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When I Look at You
By Jesiah Taylor

When I look at you
What do I see?

I see the other half of me 
Without you,who will I be?

When I look at you
I see my happiness

You make me smile without even trying
Your love is never unsatisfying

When I look at you 
All I feel is butterflies

Floating in my stomach
When I’m around you 

Your eyes completely light up my heart
Nothing will ever break us apart

When I look at you
I see my everything

Even thoughts of a wedding ring
You mean the world to me

When I look at you 
My heart gets to jumping 

That’s a sign
That what we have is real

That’s what happens 
When I look at you



Cloudy Night
By Kayah Ross

The cloudy sky and not one shine 
in sight
         The moon hides behind the 
clouds as the gray sky comes out 
at night 
     Rain falls as the wind howls, 

oh so light, 
oh my, oh my, the 

cloudy night 
While the moon 

plays hide and go 
seek 

The Sun Shines
By Kayah RossThe sun shines as the ocean 
moves with the wind in 
rhythm

The birds chirp singing their 
lovely melody while the 
squirrels search for food for 
their family

Kayah Ross

Lighting
By Christopher Hudson

An element so quick it's hard to capture.
A quick creation of light

Only on the darkest days.
We look in the sky only to find something bright

It runs our world from the skies,
Its roar so fierce.

A gift from the heavens,
Striking with the intent to pierce.



Transitioning to Middle School
By Arkea Carter

When you think about high school, you may think about sports. You may get excited 
thinking about the journey to graduating. It could be the high school parties, being able to 
get a job, or driving. Whatever it may be that makes you look forward to high school, don’t 
lose sight of the true opportunity and its importance. 

Whether you decide after graduating to go off to college, technical school, the 
military, or straight off to a job, the decisions that you make in high school are the blueprint 
into adulthood. Ninth grade is the foundation of that blueprint. It's your first step into 
self-discipline. In ninth grade, there won't be anyone staying on you about classwork, 
holding your hand to remind you to complete assignments, or to study for a test. You are 
responsible for remembering due dates and keeping yourself on track. 

Similar to adulthood, no one can make you do anything if you chose not to work or be 
responsible. You reap your consequences and can face issues such as job loss, homelessness, 
etc. So ask yourself, what is it that I want to accomplish my 9th grade year? When I 
graduate? What do I want my life to look like as an adult? Whatever it is, keep that goal in 
mind and stay focused.

 For me, I have hopes to become a neurosurgeon; therefore, I knew when I entered ninth 
grade, I needed to focus on my academics, even in spite of me cheerleading. I also enjoyed 
clubs, such as HOSA,  that helped me learn about the healthcare field, as well as Ladies 
Unlimited that helped me give back to my community and partake in a strong sisterhood. 
With everything I’m dealing with in school, I stay focused. 



Love Kills
By Ema Eppstaedt 

Love is like a cigarette, 
It’s addicting, 
And we keep lighting it because it makes us feel good.
But it takes a strong person to realize when it’s been enough, 
And an even stronger person to quit.
Yet sometimes it’s too hard to quit,
And we go back to depending on them 
For our happiness.

Aquarius
By Emily Mora

I am eccentric
I’m a free spirit

I can escape my mind
And still be near it

I pour my soul out
Amongst the others

To my friends,
Sisters, and brothers

The flowers around me are a 
result

Of the energy I put out into the 
world

If you looked in my mind
It’d be full of ideas swirled

I don’t like limitations
For I’m a free spirit

If you disagree with me
I don’t want to hear it





Extended Response
By Megan Anderson

Scientists at RMIT University in Australia have “harnessed liquid metals to turn 

carbon dioxide back into solid coal.” Their goal was to find a way to efficiently provide a 

safe and permanent option to remove greenhouse gas from our earth’s atmosphere. Modern 

scientists were previously compressing carbon dioxide (CO2) into a liquid and then 

injecting it into the ground. However there were issues with this method because it was 

causing environmental concerns about leaks. That is when Dr. Torben Daeneke at RMIT 

realized that converting it to a solid would be more sustainable. Most recently, the only 

way to turn CO2 into a solid is at extremely high temperatures, which would make it 

unusable  for industrial use. “By using liquid metals as a catalyst, we've shown it is 

possible to turn the gas back into carbon at room temperature in a process that's efficient 

and scalable,” said Daeneke. 

