
 
 

another side of 

        nger  

 

  

 
 
 
 
  

  

In these pages: 
Franklin Alvarado 

Lola Andrew-Blondin 
Andrea Aviles 

Catarina De Souza 
Katarina Dvornik  

Evelyn Flores 
Chris Hopkin 

Ruby Kauffman
Ruthanna Kern 

Anais Lopez 
Emely Mendoza 
Sarae Mendoza 
Lily Thompson 

Sonja Wooley 
 

writing from writers < 21  

for seniors &  
 



 
  

1 
 

 another side of younger 

volume I number 1            fall 2020 
 

Hello, dear readers. 

This is a kind of “Reader’s Digest” except it is very hip 

and written by writers under 20 years of age.  Most of 

us are under 16. We are betting that a lot of grownup 

folks, including and especially those of our grandpar-

ents’ generation…might enjoy and relate to our work. 
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Freedom 
Chris Hopkin 
 
Can we be free in a world of today? 

People tell us how we are meant to act 

But must the truth act around what they say? 

Because their voice is not of our god’s fact 

 

Must we listen to untrusted voices? 

If their truth may end up different than mine 

Is it my life molded from my choices? 

How do they know how the stars of the sky shine?  

 

Could I survive with me as a guide? 

What if I lose myself in my own life 

Smoothly along my path I hope to glide 

Or shall I lose once more to my own knife? 

 

Do I have a choice to be free anyway? 

Or am I stuck no matter what I say? 
© 2020 Chris Hopkin 

Chris is a 9
th

grade student.  
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     “And the weather report is 

predicting a hurricane coming 

up the east coast. Residents of 

the east coast please continue to follow the weather and listen to any 

updates about this hurricane. This is not something to take lightly. 

This is predicted to be one of the biggest hurricanes ever recorded on 

the east coast. Hurricanes don’t normally get this strong and head this 

far up the east coast but this is climate change for you,” the weather-

man announced over the radio.  

     I snuggled closer to my dog Moby and my little sisters Ava and 

Ana, on the soft rug that was laid out on the living room floor. I was 

scared. I hated storms, especially big ones. I didn’t want to think 

about the storm anymore so instead I gazed into the fire in front of 

us.  

     I’ve always loved to snuggle up in 

front of the fireplace and watch the 

fire. I lit it today using the sticks Ava 

and Ana had collected from the 

backyard and logs that my dad had 

cut. It was late September and not 

very cold but you can always have a 

fire no matter the temperature.   

     I felt a little hand move on my 

side, so I looked down at Ava and 

Ana. They were four years old and 

identical twins that had blonde hair and freckles. I have dirty blonde 

hair and no freckles. Everyone says I looked like my dad and Ava and 

Ana looked like my mom. We lived in a cute house in the middle of 

a coastal town of Maine. I went to a public school near my house. I 

loved it! Everyone was nice including the teachers. There I was a part 

of the art and cooking clubs. I loved to paint and cook! I also volun-

teered at the animal shelter, where we got Moby, every Sunday. It was 

really fun to see all the animals and play with them. 

     Moby moved in closer to my left side. I reached out to pet him 

with my left hand, but I had again forgotten I don’t have one. I lost 

my left hand four years ago when I was ten, in a freak shark attack. I 

had always loved swimming and have grown up in Maine near the 

coast, so I had been swimming all my life. I hadn’t been swimming 

since the accident, though, because every time I thought about getting 

“Like, Breakfast at 

Tiffany’s !” I said, 

laughing. Breakfast 

at Tiffany’s  was 

one of our favorite 

sleepover movies.  

 

Hurricane Tiffany 
Ruby Kauffman

fiction 
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in the water, all I could remember was the shark and the pain and the 

blood. There was so much blood. The blood dyed the sand red and I 

still remember the sight of my parents standing over me after they 

pulled me from the water. My mom was crying and holding onto me, 

and my dad was calling an ambulance, but I tried not to think about 

it. I donʼt have a prosthetic hand anymore because I donʼt like the 

way it feels. I had adapted to life without a left hand, but sometimes I 

still forget and try to use it. It doesnʼt really affect my day to day life 

that much anymore, so I donʼt normally miss it. I got Moby right after 

the accident and I feel like that brought us together, because he 

helped me get through all my time in the hospital. He was the cutest 

thing ever, and I loved him so much. He was small-sized with short 

black hair and a long tail, which was always wagging.  

