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School 

College 

Work 

World 

Domination 

Retirement 

-Nadia 

Live for Drawing 

Write for Living  –Shelby G. 

Left, Came back, 

Left again. Stayed.   

–Keshia N. 

Persian Gamer 

on and off court 

  -Omeed P. 

Pi(e) is a  

Food and a number  

 –Justin G. 

My life in six words…Oops.  –Matteo P. 

Bored, sleepy, 

Active, confused, 

Need Entertainment. 

 -Ryeka N. 

I read, watch, and write stories.  –Paloma B. 

Inspired by a writing exercise based on the book Not Quite 

What I Was Planning: Six Word Memoirs by Writers Famous 

and Obscure, edited by Rachel Fershleiser and Larry Smith. 

Still waiting  

for my Hogwarts  

letter…   

-Nicole H. 
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sandwich cookie just before the first bite… 
Ensemble poem by the WriteOn! 2011 SMPL Teen Writers 

 
 

My cookie is like the soft, warm sun. 

It will lighten my day, make the cold times bright. 

It rolls like a hamster wheel. 

 

Like an oracle, I can see the cookie 

inhabiting my stomach. 

Like a starburst of anticipation, my cookie 

teases my senses. 

 

Like a five-year-old with their first loose tooth, 

I want to run around  

showing others my sweet, antagonizing cookie— 

Black and white cookie, you look like a treat 

that will cause a kid to throw a tantrum! 

 

This cookie is like a person‘s confidence-- 

it easily crumbles. 

This cookie is like a coy woman, so close 

and yet so very far. 

 

The filling inside the cookie is like the part of us 

we keep hidden from everybody else. 

 

Before me sits a cookie, dark as the night, 

waiting to grab me, 

a cookie like an evil demon-- 

it tempts and tortures me. 

 

Now, cookie 

your crust crumbles like a chocolate waterfall— 
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Nadia Rahman 

I Travel Light 
 

I carry my clothes 

My cell phone 

Spare change 

An ever-morphing book 

Sometimes my backpack. 

I travel light 

I carry part of myself 

20– maybe 25% of me, 

I carry my goals 

And the odd secret. 

The other 75% of me? 

That‘s carried by others. 

My mom carries some— 

She has my health, home, resumé 

Heck 

She even has half of my responsibilities 

My dad carries bits, too— 

He carries my future 

And the money to get me to it. 

My brother has my respect 

My sister has my nail polish 

My teachers have my education 

My gym coaches carry weights, 

Hoping that one day I‘ll be able to carry them, too. 

 

Their hopes are in vain. 

While I travel light 

And those around me travel heavier 

My muscles will never develop. 

 

 

This piece was inspired by a writing exercise based on the 

novel The Things They Carried by Tim O’Brien. 



Adam Kummer 

The Surrealists’ Society 
 

Prologue (Excerpt) 

 

 Rommel hurtled through time and thought he was  

going to be sick. He saw meaningless shapes and blurs beneath 

him and thought nothing of it. He was caught in a slipstream 

and he knew it. He looked in front of him and saw a large  

golden airship carving a path between the confusing images 

around it. The under-belly basket was iron and rusty, and was 

hanging precariously by a single cord. Rommel sped up  

toward the tail fin of the airship and made a grab for it. He 

screamed with pain as his hand passed entirely through the 

fin. When it emerged it was covered in molten gold, and was 

quickly sealing his hand in place. He gritted his teeth as he 

clawed at the plasma that was setting his and in place like a 

statue. He knew it would be a temporal anchor. Already he felt 

himself slowing down, getting nearer and nearer to the chaos 

below. He knew what must be done. He reached to his belt 

with his left hand and drew a knife from its sheath. He  

hesitated, raised it above his head and slashed down. The  

golden hand fell and was quickly consumed by the chaos. No 

blood was spilled. The wound was cauterized. He stared at the 

stump for a moment, then, clutching the knife in his teeth,  

continued on. Once he had gotten close enough to the rusty 

basket, he took the knife out from between his teeth and 

stabbed it into the metal side. Immediately things began to 

slow, and the chaos started to take shape. They were flying low 

over a lush green field with rolling hills in the distance. He put 

his feet up against the metal, grabbing the knife, and pulled 

with all his might. It did not come loose. Rommel saw the 

ground coming up to meet him and abandoned the attempt.  

He jumped.   
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Saving the World 
 

In a land far away, there were two sisters who were exact  

opposites of each other. And when I say "a land far away," I  

actually don't literally mean all that far away. I‘m just being  

cryptic about my location because I have to, not because I want to 

do so. (My location is in Fargo, North Dakota if you were at all  

curious. It's not like the state of North Dakota has much to offer, 

anyway, aside from frigidly cold winters, unpredictable other 

months and lots of grass.) 
 

Just so you don't get the wrong idea, we're not actually just two 

sisters. 
 

...Well, that's a lie. We are two sisters, but there's more to us than 

you think. In order to prove this point true, I should probably  

introduce myself. I'm Florence Campbell, the youngest daughter of 

John and Marie Campbell. I think you may have heard of them. 

Or maybe not, because we have to keep a low profile. You know, 

cause my dad's some important guy who has to do important 

things for the United States, except for Kansas and Rhode Island 

because we‗re banned from ever going there for reasons my dad 

won‗t tell me. But when your dad is as cool as mine, I think it‘s too 

hard to convey that my dad is so cool he can‘t be talked about. My 

brother isn‘t too keen on that idea but who cares about him? My 

sister and I are the two cool ones, even if she is kinda haughty.  
 

Anyway, to my point. I'm Florence. Well, you probably know that 

my name was Florence. I did just introduce myself. My sister, the 

one sister I mentioned a bunch earlier, will be around later. Her 

name's Marguerite. You can't miss her, she's got enough light 

blonde hair to rival Rapunzel's. As awesome as her hair is when 

she takes care of it, I'm glad that my equally light blonde hair is 

styled in a pixie cut. I have a brother too, named Gareth, but he 

won't be appearing much because he's too "cool" and angry to hang 

with me and Marguerite.  
 