Dr. Dorna Esrafilzadeh, who is a Vice-Chancellor's Research Fellow at RMIT's 

School of Engineering, was the one who developed the electrochemical technique. To start 

with the conversion, researchers created a liquid metal catalyst that was electrically 

efficient. The CO2 is dissolved in a beaker that is filled with a small amount of the liquid 

metal as well as an electrolyte liquid. Then, the liquid metal is charged with an electrical 

current. The carbon dioxide slowly converts into solid flakes of carbon, which are then 

naturally detached from the liquid metal surface. This allows the continuous production of 

the coal. Because of the scientists’ research and experiments, people are now able to 

prevent more pollution and environmental contamination.  

Source:  https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2019/02/190226112429.htm# 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2019/02/190226112429.htm#


School Is Like A Jail     
By: Anonymous 

Sometimes at school
I feel like a fool

Because of my grades
There goes my gpa

School is a struggle
Which makes it hard to juggle 
All of the activities that cause me to struggle.

My teachers are disappointed
I can't turn this in.



Living The Life <3
By JaiShanna Thomas

Good Morning Diary,

Today is just another Saturday. I wanted to make today different. So, I 
decided to make breakfast for the family and take the dog out for a morning 
walk. I thought why not plan out the entire day. Plus it's only right to start your 
day on a full stomach. For breakfast I conjured up some: bacon, cheesy eggs, 
french toast, homemade pancakes and waffles; and to wash it all down, I made 
freshly squeezed orange juice. 
       As we all sat down and talked about our week, the kids offered to go to the 
beach and take a morning walk. I thought, why not!  Later, we went shopping for 
some clothes and more decorations to place around the house. I had a little 
plan up my sleeve, that nobody, not even my husband knew.  Although it was 
the beginning of summer, I thought why not have a gingerbread house building 
contest. Seems like fun right?
      Of course, with my daughter and I being most creative in the house, we had 
this win in the bag for sure.  And just as I predicted, we won.  The deal was the 
loser has to buy everything for the rest of the day. My daughter and I decided 
to go to a five star restaurant and order the most expensive items on the menu.
       After dinner we laid out in the backyard by the pool and watched the moon 
and the stars light up the night sky. Our son, Nick, swore he saw a shooting 
star; so of course, he made a wish. He said that he wished for everyday to be 
like today.  
                                                                      - Goodnight Diary <3



CAN YOU...HAIKU ?

Forest
Peaceful and quiet

Under the gaps of sunlight
The wind whistling

By Anel Cora

Sunshine
Bright glare in the sky

Warmth giveth off by my light
Sun rays shining down

By Hunter Mask

Fall
Wind blows against leaves

Colorful trees and nice breeze
Melancholy skies

By Carys Anderson



Recess for High School 
By J. Ward

Recess in high school is one of the most highly-debated concerns of the educational community 

right now. Some believe that recess is beneficial for children, while others believe it just wastes time 

during the day. Recess could be beneficial by increasing social skills, decreasing the child obesity rate, 

and bettering performance skills. It could also be bad because it could take away academic time from 

students. The provided benefits from recess would have a positive impact on kids and would help with 

mental and physical exercise. 

Recess gives kids extra time to work out social problems with friends and enemies. They 

would also be able to negotiate rules for sharing, problem solving, play, and cooperation. It also gives 

students something to talk about and look forward to during the day.  Recess gives extra time for kids 

to socialize with their peers, and because high school children go through changes, it gives them time 

to discuss the problems they have with people their age who understand what they're going through.

Moreover, recess also helps decrease the rate of child obesity. According to the American 

Heart Association, childhood obesity is a growing problem and the number one health concern for 

many parents. Recess gives students time to move and physically exercise. Little amounts of  

movement, even standing, counterbalances the inactive time students spend sitting in classrooms and 

on the couch. 

Although recess has its many benefits, it also decreases educational time. Going to recess 

takes at least 30 minutes or more from class time, which is time that can be used for review and or 

learning new criteria. But, even though it takes time, recess also helps benefit the student by allowing 

them to rejuvenate their mind from all the stress of school and allows them to get exercise throughout 

the day, which can decreases child obesity. 

All in all, having recess at school has many benefits. We see that it could increase social 

skills, decrease obesity rates, and give students a break from all the stressful school work they have. It 

also gives teachers some time away from their students, or time to bond with their students. The idea of 

high school recess will probably continue to cross many people’s minds, which is why it should be 

considered, and could have a possibility of creating more peace and happiness between all students, 

parents, and teachers.



My Dearest Valerie
By Malcolm White

Oh my dear Valerie,
Your hair is my morning sun;

Your warm heart is my spring day,
You give love to every living creature and flora.