     “Olivia, please come in and help me with dinner,” my mom yelled 

from the kitchen, startling me.  

     “Coming!” I yelled back, struggling to get up from between Moby 

and the twins.  

     “Mom, do you think that we will be okay during the storm? Are 

we going to evacuate or stay here?” I asked.  

     “To be honest honey, I don't know. I need to talk to your dad. It is 

supposed to get here on Friday and itʼs only Monday. Anything could 

happen with the storm during that time. For all we know it could 

change direction or shrink. It will be okay,” my mom comforted. I 

knew she was trying to reassure me, but I saw the worry in her eyes.  

     “Okay, yeah I bet it will all be okay,” I said for my mom's sake but 

I looked down at the black beans I am stirring so she didn’t see the 

worry in my eyes.  

     Dinner was rice, black beans, and strawberries. We all sat in our 

normal spaces at the table, mom at the head, dad and Ava on the left, 

me and Ana on the right, and Moby under the table hoping someone 

will drop a bit of food for him.  

     Dinner was quiet except for an occasional noise coming from Ava 

or Ana. I think my parents were more worried about the storm than 

my mom let on earlier. I couldn’t stand the quiet so I asked to be ex-

cused and go upstairs.  

     I took a warm shower and tried to collect my thoughts.  

     After, I went back into my room and checked my phone for texts. 

I had two texts from my best friend Ellie.  

     “What are you doing?” one read.  
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     “Have you heard about the storm?” the other read.  

     I texted back, “The storm sounds bad. Want to come over?”  

     Ellie and I had been best friends since we were babies. She lived 

right down the street from me so we practically lived at each other’s 

houses.  

     “Sure! Coming now,” she texted back.  

     Three minutes later, I heard a knock on my bedroom door.  

     “Come in!” I said.  

     It was Ellie, my mom or dad must have let her in. We sat down on 

the matching navy blue bean bags in the corner of my room. My par-

ents had gotten them for me in sixth grade. They had become Ellie’s 

and my favorite place to sit and talk about anything: crushes, family, 

girl stuff, school drama, and now the storm.  

     “So I saw on the news that they were calling it the “Storm of the 

Century” in Maine because it is supposed to be the biggest storm ever 

on the east coast! It has been named Hurricane Tiffany,” Ellie blurted 

out, barely stopping to take a breath.  

     “Like, Breakfast at Tiffany’s !” I said, laughing. Breakfast at Tiffa-

ny’s was one of our favorite sleepover movies.  

     “It’s kind of exciting, but at the same time pretty scary. I know 

there have been a lot of hurricanes in other places this year, but this is 

the first one that could damage things and kill people here,” I said.  

     “Are you going to evacuate?” Ellie questioned.  

     “I don’t know. My mom said she still had to talk to my dad. What 

about you?” I asked.  

     “We are going to evacuate to my brother’s house in Wisconsin 

and try to prepare our house to make sure it gets the least amount of 

damage possible,” Ellie replied.  

     “Oh, cool,” I said. We didn’t know what else to say so we just sat 

there in silence.  

     We were both worried and so it felt reassuring to just sit there with 

Ellie, even if we aren’t talking to each other.  

     Ellie went home a little later and I went to sleep soon after that.  

*** 

     It was now Wednesday afternoon and school has already been 

canceled for Thursday and Friday. Dad and I were running to the 

store to get supplies to prepare for the hurricane. Mom and dad had 

decided that we are going to stay and try to ride out the storm.  



 
 

6 
 

     It was crazy to see how barren the store was. It looks like there had 

been a reality T.V. show in there, where a bunch of people tried to 

get as much as they could in fifteen minutes.  

