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[Writer’s Café Group Last Line Exercise: Cambria, Cara, Kyla and Samadhi] 

 

Last Line: They held hands and looked at each other. 

 

 Sarah and Timmy are walking home from school, 

when they see a dead squirrel and realize that it’s Robert, 

the squirrel that has grown up with them. Timmy kneels 

down and begins to sob intensely.  

 “Timmy, you have to get up,” Sarah says. 

 “But Robert’s dead,” Timmy says. 

 “Sorry but everything dies,” Sarah says. 

 “Maybe we can save him,” Timmy cries. 

 “Sure, Timmy,” Sarah pats his head. 

 “We can bring him to my Dad’s basement and bring 

him back to life,” Timmy exclaimed and stood up. 

 Timmy and Sarah grab Robert and take him back to 

Timmy’s Dad’s basement. They hooked up the wires to 

little Robert’s squirrely head and poured some chemicals 

on him. 

 “Flip the switch!” Timmy says with a smirk. 

 All of a sudden, they heard a loud boom and a 

flame burst out with smoke. They poured some water on 

Robert and heard a demented squeak. 

Franken-Squeek 
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The Insignificant PARK 
                    (Place) 

Bland FRENCH FOOD 
  (“Ethnic Food”) 

The UNCLE of EXCITEMENT 
          (Title of relative)     (Emotion) 

Each molecule, a molecule of GOOFY. 
                (Spielberg or Disney character) 

The emptiness of HUMILITY. 
         (Abstract noun) 

The BICYCLE of death  
        (common noun) 

is SQUAD, DISGUSTING, IRRATE. 
    (slang word)       (negative adjective)              (angry adjective) 

Like SNOW. 
 (active weather) 

Mocking my sensitive WRIST. 
      (body part) 

You are naked. You are BATMAN. 
          (cartoon character) 

You are JACKSON  
           (last name of a dead celebrity) 

Sliding through the GLASS DOOR of life. 
             (type of entrance to building) 

Poetry Madlibs 
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The Dancer   by Phoebe Huss 

Dazzling fields of precious daisies 

Line a miraculous path of a leopard’s soft fur, 

The denominator of the earth fraction-  

Sleek blue numerators of sky 

Covered in red cars that could drive on anywhere- 

Running on fascination, illusion- 

They top this euphoric bliss. 

A bold woman, 

Gleeful as can be, 

Draped in colorful garments, 

Shows the world who she is- 

Enlightening the confidence bubbling inside- 

Skipping along and waving her arms in the air 

Like a gymnast about to cartwheel- 

A gesture, perhaps, 

That she is not afraid. 

And above all, 

An elegant eyeball waits 

Among the depths of this paradise of freedom, 

Staring down at all there is to see, 

The creativity of the world before it; 

The thrill of the dancer, 

Leaping like a graceful ballerina, 

Proving her incredible talent; 

The pure sparkle of the Earth, 

Shining in a tricolor light, 

With the spirit of nature 

Floating about the flowers and paths of animal décor. 

This painting I see before me 

Holds a new welcoming 

I have never truly sensed - 

Souls of art, 

Life with magical feeling, 

Love that brims inside the golden paint... 
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I feel alive, 

though I am deceased 

I can feel no pain or worry, 

for the wrinkles have passed away 

I have no fear 

for I am merely a ghostly figurine 

dancing 

with others like me 

in a meadow full of white flowers 

I am not uneasy as a great, 

bronze 

eyeball flies in an ocean of red automobiles 

high above me, in the sky 

a three-legged dancer, 

quite talented indeed, 

prances gracefully 

in his striped 

magenta 

and 

black toga, looking better 

than the Ancient Greeks! 

He dances on a cheetah skin path, 

forgiving him from its past sins 

‘I wish to dance like him’ 

I whisper as spirals spy on me from above 

I still feel alive even if am just a soul dancing surrounded 

by alive souls that are really deceased 

like me 

Alive                      by Dahlia Carmona 
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Ethan Jenkins 

I think she is a cave woman,  

that's seeing evolution and time  

in centuries to come  

 

I think she's in the periodic time,  

I think the eye is like the cosmos 

or the eye of time.  

 

 

 

 

“Yaqui Delgado wants to kick you’re a**”  

 

This is a sign of hatred for one another, strong hatred.  