Yeah, there‘s a reason why I‘m talking so much. I want to tell you 

something, something important. Because what I‘m about to tell 

you is the story of how the sisters Campbell saved the world. (Not 

really, in case you were wondering.) 
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Nicole Horowitz 



Keshia Nash 

First Day 
 

My first day at camp, and already I‘ve made enemies. I 

have to admit I‘m not surprised, and all I can say in my  

defense is that she started it. But I definitely finished it. Her 

name was Shay. She and her cronies yielded from St. Mary‘s 

Catholic Church for girls, or for stuck-up rich brats as I call 

them. We had just made it to Camp Indigo, and this was going 

to be my third year going. It was an art camp that coupled 

with music and creative writing. I started going when my 

mom noticed that I could almost make an exact replica of  

Picasso that happened to be in our kitchen. I was her ―little 

artist,‖ and she wanted me to become the next high end artist. 

Too bad for her I became more interested in books and writing 

instead of art. That was what happened really, that‘s how I 

made enemies so fast.  

I sat in the middle of the long, yellow bus because 

―cool‖ kids sat in the back and ―needy‖ kids sat in the front, so 

I plopped down directly in the middle and pulled out Eon: The 

Last Dragoneye. I had already read the book 2 times, but it 

never got old. As the bus started filling up, I felt someone 

staring at me and looked up to see a look of disgust on Shay 

Reyli‘s face. 

―Is there something I can help you with?‖ I asked  

politely. Shay was starting to block the walkway, and soon 

people would start wondering why. 

―I didn‘t know they let those who are not artistically 

gifted come to camp…‖ she smiled and looked around for  

others to see if they were watching. I shouldn‘t have done it, 

but I‘ve never been one to sit and take an insult. 

―I was wondering, too, so how did you get on the bus?‖ 

Complete silence. I had just signed my death warrant by in-

sulting the headmaster‘s granddaughter.  

But she started it! 
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Free 

 

Why don‘t we do a flash mob at a wedding 

 

Run on a pool deck and stop stressing 

 

Refuse instead of letting 

 

I don‘t want smack talk I want cheering 

 

I wear white at a funeral because I‘m not bleeding 

 

I‘m remembering 

 

So let‘s celebrate with a flash mob at my wedding 
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Chris Schlierman 



The Baseball Bat  

Megan Sliver puts the key into her door. The minute she put 

pressure on the key the door slid forward. What the hell,  

Megan thinks as she carefully enters her own home. The old 

rusty metal bat is resting against the cabinet next to the door 

as it always does. There are also two new wooden bats in her 

bedroom, another metal one in the kitchen and her father‘s 

old bat in the living room. The day has come, she thinks as she 

silently tiptoes from the small room with all the hat hooks in-

to the living room. BANG! The noise had come from her kitch-

en.  Megan had huge pots and pans in the kitchen that her 

mother gave her when she was twenty-one and graduating 

from college.  You can never have too many pans, her mother 

told her.  

 

Megan runs full force into the kitchen with the bat hung high 

over her shoulders.  When she enters the kitchen she sees the 

robber bending down to pick up the pots. What kind of robber 

steals pots, Megan thinks? She is about to hit the man who is 

about to swing the bat into the head of the robber when Me-

gan notices that the robber is wearing Robert (her old  

Boyfriend‘s) favorite cap. The cap was frayed like Robert‘s, 

and it was a Forty-niners cap. The couple loved the football 

team. They had met at a Forty-niners game two years ago.  

Megan falls out of her glaze when Robert‘s face turns around.  

 

― Hi… Meg. You look great.  How ya doing?‖ nervously asks 

Robert.  Megan shakes her head, but puts down the bat.  

 

―What the hell are you doing here Robert?‖ Megan shouts  

―Actually, shat the hell are you doing leaving my door open? 

You know I‘m the most paranoid woman in the world. I could 

have knocked you out.‖ She throws the bat to the ground  

angrily.  
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Paloma Bennett 



Robert looks down at his feet. ― I needed to get something 

from your house. I left one of my grandmother‘s cookie  

dishes here when I moved out. I still have the key, so I 

thought I could just…‖ Robert muttered to his ratty tennis 

shoes. Megan‘s eyes gleam with pure hate. Robert didn‘t have 

the right to just come here without calling. Especially after he 

cheated on Megan with Chloe, her best friend. Skinny Chloe 

with straight blonde hair who supposedly would never hurt 

her best friend.  

 

Megan spit at Robert as she said, ― You thought wrong. Next 

time you decide to come over, call.‖ He looks guilty up at her 

eyes for a second before bending down to put away the cooking 

pots that are on the floor. Megan watchfully stares at Robert 

as he puts all her stuff away into the drawers. After he is done 

Megan motions him to follow her. She speed walks to the bed-

room door. The bedroom where Megan used to sleep in with 

Robert—now she can‘t stand to sleep there. She sleeps on the 

couch. ― Stay here,‖  Megan orders Robert when they arrive at 

the blue door.  

 

She enters the room and slams the door in Robert‘s face.  Me-

gan looks at the bed where the cooking pan lays. The cooking 

pan, which represents the long relationship she cherished 

with Robert. Megan walks to the pan and picks it up. She 

kisses the cooking pan which Robert used to make her cookies 

on before slowly heading back to the door. Megan pauses be-

fore exiting the bedroom. She sighs and leaves. A somber 

nervous Robert awaits her. Megan throws the cookie pan at 

him. ― GO!‖ she screams. Robert runs through the hallways, 

out of the house. The minute she hears the doors slam, 

 Megan cries. 

 

Cries for the loss of the cookie pan. The loss of her love.  
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What I Carry 
 

The things I carry, I usually  

can‘t see, they aren‘t things  

like greed more similar to  

need.  

I carry the image of an  

―African-American‖ and a  

―Born-again Christian‖ but  

is that really me? Labels  

stamped on my face by  

society.  