You are my wings;
If I ever lose you, I shall never fly.

Every fortnight, I think of your Sapphire Eyes,
Your soft gentle skin.

You are my heart, part of my soul.
You have been by my very side,

You are the guardian angel sent by God.
I shall love you until my dying days,

My dearest Valerie.



Sam



Gabriel’s Poem

Enter the game, 
Ready player one.
I joined the game,
Ready player two.
I Looked over and smiled  and I smiled back 
at you.

We jumped into something new,
We hit “go” not knowing the rules
And man, time flew while being your player 
two.
We were just a couple kids having fun in high 
school.

I had your back and you had mine,
Always there to the others rescue.
We built a bond of trust that would last the 
test of time,
I would just smile when ever I saw you.

Or so I thought
Cause you were gone without a second 
thought.
Saying game got boring and shit 
I thought we had something, I THOUGHT 
THIS WAS IT.

But no, you moved on, got another player 
two
Saying you can be around him and really be 
you.
Making so many claims but all you had to do 
was try,
But you dropped off the server with barely a 
goodbye.

I've been under attack,
Wave after wave I barely survive.
And all I can do is fight while you never look 
back,
Pains hit hard and cried so many times I've 
lost track.

You moved on and you claim him to be the 
better one,
But I was the one that gave you my 
everything.
But that's ok life is like that and some will 
always be the broken one,
Glad you could step all over me and learn 
before him.

By Gabriel

Practice Field
By Christopher Walker

Hellish summertime
Spent painfully running laps

Drinking old water



Teenage Love
By: Kemlynn JeanPierre

Bakari:
Are you willing to be more than friends?

Meechi:
When he asked me if I was willing to be more than friends my heart dropped. I could feel a flutter in my heart, 
but my mind was filled with confusion. Is this what I really want? Is this the moment that I have been waiting 
for? All week I was searching through the halls trying to find my next love. But could it be that my love has 
been standing in front of me this whole time? Was this a chance I was willing to take, one that could destroy a 
friendship and end in misery. So I wonder if it's really worth a shot. I thought about it all night, and in the 
morning I made a decision. I would give it a shot, but sooner or later, I would realize his attitude problems are 
making me rethink if I would had made the right choice... I finally texted him now was the moment where I 
would tell him, tell him how much I want this. There, it finally happened. Do I have regrets? Yes, but I'd like to 
see how this plays out. His response was dull, just an "ok. My thoughts always end up drifting off into another 
place...a place where he just so happens to be. A place called Hope.

Bakari:
In an instant, I panicked, and within those moment that I panicked, I told Meechi that I wanted to be with 
someone else…

Meechi:
Everything I dreamt of was a lie. He was stringing me along this whole time. My life felt like a complete lie. My 
eyes filled with tears and my face with sorrow. My tears were like waterfalls! They continued to pour and 
everyone could see the look of disappointment on my face. I managed to embarrass myself in front of 
everyone. Never again shall I love, or even dream of imagining it, because love is the gateway to all 
unhappiness. You can never trust a soul.  It's the ones closest to you who are always out to get you. 

 Meechi:
Today was a new day. I'd be happy and forget about the shame that was brought upon me, but the second I 
stepped into the hallway I saw him. My heart crumbled and I could feel pain in the pit of my stomach that 
crawled up into my heart. Actual pain. I mean how did I even get here? I usually see a rainbow every time I 
see his face, and now I feel pain? He was my most important friend because, even though I could be 
depressed as hell, his presence would always bring me joy and that's something I never wanted to lose... They 
say you don't know what you have until it's gone, but I knew what I had and I appreciated it more than he 
thought. I became stuck inside my thoughts. I never thought about us being more than friends until it was 
brought up, and I only felt a real connection once, but even then I didn't think much of it. I held my hand up 
against his, and it was like lightning fled into my hands and rushed into my body, but in a instance, it 
was gone. I've been thinking about him nonstop day and night, not as my boyfriend, not as my friend, 
but as a part of me that has died. The one thing that could brighten up my day when I needed it the 
most was gone, but I don't even know if I want that back because he simply doesn't feel the same.

Bakari:
I really messed things up! We're not even on speaking terms, but I must not show her my pain. It 
shall remain a secret.

Meechi:
I feel as if I'm ready to turn over a new page. Yes, I love him dearly, but love will turn into loved and 
life shall carry on. If we were meant to be friends, the world will bring us back together, or maybe we 
will find each other. Only time will tell and I'm done sitting around waiting for him. I'm done.