They’ve intervened and created a problem.  

A problem with a solution that they can’t find,  

that’s the problem,  

their blinded between their hatred.  

Their hatred is the thing that holds them back.  

If the two of them knew how to let go  

and release their negative energy  

they would realize the solution to their problem 

 was right in front of them.  

That there was no need for war between them.  
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A poem 

 
should wander 

 
to the farthest corners 

 
of the imagination 

 
if should fly 

 
on wings of verse 

 
and be as soothing 

 
as the pitter-patter of rain on a rooftop 

 
as beautiful as a turtle dove 

 
and it should be completely yours 

Ars Poetica                by Ava Bourdeau 
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I’m Here by Aryanna “Wolfie” Bodenlos 

Hello Bonjour Hola there's so many ways to say it  

there's a boy  

I can never work up the nerve to say it  

I play it through my head again and again how it will turn out 

Hello Bonjour Hola  

we're at school and the fire alarm goes off  

the students rush out  

I trip  

the door’s closed  

I’m locked in alone  

then I hear it as I think I’m gonna die alone  

a cough  

a small one  

I look up from where I’m sitting  

there he is  

I walk over  

and as the smoke comes in and he looks at me  

I say Hi and then he says hi back  

and then the doors open and we walk out 

Hello Bonjour Hola 
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Old Frames New Walls by Cambria Kelley 

 

Your portrait wrinkled 

on a bleak canvas 

garnished with dried ink at the edges  

and draped in rusty frames of oxidized gold. 

 

Those painted eyes hold  

old memories and rhymes  

as a gift for from me to you  

you’ll never get to see  

from the paint stains on my fingers  

to the sleepless hours, 

and bloodshot eyes 

only to be 

hung on a new wall  

admired by someone new. 

 

Don’t ever forget me  

when my signature fades 

 and the paint peels away and stales 

because what was once  

mine  

is still there 

 –  

hung on a new wall. 
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Soar    by Lindzi Hutchinson  

PROLOGUE 

 The door shut closed by itself as Scarlet gripped the wooden arm of her 

chair she was chained to in menacing anticipation. Even though it was freezing 

cold sweat dripped down her neck. “It’s just a dream, just a dream…”  

 The lights faintly flicker and then go out, weak after it’s battle for power. 

It’s pitch black, only red eyes in front of her.  

 “Don’t run away Scarlet, embrace your inherited madness.”  

 She could sense the damn witch right in front of her. The Queen’s  

gleaming white smile shone in the dark like the Cheshire cat’s in the night. Almost 

every week she had these nightmares where the sorceress haunted and tortured 

her. The memory was still singed forever in Scarlet’s head. The burning town, her 

father and brother trapped inside their own house. A gleaming white smile in the 

darkness as her wretched army of giant, looming toy soldiers, blocked of all entry-

ways to the village. Scarlet was eight years old at the time. She ran to the well, 

hauling out her small water bucket like she was taught to during the time of a fire, 

when she saw that evil smile in the water and she was pulled in. Poor little Scarlet 

didn’t know what was going on.  

 “Yes, cry my love, your family is dead. I’ll give you power, survivor. You 

will be of great use to me.”  Scarlet still remembered the cinders of the roaring 

flames. The Queen had laughed as Scarlet ran screaming in pain out of a burning 

firewood pile.  

 “Child, you are weak and worthless. Face your fear and become powerful, 

because when I die, my whole life will have no meaning if you do not carry on my 

legend. Now step back in.” Those cruel days at that terrifying castle were now over. 

If the Queen wanted to torture her so badly, why didn’t she just find her instead of 

entering her head at night. Scarlet was already cursed by Queen’s burns and 

marks all over her pale body. Scarlet slips back to reality, or more currently, her 

nightmare. A burning tear sears down her sweaty flushed cheek. The grin widens in 

front of her.  

 “Play the piano sweet dear, I should like to listen to your improvement.”  

Scarlet grits her teeth when her handcuffs slip off easily unlike the effort made to 

break them before. The familiar white baby grand piano from her favorite room in 

the old castle appears from thin air in front of her. Scarlet cringes on her way to 

memory lane as she lifts her hand and pauses inches above the keys.  