I carry thoughts, held  

beneath my tongue burning,  

imprinting, never to be said or  

done. Thoughts that I fear  

others would say, ―What was  

she thinking‖ or ―That‘s not okay.‖  

I carry the opinion of my mother  

and all role models, a sense of  

right, whether or not it is.  

I carry a hurt lodged deep in  

my breast, from never knowing  

my granddad.  

I carry the hope and ideals to  

learn all the languages that I can  

so that I can be closer to him.  

I physically carry my purse full of  

my treasures, my books, my writing,  

and my metaphorical life.  

I carry so much that my shoulders  

blister from the weight and I hope  

one day to soothe it with a calming  

balm of Not Caring.  

 

Keshia Nash 



But that’s almost impossible, because  

Then I would be carrying that burden  

of not caring.  

Carrying 

Carrying 

How much can you carry? 

 

 

 

This piece was inspired by a writing exercise based on the  

novel The Things They Carried by Tim O’Brien. 
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Tricia Gemarino 

Distance 
 

since dance 

diss stance 

ten dents 

sans sin 



Hawaii  
  

    If I could be anywhere else in the world right now, I'd 

be in....Hawaii!!! The joy of laying on the bright mixture 

of yellow and black sand just brings happiness to me. 

Looking at the crater while being blown by the powerful 

wind brings me back to the memories in Hawaii. This 

place is full of playful and incredible activities that you 

can do with your family. I doubt you will be bored. We 

looked at the outstanding beautiful fish in the water, and 

at the same time we went snorkeling and looked at  

plenty of other creatures. Hawaii reminds me of so many 

of those remarkable memories. I liked staying there, and 

every year I repeatedly ask my parents if we can 

go again.... 
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Ryeka Namiri 



Eliana Bono 
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My Visit Back to China 
 

 I looked out the window of our small, black car. I was so 

excited to go back to China. Well, I wouldn‘t really call it ―going 

back‖ if I don‘t remember a single thing about it. My parents 

were on a business trip and we would stay there for a year and 

a half. We‘ve lived in Santa Monica since I was 1. I know things 

about China:  the Great Wall, dragons, fireworks. It would be a 

few hours to the airport then past the luggage checkout, securi-

ty, lines, lines, lines. 

 ―Here you go, Chelse,‖ said my mom as she handed me 

my book, Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows. Even with an 

unfamiliar home, at least I could have a familiar book.  I was 

almost finished with it, just needed five more chapters.  I read 

on and on as the car continued to pass the road, the shapes of 

the environment changing through my window.  Soon, my eye-

lids got heavy from reading, and I took a rest.   

 Once I awoke, my eyes blurry until the images became 

clear, I realized that I was at the airport.  As we heaved the 

bags, went through the security, and ate a small fast-food 

lunch, we had been on the first plane.   

―Seven hours will be our flight, ladies and gentlemen, so 

get comfy.  Later on, snacks and drinks will be provided,‖ said 

an overweight lady with pale light skin, and a tight brown bun.  

Her green eyes darted enthusiastically around her crowd. 

 Time seemed to go slow.  Getting on the different planes 

lasted a long amount of time.  From seven p.m. to eight p.m. 

and eventually to eight thirty a.m, we finally arrived at China.  

We were staying at our Great Aunt Iya‘s house for a year and a 

half.  I had never met her before, but Mom said that I would 

like her.  She must be nice, or she wouldn‘t have let us stay 

with her.   

 She had an enormous house:  two stories with four guest 

bedrooms, one amazing kitchen, three bathrooms, one huge 

master bedroom, and a nice backyard.  If this wasn‘t a mansion, 

then I could guess that a real mansion would be incredible!   
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A small woman wearing a red dress, with wavy short grey hair 

and thin brown eyes greeted us.  I expected that this must be 

Great Aunt Iya.   

“Oh, look how big you’ve grown, honey!  I haven’t seen 

you for years!” 

―I know, Aunt Iya.  Isn‘t she so grown up,‖ Mom smiled.   

I stood there, not sure what to say.  Great Aunt Iya and 

Mom stared at me.  I hate it when everyone says ‗Wow. How 

grown up you are. It‘s been ages or any of that sort of thing. 

 Great Aunt Iya placed a wrinkly hand on my shoulder, 

and led me to my room.  It was a nice guest room, with pale, sky

-blue wallpaper, a red bed, a mirror, a round, tan coffee table 

next to a red chair.  On one of the walls was a huge painting of 

a Chinese girl holding a fan.  She was wearing a silky red dress, 

red flats, and holding an elegant fan with blue flowers.   

Great Aunt Iya said simply, ―So get comfortable, and come for 

dinner in an hour.‖  

―Okay,‖ I nodded, and sat down on the bed.   

 Mom said something to Iya, then walked over to my bed 

as our sneakers squeaked across the floor; filling the room with 

sound.  ―So you like it, Chelse?  The girl is pretty, huh?‖  She 

pointed to the painting of the Chinese girl.   

―Yeah,‖ I said simply.   

―So put your stuff away, and dinner is in an hour.‖ 

―Okay.‖ 

 I wasn‘t sure how to feel. Happy, glad, or just mad. I 

couldn‘t believe that I was already at China.  Wow!  Time went 

by fast!  I missed my home in Santa Monica.  The nice, cool air, 

lying on the beach as the waves rolled by.  But, China was  

so different. 



18        Write On! 2011  

Shelby Grody 

The Photographer 
 

Nobody knows what the photographer must go 

through. That he must travel to the very edges of the 

Earth just to capture a sunset by the sea, and watch the 

colors melt away into the night. Nobody knows that the 

photographer must run into rainstorms just to watch the 

water dance around him. Or how he must run to the  

celebrating lights of the cities just to show the lives of 

people he can only hope know him the way he is. 

 The Photographer doesn‘t live in a castle atop a 

hill. The photographer lives for his rare medals, praise, 

and his photos. For the hope of a shot that will give him 

a name. The Photographer lives in small rooms with his 

camera by his side, eyes always thinking of gardens and 

space shuttles not taken. Hoping for an assassination to 

occur just so he can take the shot, the picture, the key, 

the life-changer that might change the world‘s whole  

perspective. 

