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The Staff of 7th and 8th Grade 
Literary Magazine Welcome to the first 7th and 8th grade literary 

magazine! We hope you enjoy reading the ideas and 
creations of students.

This year, our overall goal was to create a magazine 
that includes a variety of writing and art that reflects 
the creative expression of many student voices. 

From the Editors: 

From the Advisor: 
It's not difficult for a teacher to see which students love to 
write...their energy lights up the room whenever a poem 
appears on a page or a story begins.  These are the students 
who gave up a lunch period with friends each week to plan 
how we might create a literary magazine for Cental Columbia 
Middle School Students.

We began this project together by discussing the possibility of 
a publication, and how we could make it coalesce with our 
school's digital conversion.  We wanted to include a variety of 
artwork and writing, and to invite all 7th and 8th graders to 
submit their work, to share their creations with others. Why? 
We all believe that through art, we begin to understand 
ourselves, each other, and the world.
Working with these talented and enthusiastic staff members--
and with all of my eighth graders--has been a privilege. 
Cynthia Cronrath,           Advisor
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Narratives Describing the Journey 
on the Mayflower

Based Upon Historical Research 

A Pilgrim's Point of View



     Have you ever imagined riding on a boat, on a 
treacherous journey, filled with conflict, and waiting for 
years to arrive to a new land for freedom? Well, if you 
haven't, then, I need to tell you the truth. The truth is--it 
wasn't fun. It was terrible. At the age of eighteen, I had 
seen so much that I still suffer from. My name is Priscilla 
Mullins, and this is my story on the Mayflower. 
     On July 1620, I set sail with my father, my brother, who 
is named Joseph, and my mother, who is named Alice, on 
the Mayflower. As I climbed up the railing, I smelled the 
saltiness of the sea, and looked out to the horizon of the 
village, saying good-bye to the place I once lived. 
     "Come on, Priscilla! We have to follow mom and dad, 
or they will be fierce with us!" Joseph winced. 
     "I'm coming," I scoffed at him. 
     Men were leaving and entering the ship. They were 
carrying barrels of supplies for our journey for freedom. 
The ship supplies contained gun powder for weapons, 
food, and other goods that we kept in our homes in 
England. 
     "She's all packed and ready for an adventure!" a man 
yelled to the crew. 
     The sea is full of dangers. There are pirates that could 
attack and shipwrecks caused by storms. I even heard 
that some passengers fell overboard and drowned or got 
sick and died.
     Luckily, as we sailed on, the Mayflower did not sink or 
get taken over by pirates. The ship was only damaged by 
a bad storm halfway to America. We sailed the northern 
path across the Atlantic to avoid pirates. 

My Story As Priscilla Mullins      As the sea rocked back and forth, to and fro, my family 
and I, and other pilgrims, sat in a cold, dark cargo hold 
that was as dark as night. This caused people to get 
seasick. It felt as if we were stuck inside a butter churn for 
months. 
     "Don't worry. We will be there in no time," my father 
assured us in a cheerful way. 
     "I hope so! I feel so sick and shaken up!" my mother 
complained.
     When the first winter came, I experienced a 
heartbreaking event that lingers in my mind once in a 
while, like a lost soul finding its way to Heaven. My father, 
brother, and mother died and I was the only one alive. We 
had promised each other we would live a happy life at 
this new land. I was an orphan at that point in time trying 
to conquer Mother Nature to prove to her that I would live 
to see the new land.
     Months and days passed, and we were still on the 
Mayflower, until we arrived at Cape Cod on November 
11th, 1620. That meant we were on the Mayflower for 66 
days. A few weeks later, we sailed up to Plymouth and 
built a little town to live happily and freely. 
     I was very happy to be off that unpleasant ship, but I 
still felt sad that my family wasn't there to see it. I would 
be alone until I got married. Until then, I would just have 
to make it through alone, and maybe someday, I will see 
my family again.

By: Kayla Gold



     My name is John Walsh. I grew up in a small town in 
Ireland as a farmer's son. I had a good childhood, until 
my family's farm stopped growing all its food. We didn't 
have any money coming in, so I started stealing things. 
They weren't expensive or anything, just little stuff to sell. 
My family got by, but barely, so I stole things of more 
value. I eventually took so much that there was a price on 
my head so big that even my friends wouldn't think twice 
about selling me out. To get away, I snuck onto a ship one 
night. I was going to England, leaving my family behind. 
     When I got to England, I got a job as a sailor on a ship 
called the Mayflower. It wasn't all that great, but it was 
giving me some money. I went around trading the money 
for cloth and wine, until a group of Pilgrims were going to 
the New World. This meant that I was going, too. 
     We set off onto the water that was as blue as the sky. I 
was excited to be going to the New World, even if it was 
just for a little while. After the first few days, people were 
getting cramped. 
     We all knew food was precious so we couldn't waste 
it. I went to go eat dinner and got up after a few minutes 
to use the bathroom. When I got back, another crew 
member was munching on my food. I approached him 
and asked what he was doing. He said it was his food. I 
told him he was mistaken and he called me a lying, 
alcoholic, potato eater. That made me mad. With one 
punch, I knocked him down in the ground. Then I sat 
down and enjoyed my dinner. 