 “Don’t worry, I’ve already tuned it perfectly just for you.” The tears kept 

strolling down her cheeks as she tries to restrain her arms. They shake violently as 

her pointer-finger starts with the first note. Scarlet is quickly absorbed by the music 
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Lindzi Hutchinson 

and she closed her eyes. Her hands automatically went where they were supposed 

to as she played her brother’s favorite song. Scarlet’s hair fell in front of her  

darkened face, yet the piano still produced that wonderful sound. The whisper’s 

voice from the dark came out stronger than before with a “Good Child” before  

disappearing altogether. Scarlet woke up in a pool of sweat, covers scattered all 

over her bedroom. The light was seeping through the cracks in her blinds, and she 

gasped for breath, violently shaking.  

 The locker door swung closed as Scarlet gathered her brand-new  

allowance bought binders and started walking to her first class of High School. Her 

vacant expression lingered, and if she had any excitement about her Freshman 

Year, or her first time in school for a long time at all, then she was doing a fantastic 

job at hiding it. As usual, her appearance was not something to be dazzled at. More 

so, frightened. A black leather jacket covered a T-Shirt for a Rock Band, Poisoned 

Ice, torn and ripped from her past adventures and risks.  

 Scarlet’s torn jeans were skinny and tight, fitting her long pale legs. On 

her feet were knee-high brown boots, complete with a set of gloves, pure leather. 

She wore no makeup of any sort, because Scarlet decided that the idiotic  

chemicals were not an object to put on her face. An impression was not something 

she had cared or tried for. Scarlet had large amber eyes that used to be filled with 

what seemed with electricity and spark, but instead looked gray and gloomy like 

clouds during rain. She almost never smiled. If she did, it would be a rare sight. She 

had crimson colored lips, cracked and cut. Her pale white skin was always cold as 

ice, but when Scarlet was angry, it would heat up like hell. She had no bangs, just 

oily uncared for swept-back wavy black hair with bloody-red highlights. It curled 

around her shoulders on one side, and the tips were tucked under her jacket.  

Usually let loose, it swiveled and shook when she walked, and even the slightest 

movement would make her hair bounce.  

 Her academic skill was superb. All those years locked up in a cell, she 

had to have something to do and practice. Therefore, she practiced everything 

available. Fortunately, some kinder servants of the queen were willing to give her 

an electronic device from time to time, which she used as much as she could  

before royalty was ready to visit her again. She learned over 10 languages, ad-

vanced arithmetic, memorized most Shakespearian plays, and read over thousands 

of books.  

 That didn’t help her at all. The Queen kept coming back in her dreams. 

Even though she was gone, she was imprinted forever on her memories. 
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If I was a Bird        by Ava Bourdeau 

 

If I was a bird 

I would soar 

And be free  

from this dismal world 

 

I could run from my feelings 

From the world that stacks 

The cards against me 

 

Fly free 

From the place I was put in 

By my peers 

 

But then again 

Facing these problems 

Makes 

Me 

Strong 



Write On!                                           15 

Kyla Walker 

 She screamed, but the silence was all she could 

hear. The blank sound of a light flashing in the sky 

burned a red as scarlet as her palms, from holding the 

rail with everything she forgot she had. The white as 

pure as sugar gleaming from the moon pulled her in, but 

she was too close to the stars to shine. Her eyes closed 

by themselves as she dreamed of kissing the ground 

again, and acting like the tough, scar-faced, and  

sharp-toothed creature she was meant to be, but she 

could no longer hurt her favorite sky so she jumped and 

landed where she belonged. She never stopped falling 

as her eyes closed tight against the billowing wind, and 

before she felt the ground, she was flying among the 

birds and the clouds and the stars in a land she had 

forgotten. 
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 Odes to Oreos: a simile exercise 

An Oreo… 

 

...is as brown as a chocolate lab’s fur with cream as white as snow. 

...is dirt and snow and dirt like the seasons.  

 

...is like teens emotions, dark and light and dark again, ever  

changing.  

...is 3 kids with the middle child tying it all together. 

 

...is engraved like ancient hieroglyphics. 

...is sweet as strawberries plucked fresh from the plant in light  

summertime. 

 

...is like an edible version of joy. 

...is like life...some may enjoy and some may not. 

 

...like a person, the inside is what makes them special. 