Cont., Teenage Love

Bakari:
As I ran on the field, I felt as if I was fleeing from love.  It was as if I was defying gravity. As the wind 
pulled back and forth, I was mesmerized. I love her.

Meechi:
He crossed my mind yet again. It seems to be a monumental moment that was hard to forget. I could 
feel these impulses in my heart that wanted more. I was on a hunger strike for love. Could it be that I 
loved him? Could it be true that I didn't know what I was missing until I lost him? I keep trying to 
convince myself that I don't need him, but now it's like I can't even stand the thought of life without 
him.

Meechi:
9:18 and you wouldn't believe it. I like him! I don't want to be his friend anymore, I want more and it's 
all his fault. Why did I have to be in this situation. Will my love for him as a friend turn into LOVE? In 
this moment I was ready to accept him into my heart.

Meechi:
I saw him, now is my chance the moment where I could finally talk to him! I was scared but I did it.. I 
talked to him. He was wondering off into the distance as if he didn't even care! I don't know why I 
thought talking to him would make things better. He simply doesn't care and I can't change that.

Bakari:
Wow. She's beautiful... I mean just absolutely stunning. I could see the sun glistening on her skin. I 
miss her.. Wait is she approaching me? Oh, how I missed the sound of her voice. I couldn't help but look out 
into the distance though. I let life distract me, and I wandered off into the melo distance. Her voice was so 
calming it was like listening to ocean waves in the bright and early morning.  Even though I wanted nothing but 
friendship from her, I couldn't help but think how great we'd be together. I feel bad that things are going down 
this way. I really care about her. I guess I just have other things on my mind.

Meechi:
We were in the same class again but on different sides. As always, he was in his own world....

Bakari:
I couldn't take my mind off her. Why did I tell her I had someone else on my mind? I just want her, but I'm 
afraid to say how I really feel, afraid to love.

Meechi:
I'm tired of the back and forth between us I want to put it to rest. I have not received the closure my heart 
desires, but I think it's best I move on.

The two may never know what would have happened if they just talked things out! If you are in a similar 
situation, speak up please. Regression is okay. Do not be afraid to be missing out. It is he/she who would 

be missing out.



Tinessa Kelly



All That is Living
By Malcolm White

O Here rises the morning sun!
The grass sprouts for the sunrise;
The trees dance as the wind howls;
Primroses and Cowslips bloom with joy.

The sparrows fly with grace, they chirp with glee.
Fowls walk through the fields with bliss;
Eagles fly with majesty and courage;
The cranes and herons wade through the rivers,
They fly along with eagles as they stop wading.

All the creatures with cold blood wake by the bird's chirps;
The frogs and toads croak for the morning insects.
The crocodiles and alligators gape their mouths as they wake;
Plover birds aid them by picking their sharp teeth.
The snakes slither out of the shadows and into the fields;
Lizards crawl to the light of the day for the bugs that crawl.

Look here at the fields of every deer, rabbit, or antelope,
They prance and hop for the Primroses and Cowslips to graze;
Their mates come to nuzzle the bucks, comforting them.

Every wolf, panther, or fox comes to feast on their flesh;
They hunt the antelope and deer with dignity, pride, and grace;
The weasels slink to capture the rabbits to satisfy their hunger.

Here come the mighty creatures, the feared and respected;
All the small creatures stay off the path of the hungry bear,
The bear eats the primroses and the meat of the deer.
Every buck honours the Elephant, Lion, and Tiger,
For they are the Lords of the Forest;
The wolves and panthers beware of the angry cattle.



Cont.,  All That is Living

When the sun becomes more luminous,
The lions and tigers roar with pride;
The elephants trumpet with joy and praise;
The birds chirp and screech with delight.
Be gentle, humble, and kind,
They are all that is living.



I am standing here watching the horizon drain of color, as the wind blows 
through my nappy hair. As the sunset goes down, I feel the cold air wrapping around 
me. I feel as though nature gives me that type of summer breeze that makes me feel 
alive. I often come here to think about life and where it is going to take me. You´re 
supposed to love the life you have while you create the life of your dreams.

This place has become my home and my best interest. When you find nature, 
you find the beauty that comes with it, not knowing that nature has a magnetic hold on 
you spiritually and emotionally. I never would come to an understanding as to why 
other human beings would neglect nature when it is the most breathtaking thing in the 
world. When you take your time and look at nature from a different perspective or up 
closely, it is more appealing to the eye. How very majestic nature is for everybody on 
earth. 

