wise canine ally, warning me.  

“And why shouldn’t I?” I scoffed, stomping the last of my prey on the stone ground of the 

streets. The elder canine glared at me with eyes of annoyance; he knew I wasn't taking his words 

seriously. 

“You know why; they’ll tear you into shreds,” the older canine said vaguely without a hint of 

hesitation. I stopped in my tracks, laughing bitterly at his statement.   

“I outran them before,” I remarked coldly, “What makes you think I can’t do that again?”  

The tension in the air was palpable and would be overwhelming to others who weren’t him or 

me. 

“These humans are more outrageous than the last you overcame, Stray,” the elder cautiously 

replied. 

Stray is what humans would call someone like me, something to call one of their own. It was 

what humans would call canines on the streets. I thought of the name as rather profound and took it 

as my own. 

“No matter how outrageous they are, they cannot come after me,” I declared, my voice 

sounding as untouched and unbreakable as it always was. 

“The ignorance of yours is bound to get you killed,” the elder retorted, “Listen to me, why don’t 

you, pup?”  

I scurried away from the elder, filled with rage. Ignorance? I possessed no such thing within 

me, and I am not a pup but a full-grown canine! These humans are probably not as dreadful as the 

elder claims they happen to be, I thought.  

For the first time in my short life, I was wrong. 

As I stopped to take a breath, I saw poor-natured humans.  They were on the top of the hill of 

the streets, their odd machine with wheels stood next to them. I, then, heard the sounds of pups in 

their machine, shrieking for help. The voices of the pups were shredded with immense fear, the 

brownish colored pups feared for their lives. Anger rose up in my body, it possessed me. The next 

thing I knew, I was rushing towards the machine and the so-called humans. Then, everything went 

black as night. 

 

I woke up in a strange box with metal bars, all I could hear were the voices of fellow canines 

shrieking.  It was a horrendous sound that rang in my ears; I tried to block it out, but I was unable to. 

Humans eventually came to the box I was held in, giving me food that was unfamiliar to me. I growled 

at these horrible humans. However, they would not leave the strange box I was held captive in until 

they finished dispensing food into the odd shaped bowls. 

Nights that turned into months, and then years; that was how long I was held captive in that 

terrible place. It was as if chains were wrapped around my neck. I was trapped, forced to eat the 

same food, and forced to hear the sounds of cries of my brethren. I never thought this endless cycle 
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of pain would ever end. It felt everlasting; but then my cage finally opened, and I never knew pain 

again. 

“Are you sure this is the one you want, Jane?” The human male said, sighing. He stood next to 

a small female human, the female smelled similar to the male. 

“You know I want a husky, James!” The smaller human whined, she crossed her arms looking 

away from the other human. 

“Fine, fine.” The older human male said rolling his eyes at the sight of his ally throwing a fit. 

“What’s his name?” The female human asked joyfully, her eyes lighting up. 

“He doesn’t have a name,” the cruel male human holding me hostage said. I had to restrain 

myself from growling at him as soon as he had spoken. I had a name, it was Stra-. I was suddenly 

then interrupted by the female human. 

“Hmm. What about Arctic? That sounds like a fitting name for him!” The smaller female human 

giggled, looking at me with eyes filled with questionable affection. 

I don’t know why, but I suddenly felt relieved; these humans weren’t like the rest for some 

reason. Not to mention, I felt comfortable about the name; rather than my old name ‘Stray.’ 

“Okay, you heard my sister. We’ll take Arctic,” the older male human said to the cruel male 

human. 

“Whatever floats your boat,” the cruel male human said. He started going out of the room to 

get something. 

What does that female human mean by take, I asked myself. Other canines would also 

suddenly disappear with other humans, was this my time to disappear as well? I asked myself. 

The cruel male human returned into the room, holding something that made my body 

overwhelmed with dread.  

“Is that his collar?” the female human remarked, jumping up and down from joy.  

“It is,” the fiendish male human remarked in an unamused tone. His smokey smell dwelling in 

my nose. 