John Walsh      I was ordered by my captain to go check on the 
Pilgrims. When I went down to check on them, I saw a 
man with a thick, dark, red liquid oozing out of his leg, like 
a dam breaking and spilling water all over. I quickly told 
another man to find a doctor. I acted fast by wrapping 
some towels around the wound. Just as I was about to tie 
it off, a doctor came and dismissed me. I was glad I could 
do something to help him.
     Word had spread throughout the crew that a different 
sailor had died as unexpectedly as a blue moon. No one 
was sad because nobody knew him very well. I was 
definitely not sad because he was the one that took my 
food. 
     The captain called me to his quarters one day. He 
gave me a promotion because of my quick thinking with 
the wounded pilgrim. He said that he needs men like me 
leading on his ship. I was happy as a clam because a 
promotion meant a higher pay. 
     I was steering the ship through a bad storm. The rain 
was stinging my skin and I couldn't wait to go to sleep. I 
kept on dozing off and I was mad at myself for it. When I 
was about to doze off again, I saw a man fall from the 
ship and into the rough waters. I couldn't leave my post. 
Feeling guilty, I saw a man dart forward to help him. He 
pulled the wet man up to the slippery deck with a rope. A 
wave of relief went through me. We didn't need another 
death. 



     I was told by the captain to check on the pilgrims 
again. I went down. Everybody seemed fine. No bleeding 
legs this time. I came beside a middle aged women who 
was looking rather lonely. I asked her why she was going 
to the New World. She looked directly at me and told me 
a she was looking for a new start. 
     I finally made it to the New World, but we had to live in 
the ships for a few more months before we could build 
houses on land. After we finished building the houses, the 
Mayflower was heading back to England. I told my 
captain that I was going to stay in the New World. The 
captain sighed, "I'm sad to see you go laddie." 
     "I’m sad too," I responded "But I need a new start."  

By: Jacob Busch



     Will we ever make it to America in this small, crowded 
ship? I am a seven year old Pilgrim girl named Bethany. I 
am so scared. 
     I am on a ship called the Mayflower in 1620. The ship 
is filled with people, their belongings and their farm 
animals. Many people are seasick and don't have the 
energy to take care of their families. The storms are 
violent and dangerous. 
     I am freezing cold and wish I had a warm, wool 
blanket to cover up with. I am in a dark and cold cargo 
hold. It smells terrible because of the farm animals. 
People are seasick and vomiting. The waves are 
hammering the boat. The waves sound like cannons 
shooting from a pirate ship. 
     During the storms, I worry that people will be swept 
overboard. I saw John Howland get swept off the deck of 
the ship. He grabbed a rope and pulled himself back 
onboard safely. It frightened me. 
     I was fearful that I would get sick and die. A sailor 
perished, but the colonists believed he died because God 
was punishing him for teasing the passengers about their 
seasickness. I was angry at him and I wish he had never 
come onboard the ship. I wonder if the other sailors felt 
angry towards him for teasing the passengers.
     I want this voyage to be over! This voyage is very 
difficult. I don't know how much more of this I can take. I 
hope there is a better life in America and that all this 
suffering was worthwhile.

By: Kay Riffindifil

Bethany's Tale















Winter
By: Dominic Coombe

What is winter?
Winter is gray,
Winter is white,
Will I see the stars tonight?
Winter tastes cold,
Winter tastes stale,
No wonder my skin is so pale.
Winter is dull,
Winter is bleak,
Winter wakes when you're weak.