By Theron Gardner 

The goal of life is to make your heartbeat match the beat 
     of the universe; to match your nature with nature.





During my long journey throughout the wooded area, I find myself surrounded by 
wilderness. Walking down the path made me think about my life--my grades, my future and 
my goals. As I take a break, I sit on the logs and take a deep breath in and a deep breath out. 
The sky is luminous with mysterious red light peeking through the trees. Hearing the birds 
and the insects were relieving. The sounds are so mesmerizing. I clear my head and 
meditate. I sit down and cross my legs. I get in meditation position and I start to meditate. I 
let go of all my fears and problems. 

My life is what I make it. I have to think that. My life is what I make it. I realize that 
I cannot worry about anyone but myself. For once, I am alone. I am able to breathe. Letting 
go of all this stress takes a burden off my shoulder. The stress from school, home, sports and 
life take a big toll on my life. 

For once, I am not on my phone worried about anybody or anything. I can sing to 
myself as loud as I please. Singing my favorite songs without anybody side-eyeing, 
murmuring and being disrespectful towards me. I do not have to worry about drama, 
teachers, or work. I can worry about my life and me as an individual. I can get myself 
together. Here my worries are over. I do not have to worry about living the life of someone 
else.

By Riiyen Cawthon

As I take a break, I sit on the logs and take a deep breath in and a deep breath 
out. The sky is luminous with mysterious red light peeking through the trees.



Kallie Morales



The Flowing Falls
By Monica Rodriguez

I close my eyes and breathe, slowly but deeply, in and out, over and over. The sound of 
flowing water fills my ears from the falls and the rivers around me. The splashes of water 
dampen my sunburnt cheeks; a grin spreads happily across my face. The moist air fills my 
lungs as I open my eyes, and every angry thought and upset feeling I had brought with me on 
my hike flows away with the current of the river.  Pure bliss warms my insides like the warmth 
of the sun that beats down on my shoulders. I place my hands on the fallen trees in front of me 
to pull myself up to stand. I pull my shirt over the top of my head to reveal the top piece of my 
ivy green bathing suit, dropping my now dirty shorts as I jump. All the stress of the world stays 
upon the logs. I hit the chilled body of water like ice hits the bottom of your cup. As I come out 
of the water face first, I look around. I can’t seem to figure out why I didn’t come here sooner, 
and why the people who are always around prefer the silence of their room accompanied with 
the device of their choosing. They find satisfaction in videos of soap cutting and peace in 
pictures of the places that earth has to offer, but do not want to open their doors and find their 
own place to find peace. When they accompany nature with the hikes they take, or picnics they 
have, they feel the need to be surrounded with others who are so drawn into their devices that 
they seem to have forgotten how to have simple human interactions. You must first enjoy your 
own company and find peace within yourself before you can truly share peace with others. 

You must first enjoy your own company and find peace within yourself 
before you can truly share peace with others.



I Shall Remain Standing
By Malcolm White

All I want to be is me,
I don’t care if I’m different from the rest,
Because I know there is a bigger part of me that is beautiful.
I believe that my life has meaning.
Why should I listen to those who oppose me?
What do they know? 
 I have a voice to prove them wrong,
I know they will all see in time.
As long as I have that voice,
I shall remain standing.

I shall keep fighting to prove my dignity and grace,
No matter what the world throws at me,
No matter how much people judge me by the colour of my skin,
No matter how much people say that I came out wrong,
And no matter how much it hurts on the inside,
I will keep fighting again, again, and again.
As they keep fighting me, trying to make me suffer,
They are the only ones who are suffering,
As their envy and desire to hate pierce their heart like a dagger!

But I will teach humanity to them in the end.
God have mercy on them and bless them,
For they are my fellow man;
And bless me to show the world that I matter.
I shall remain standing.



By Malcolm White



All Summer in a Day Revised Ending
By Dijon Meeks

A sudden wave of panic had hit Margot as she was sitting in the dark closet. 
She heard the sound of kids slowly fading away as they laughed at what they had 
just done. Standing there, aloof, she looked for a light switch and switched it on. 
This is not the first time the other kids locked Margot in the closet, so she was not 
frightened at all. 

Margot was shoved in the closet so much that she had a sketchbook and a 
yellow marker that she would leave in the closet for these kind of situations. The 
sketchbook was filled with different iterations of the sun. Each sun had its own story 
and personality. Each sun resembled a different place, time, and mood. 

“I wonder what they’re doing in class today,” Margot thought. Today the class 
was supposed to learn about the origin of the sun.