 

Ava, Ana and I were in the living room doing a puzzle 

 
     We had a list of everything we needed: sandbags, plywood, bottled 

water, canned food, regular food, radio, batteries, flashlights, and a 

bunch more stuff that we might need during the hurricane.  

     We both grabbed a cart and walked down the empty aisles looking 

for everything on our list. We found some canned food so we took 

basically everything that was left. We got canned soup, peaches, 

beans, tuna, and corn. We also got chips, bananas, peanut butter, and 

bread. Luckily there was still a good amount of flashlights and batter-

ies so we got as much as we could. The store was almost out of water 

so we grabbed all the water they had.  

     “I am going to get the sandbags and plywood, okay?” my dad 

asked. 

     “Sure. I will see if thereʼs anything else we need,” I replied. 

     I turned the cart around and started going down random aisles. I 

found some duct tape and rope so I put them in the cart. I also found 

some chocolate bars and put them in the cart just because chocolate 

is so good. 

     At home we tried to organize everything we got. Mom and Dad 

were boarding up the windows. I put the food and water in the pantry 

and the flashlights and batteries in an empty cabinet we had in the 

kitchen. Ava and Ana tried to help me, but all they did was get in my 

way.  

     Just seeing everything that we got was making me more nervous. 

What if it wasn’t enough?  

     Ava, Ana and I were in the living room doing a puzzle when my 

parents came back in.  

     “It's already getting windy outside,” my dad announced. “The ply-

wood is all up. We put the sandbags around the doors and a few extra 

around the perimeter of the house.”  

     “Okay, thanks guys,” I said.  

     I thought Ava and Ana were too little to understand what was hap-

pening because they didn’t even look up from the puzzle or realize 
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that the windows were all boarded over. It was darker in the room so 

I turned on another lamp. I thought Moby could feel the worry in the 

room though, because he came and sat at my feet.  

     We all stayed inside on Thursday and just played games, like Clue 

and Sorry. Ava and Ana were still oblivious to what was happening, 

but I could tell my parents were really worried. The wind was already 

picking up more and it was raining. I woke up early that morning and 

when I walked downstairs, I saw my dad asleep on the couch with the 

TV still on the news about the hurricane.  

     The closer the hurricane got, the more worried I got. I really don’t 

want anything to change. For what felt like the first time in my life, I 

felt like I was in control of my life. I had good friends, a good house, 

a good school, and a good family. I hoped that the hurricane would 

come and no one would get hurt, nothing would be destroyed, and 

nothing would change so that after it was gone, everything could go 

back to normal. After the accident it took weeks in the hospital to re-

cover and then months to rehab and learn how to do simple tasks 

with one hand. Like getting dressed, doing my hair, and picking big 

objects up. Then it felt like my life was tipped upside down but then 

everything was fine or at least it was until I heard this storm was com-

ing to Maine.  

     I fell asleep quickly but woke up early again. I looked out my win-

dow This was the day the hurricane was supposed to come. The 

clouds were dark like a bad bruise and the wind ripped around like a 

lion stuck in a cage. The rain was already falling at a steady pace. We 

had already lost power. I went back upstairs to wake my parents to tell 

them, but they were already awake and dressed.  

     “We already lost power,” I said.  

     “I know. We need to keep checking the weather. Right now they 

are predicting winds up to 100 miles per hour later tonight and up to 

one foot of rain and three feet of storm surge. I didn’t think it would 

be this bad,” my dad whispered.  

     “Can you get dressed and ready and then wake up your sisters and 

help them do the same?” my mom asked me.  

     “Okay,” I replied, turning the corner to my room.  

     I put on a pair of blue jeans and a black t-shirt. When I was ready, 

I went into the room Ava and Ana shared.  

     “Good morning,” I sang as I tried to turn on the light, forgetting 

we don’t have power. I opened the curtains instead which provided us 
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Right then 

they were 

in their 

room 

watching 

the storm 

from their 

window.  

with a little light because only the first floor windows were boarded 

up. Out the window I could barely see past all the rain.  