Personal Narratives

Stories Recounting Events of the 
Past, 

Hidden from View



     I see the water slowly moving like a pile of slow turtles. But this wasn't a 
pile of slow turtles, it was water about to destroy our lives. It seems like every 
second that goes by is an hour. Unlike the water creeping towards our 
homes, the water in the bank is moving so quickly it's crazy. I couldn't see a 
thing. Then I saw a boat. 
     "Why would somebody go out there?" I thought. "Maybe, they're going for 
a trip and never coming back." I realized that they were rescuing people 
going through the natural disaster, as I was.
     On the morning of September 1, 2011, my family was getting out of bed. 
As we were getting ready for school, we completed our old everyday routine. 
We sat for about 10 minutes before my mom made us breakfast. After 
breakfast, we watched the news and Good Morning America. On the news, 
my mom noticed that we have a major flood watch warning. Normally, we 
would wouldn't notice this alert, as we get these alerts on a regular basis. 
They were only calling for a 24 feet flood level, and that would never even 
reach our homes. That night, we watched the forecast specifically carefully. 
My mom said, "It should go down by now if it's nothing." But, it gradually 
became a 28 feet flood level. My dad never gets worried about anything. 
However, when I heard him talking, my heart just sank to grief. That night, my 
mom said something I'll never forget: "This might be for real."
     On September 5, 2011, we knew that we were going to be flooded. 
Therefore, we decided to move our table, fridge, and baby pictures. We 
moved them to my gram's house. My gram loves to talk, bake, and sing on 
your birthday; she is the best you can ask for. That night, at my gram's 
house, at about seven pm, we decided to watch the news. I started the 
conversation, "Mom, is this going to hurt us?" 
     My mom replied, "Of course not. We just need to keep praying, stay 
strong, and believe in God." 
     "What if God can't do it all?" I questioned my mother. 
     "He can do it all," my mom said as she smiled.
     On the news, we saw that the water level had again risen to a 30 feet 
flood level. My mom was devastated that the water would reach our first 
floor. My mom was crying, nervous, and constantly wanting to check on our 
house. Everyday, we went back to check our home, seeing how everything 
was. On our television, we were constantly checking the news. The flood 
level rose to a 33 feet flood level. When I looked at my mom, I expected her 
to be sobbing, but she was calm, not a hearing a single breath that she was 
taking. My mom had so much stress, as she needed to find money to fix the 
house, she needed to help get food for us, my brother, Dj, was in 
Afghanistan, and my other brother, Danny, was getting married the next 
month. Yet, she didn't cry when I looked at her. I realized nothing in life is 
simply okay, it will forever be great.

On September 9, 2011, Friday, I took off school. As always, my mom made 
breakfast. We hear beep, beep, beep as our weather advisory went off. Columbia 
County flooding will be hazardous. My family and I looked at each other and didn't 
say a word. We immediately left my gram's house and headed for our house. When 
we arrived, we saw that the river was out of its banks. When my family entered our 
house, we saw that my cousins, Tommy and Tyler, were there. Together, we all 
prayed for safety. As we looked out the window, the river seemed even higher than it 
did before! At about two pm, the river level finally begun to fall. It was extremely 
frightening. When I was trying to save my baseball cards from the water, I heard my 
brother's scream. He was trying to push the door back from the water pouring in the 
house. His efforts were to no avail. Our hearts sunk in pain as we watched the water 
pour in, helpless to stop it.

On September 10, 2014, we still could not get in our home. The dirty, gross 
water was almost up to our mailbox. We had to stand across the street to simply 
look at our house.

We set a goal on September 11, 2014, which was to be done with renovations 
by the time Dj gets back from Afghanistan. This would also be about the time in 
which Danny would be married. On September 11, we went straight to our house to 
look at the damage. The house smelled like wet dog, and mud was splattered on all 
of the walls. When I first stepped into my house, my foot sunk into the mud like 
quick sand. I saw my baseball glove floating in the water that was still in the 
basement. Everyone ran to check their room. When I entered my room, I stepped 
on another baseball glove. It was my good Rawlings glove I had had for years. I 
knew it would be ruined forever. The stress that was on my mom's shoulders was 
now on everyone's. It was one of the longest rebuilding stages we had completed. 
We knocked down walls, washed everything, took down the deck, and we even got 
a new front door. 

By November 19, 2011, the house renovations were officially complete. Dj 
made it home safely. Danny still got married on time.

November 20, 2011 was one of the best days I remember. We partied as 
though the flood had never occurred. That day, I thought, "The worst things do 
happen to the best people, but there's never a way out of it. If life gives you lemons, 
make lemonade. Fight even if you aren't ready."