…’s creamy filling is like bright moonshine on a dark winter night. 

 

...is like joy wrapped between chocolate. 

...like water, it always tastes the same.  

 

...is like a soothing pill that lights up that the darkness inside our 

hearts. 

...like a lunch sandwich and dessert cookie that can fit in the pal of 

your hand but is nothing without the cream inside. 

 

...is as dark as the ocean stretched at midnight. 

...missing it’s top, like a convertible. 
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Magic          by  Phoebe Huss 

Write On!  

Books can unlock fantasy dreams – 

Broccoli grants good health – 

Babies cry the Earth to joy – 

A special type of wealth. 

  

Puppies lick kind smiles to faces 

Like pretty, relaxing socks – 

Poetry expresses you 

Like hair clips for your locks. 

  

Fireworks explode into 

Majestic balls of light - 

Bedtime stories calm you down 

And help you say “good-night.” 

  

Magic can be different 

From that black top hat and bunny – 

Magic can be shining stars, 

Magic can be funny! 

  

So do remember something 

When that magic show’s sold out – 

Life itself can be so charming – 

Magic - without a doubt! 
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Amazing Adventures of Luli and Dali  

Foreword 

 There was once a time where everyone could time-travel, but now 

humans can only travel in time with their Id or Superego. Too many humans 

broke the rules of time-travel. The world is not the place it used to be… 

 

Chapter 1 

 Our story begins with me Dali. It all started when I turned 14 years old 

and my superego, Tita, was misplaced. I have no idea how or when or why she 

is no longer with me. That memory is all blurry in my mind. The only thing she 

left behind was a golden locket which had a picture of a young woman, very 

elegant indeed, and a young man who was ever so handsome. As I looked to 

the right, with the locket, there was a note. 

 “What’s this,” I said and I started to wonder, “Dear Dali, sorry I left 

unexpectedly...Help...Luli will help you...come quickly...Tita.” Don’t think I am the 

kind of person that likes suspense, but sadly, the note got wet with my 

chamomile tea and those were the only words I could understand.  

 “Luli!” I shouted. “Oh gosh, who is she?!” I started feeling nervous and 

even more when I saw two little sky blue shoes popping out of the window of my 

bedroom. I jumped back and hit myself against the wall. Right before losing 

consciousness I saw a small shadow coming towards me. 

 

Chapter 2 

 “Wake up! Wake up!” a cute little voice was shouting right on my face 

as I was trying to understand what was going on. My hand hurt so bad and for a 

brief moment I thought I was having a strange dream. It was Luli who was on top 

of me, shaking my shoulders and talking quite loud. She looked excited like she 

was having a sugar rush. I slowly started to sit down and Luli was now 

screaming. 

 “Woohoo! You finally woke up! Let’s go! Do you have any idea how long 

it took me to wake you up? Huh? C’mon, take a guess. We have things to do, 

places to go, c’mon! Now!” Luli shouted. 

 I said, “I’m guessing you’re Luli. You must be Luli. And to answer your 

question, it took you 3 minutes. Now, my turn. Where do you want to go? You 

are just a cute little girl!” 
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By Dahlia Carmona  

 “First of all, it took me longer than that. And it’s not where, but when. 

Second of all, we have to do some good time-traveling if you really want to find 

Tita,” Luli answered. “Oh, I’m the boss now. Don’t let my appearance trick you.” 

Luli then snapped her fingers almost on my face! 

 “Oh fine, when do you want to go?” I queried. 

 “When was the last time you saw Tita? Wait, wait I know...yesterday? 

No, on Saturday or Wednesday?” she questioned. 

 “I don’t remember the exact date, but I know it was one of the days I 

was 13,” I said confused. 

 “How old are you now?” Luli demanded. 

 “Oh, 14 years old,” I uttered. “I just turned 14.” 

 “Oooh! Happy Birthday!” she shouted. I blushed and smiled. Luli took 

out her sky blue umbrella and said, “Let’s go outside, then we can go time-

travel.” She turned around and corrected, “the good time-traveling.”  

 I followed Luli outside. 

 “Oooh, look, I did not know they had some here!” 

 “Have what?” I asked, and glimpsed around outside. 