     Ava and Ana sat up in their beds and looked at me sleepily. I got 

Ava dressed in black leggings and a pink shirt, while I got Ana 

dressed in black leggings and a blue shirt. Once they were ready, we 

went downstairs and all sat at the table.  

     “Dad, want help with breakfast?” I asked, getting 

up from my chair and walking into the kitchen.  

     “Sure, we are just having cereal though to use up 

the last of the milk so it doesn’t spoil,” he said.  

     I brought in the cereal, milk, bowls, and spoons 

to the dining room and everyone sat and ate around 

the candle-lit table.  

     The hurricane had gotten worse since a little 

while ago. Thunder claps outside and we could hear 

the rain pounding against the wood as we ate. Every 

once in a while the wind would shake the house.   

     By noon there was already flooding and trees that had fallen down. 

I really hoped our tree doesn’t fall down because if it did, it might fall 

on our house. The water was starting to come in the door, so for the 

moment we resorted to putting towels there.  

     By then Ava and Ana had realized that something was wrong be-

cause they had been really good and had listened to what we said to 

them. Right then they were in their room watching the storm from 

their window.  

     “Olivia come down!” my mom screamed from downstairs.  

     I looked up startled and ran down the stairs as fast as I possibly 

could. The floor was covered in an inch of water! And more was 

pouring in under the door!  

     I got more towels, splashing the water everywhere every time one 

of my feet hit the ground. My socks were already soaked. I put them 

down wherever I saw water but they were not doing anything. My dad 

was getting Ava and Ana to help him bring stuff upstairs so that it 

didn’t get destroyed.  

     Then, as a huge gust of wind came shaking the house we heard a 

loud crack. We all knew what it was as soon as we heard it.  

     “Get down!” my dad screamed at the top of his lungs.  

     I grabbed Ana and dragged her under the dining room table where 

my dad, mom, and Ava were huddled.  
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     Then as we heard a final sickening crack, the tree came down on 

the house.  

     The sound was horrible and the entire house shuddered as it came 

in. I could hear the house cracking and breaking under the weight of 

the huge pine tree. Then another crack as it broke through the ceiling 

above us. And then darkness.  

     I woke up to a howling wind whipping my hair around. I sat up 

and realized that I was lying on top of the table in a foot of water. I 

was lucky I didn’t drown. I looked to my left and right and saw the 

walls of my house, but when I looked up there was nothing except a 

few pieces of the upstairs floor still attached to the top of the walls. 

The wind and rain still whipped around me and a sudden big splash 

of water made me realize, where is everyone else? I looked around 

and saw no one. I moved around on the table by paddling with my 

arms and feet. I looked around in the water but still I saw no one, not 

even Moby. I called out the names of my family, but my screams were 

drowned out by the howling wind and rain.  

     After screaming, I realized I was bleeding. There was a cut on my 

cheek and on my shoulder. I quickly took off my socks and put them 

on my shoulder. My cheek had mostly stopped bleeding, but there 

was still a slight pounding in my head. I realized that I must have been 

hit in the head which was how I was knocked out. 

     I got up from the floating table and walked over to the front door 

and opened it. As soon as I did, a huge gust of wind blew and pushed 

me underwater. Outside, the water was much higher, maybe three 

feet high. I couldn’t breathe and I hadn’t been swimming for years 

since the accident. Then, all I could remember was the sight of the fin 

and then the pain.  

     Breathe. I told myself, just breathe. So I broke free from the water 

and took a huge gulp of air, but soon the wind pushed me under 

again. This time I fought back and came up yelling for help. It was 

very hard to keep my footing in the water because the currents and 

the wind were so strong, but somehow I managed to float over to a 

part of a tree and hung on for dear life. I yelled out for my family or 

for someone to come and help until I lost my voice. My shoulder 

started to hurt again from its digging into the tree, but I still held on. I 

saw I was starting to float in the current away from my house, but I 

didn’t try to do anything.   
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     After a while, I started to paddle in the opposite direction, so that I 

didn’t have to fight the wind. The water was even higher now. I saw 

some houses, some whole and some in pieces, but I must have drifted 

farther than I thought because I didn’t recognize any of them. Still I 

paddled, yelling out occasionally for help.  