By: Dominic Coombe

Flood of 2011

Flood of 2011



     Imagine a snow so white and a day so perfect. This day occurred only a 
few years ago but seems so long past. I was at my house early in the 
morning watching television, when the phone rang. I picked it up and 
answered, "Hello."
     "Hey, Jacob," my friend Shawn said, "Can I come over?" 
     "Sure," I answered.
     "Cool! I'll be over in a bit," he replied. 
     I hung up and told my sister, Sarah. We both went to put on our thick 
winter coats, our winter overalls, and our heavy boots. Then, we went 
outside to get the sleds out. Our boots sank into the deep snow, leaving 
tracks all the way to the garage. We brought the sleds out and saw that 
Shawn had brought his sister, Page. They were walking towards us, leaving 
two pairs of tracks in the snow from their house to ours. Sarah is friends with 
Page, but we usually all hang out together. 
     "Hey, Jacob," Shawn said to me when he had reached us.
     "Hey, Shawn," I responded. We all trudged up the hill in my backyard. 
When we arrived, we got the sleds ready at the top of the hill. 
     As we were about to go down the hill, our neighbor, Brandon, came over, 
leaving another path of footprints. "Hey guys," he said.
     After we all greeted him back, he joined us on an inner tube. We all 
managed to squeeze on it somehow. Brandon wrapped the straps around a 
tree. When he opened his hand, we flew down the hill. We all tumbled off the 
tube, even before we hit the bottom. We stood up, covered in snow. 
     "That was awesome!" I shouted.
     "Yeah, so let's do it again," suggested Sarah.

We went back to the top of the hill and set up the inner tube again. 
Brandon held the strap around the tree, and we all piled into the inner tube 
once more. Brandon let go of the strap, and we all flew down the hill again. 
This time, only Page, Shawn, and I fell off, and the rest made it to the 
bottom. 
     We continued the cycle for over an hour. We went up and down, and up 
and down each time. Each time, someone fell off; sometimes it was only one 
of us, and sometimes it was all of us. When we reached the bottom the next 
time, Brandon suggested making a ramp.
     We all started piling snow in one spot. We molded the snow and shaped 
it. To test the finished ramp, one person went down the hill in a sled and then 
tried to make it onto the ramp. We kept testing it for over ten minutes. Finally, 
it actually worked! Page now ran to the top of the hill. She zoomed down the 
snow-covered hill, towards the ramp. She skidded over the ramp and was 
launched three feet in the air, leaving a mist of snow behind her, peppering 
her in the face. She crashed, and she smacked the ground with a thud. 

     We all ran to her as she stood up. She almost toppled over covered in snow. 
     "That was so fun!" she exclaimed enthusiastically.
     "I wanna try now!" said Shawn, excited.
     We made our way up to the top of the hill again. Shawn tried it this time. We 
watched him slide down the hill and fly into the air like a bird taking flight. He 
crashed when he hit the ground, just like Page did. Snow flew all over the place. 
Gradually, each one of us tried it. It was awesome. 
     We spent the rest of that day going down that hill many times. There were paths 
all around the hill from sled after sled. When it finally got dark, we all went inside my 
house, where my mom had made hot chocolate. It was steaming, and delicious with 
mini marshmallows in it. We drank the hot chocolate until there was not a drop left. 
We talked on until Shawn, Page, and Brandon had to leave. They walked out the 
door to go back to their houses, leaving a trail.
     That was the last time I remember all of us hanging out together. Brandon moved 
to another school. Page and Sarah made other friends, and therefore Page 
eventually stopped coming over. All Sarah does now is talk to her boyfriend, and 
doesn't even hang out with me. Shawn and I still hang out together. We are still 
friends and I hope that doesn't change any time soon. The tracks in the snow have 
gotten fewer each year, as less and less have shown up to sled. But as long as at 
least one shows up, I'll be happy.

By: Jacob Busch

Snow Day



     It all started on a snowy afternoon with the family. My cousins, my brother, 
and I were all at our grandparents' house for the weekend. The snow was 
coming down like crazy and the driveway turned from black to white. Then, 
we made a decision that would turn into a great story and a heck of an 
experience. 
     As the snow was falling, my cousin, Connor, my brother, Stephen, and I 
decided, like any normal kids, to go sledding. However, being the rebels that 
we are, we didn't want to go sledding the normal way. Instead, we decided to 
hook three sleds up to my grandfather's gator and have him pull us up and 
down his very, very long driveway. We thought this was a great idea; 
however, that thought quickly faded. 
     After all the sleds were hooked up to the gator, we all made sure to put on 
helmets for safety, just in case. Thank the Lord we did. Stephen got on the 
first sled, I got on the next one, and Connor finally got on the third sled. My 
grandfather then got into his gator, and we started to move. Everything was 
going fine. We were all having a blast being pulled. Our sleds felt like rockets 
flying through the snow. 
     Then, Stephen had this great idea to make snow fly. He would turn his 
sled either to the left or the right into the snow banks on the side of the 
driveway. This would make a bunch of snow come up into the air. At first, it 
was really enjoyable because the snow would look really cool blowing 
through the air. Stephen's turning made my sled veer to the side, and then 
the gator would quickly pull us back to where we were supposed to be. 
Everything was fine before we made the turn.
     As we pulled around the turn in the driveway, the big metal gate started to 
open so we could go through. Then, Stephen had the genius idea to make 
snow fly while the gate was opening. Like every time he did this, our sleds 
veered to the side. However, this time our sleds wouldn't go back to where 
they were supposed to be, so we were in the direct line of the gate. That's 
when everything happened.
     All I remember is yelling at my brother to stop and watching us get closer 
and closer to the heavy metal gate. Then, all I felt was a huge blow to my 
side. My vision went fuzzy, and then everything went black. I woke up with 
my head against a tree. My helmet was off my head and nowhere in sight. 
When I finally came to, I saw my brother and my cousin standing a few feet 
away from me. 