“Alright, you just need to fill out these papers,” the wicked male said as he furrowed his brows. 

The humans who wanted to ‘take’ me away started to do these so-called papers, it didn’t take 

long for them to finish the papers. After they finished, I was taken away on this leather rope that was 

tied to this dreadful collar of mine. 

These humans weren’t cruel and didn’t smell dreadful like the other humans I had 

encountered. They had this sweet and friendly smell and treated me well; they gave me a soft stuffed 

bear that had this honey smell. It made me feel safe. 

They gave me a home, food, water, and time to explore the outside. It was the best gift I could 

ever receive. The time I spent with these humans finally made me realize:  I was no longer a long 

stray alone, Stray, but a happy and accompanied, Arctic. These humans weren’t my allies, but my 

family. 

 
By Paulina Keselman, Grade 8 
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   Hope        Self Portrait 

 
   When we give up     

  We lose our chance of success, 

    For we go so far 

      When we give it our best. 

 

           The world can tell us 

            Only what they see, 

  But when we believe in ourselves 

          We set ourselves free. 

 

          We must keep going 

      No matter what they say, 

          For if we have hope 

         There’s always a way. 

 

          Don't give into despair 

   Or give up when there’s doubt. 

           For if there is faith, 

       There’s always a way out.  

 

              Brave the dark.          
            Shine in the light. 

         But whatever you do,           By Eleanor Rooney, Grade 6 

             Do it with might. 

          

           By Anuska Nair, Grade 6 

 

 

Goodbyes 
 

Sometimes the simplest things are the hardest things. 
You make so many great memories, 

Have so much fun, 
Wish it could never end. 

 

Some of the best times in your life fly. 
Love every second of it. 

The next moment 
They’re not anywhere to be seen. 

 

By Cameron Guerschnuy, Grade 6 
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Cover Contest – Honorable Mentions 
 

 

               
 

By Alyssa Nordgren, Grade 8      By Riya Joseph, Grade 7 

     
 

Nature’s View of Dawn and Dusk 
 

 
 

               By Shalini Nadarajah Grade 6 
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Snowfall        Dragon Art 
 
A delicate dust disperses,          

appeasing all with her Christmas cadence. 

Pristine, feathery droplets acquiesce to 

their disillusioned disruptors, surrendering to the 

hardened face of a miserable miser,  

the benevolent amble of an amiable assistant. 

 
Although evanescent, 

this immaculate floating vessel carries with it 

 joys once forgotten,  

memories left dormant. 

 
Solace is found in these worldly flakes; 

life is renewed, 

even in the most hopeless of places. 

 
Buoyant and effervescent 

we find  peace 

and retrospection; 

we are born anew. 

 
By Sadie Gugliotta, Grade 7       
 

By Aidan Martignetti, Grade 6  
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A Year of Change 
 
 

I remember a long year prior 

Many dark, restless cloudy skies ago, 

Our shut-down world longed for a spark of fire 

The tragedies made many into a crier. 

  

But you must retrieve your inner glow 

For these are moments we’ll one day crave for. 

Fun memories have been made so 

We’ll think of this heaven again through the spring and snow. 

  

I remember those drowsy mornings - sleep like never before. 

All the tech issues like a patience test. 

The sudden significant amount of family time - just us four 

A growing love for outdoors that I now adore. 

  

I remember the embarrassing mic problems worthy of protest, 

The yearning to go somewhere but stuck inside sighing.  

The daily find something-to-do boredom quest, 

The quint feeling to be messy, lazy, and comfy dressed. 

  

In the end, I saw many clouds that had silver linings, 

As long as we keep smiling, rising, shining, and writing. 

 
 
By Shubhi Jain, Grade 7 

 

 

 

 

 



 26 

Remember 
 

Chapter 1 - Now Part.1 
 

 Hey, my name is Luís and this is the love story of how my now wife Tatiana and I finally got 

together. At the time, we were in high school. She was the popular type, me not so much. Let’s go 

back to February 13th when it was just puppy love. 