     The weird thing was that I didn’t see any other people or animals 

outside. I guess a lot of people either evacuated or were dead. Again, 

I thought about my family and started to cry. What the heck hap-

pened to them?  

     As the sky got darker and darker, I could no longer touch the 

street, so I had to hang on to the tree. I was really cold, because I was 

soaked to the bone. I was also really hungry and tired. My arms ached 

from paddling, but paddling was my only hope of finding someone to 

help me.  

     Soon it all became too much, and I laid my head down on the 

rough tree bark and fell asleep.  

     I woke up to the sound of a motor and immediately jerked up.  

     “Help, help, help, please,” I croaked out. “Help!” I yelled again; 

this time it comes out as a yell.  

     I heard voices and through the rain, I saw a small boat coming to-

ward me! It looked like there was one man in the back working the 

motor and a woman up front with binoculars. I also saw some figures 

wrapped in blankets behind the woman.  

     Finally, they reached me and the woman reached out for my hand 

and pulled me up onto the floor of the boat which was filled with wa-

ter.  

     “I am Bianca. What is your name?” the woman asked.  

     “Olivia. Olivia Smith,” I replied.  

     “Here is a blanket,” Bianca said to me “Just sit on the bench and 

hold on,” she adds. “Do you know where your family is?”  

     “No,” I whispered trying not to cry again.  

     She went over to the man in the back and talked to him for a mi-

nute. I did what she said and sat down next to a woman holding a ba-

by in her lap. Across from us there is an older woman and man hold-

ing on to each other’s hands.  

     After picking up two more people out of the water, we turned 

around and head to the Lobsters’ stadium, which was being used as a 

shelter for people that were stuck in the storm.  
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     I remembered going there once to see one of the Lobsters soccer 

games with my mom and dad before the twins were born. 

     When we reached it, we were unloaded onto a ramp and the boat 

sped away, probably to go pick up more people. We were led up it 

into the stadium.  

     The stadium was filled with cots laid out in all directions. There 

were people and pets everywhere. I went over to an empty cot and sat 

down to think for a minute.  

                                                     *** 

     “Olivia what are you doing?” Ellie yells up the stairs, “It’s dinner 

time. My mom made mac and cheese!”  

     “Coming!” I yell back.  

     Every day my mind plays back the horrible memories of the days 

leading up to the hurricane, the day of the hurricane, and the long 

days of waiting for any news on my family after. 

     I am living with Ellie, her mom, and her brother in Wisconsin 

right now and have been for the past year. After staying at the stadium 

and trying to find my parents for a week, we found them, but not the 

way I had wanted to. They were found floating dead in the water a 

couple miles from our house. Ava and Ana were found dead too still 

clinging to each other stopped up against the house next to ours. Most 

of Maine’s coast has been destroyed including my entire neighbor-

hood. Moby was never found.  

     My life has been turned upside down again, and it can never be 

the way it used to be. I miss my family and Moby so much every day. 

But at least I have Ellie and her amazing family to take care of me 

now.  
 © 2020 Ruby Kauffman 

Ruby is a high school freshman. 

 

Manor by the Sea 
Lola Andrew-Blondin 
 

     It’s a windy day, and the beach is shrouded in mist. All tourists are 

shut up in their hotel rooms, cursing the bad weather. Not a soul can 

be seen through the fog, but Caleb wants to go to the beach, and I 

must oblige. I can just barely see his blonde head bobbing along the 

gentle slope down to the cold water of Auror’s Cove. I remember 

fiction 
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when our little seaside town was virtually empty except for its inhabit-

ants, but now it is one of the biggest tourist attractions on the coast. 

     “Grandpa, Grandpa!” Caleb’s voice pulls me out of my thoughts. 

     “Yes, what’s up?” 

     “Momma said that I have to make sure that you don’t space out. 

She says old people get very forgetful. Why is that?” Caleb asks in-

quisitively, 

     “It’s nothing, your momma’s just worrying herself for no reason. 