.......And That's How He Almost Killed Me      I got up and let my brother have it. 
     "You almost killed us, you idiot," I yelled. 
     My brother replied with, "Yeah, but I also saved you guys, so my heroism 
overrules my idiocy." 
      I just rolled my eyes at that response. When my grandfather saw that we 
were no longer on the sleds, he came back for us. We were all very lucky not 
to be injured. However, when my grandfather pulled the gator around, we 
saw the sleds were definitely not so lucky. Our sleds were basically 
demolished, scraps and pieces of them were everywhere. 
     Everything was eventually resolved, and everyone was safe. However, 
I've never forgotten that moment when we were nearing the gate. I am still 
waiting for that special revenge. To sum up the story:  never trust your 
brother in the snow, and make sure that you always take safety precautions if 
you might be doing something dangerous.

By: Alexandra Eyerly



     "Come, Ayesha. Time to get into the car!" said Uncle V. 
     "I'm coming," I said. I wondered to myself, "Are there people suffering in 
India?"
     When I got into the car, I looked around. What I saw made my eyes grow 
wider. I saw people living in old buildings, run down buildings or living in a 
place smaller than a regular classroom. People were eating food from the 
bug and rat infested roads or getting food from the loving people who 
donated food from the temple. I tried to keep my eyes closed, but I couldn't. I 
saw unfortunate people sleeping on roofs that were congested with muddy 
streams of dead bugs and dirt, and small sidewalks with speedy streams of 
cars. There were wild beasts and dogs everywhere I could see. Many people 
were living near the muddy rivers in which unwanted items were scattered 
throughout.
     I just kept wondering, "Why?" Then, I realized why. It is because they are 
poor, and there isn't enough space. Many of the people I saw needed 
medical treatment. It looked like they never did anything about their illnesses 
and suffered quietly, alone. When I saw this in front of my eyes, I was sad 
and wary, because those people were joyful, even in their conditions. They 
had many needs and rarely any wants, but they were happy. Life is tough, 
but they made it work. Looking at all of this, I realized how lucky I am not to 
be growing up in these conditions and to be able to eat every night!
     When I was in the car, my uncle was driving like a maniac, but it was not 
only him. Everyone in India drives like that. Many people in India drive over 
the speed limit, if indeed, there is any speed limit at all! I felt as though we 
were going to get into a collision with many cars, but luckily, we didn't this 
time. When a car ahead of you stops in India, you usually have to sit back 
and wait, as sometimes you will be in the same spot for a half hour or a hour. 
Also, it certainly is not a relaxing ride through the back roads! I wasn't able to 
catch a nap in the car, even though I was worn out. I just watched and heard 
what everyone in the car said. "Ayesha why aren't you sleeping, it's going to 
be a long ride!"
     "No, I can't sleep, I just got off the plane 6.5 hours ago," I said in a 
delighted tone. 
     During the ride, my eyes were closed until I smelled moist, acrid air. I 
knew that I was at my destination. I was greeted by my grandma and 
grandpa. They gave me the cool refreshment of water as they looked at me 
for a while. Then my dad's brother, my Uncle L., came. He had been 
napping. You could tell he was trying to figure out who I was. He just looked 
so confused until he recognized me. 
     "Hi, Ayesha, how are you? Is your dad still the same?" said Uncle L., still 
opening and closing his eyes while almost losing his balance. 