 For the photographer knows no bounds. His  

countless quests are ones that feel endless. Feel like a 

hunter on a never-ending plain. For the photographer 

can stir up the heavens, feel the skies, and touch the 

very fabric of a rainbow. Nobody will ever know it. And 

that is what we should know. 
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Keshia Nash 

Untitled 
 

The battered shoes lay in the middle of the street. I knew 

whose shoes they were, and I know what happened, and I 

know whose fault it was… Mine. I was the reason he was 

dead, the reason he got hit. I was the reason why only a small 

pair of battered, flattened Nike‘s was now the only tangible 

piece left of him to remember. I know it was my fault, but 

does anyone else know? It all started in kindergarten, when 

me and Jordan met. He was four, I was four and the whole 

entire world revolved around us. We were inseparable. I mean 

there was not one time you could see one without the other. 

Our parents thought it was cute and that we would grow out 

of it. Too bad they were wrong, then he probably wouldn‘t 

have died. 

 

As we grew older, we found ourselves getting closer, even 

though I was a ―girl with cooties‖ and he was a ―boy with 

stinky, smelly hands.‖ No matter how the rules of our world 

changed, he was always my Jordan and I was always me.  

Aida. His Aida. I come from a country called Russia, or as my 

mother says, ―Mother Russia.‖ That always gets the family 

laughing. I am the oldest of three children. I have two twin 

little brothers. Mark and Jayden. I know, American names. 

They love it. But as a child, I had to deal with problems the 

twins never did. My family moved here when I was three, so 

at first I could not speak English, which made Jordan a  

miracle. He was not Russian, but for some reason he  

understood me when I talked whether or not it was in my  

horrible English or in my native Russian. As we grew, we 

found out that I also had a speech impediment and I couldn‘t 

say l‘s or r‘s without rolling them. For a while, children made 

fun of me, but Jordan didn‘t, he sat with me and tried to roll 

out the kinks in my speech. And when I had given up, he  

either translated or pushed me off of my ―Russian tootsie.‖  

By the time we made it to the end of middle school, I knew  

I loved him. 
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Justin Golden 

The Envelope 
 

 Inside of the large, brown envelope was a single sheet 

of paper folded in half, with a large red X on it. I cautiously 

opened the paper up and saw a letter written on the bottom.  

It read, 

 Chris, 

 I got the secret message. We’ll meet at the alley behind 

 Third Street tomorrow at noon. Bring a 21-X-3-8-Q-C 

 -Agent X 

  

 ―Chris is the neighbor. He has always been a little  

suspicious and mean to me, and I‘m Charlie, but what is the 

secret message and what does the code mean? And who is 

Agent X?‖ I thought. Questions and curiosity filled my brain 

like cars fill a freeway. I sealed the letter, to make it look  

unopened, and put it in Chris‘s mailbox. I curiously checked 

the alley at noon the next day, to see Chris waiting. Moments 

later, a black Toyota pulled up and parked in the alley.  

A short man who appeared to be about 25 years old walked up 

to Chris. He had straight, dark blonde hair and small,  

rectangular glasses. 

 ―Agent X, I got the letter. So, we are going to kill him?‖  

The short man replied with a simple, ―Yep,‖ in a low, deep 

voice. He handed Chris another letter, also in a large brown 

envelope.  

 Chris folded the letter and put it in his left pocket. He 

handed Agent X an old, beat up pistol.  

 Agent X put it in his right pocket. ―Don‘t lose this one,‖ 

he said handing Chris a large book. ―Read it thoroughly,‖ 

Agent X commanded Chris.  

 ―Yep,‖ he replied easily.  

 ―21-X-3-8-Q-C?‖Agent X asked quizzically.  

 ―Uh…18-A-0-5-Uh…V-F.‖ Chris hurriedly responded.  

 ―Good.‖ Agent X seemed satisfied. He hopped back into 

his car and left stealthily.  

 Chris walked 3 blocks home, as I quietly followed him.  
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Matteo Pintus 

 I couldn‘t go to sleep that night, I just tossed and 

turned. I went to go to the bathroom and looked out the win-

dow. I saw Chris‘s mailbox had its flag up. I convinced myself 

to go look and see if there was another large brown envelope. I 

found one and took it home to read. It read, 

 

 Chris, 

 Remember to pick up the supplies Friday at the alley at 

 midnight, in the large, green trash can. They should be 

 coated in bubble wrap.  

 

 P.S. To shoot the laser, you must hold it with both 

 hands;  it only fires when it recognizes your particular 

 finger prints. It should be able to kill him in one good 

 shot. Give his body to me at my mansion at 5:00 on 

 Monday. 

  

 -Agent X 

 

 ―They are going to kill someone? What will he do with 

the body? Why is Chris doing this? How?‖ Questions  

continuously fluttered around my brain. I still wondered what 

21-X-3-8-Q-C meant. I pondered that until Friday. I think I 

figured out what it means, at least what 21-x-3-8-Q meant. It 

meant that they would kill… I couldn‘t figure out what C was.  

 On Friday, I followed him to the alley, and he picked 

up a giant laser. He carried it back home. That night, I  

figured out what C meant…Charlie. Me, why me? What did I 

do? I immediately panicked. ―Oh, that‘s it,‖ I realized. I killed 

his wife that one day about 3 months ago, when… 

 

Everything is black and quiet. My last words are, ―Oops?‖ 
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Why me 

 

I opened the letter, to my surprise I was the first one  

chosen for an incredibly dangerous mission. Me? Why is 

it always me? Don‘t you think these people would have 

learned by now that when I say I can‘t, it doesn‘t mean I 

haven‘t tried or don‘t believe in myself, it means sorry 

but I, I really can‘t. Let‘s see here I‘ve run 3 bikes into 

fences, jumped onto a moving UPS truck, scaled a  

mountain to check for dragons, oh you‘ll love this one, I 

even went to the opera. Why do I always do this, open 

my big mouth. I can do it, what‘s the mission today?  

Eat broccoli. 