Margot began humming her favorite song, “You are my Sunshine.” Humming 
calmed her down. She began to draw a bright orange sun with a half-broken crayon 
she found underneath a chair. With each stroke, she was formulating a story about 
the sun, where it came from, and what it did. The crayon was on its last straw and 
she decided to stop drawing and take a nap.

She was awakened by the sound of children yelling.
“The sun is here! The sun has come,” the children chanted. She opened her 

eyes and heard the rain stop. It was as if her ears were set free from sound-bounded 
prison.

“The sun! Let me out!” Margot yelled as she was banging on the door.
Finally, a student opened the door.
“ Seven years,” the student said.
Her once blue eyes faded to a wolf gray.



All Summer in a Day Revised Ending
By Lauryn Lewis

Margot beat on the door until her fists were raw. She cried until she could not cry 
anymore. She screamed until her voice grew small. No matter how loud she screamed 
or how hard she banged on the door, nobody came to her aid. Slumping down to the 
floor, Margot placed her head in her hands. 

“Why me?” she asked herself. 
Margot silently wept as she sat in that cold, cramped closet. She thought about 

the beautiful sun she was missing. She thought about the fresh and crisp air, the clear 
sky, absent of rain. She thought about the children enjoying the sun they had never seen 
before, without her. This very thought caused a surge of anger in Margot. Margot stood 
angrily and stared at the door. She swiped the tears from her eyes and laid against the 
door before ramming herself into it. Over and over she pushed against the door until 
she was weak in the knees and her whole body ached. Margot screamed until she felt 
like her lungs would give out. For what seemed like hours, Margot tried to break free, 
to no avail. Eventually, she dropped to the floor of the closet. Feeling nothing but 
numbness, Margot closed her eyes. After all this time, she could not believe she would 
not be seeing the sun. After the countless days of rain and thunder, she still would not 
be graced with the blinding presence of the sun. Margot felt nothing but hurt, and 
sadness. Eventually, Margot fell into a deep slumber, dreaming of the sun. 

“Do you think she's still alive?”
“Should we open it?”
“Maybe we should just leave her here.”
Margot stirred in her sleep, slightly opening her eyes. 
“We have to get her out of there; they'll notice she’s missing.”
Margot realized that these were the children outside of the closet and jumped to 

her feet. The children outside of the doors jumped when they heard the big noise. 
“Margot… are you alive?” one of the children asked. 
“Let me out of here!” Margot screamed while banging on the door.
William slowly unlocked the door and stood back. Nobody moved as the kids 

waited for Margot to come out of the closet. After a few seconds, nothing happened. 
William eased towards the door before quickly swinging it open. Inside was a crying 
Margot, who angrily looked up as the door opened. 

“How dare you lock me in here, how dare you!” Margot exclaimed.
The other children watched in horror as Margot lunged out of the closet at 

William. The two tumbled to the floor as Margot swung repeatedly at him. Hit after hit 



Cont., All Summer in a Day, Revised ending

Margot grew weaker and weaker as William struggled to get her off of him. A few seconds 
later, Margot got off and slumped to the ground with her head in her hands. The children stared 
at her, saying nothing. Finally, William walked towards her, sitting next to her. Margot looked 
up at him, tears streaming down her face.

“The sun is everything to me, how could you take my happiness from me?”
William’s eyes watered as he gazed at Margot before speaking. 
“Margot… I’m so sorry.”
Margot looked up at him in awe, amazed at what she heard.
“You’re sorry?”
William nodded before wrapping his arms around Margot in a tight embrace. Margot 

froze, not knowing how to react. The other children spit out a chorus of “Sorry” as they looked 
down at their feet, ashamed at what they did.

“I didn't believe you about the sun,” William said, “but you were right.”
“The sun is beautiful, I'm so sorry for taking that away from you.”
Margot gave him a small smile, as she understood what was going on. William returned 

the smile before getting off of the floor, then helping Margot up. As a class, the kids returned to 
the classroom. The class stayed silent as Margot slowly walked to the window and placed her 
hands on the glass, watching the heavy rainfall. 



All Summer in a Day Alternate Ending
By Ziyah Watkins

They stood looking at the door and saw it tremble from her beating and throwing herself 

against it.  Inside, Margot began to cry and yell for help but no one would come to the door.  

She gave it one more hit and gave up. She sat on the floor and began to sob. She heard from 

inside the classroom, “Are we all here?” asked the teacher. She did not have any more strength 

or power to yell. 