My Trip to India      "Hi, and yes, Dad is the same," I said standing up and taking a drink of water.
     Then, my other uncle came from the farm. They all just stared at me. 
     I thought in my mind, "Does everyone here just stare or is it me?"
     "Hi, and how are you Ayesha?" said Uncle F. 
     "I'm fine, how are you? It's been so long since I saw all of you!" I said in a 
cheerful way. 
     After a little while, someone came down stairs. It was my cousin, Hillu, and he 
looked like he hadjust crawled out of bed. He came down the steps, traveled to one 
of the beds in the kitchen, and fell asleep again. Everyone ululated him.
     "Look who's here," said Uncle L., Hillu's dad, with an annoyed look, "Ayesha is 
here!"
     "Hi, Ayesha. Didi, did you bring gifts?" said Hillu, looking around and trying to find 
my luggage. 
     "Hi, Hillu, and yes, I brought gifts!" I said while getting out my luggage.
     Uncle L. was about to leave when he asked, "Do you want to come, Ayesha?"
     "Yes!" I said, "Now I get to see my cousin." I had never seen my little cousin.
     We left. Now it was time to go to the city. While Uncle L. was driving, l saw all of 
these people and animals who needed medical help, but my uncle and his brother 
are used to these things. They don't even realize what those people go through. 
They wouldn't let me stop the car, so I couldn't do a thing about it. Uncle L. was still 
driving. We had to wait 10 minutes for the stoplight to turn green. I don't think city 
life suits me, but many of the people there don't mind it at all. When you're in the 
city, you have to look everywhere at once. Driving is reckless, and people just walk 
on the road without a care in the world. When we got to the house, it was as silent 
as a library.
     "Hi, Ayesha!" said one of my aunts.
     "Hi," I said. I went into the house to see my little cousin and Aunt F.
     "Swiyam, hi. I'm your cousin from the U.S. My name is Ayesha," I said while 
staring at him.
     "Dad, where did you get her? From the stores on the streets?" said Swiyam in a 
fumbled way. "Don't come near me if you're from the streets."
     "Um?" I said in a disheartened way.
     "No, Swiyam, she is your cousin. She is the oldest, so you have to respect her in 
all means!" said Aunt F.
     "Hi, Ayesha, didi!" said Swiyam while looking through my bags of toys.
     While I was in the city of Suret, I was bored. I couldn't talk to anyone but family, 
which was very annoying. I thought I would like it, but I didn't. The only time I did 
was when we went out for something. If I was in Kadhli, then I could have gone 
anywhere in the village. But, I was in the city, where I couldn't do any of that. The 
worst part of my entire trip were the bathrooms. Everyone in my family thought I was 
weird because I wanted a clean bathroom, with toilet paper.
     One thing kept bugging me, "Why do they litter?" Then, it came to me, "These 
people litter because they weren't taught not to. It is really sad." When I asked 
where the garbage can was, my family just kept laughing. "Do you know what a 
garbage can is?" I asked. I guess they don't. 



     I went to a restaurant in the city, but I am not fond of many Indian dishes. When I 
went, I kept seeing people begging for food, and dogs getting beaten up. "Why 
doesn't anyone help these people and animals?" I wondered. When I got to the 
restaurant, I saw it was fancy, but it was a little cold. After our food came, I felt like I 
was going to get sick. I am not fond of any of these types of food, but I still had to 
try. When I ate the food, I was shocked at how great the taste was. "The food was 
much better than the food in the U.S.," I thought. Eating at a restaurant in India is 
nothing like in the US. In restaurants in India, there is more interaction with other 
people, instead of silence. 
      The day after I went to the restaurant, I ate homemade food, and though it was 
still good, it wasn't for me. "I'm a person who likes Punjabi food more than Gujarati 
food," I thought to myself. The first time my family made Gujarati food, my eyes 
started to burn like the sun. The odor of the spices and vegetables attacked my 
eyes and nose. I ran away with fright. My heart jumped out and left me all alone. My 
"favorite" time of day. Why me? Whenever I eat Gujarati food, my stomach turns to 
knots, and my mouth runs away. The next time I ate the food, I lied about liking it 
because I didn't want to hurt their feelings. 
     After we ate, my cousins started to do the burden of the day; homework. The 
minute I looked at it, I knew it was in three languages and I only knew one of them, 
English. I kept looking at the page and I saw the words talking to me. I just kept 
saying in my mind, "I'm lucky, I'm lucky…"
     The next day, Aunt F. invited me to visit a schoolhouse for children whose 
parents can't pay for their tuition. Many people donate books, equipment, and time 
to that school. All those people change the lives of those children. When these 
children get one plain backpack, their eyes glow with excitement and joy. They 
never got anything they wanted in their entire lives. Many of their families live in 
homes that they built out of old material. Some even live on the sidewalks. They 
only have one piece of ratty clothing, and no shoes for the rocky road and the 
muddy grass. The people that helped these children changed their lives completely. 
Now, with their education, these kids can make money, leading themselves to a 
different life then they would have otherwise.
     My experience in India changed me. I know now that there are people suffering, 
but that there are many people trying to help them. Why can't anyone understand 
people who are suffering in other countries?
     "Ayesha, time to go home," said Aunt F. "Are you coming?"
     "Yes, just a minute," I said in a way I can't explain. "This trip to India has changed 
me for good."