 

Chapter 3 

 “Helados de carreton, duh. Get with the time,” she looked at me. “It is a 

traditional artisan homemade ice cream, or if you want to say it with one word, 

delicious.” I followed her to the cart Luli got tamarindo and arrayan. I got mora 

and coco. You might not believe it but it was absolutely delicious! I think I 

finished it in a blink and now I really wanted to have a second one. This time I 

wanted to try tamarindo and myrtle. I mean arrayan, just like Luli. 

 “Thank you, Luli. That was an unexpected treat. It was awesome! Now, 

I think that we’re ready to go time-traveling,” I excitedly declared. 

 Luli smiled, nodded and added: “Any time! Let’s do this!!!” 

 

        

 

          (to be continued) 
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Ezra Eyre 

Chapter 1 
 Gym class is always held outside. Fresh air or something like that. Normally, I 

like fresh air and embrace the chance to run around outside. But today, I am 

internally cursing my school for wanting to give us fresh air.  

  London and I were about to be late for gym again, and we didn’t want Mr. 

Gymteacher to be annoyed with us again , so we were running hard down the 

sidewalk that lead from the main school building to the Activity Fields (we were 

doing soccer today!). The problem was, it had rained hard again during the night 

and had been wet and drizzly all day. So naturally, as I ran I my feet lost traction on 

the sodden concrete and I went flying. London didn’t, of course, she is much more 

coordinated than I. Limbs flailing, I ended up with two skinned knees and the rest of 

my body aching. London ran ahead to get Coach and he sent me to the nurse's 

office, with London to make sure I got there all right. Both knees stung, and blood 

dribbled down. See what I mean about Gym being outside?! None of this would 

have happened if I hadn’t had to go outside in the first place! But it had happened, 

and so here I was, leaning against London for support, making my slow way to the 

nurse. It wasn’t like I really needed the support or anything ‘cause I could walk just 

fine, but I was injured, so hey, why not lean on someone when you got the chance? 

 “Does it hurt much?” she asked, looking down at my bloody knees. 

 “Could be worse.” I admit. “But, it stings like crazy and the scabs will be a pain. 

No pun intended.” I have had soooo much experience with scabs on my knees 

(way too much experience if you ask me, but what can one do about that), and in 

my opinion, knees are the worst place to get a scab. I mean you have to bend you 

knee and stuff and that stretches the scab! Horrible! 

 “That’s not exactly a pun.” muttered London, but she was smiling so I let her 

comment slide. There are more important things in life, like wondering what kind of 

horrible, stinging and painful ointment Miss Cashmere (the school nurse) would 

apply to my knees. 

 Eventually, hobbling all the way and with London’s help, we make it to the 

Miss Cashmere’s office.  

 “My, my, Abigail.” laughed Miss Cashmere good naturedly, “What happened to 

you? ” Miss Cashmere is young and pretty, maybe in her late 20’s? She has blonde 

hair and blue eyes, she always wears high heels and somehow manages to make 

her plain white nurses uniform with the Academy of Obedientia crest on the pocket 

seam stylish. I have seen several girls ask her for fashion advice in between 

classes. She was born and raised in London (the city), and still has a slight British 

accent. 
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...continued            Ezra Eyre 

 Off to one side, is the kind of bedish thing that you see in doctor offices, with 

the paper stretched over it. The wall across from that is a counter with a little sink, 

and above and below are cabinets with various supplies and medicines. All the 

walls are white. At the end of the small room, is a door leading to the principal’s 

office. My guess is Mr. Harsher is wanted close by in case of emergencies. 

 “A sidewalk,” I replied neatly, grimacing at the prickling sensation at my knees. 

  “It’s that rain, I tell you. Slippery slopes and such.” Miss Cashmere said, 

shaking her head. Then turned her attention to London.  

 “Anything wrong with you? Or are you just here to escort your friend?” 

 “Escort my friend.” London replied quickly, eager to retain her accident free 

record. 

 “Well then, Abigail, sit down on that bed there, and London, you better get 

back to class.” 

 “Okay,” we said. I slowly made my way to the bed and sat and London gave 

me one more concerned look and left. 

 Miss Cashmere bent down and opened one of the cabinets, mumbling 

something I couldn’t hear. My eyes wandered around the small office. I heard the 

creaking sound of a door closing from somewhere to my right. That would be the 

principal’s office. I wondered which kid had done something to displease Mr. 