Chris  Schlierman 
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Writing what 

we know with  

Alan Sitomer 

Sharing 

Points-of-View 

with Lisa Yee 
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Writing Poetry 

with Alex Trivas 

Creating exciting  

characters with  

Amy Goldman Koss 
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Exploring  

nicknames and 

identity with  

Cecil Castellucci 

Examining  

traditional stories 

with Sarah Blakley-

Cartwright 
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Nicole Horowitz 

Devastation 
 

Noah McCarthy's house suddenly became silent and 

lonely without his mother's powerful yet loving presence. 

She died a little under a month ago and both himself and 

his father were devastated into harsh, seemingly never 

ending depressions due to her passing. Noah and his  

father didn't talk as much after her death, too wrapped 

up in their own emotional turmoil. However, like always, 

they sat and had dinner together. Tonight's dinner,  

awkward and silent without Noah's mother, remained 

awkward and silent because of a mutual fear of wanting 

to talk. It might lead to talking of her death, a newly  

taboo subject.  

 

"How would you feel if I were to remarry?" Noah's father 

asked in a frighteningly casual tone of voice while  

reaching to get another napkin, which sat in the middle 

of the table. Noah stopped chewing, too shocked to  

finish.  

 

"How could you betray Mother like that?" Noah asked, 

his blue eyes blazing in anger.  

 

"Your mother is dead. It's time to move on."  

 

Noah's whole face contorted in rage.  

 

"I know you miss your mother dearly, as do I. But there 

comes a time when we must rise out of the abyss of  

depression." Crueler words have never been spoken  

before.  



28              Write On!  

Keshia Nash 

My Worst Birthday 
 

THEY 

Forgot 

My 

Birthday… 

That‘s really all I can say. 

Actually no! 

I‘ve got something to say: 

Hey! 

WHY 

DID 

YOU 

Forget 

My 

Birthday?! 

Okay so maybe you‘ve been busy 

With Prom and School and Friends. 

But I didn‘t forget your Birthday 

Not 

One 

Bit! 

When the Laser Robot attacked 

and I became super reader 

When the giant green Lobster 

and the crazy orange baboon 

tried to kidnap you… 

I remembered to sing 

―Happy Birthday‖ 

And rescued you. 

My head swirls like a raging tornado. 

Should I stay or should I go? 

You my best friend 

didn‘t remember what day it was 

and couldn‘t say… 

Those few words I wanted to hear… 
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Matteo Pintus 

Confrontation 
 

Two friends, Lewis and Simon, are attacked by a group 

of assassins in New York City. But when they overpower 

the gang, Simon declares his intention to kill them. 

  

―Don‘t kill them!‖ said Lewis. 

―Why not?‖ said Simon. ―They‘re all assassins. Or 

do you want me to ignore all the people they‘ve killed? ‖  

―If you kill them you‘re an assassin too!‖ shouted 

Lewis. ―If you kill them you‘re as bad as them, if you kill 

them you deserve to die!‖ 

Simon slammed Lewis‘s face into the door and he 

went silent. He pointed his gun at the assassins but 

Lewis punched him from behind. A terrible battle  

ensued. Simon managed to kick Lewis in his face but 

Lewis punched him in the stomach. He then caught the 

gun and fired at Simon just as he lunged at him. Simon 

rolled over on the floor and laid still. 
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Eliana Bono 

Esamas 
 

 Madima was old, and soon was worried about her 

death.  She needed a miracle to make her live.  She 

heard about the Esamas, an ancient tree; when you 

would touch it, it could help you turn young, or cure you 

from death. 

   One night, Madima suspected her death would 

come, and she traveled far to reach the Esamas.  When 

she did, she touched it and recited the magical chant: 

―Esamas, Esamas, bring me back.  Take the memories, 

and rewind the days.  Use your powers to heal all.  To 

make me new, to make me whole.‖  And then, slowly, a 

light came shining from the tree.  And from each clump 

of leaves, a picture of memories from Madima‘s life stood.  

  One was her hatred, which was dark brown.  A 

light yellow clump was worriness, which showed Madima 

in her house worried about her death. One golden clump 

was love, the most powerful healing power in the world 

fell off the Esamas.  

 Madima ripped a piece of bark off the Esamas so 

she could recite the chant and always stay young. This 

hurt the tree and suddenly a red light came from the 

spot where she took the bark. It made a loud screeching 

noise and Madima, scared, ran for it, squeezing the bark 

in her new non- wrinkled hand. The Esamas slowly sank 

down.  A day later the Esamas died. 
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Adam Kummer 

Back in the U.S.S.R. (Excerpt) 
The battered shoes lay in the middle of the street. Tall  

buildings loomed over the narrow road, nearly blocking out 

the troubled sky. Several mice scattered from the sole of one 

as a crow swooped low and hooked its feet around the laces 

that were tied together in a soggy knot. From between two of 

the tall gray buildings a boy sped across the pavement, his 

bare feet slapping the ground as he went. The boy‘s tattered 

clothes billowed out behind him like a parachute as he went. 

His dark hair was matted and his eyes were ablaze with fury. 

When he caught sight of the crow he put on a burst of speed. 

The crow soared upward, squawking and cawing. The dark 

clouds dulled the bursts of lightning into mottled pulsing 

blotches of light. The boy got directly under the crow and leapt 

for it. His fingertips brushed against the bottoms of the shoes, 

and he smashed into a crumpled heap on the cold unforgiving 

ground. The boy began to wail as the crow continued on. 

Thomas watched this scene from his apartment window and 

wanted to laugh. Thomas got up from his wooden chair, 

grabbed his oversized coat, slung a rifle over his shoulder and 

left the apartment. He could still hear the boy sobbing as he 

took the rickety steel fire escape down to the street. He 

walked up to the boy, who had wrapped his arms around his 

knees and was rocking back and forth. By now dozens of  

people were leaning out of their windows to see what was  

going on. They started whispering when Thomas walked up to 

the boy and patted his head. He loaded the rifle and took aim. 