She heard the rain stop and cried more and more, but out of nowhere, she saw her hair 

glowing blue. When she reached to touch it, she realized her hands were glowing purple. This 

had never happened to her before so she did not know what it was or what would happen; she 

put her hand out and saw a purple light flash off her hand. She did the same with the other hand 

and pushed it outward thinking some type of huge bolting power would happen, but nothing 

did. She put both of her hands on the door and pushed it very softly and watched it blow up at 

her fingertips.

As the ashes and particles of the door settled around her, she stood and walked through 

the tunnel and into the classroom. It was empty. She looked through the window and saw there 

was no rain, and it was no longer dark or cloudy. The sun had come out. She saw the burning 

yellow and clear blue sky; it gave her memories of earth. As she walked outside she saw 

everyone looking up, so she stepped out and looked up too and felt the sprinkles of rainfall on 

her face. The sun went away past the cold rain and she held her head down. The glow of her 

hair began to fade and so did her hands along with the sunlight. It was as if the sun was 

powering her.

Along with all the other children, she went back inside and to her desk. She glanced at 

William and whispered, “I told you so,” and turned back around.



You are the Wondrous Creator
By Malcolm White

Lord Jehovah, you are the wondrous creator;
Lord Jehovah, you are the mighty creator,
You are the one who creates all that is good.

Lord Jehovah, you are the most loving creator.
The big cats roar in your name;
The wolves howl for your greatness;
The birds of the heavens sing in your glory;
All creatures that are great and small,
They are in your hands of sanctuary.

For the people, who you create 
Must see your praise.
They need to choose to join your choir.
For you and all the creatures of heaven,
 I give you my breath, my life,
And I will suffer no more by sin.





The White Lion of Jehovah
By Malcolm White

The sun shines as God approaches,
He leaves a beam of light in the dark forest.
The beam of light brightens to a shape of a lion.
God sent him to shimmer in the forest, to lustre;
To heal all the fellow creatures of the lands,
For all the creatures that suffer.

The lion is a warrior who fights alone!
He makes Satan's demons tremble in fear;
His roar is more powerful than a tornado,
His teeth and claws are swords,
His sapphire eyes stare with ferocity;
His white fur and his mane are his shield;
All angels are wary of his power  
Because he can kill an entire army with his paws!
Although he is the strongest angel,
His heart is purer than gold.

The lion comes with compassion and mercy;
He walks with grace and pride, leaving not a trace,
His mane shines brighter than the diamond in the ruff;
All the creatures honour and fear him;
No beast dares to be his foe,
For he is a formidable weapon of God!

For all the creatures of the forest,
He makes the waters clean for all animals to drink.
He makes the fruit ripe for the bears and birds;
The lion provides the other beasts with fresh fish.

The White Lion heals the forest’s creatures,
Provides their wants with little trouble,
The Great Lion shimmers in the forest!
God calls for him with the beam of light,
So he returns.
All the creatures delight in his stride back to the light,
For he is The White Lion of Jehovah!



Two Hunters
By Malcolm White

In the Jungle, there is a mystery of darkness and wonder;
There is a war between a mighty beast and a man.
They kill for pleasure and for vengeance;
As they kill for their desires, the lands are haunted by fear.

Now White Tiger is the Lord of the Jungle;
He rules with majesty and honour.
One night, his mate and children were slain,
It was a man who did this, 
Applauded by his wife and daughter,
The tiger’s heart turned dark as night;
He became cruel as the dry summer.
He now ruled with hostility and alarm.
He saw all of mankind as demons and flora of sin;
He tried to hurt by killing Mans’ women and children;
What he didn’t know is that he is hurting within.

The hunter is rich, and his heart is cold as winter;
He violates the laws of nature, as he kills his prey with glee and pride;
He kills and destroys for payment and popularity.
His wife and daughter are greedy as the honey badger;
They are petty as an arrogant peacock, flaunting their beauty.
The mate of White Tiger was used as matting,
White Tiger’s children's’ skins were used as gloves for the daughter;
The hunter now vows to slay White Tiger and have his coat for his wife,
A complete disgust to mother nature.

One evening, the hunter and his family invade the jungle;
They laugh and they bicker just as the mad jackals they are.
White Tiger stalks them,
As they hunt for him, 
He gazes at the daughter behind her back with a burning hatred.
She was wearing his children’s skin.



Cont., Two Hunters 

As he gets closes in to kill, she lets out her last squeal.
The wife runs and cries with fear and panic,
She cries for her daughter to be saved by her mate.
The hunter turns;
But he was too late, She was already dead.
He looks tearfully at his daughter’s and wife’s bloodied bodies,
Then he looks up at White Tiger, as he feasts on her dead daughter.