You know how she gets.”  

     In the short span of time it took me to respond, Caleb has already 

moved on to the next thing, which happens to be the carcass of what 

clearly used to be a glamorous manor on a cliff not far off. Though 

the grand dome has halfway sunken into the house, you can tell that 

someone rich lived in this old building. The paint is cracked and peel-

ing, in some places you can see that it has completely decayed, show-

ing the rotten wood holding the whole thing together. I can tell that 

the salty air has not helped preserve this wonder from the golden 

days. Bandits must have pillaged the estate at one point because many 

windows are broken, and there are doors missing on the side facing 

us.  

     I remember when I was young, how us kids would run in the 

woods surrounding the ghost of a home, boasting about how one day 

we would prove our valor by spending the night in the manor. We 

never did, all of our bravery lost once we heard how the wind whistled 

through the big building. 

     “Grandpa, who lives in that old house? It’s really big and ugly.” 

     “Well Caleb, I could tell you, but you’ll have to listen to the whole 

story. You think you can do that? It’s quite a tale, you know.” 

     Caleb’s eyes widen, as among his favorite things in the world is a 

good story. Second only to bothering his momma. 

     “Yes! I can listen! Please tell me the story Grandpa, please!” 

     By now he’s hopping about, filling with anticipation. 

     “Alright, alright, hold on to your pants, you look like you’re about 

to float away!” 

     “Just start the story already!” 

     “Kids these days are so impatient. Okay… “ 

*** 

     It all started in 1875 when a young man hailing from Hiram, 

Maine, named Alexander Rothschild made a few good business deals 
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and struck it rich in Boston. With his newfound wealth, he decided to 

invest in the stock markets. Clearly it was a good idea, because soon 

he had more than three times the amount he had gained in his first 

few years as an entrepreneur.  

     He met a beautiful young woman named Marianne Weaver. Alex-

ander fell in love, they got married and had three kids, Benjamin, 

Rachelle, and Howard. Marianne was determined to give her kids the 

highest education possible, so she enrolled them all in Du Pont’s 

Academy for Gifted Children, a large and fancy school for the rich 

and powerful, situated in South Wales. 

                                    *** 

     “This is boring, skip to the good part!” 

     “Caleb, be patient.” 

*** 

     Sending them to boarding school ensured that the siblings grew to 

be very close. With his strong athletic build, Benjamin became the 

school’s star rugby player. Rachelle won many awards for her talents 

in the choir, her piercing blue eyes and even more surprising soprano 

blowing the judges away. Howard excelled in his studies, becoming 

one of Du Pont’s most outstanding students. 

     After they graduated, they returned home at their parents' request. 

Alexander, who was getting a bit older, decided that it was time to 

move away from the city, for his health. He uprooted the whole fami-

ly, and moved to Auror’s Cove, a cute little seaside town near the 

New Hampshire border. They moved into a grand manor overlook-

ing the sea from a cliff. It occupied twenty acres and a garden. The 

manor itself was a royal dark green, and it had two turrets on the side 

with stained glass that depicted knights slaying dragons and saving 

damsels.  

     Alexander spent the remainder of his life in that house, with Mari-

anne, and his kids. After the death of their parents, Benjamin, 

Rachelle, and Howard became the owners of the manor. Eventually, 

Benjamin decided to travel across Europe and Asia, and settled in 

southern Italy with a smart young lady from a wealthy family, and had 

several children. Rachelle met a handsome man from the south who 

swept her off her feet and brought her home with him. Only Howard 

stayed in the manor.  

     He married a sweet little seamstress named Annabelle. She was 

not rich by any means, but she loved him, and he loved her. They 
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stayed together in the manor. Sadly, Annabelle died while giving birth 

to Minerva, the last of the Rothschild family left in Auror’s Cove.  

                                      *** 

     “Ughhhhhhhhhhh.” 

     “Caleb! Hush now. You were the one who wanted me to tell the 

story so you’re going to listen to it. Now where was I? Ah yes,” 

                                      *** 

     Minerva was the last proprietor of the Rothschild Manor. She 

would live in it all her life and she died in it. 