The sound of the shot reverberated off of the houses, and those 

who were still looking out of their windows flinched, but no 

one screamed. No one made a sound. Even the boy‘s hysterics 

ceased. The crow fell through the air, blood trailing down after 

it. It landed soundlessly in the street.  
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Nicole Horowitz 

Dirt Bikes 
 

Ali scanned the very populated room to see who sat in the  

spacious lecture hall. She was the only girl in the swarm of 

males at the "History of Dirt Bikes" lecture at the local  

library's auditorium. Her hopes of finding a fellow female dirt 

bike rider to discuss the topic was crushed into little pieces. To 

be honest, she was expecting questioning looks and obnoxiously 

sexist jeers about how a woman was too "delicate" for dirt  

biking. Ali had every right to be horrified of everyone's  

reactions, as many of the men in her life doubted all of her  

interests that didn't seem typically feminine. Instead, she was 

accepted by the guys at the lecture with open arms and  

approving glances, although she could have done without the 

glances because they made her inexplicably nervous. The men 

who didn't give her creepy glances easily gave Ali their contact 

information and she felt blessed to have found new friends in an 

unexpected place.  
 

Except there was one guy who sat in the farthest corner of the  

auditorium, glaring up a storm in her general direction. Frankly 

it was creepy and totally unnerving because who really wants 

some strange dude glaring at you with his extra freaky icy green 

eyes. The disdain in his glare was palpable, as if being a girl who 

liked dirt bikes was the ultimate sin to commit. She totally 

ditched her initial idea of ignoring him until he disappeared and 

went up to  

ask him: 
 

"What do you want from me?" Instead of giving her a sufficient 

answer to her very justified question, the guy stood up and 

walked away without a word.  
 

How rude! She thought, utterly confused with his act of  

snobbery.  
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Chris Schlierman 

Things we carry 

 

What we carry, with different people it may vary 

 

But to get by we all start sharing not all about caring 

 

Deep down separate gods we‘re all fearing 

 

This earth is a ship in a black ocean someone is steering 

 

In the coarse to fight over marrying 

 

Outside growing 

 

Inside tearing 

 

Speaking up might be daring 

 

But at least you‘ll have less weight to carry 

 

 

 

This piece was inspired by a writing exercise based on the  

novel The Things They Carried by Tim O’Brien. 
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Omeed Partovi 

Xbox 360 
 

A box with an X 

Xbox, they call it 

with shooting games 

that make me violent 

Half of my weekend 

all wasted on it 

Curse that box with an X 

 

(Dedicated to my Mom, who hates when I play video 

games.) 
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Keshia Nash 

Untitled 
 

I was the first one chosen for an incredibly dangerous 

mission. I was going to steal Trystan‘s lucky basketball 

shorts! Okay so maybe you think that this mission isn‘t 

incredibly dangerous or even important, but it is. You 

see…Trystan‘s basketball shorts happen to be in…a  

forbidden zone. I know, I know, you‘re thinking 

―forbidden zone‖? What are you like…in first grade? But 

no, this is serious. His shorts were in the Boy‘s locker 

room. Like Duh, Duh, Duhhhh! Seriously a person could 

get lost forever in there. It‘s a labyrinth with weird,  

disgusting smells and all kinds of science projects grown 

in there. It was actually Neelym‘s fault, she was the one 

who made the bet. It all started when Christi, Starlight, 

and Vera overheard a conversation Neelym and I were 

having. I had been talking about Trystan and how much 

I liked him. I knew he would never go for someone like 

me, but what I didn‘t know was how my big mouth was 

going to get me in deep deep… 



The Little Merman 
 

Once upon a time in an underwater kingdom, there lived 

a mer-boy named Derryl. He was the seventh child of the great 

mer-king and, being the only male child, the heir to the mer-

throne. 

 In the mer-kingdom, it was the custom that when a mer-

child turned 15, they would be allowed to swim to the surface 

and spend a day watching the happenings in the land kingdom. 

Derryl‘s six sisters had all already turned 15. They had  

returned from their trips to the surface with huge eyes,  

souvenirs, and amazing tales which they insisted on recounting 

to everyone unfortunate enough to be in the near vicinity.  

Derryl could still remember the first time one of his  

sisters had returned from a trip. 

 Derryl had just been leaving his mer-debate tutor to get 

a sandwich from the kitchens, when a loud fanfare of conch 

shells sounded and Leonore, his oldest sister, came swimming 

into the palace.  

 She was immediately converged upon by Derryl‘s other 

five sisters. 

 ―How was it?‖ 

―Did you see any humans?‖ 

―Where‘re my souvenirs?‖ 

Derryl swam cautiously over, keeping several tail 

lengths between himself and his clamoring sisters. 

The seemingly never-ending questions poured on and on 

until finally, Leonore shot out from the cluster, stopping when 

her tail could move freely and the others had to crane their 

necks to see her. Derryl‘s sisters grew silent. 

Then—in a manner that could only be pulled off by a 

teenage princess—Leonore began telling her story. 

―When I swam to the surface. . . I saw many things. 

Amazing things. Things you couldn‘t even imagine. . .‖ 

The surrounding sisters all gasped in awe. 

―There were huge stone buildings.‖ 

Gasp. 

―Giant creatures.‖ 

Gasp. 
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Nadia Rahman 
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―And. . . a prince.‖ 

GASP!! 

Derryl, who had just come from mer-debate class, 

thought about these statements with his entire nine-year-old 

mind, then blurted out: 

―That‘s not right!‖ 

Leonore glared loftily down at him, clearly annoyed with 

the interruption.  

―What’s not right, Derryl?‖ 

Derryl gulped audibly.  

―W-well. You said you‘d seen things that we couldn‘t 

even imagine.‖ 

―Yeah?‖ cut in Leonore stonily. ―So what?‖ 

―B-but, that‘s not right! We have giant stone buildings 

down here too. I mean, we live in a huge castle, right?!‖ He 

glanced around to reassure himself that, yes, the castle was still 

there to prove his point. 

―And, well, we also have giant creatures.‖ He pointed to 

the large grey sharks guarding the gates.  