The hunter’s blue eyes turn fiery with hatred;
White Tiger looks up at the hunter, giving him a bloodied smile.
The hunter drops his rifle, instead, he pulls a machete,
It was to make him die slowly.
They both charge and roar with fury.
White tiger clamps his jaws on the hunter’s gullet;
The hunter forces his machete on White Tiger’s chest.
They lie on the ground motionless.
The ground is filled with blood.

The jungle turns to darkness as the sun falls;
It becomes silent as the panther.
The buzzards fly for the killers’ remains;
This is the end of the two hunters;
They were destroyed by their desire to hurt.





The Perfect Love
By Malcolm White

Monty, you are struggling with confusion and sadness;
You are in a complete struggle with two girls:
Marianne and Jezebel.
Who is the girl to be with?
Marianne or Jezebel?
Which one should you idolise?
Oh, dear Monty, who do you choose?
Who is your perfect love?

Marianne is an angel with pale blue eyes,
Red haired, and cream coloured skin.
She has deep compassion for all the creatures and flowers.
Her heart is warm as the spring of April;
Her voice is soft as the hummingbird.
Should you choose her, Monty?
For she has the mind of comprehension and empathy.

Jezebel is seductive as the angels of heaven,
She seeks for a man to be in her image;
To be rich as the king of an empire,
Prideful as the golden lion. 
Should you choose her, Monty?
As you have these qualities, she wants you as her king.
But your feelings have less meaning to her.

Oh, who is the angel you choose to be with, Monty?
Who you choose reflects on your heart:
Loving or greedy?
Empathetic or materialistic?
Which one should you idolise?
Oh, dear Monty, who do you choose?
Who is your perfect love?



Forest Stories 
By Kate Bailey

Daisy chains our royal crowns, skinned knees our battle wounds.
I was five years old when I became queen of the forest,
A castle built of wooden walls and wooden floors,
Stairs that demanded you climb without your hands for fear of splinters.
Our home ahead, the tree that held us to the right, and whatever we wanted behind.
A forest that held our imaginations,
Stories of kings and queens and the land that we claimed,
Stories of jungle-people who swung from branch to branch with efficient grace,
Stories of children, far from home, finding their own way through quiet creeks that became 
rushing rivers and 
hills that became mountains and 
pebbles that became jewels for bartering for a new bow and arrow to protect ourselves from 
them – whoever they were – and we would hide in the shadows, our thin frames leaning 
against pine trees, holding our breath so that they wouldn’t hear us. feel us. see us.  catch us. 
take us back…
Home. 
And we’d race back to our treehouse, tell stories that we knew weren’t true. Stories that 
made a life of chemo treatments and 
almost goodbyes and 
prescription pills scattered on the bathroom floor seem like they weren’t true either. Stories 
that we had control over, that we could tell ourselves time and time again. In there, we were 
kings and queens and jungle people and children who didn’t have to go home. 
Children who could just…
be children.



A Play 
By Kentavious Sloan

Unknown voice 1: OMG! Why did you just do that?

Unknown voice 2: Do what? 

Unknown voice 1 ( crying): YYY...You kissed me. You stole my first kiss. It was 
precious too and you took it.   

(Record scratch sound)

Unknown voice 2: Sorry we didn't introduce ourselves. How rude of us. Allow me to 
introduce THAT cry baby over there. Her name is Ash.

Ash: Did … Did … you just call me …. A CRY BABY!

Unknown voice 2: …

Ash: Waywiser ANSWER ME.

Waywiser: Mi no habla Inglés.

Ash: You do speak English. NOW ANSWER MY QUESTION.

Waywiser: ¿Por qué debería responder tu pregunta?

Ash: You have to answer my question because you were asked by a beautiful young 
lady.

Unknown voice 3: WILL BOTH OF YOU JUST SHUT THE Tā mā de UP?

Ash & Waywiser: Just because you are the eldest of us three doesn’t mean you can tell 
us what to do.

( Car door closing sound )

 



Cont., A Play

 Ash: Oh no! He’s here!

Waywiser: Who’s here?

(Door of the house opens while Waywiser asks this.)

Unknown voice 4: Have you been treating your sisters with respect Argonia?

Unknown voice 3: Yes sir.

Ash: Pourquoi mens tu?

Waywiser: ¿Por qué mientes?

Argonia: I’m not lying

Unknown voice 4: To be continued….
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