By: Ayesha Patel



     There is this one life lesson I learned the hard way. And although it may not 
seem like a big deal, it has stuck with me all these years. I could've sworn that I was 
going to win the race; I had so much confidence that I was going to. And that was 
my problem; my confidence.
     So there I was, on an early Saturday morning. Like every Saturday, we had a 
swim meet. And like every swim meet, I had to swim the 50 free. I was so confident 
that I was going to win that race because I have always won it when I swam it. And I 
had no problem telling people that I was going to win it, even before I actually swam 
the race.
     "I'm excited for the meet today because I get to swim the 50!" I told my older 
sister (she was also a swimmer when she was in high school, so she had a lot of 
knowledge on the subject). "I obviously know I'm going to get first place, but I wanna 
get my best time too."
     "Gracen, you don't know that you will win; there are a lot of other swimmers that 
could beat you." Kailyn said to me. "Pride comes before fall, ya know." 
     Previously in the morning, my mom said the same thing to me, but I still didn't 
know what it meant (probably because I had no experience of losing). "I heard that 
once today, and I still don't know what it means!" I said, rolling my eyes.
     As we twisted through the cramped streets on the way to the swim meet, I had 
no worry in me. All I could think about was winning. I never once thought of that 
"dumb quote" I heard multiple times earlier. And I never once thought that maybe 
there was some truth behind it.
     The hour before the meet, during warm-up, I was confident. After I won the first 
few events, I felt even more confident. Standing behind the block, waiting for the 50, 
I was confident. I looked around to see my opponents. None of them looked like 
they were going to beat me. And all of them looked rather nervous. "Event 27, girl's 
50 meter freestyle, step up!" the starter yelled.
     "Take your mark!" the official yelled. "BEEEEP!"
     "And we're off!" I thought as my legs extended and launched me into the open 
waters below me. I quickly came out of my streamline, my legs moving up and down 
furiously in a freestyle kick, my arms moving so fast that I probably looked like a 
broken windmill blowing in the wind. Once I got to the other end, I flipped and did 
the same process back. I slammed my fingers into the touch pad and burst up out of 
the water triumphantly. As soon as I broke the surface, I looked towards the board to 
see my time and placement. When my eyes reached the board, my heart dropped, 
falling out of my feet, sinking to the un-touched bottom of the pool, and shattering 
into a million pieces. I came in second. Second...not first...second. I shook my 
opponent's hands and climbed out of the pool. 
     "Great job, Graken!" My friends yelled to me as I passed (Graken is my 
nickname at swimming; I don't why). "You almost beat that girl!" they were saying 
these things, but they did not make me feel better. In fact, they made me feel even 
worse. 

That's How I Learned My Lesson
     "Oh, um, thanks, I could've beat her, but you know, my stroke hasn't been 
very good today." I would say as an excuse. Avoiding all other friends and 
their congratulatory comments, I stomped over to my towel and sat down in 
disbelief. "I don't understand. What happened!?" I muttered over and over 
again to myself. 
     After I swam my last event and was getting ready to leave, my older sister 
Kailyn walked up to me. "See, I told you. Pride comes before fall." Suddenly, 
a light flickered on above my head. I couldn't believe it. I finally understand 
what it means. I was definitely not expecting to learn what it meant the same 
day I heard this tormenting quote. And I was definitely not expecting to 
understand what it means in this way.
     I can look back on this event and remember every detail as if it happened 
yesterday, or even this morning! Although I didn't win, I did learn a very 
valuable lesson that I carry with me every day: technique is the key if you 
want to beat the girl in the lane next to you, and also, humility helps you 
dodge and avoid disappointment.