―And-‖ He was gaining confidence now. ―We have princ-

es. We definitely have princes. I am a prince.‖ he finished trium-

phantly.  

His sisters (discounting Leonore) were nodding slowly 

while looking at the castle, the sharks, and him. From above, 

Leonore sighed irritably and opened her satchel. She pulled out 

a handful of small paper squares, then whistled sharply. 

The sisters looked up at her. 

―Hey! This-‖ she held up one of the papers. ―Is a water-

proof portrait of the prince that I saw on the surface. Here, take 

a look.‖ She dropped the rest of the pictures down to the sisters. 

Within seconds, the hall was filled with loud shrieks of 

delight and swooning adolescent mermaids. Derryl‘s previous 

arguments were instantly forgotten.  

Leonore smirked smugly at Derryl before floating down 

to join her sisters. 

―And he‘s supposed to be an amazing dancer, at least 

that‘s what I‘ve heard from some of the others. . .‖ 

Derryl rolled his eyes, then swam away to get his long 

awaited sandwich. 

Hopeless. The lot of them.   
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Eliana Bono 

Things I Carry 
 

I carry love for the people I respect, 

Fairness for humans to have rights, 

Creativeness to make stories and poems. 

I carry Judaism 

A special religion. 

I carry jealousy, 

A boiling, harsh, jealousy that triggers on me. 

I carry me. 

I carry life. 

 

 
This piece was inspired by a writing exercise based on the  

novel The Things They Carried by Tim O’Brien. 
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Nicole Horowitz 

(Nick) Named  

  

Nikolina never really got the point of this reading class.  

According to her teachers, its purpose was to hone critical 

thinking via reading books in class. However, she thought it 

was ninety minutes of wasted time. So she sat in her assigned 

seat and doodled, which she thought was the best way to ward 

off the evils of boredom. 

  

"So what's your name?" The girl who sat across from her 

asked. The other girl was older by a year at most, and she 

seemed a little too forward for comfort. 

  

"Nikolina," she said blandly, still furiously doodling in her 

notebook. 

  

"So that's kind of a long name. And it kinda sounds like Nickel 

if you say it right," the other girl mused, her gaze dreamy and 

oddly unfocused on anything in particular. Doodling remains 

something Nikolina would rather do than listen to some  

random chick ramble about her name. 

  

"But you're definitely worth more than a nickel, Nikolina. So 

I'm going to call you quarter." Why am I not worth fifty cents 

or even a dollar? Nikolina asked herself bitterly, doodling the 

girl across from her for inexplicable reasons. Nikolina knew it 

was in her best interests to not ask why she was only worth a  

quarter in the other girl's eyes, and instead of spending too 

much time analyzing her new nickname, she walked out of 

class utterly bewildered.  
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Chris Schlierman 

Random 

 

stars fun sun mars 

 

cookies dough slow rookies 

 

dove insert flirt love 

 

empty spaces filling glasses 

 

oh tell me, show me holes of dirt pain 

 

Deeper 

 

release, press release 

 

to the essence of whatever confounds me 

 

cheer up it is done 

 

water of darkness no more 

 

it is resolved 
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INT.OLD ELEVATOR-NIGHT 

 

A shy, red-haired women named MOLLY, wearing a red 

dress, stands with her arms crossed in a caged elevator. The 

elevator slowly moves up. Molly curiously looks at the rows of 

fancy hotel room doors as the elevator passes many different 

floors. The elevator comes to a complete stop at a purple floor 

as man with a top hat walks in. SAM is a drunken, brown 

haired man with a disheveled suit and confetti all over  

himself. Sam mutters to himself as he slides the caged doors 

open. Molly scrunches up her nose in disgust as she moves 

away from Sam when he basically falls on the platform. Molly 

steps over the drunken man. When she is clear of him, Molly 

closes the caged door. Molly looks down at the humming 

drunken man. 

 

MOLLY 

   What floor are you going to? 

 

Sam suddenly stops humming. He looks up at her. Sam gives 

Molly a toothy smile. 

 

SAM 

   Hello beautiful. What...is your  

   naaame? 

 

Molly blushes a deep red. Sam giggles as he rolls around on 

the ground. 

 

SAM 

   The eleventh floor. 

 

Molly looks over to the side of the elevator where all the  

buttons were. The number twelve is lit up. She looks at the 

numbers on the first hotel room. The number is eight  

hundred. Molly lets out a long sigh before pressing the  

number eleven. The elevator starts to move up slowly.  

Paloma Bennett 
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The couple sees the blank wall in front of them. Then elevator 

stutters and stops. Molly's eyes widen. She screams. Sam 

pulls the hat over his ears. He gets on his knees, then stands 

up. Sam staggers to Molly and puts his hand over her mouth. 

 

SAM  

   Calm down girly-girl. We'll be.... 

   fineee. The elevator has an 

   old-fashioned.... oh right...phone.  

   We just have to click the two and  

   tell the hotel workers we're stuck  

   up here. 

 

Molly stops screaming. Sam slides his hand off her mouth. He 

tries to touch her hair, but Molly steps to the corner. Sam 

smiles. He limps to the old-fashioned phone right underneath 

the buttons. The phone is red and rusted. Sam picks up the 

phone. He puts the head piece to his ear, getting the wire all 

tangled up around him. Sam squints at the body of the phone. 

There is a circular wheel with numbers in between every hole 

in the wheel. Sam rolls the wheel until the two hits the small 

pole in the front of the phone. A ring is heard throughout the 

small elevator. 

 

SAM  

 Hello....I and this red haired women..  

 

INT.HOTEL LOBBY-NIGHT-SAME TIME 

 

An orange-haired man wearing an old-fashioned hotel  

uniform is sitting alone at the front desk. He is the only hotel 

clerk working at this particular desk. He puts an identical red 

phone to his ear. Different colored streamers are scattered 

messily around the room. 

 

HOTEL CLERK  

   What is wrong, sir? 
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The hotel clerk looks bored out of his mind as he looks at a 

blank piece of paper in front of him. 

 

SAM 

   We are stuck in the elevator. 