Harsher. I don’t envy that person, who ever they are. Mr. Harsher is a scary 

principal, with his broad shoulders and accusing eyes, but he is always careful not 

to do anything to bad. I guess he doesn’t want a bad word of him to reach the 

parents, or they might pull their kid out. I heard a low murmuring of voices coming 

from the office, but couldn’t make out the words. Even if we are right next door, the 

walls of this school are thick. My attention came back to rest on Miss Cashmere as 

she spoke.  

 “Now lets see...Water, cloth, cotton balls and… where is the disinfectant? 

Oooh, that’s right.” She stood up to her full height, and turned back to me.  

 “I just have to run to the storage room. It seems as though we have run out of 

disinfectant, but I know we have some in there.” She handed me a box of tissues.  

 “You can use these to clean and staunch some of the blood yourself if you 

want. Will you be okay by yourself for few minutes?” I want to say that I’m not five 

and of course I’ll be okay, but I’m sure Miss Cashmere knows that and I am kind of 

touched she asked anyway. Plus she is really nice. So instead, I just say, “Yes.” 

 Miss Cashmere is already halfway out the door by the time I answer so 

she just gives me a smile and a little wave. I take a tissue and start to dab at the 

blood dribbling, dribbling from the scrape. Ouch. I stop. Then I hear a raised voice, 
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Ezra Eyre    ...continued. 

coming from the office next to me. 

“What do you mean you can’t deliver it tonight?!” It’s Mr. Harsher. What could a 

kid have done now?! 

“Sir, I mean I can’t deliver it tonight. It’s not done.” said a voice like it was the 

most obvious thing in the world. But that voice most definitely did not belong to a 

child. Number one, it was too deep, and number two, no child would dare give Mr. 

Harsher that kind of ‘cheek’ when being yelled at. This guy apparently either didn’t 

know Mr. Harsher that well, or just didn’t care. And what were they talking about? 

Was Mr. Harsher getting mad because school supplies would be arriving late? 

Everyone knows Mr. Harsher has anger issues (though no one would dare say it to 

his face), but he had to have more anger issues than we thought! Then a thought 

pops into my head. People with anger issues get counseled. Like with a therapist. I 

almost burst out laughing at the thought. It’s not that I have anything against therapist, 

no, they are great! My parents go to a therapist whenever they have writer’s block or 

a book of theirs gets rejected. It’s just the thought of MR. HARSHER of all people 

(who is known throughout the school as impartial and unfeeling) having a heart-to-

heart with a therapist is almost more than any imagination and inspire. 

“I took an inventory of the kitchen this morning! This is the last bottle we have. 

And I mean THE LAST! Do you know what that means? We have to get more!” 

replies Mr. Harsher harshly. I wonder where he get’s his name -cough-cough-? So Mr. 

Harsher is getting mad about a certain food? I honestly didn’t think Mr. Harsher cared 

that much about us. 

 “I’m sorry, but there is nothing I can do. It is what it is.” replies the delivery guy. 

 “It is NOT what it is. I won’t stand for your insolence! Do you understand this?! If 

we don’t get more right away, we will run out! The children won’t be controlled by the 

time they graduate High School!” I gasp. A sharp intake of breath. I inch closer to the 

door. What does he mean?  

 “I must have them under my control! It takes 12 years of steadily feeding these 

children the Obedience Powder in the lunches at the rate I am aloud, and if they miss 

too many feedings? All my hard work for nothing!” Mr. Harsher doesn’t seem to be 

joking. He never jokes anyway. What is going on? Had I heard him correctly? I stand 

fully upright and creep toward the door (which is hard considering the blood on my 

knees has started to dry) that connects the two offices so I can hear better. I 

concentrate on the voices, I don’t want to miss anything. 

 “Actually, I can think” I hear a crashing sound. The sound of something 

hitting a wall and shattering. Mr. Harsh must have thrown the last bottle of the 

controlling stuff he was holding.   (to be continued) 
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Some Inspiration 

Write a 6 word memoir 

 

 

Create a horror story in 

two sentences 

 

 

Write an ekphrastic poem 

 

 

Write poetry where you: 

-don’t worry about spelling 

-don’t erase 

-don’t rely on rhymes 

 

 

Write for 5 minutes when 

you wake up 
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