By: Gracen Mott



     The day my friend and I snuck out to Walmart is a day I can never forget. 
Unfortunately, Jasmine was moving the next Friday and this was the last time 
I could have a sleepover with her. Since her house was in boxes, mine was 
the only option. So when the doorbell finally did go off, I couldn't help but 
jump up. I was just on the stairs when I saw her drop her bags on the floor 
and hold her arms out, tears in her green eyes. Her eyes looked like green 
bubbles now. I tackled her on the wet grass, knowing this time it would be the 
last. Moving has always been my forte, but she was going to move in with 
her sick grandmother. She pushed me back, and without a word, she 
grabbed her stuff and dashed up to my room like a cheetah. She came back 
empty handed, and we flopped on the couch to obsess over Finding Nemo. 
     A hour later, there was an awkward dinner full of talk about her new home. 
Not exactly light conversation over noodles and chicken, but she looked 
happy about seeing her family more. I can't complain, seeing as I would be, 
too. My happiness magnified when we had to help in the kitchen. Soapy 
water found its way onto us, as if we were pigs rolling in mud. We danced to 
music. Soon, the kitchen was in even worse shape. That was when my 
parents sent us out to get the hose. It was not fun getting flour out of my hair.
     After we finished cleaning up, Jasmine killed me at Mario Cart. When she 
left, I missed our random dancing to 80's hair-band songs, our nerf fights, 
throwing water balloons at Chewy and the kitten, making cookies and cakes, 
making college plans, and having popcorn fights. Jasmine must have seen 
my face when we were playing on the Wii because she wrapped her thin, tan 
arms around me. 
     "I'll be back one day. I promise, and we can go into college together and 
work together and still be best friends. Come on, let's get into pjs." 
     We finally got to my room at around 10, but we were hyper and bored. 
Jasmine's usually innocent face split into a evil grin as she pulled out a 
crumpled scrap of paper. 
     "Walmart," she said as she straightened the money. That was most 
beautiful ten dollars I've ever seen!

Operation Walmart      Not ten minutes later, we were silently sneaking out of the basement 
window. It was raining outside when we stepped onto the soggy ground. We 
set off into the damp, chilly night. Walmart was about a mile away from my 
home. I felt so free, but yet also sad, because I knew this would be the last 
adventure we would have together. Also, there might be repercussions for 
this stunt, but it was so fun as we shouted into the night. The full moon lit our 
path as we hopped onto our bikes to complete "Operation Walmart." I knew 
dad would be hiding in the car to follow us and make sure we got home 
safely. He did the same for my sisters when he found out that they were 
sneaking out. He installed a button that alerts him when when the window is 
opened. I only know about it because I saw him put it in in the middle of the 
night.
     After we had ridden for a while, the cool water began to kick up on our 
legs from the bike wheels, soaking our pants. I asked her if she wanted to go 
back. "Never!" Jasmine shouted as her arms flew up, into the night air. She 
could ride without her hands on the bars, but I could not. We felt so free, that 
even if my dad was following us, this was me finally claiming the freedom 
that I wanted. We were so close to Walmart when I saw my dad's blue Ford 
for the seventh time. His amused face flashed by again and again. No way 
was I getting in trouble for this, because he found this too funny to stop 
laughing, much less punish me for it! At the most, he will teach me a trick to 
sneak out undetected. 
     By the time we got home, we had four huge bags of Halloween candy. We 
were soaked. It was so easy to be open with Jasmine; she was my best 
friend, almost like a sister. This was the last time I saw her. She didn't go to 
school the next week; she was getting ready to move. The next thing I 
remember, Jasmine was gone. 
     Still to this day, her memory stays with me, especially since I have only 
heard from her once. During this call, she told me was that her grandma is 
dead, her aunt died from childbirth, and her uncle committed suicide. She 
also wouldn't be coming back again. Even though it hurts, I try to remember 
her spirit when I act in my life. 

By: Naomi Casperson
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Just Another Memory
By: Kayla Gold

The sun shines brightly on the pale grass.
The birds are chirping a new tune
 of happiness. 
The tree in my backyard
is just awakening from
 its winter slumber.
"Spring is coming! Spring is coming!"
The wind whispers lightly
as I walk across the field.
But I just don't feel it.
The sadness grows, 
and grow as the days go by, 
turning into a painful, but happy place.
The happiness reminds me 
of how much I hurt inside. 
How much I miss the days 
when everything was okay. 
But that's the past. 
This is the present. 
Everything was just another memory.





Contributors:
Busch, Jacob
Casperson, Naomi
Cieless, Sidney
Coombe, Dominic
Esslinger, Sarah 
Eyerly, Alexandra
Gemberling, Addison
Gold, Kayla
Hrinda, Meghan
Kemler, Bryndil
Kocher, Chas
Lewis, Ny'Asia
Mott, Gracen
Ortwine, Maddie
Patel, Ayesha
Pensyl, Haley
Renninger, Heaven
Riffindifil, Kay
Seal, Sierra
Seibert, John
Shaffer, Maddie
Uholik, Jayden
Wagner, Tyler
Waters, Alexandria
Webb, Trevor