 
Chapter 2 - February 13th, 1970 
 

“So man, you got a date yet?” Alfonso inquired. Alfonso has been my best friend since the 

second grade. In short, Afonso was from the Dominican Republic, around my height and sporty. Most 

of the time, he wore honey-colored Tims and was never caught with his stringy shoelaces tied. 

“You already know I don’t have one.” It was the fifth time today he asked me this question.  

¡Hey amigos! Félix called. He wasn’t as good at speaking English, but Alfonso and I 

understood him well. 

“Hey, Félix! I was just bothering Luís here about whom he’s taking to the dance.” 

“Oh, you should ask Tatiana, ¡Ella es muy bonita!*” gushed Félix. 

“Please, like she will say ‘yes’ to him.”  

“How great that must make me feel,” I sneered. 

“Aw c’mon man, I was just messing with you. You should ask her.” 

“Please,” I started. “I’m way out of her league.” 

“Hey man let’s face it, you’re afraid of the fact that there’s a fifty-fifty chance that she could turn 

you down,” Alfonso deduced. 

“Whatever, I have a class to get to.” 

“You’re only walking away because you know we’re right!” 

“Descansar,* amigo.” Felix said. 

“Lo siento.” 

 

✵✵✵✵✵ 

After school, Tatiana was at her locker. This is my chance I thought, but just as I brought up 

the courage to go up to her, Sabrina—her friend— walked over to her locker. 

“Hey, girlfriend!” exclaimed Sabrina. 

“Oh, hi, Sabrina,” replied Tatiana. 

“Why so glum?” Sabrina asked. 

“Well...” Tatiana started. 

“Ah, no date yet huh?” Sabrina interrupted. 

“No. I’m waiting for someone to ask.” 

“What are you talking about? Multiple guys have asked you to the dance and you turned down 

every last one!” 

“No, no, no, I mean a certain person,” Tatiana explained. 

“Oh well if you need anything, I’m only a fence or a text away,” Sabrina said 

“Okay.” 

“I’ll talk to you later. I hope you know what you’re doing,” Sabina quaked 

“I do. See you later,” Tatiana answered. 
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After that conversation was over, I started to ask myself if it’s me she wants to ask her to the 

dance. I rushed over to her locker and asked the question without hesitation. 

“Tatiana, would you like to go to the dance with me?” I inquired. 

“Um...” 

 
Chapter 3 - Day of the Dance 
 
Beep, Beep, Beep, Beep! 

I turn off my alarm, go to the bathroom, shower, brush my teeth and wash my face. I grab 

some clothes and go to the kitchen where my pre-made breakfast awaits. 

I scarf down my food and head out the door, avoiding any possible conversation with my family. The 

rest of the day was as repetitive as a broken record. 

 

After the 7th period today, I shoved and jostled through the crowds of puny freshmen. I bolted 

to the locker room, determined not to keep her waiting. I exit the locker room, finding Tatiana in the 

doorway. 

“You look stunning,” I said and gazed at her in awe. 

“You’re not too bad yourself.” 

We walk arm in arm to the gymnasium. When we enter, heads turn to us.  

“Aww, look at those two. Popular and unpopular.” 

“¡Alfonso, detente*!” 

“What, I was joking. Why do you have to take everything to the heart, Felix?” 

We sway and dance as if no one is watching. This is a night to remember. 

 
Chapter 4 - Now Part 2 

 
Years went by, and Tatiana and I got married, had children, and now we have two beautiful 

grandchildren. Always remember that it doesn’t matter if you’re popular or unpopular, tall or short, gay 

or straight: love is love. Don’t ever forget that. 

 
 

By Eva Williams, Grade 7 

 
 
 
Descansar: Calm down; chill; rest. 
Detente: Stop;halt. 
¡Ella es muy bonita! Translation: She is very beautiful! 
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By Karen Wu, Grade 7: Second Place Cover 