 

The hotel clerk stands up with a thrilled smile on his face. 

 

HOTEL CLERK 

   I'm right on that, sir. What floors are  

   you in between? 

 

SAM  

   The eighth and ninth floor. 

 

The hotel clerk leans over the blank piece of paper. He  

quickly jots down the floors eight and nine. The hotel clerk 

slams the phone down and runs out of the room. 

 

INT. OLD ELEVATOR-NIGHT-SAME TIME  

 

Sam stands dazed for a minute with the phone in his hand. 

 

SAM 

   Hello. 

 

He drops the phone. The phone hits the side of the elevator 

and makes a banging noise. Sam staggers a bit and falls 

down. Molly moans behind him. She slides to the floor. Molly 

wraps her arms around her knees and dips her face in  

between. She starts to cry loudly. Sam looks concerned. He 

crawls to Molly across the dirty floor. He pats Molly's knee. 

 

SAM  

   There, there lady. I called the  

   staff. They'll be here to rescue us.  

   I promise. 
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MOLLY  

   I'm afraid of elevators. I can't  

   stand closed ones. I'm always  

   afraid they'll stop. And now  

   one did. 

 

She starts to cry. Sam gives her a loose hug. He is more  

balanced than he had been a few minutes ago. Sam whispers 

in her ear. 

 

SAM  

   The hotel clerk seemed pretty  

   into rescuing us. We'll be out  

   in a few minutes. 

 

Molly's tears start to slow down. 

 

MOLLY  

   Really? 

 

Sam lets go. He moves back and holds her hands. Molly looks 

hopefully at a serious-looking Sam. He looks right into her 

eyes. 

 

SAM 

   I never lie.  

 

Molly starts to laugh. She wipes her eyes with her right hand. 

Sam squeezes her other hand. The elevator starts to move. 

Molly's face lights up. She hugs a startled Sam. She whispers 

in his ear. 

 

MOLLY  

   Happy New Year! 
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The following pieces were inspired by an exercise asking 

students to consider where they come from and what it 

means to them. 

Ryeka Namiri 

I Am From 

 
I am from the big pink house 

From bougainvilleas in the front 

From my mom cooking food 

To my dad laying on the couch 

And watching T.V. 

 

I am from playing soccer 

Form moving up a level 

Form listening to gossip all day 

 

I am from the sun shining on me  

And my brother playing video games 24-7 

And being able to play the piano 

From being thrown off the couch 

And getting into fights 

 

I am from the place where there‘s a beach  

Where the horizon lays right above it 

A place called Santa Monica 

 

I am from the place 

Where everything  

And everyone is different 
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Keshia Nash 

I’m from a Place 

 

I‘m from a place where one can  

be as supportive as two.  

Where my choices are either the  

bane of my existence or the  

first step into my future. 

 From a place where stewing  

in my thoughts could never be  

a secret and marinating in music  

was an inspiration. 

A place where noses  

sneezing and snorting was a  

night time band practice.  

3 brothers gallivanting at the  

television, dusting ideas of  

what I would like or dislike.  

an older sister with candy,  

―I‘ll give you some if you don‘t tell.‖  

Being number 5 has its benefits.  

From a place with no grandmas  

or grandpas because I feel I was born too late.  

Granny was sliced by the neighbor.  

Grandpa‘s heart got frost on it.  

I come from a place where life  

may get you down, but God pushes you up.  

I‘m from…Burnt attempts  

and well-done attempts.  

That‘s where I‘m from. 
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Chris Schlierman 

I’m from the city 
 

I‘m from sharp city streets baked gum on rusty cement 

that only ages 

 

Long winter nights and longer summer days  

that thaw your energy 

 

By day bright by night eccentric even brighter,  

but it‘s all artificial 

 

Never up to any sort of good, strangers waft grasses  

and paints 

 

While store owners powder up bad merchandise  

with buttered up season savings 

 

Until there is nothing left, food is mixed up  

from all corners of the earth 

 

And possums too horrified to come out under the car 

 

We live the life of sin where I live that‘s why we need  

angels in this city 



My Neighbors 
Dedicated to: Saman, Sepand, River, and Parsa;  

who will always be my favorite neighbors 
 

I am from my neighbors  

Who make my boring days memorable 

All with different personalities 

Somehow found a side they liked about me 

Going to each of their houses 

Almost every other day 
 

I am from where once a week 

When we all meet 

In the alley of 21st and Idaho 

Sepand and River with the balls 

Parsa with the hoop 

Then me and Saman who like to shoot 

We play for hours 

Which always fly by so fast 

Because I never get tired of slicing to the basket 

And whisking up a shot 

That always stirs into the basket somehow 

They all get jealous 

But I taught them well… 
 

As I am sitting down today  

And am writing this now 

I stop and think 

I really miss that crowd 

I am now from Princeton Street  

Where there is no one I know 

My old condo got tossed out my life 

And I hit the road 

Same with Saman and Sepand  

Who rolled off to Dallas, Texas 

About a month after I left  

Leaving only Parsa and River alone 

Yet I still go and visit 

But it‘s not the same 

 No more going into my house to play 

I miss my neighborhood  

That was my life 

Playing with my brothers till night 

I am from these neighbors  

And always will be 

I love them to death 

And hope they can hear me 

48              Write On!  

Omeed Partovi 



Sketchy image 

Little time 

Unknown Future 

 -Tricia G. 

Life is one big twisted story. 

 -Chris ―storybook‖ Schlierman 

Inspired by a writing exercise based on the book Not Quite 

What I Was Planning: Six Word Memoirs by Writers Famous 

and Obscure, edited by Rachel Fershleiser and Larry Smith. 

Big Flying Monkeys  

Rule The World  –Justin G. 

Got Goals 

Set Bar 

Passed Goals  -Keshia N. 
This Time 

I Still 

Don‘t Know. 

 -Ryeka N. 

Eat, Sleep 

Play, Repeat 

My Life. 

 -Omeed P. 

I am art. Art is me. 

-Paloma B. 

Anger a writer, die in fiction.  –Nicole H. 