     Minerva wasn’t as lucky as the past genera-

tions of her family. Her childhood wasn’t bad, 

it was just sad and lonely.  

     Howard was a very different man after his 

beloved Annabelle passed away. Whenever 

she was near, he was loud and joyous, but after 

her death, he became quiet, rarely ate and 

would take long walks by the sea. Howard tried to limit his interac-

tions with his daughter; her face reminded him of Annabelle and he 

couldn’t bear to look in her eyes. But he couldn’t send her off to a 

boarding school. She was the last piece of Annabelle, and he couldn’t 

fathom being away from her. So he hired tutors from around the 

world to teach his child. Minerva learned algebra, geometry, French, 

Latin, Italian, chemistry, biology, gardening, and much more.  

     Minerva grew to be a strong willed, smart, determined young 

woman. She was often found in the study, or the garden, reading. She 

made friends with the maids and kitchen staff.  

     When she was seventeen, she found herself the sole owner of 

twenty acres, a manor, and in charge of fifteen house personnel. Her 

aunt offered to come and stay to help out, but Minerva politely de-

clined. She started up a gardening club for young women in the area, 

which took up most of her time. Minerva was also a very charitable 

person. She was well known for paying off people’s debts and helping 

with education costs. Everyone in Auror’s Cove knew Minerva and 

they all loved her. 

     For a while Minerva prospered, the money flow was nice, and she 

lived very comfortably. But then, The Great Depression struck. Peo-

ple were unemployed, they lost their homes, and prices everywhere 

went down. The stock market crashed, and with it, the Rothschild 

family fortune.  
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                                       *** 

     “Grandpa, what’s The Great Depression?” 

     “It was a sad time for America in the early 20th century. Lots of 

people didn’t have jobs and they didn’t have a lot of money. Now, do 

you want me to continue or not?” 

     “Continue, continue!” 

                                        *** 

     All her life Minerva had never had to worry about money, and she 

was severely unprepared for this calamity. Slowly, she had to let go of 

her entire house staff, as she couldn’t afford to pay them anymore. 

And being left alone in a large house is never a good thing for some-

one’s sanity.  

     Minerva was under a lot of pressure. She was getting older, and 

everyone was having enough trouble trying to keep their own families 

and fortunes afloat to even bat an eye at her. She frantically looked 

for a solution to her worries. 

     One day, she was walking around the backstreets of Boston after 

trying to retrieve her retirement savings from a bank that had unfor-

tunately shut its doors to the public. Minerva bumped into a lanky, 

greasy looking man who had a long scar snaking along the right side 

of his stubbled chin. His name was Slim, or at least that was what eve-

ryone called him. This is how she came across Boston’s mafia. Slim 

worked with the mafia, and he saw an opportunity to exploit a shel-

tered old woman, so he took it. 

     Slim may have been skinny and frail looking, but he was very dan-

gerous, as well as a great con artist. He pretended to care for Minerva, 

flattering her, and giving her advice. He told her that the answer to all 

her problems was to complete one little business transaction for him. 

He made it out to be a simple, law-abiding plan. Of course, Slim was 

lying. He wanted Minerva to pay a gang of hitmen some money that 

the Boston mafia owed them for killing off a rival. Minerva easily 

complied, too worried about her fortune to take a moment to think 

about the catastrophe she was getting herself into. 

     It all went down quite smoothly. Minerva, carrying a suitcase full of 

what she thought were real dollars, arrived at the meeting point which 

was an abandoned canning factory on the outskirts of Jamaica Plain, a 

notoriously dangerous area full of gangsters and thieves. The hitmen 

arrived ten minutes later, as a signal that everything was well, for now. 

Without a word, Minerva slid the suitcase over, and walked out. Little 
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did she know, the small case was filled with counterfeit money. Slim 

had set her up in a trap. 

                                        *** 

     “Ha Ha! The old lady was tricked!” 

     “Caleb, I’m almost done, can you hold your comments till the end 

please?” 

                                        *** 

     Naturally, the hitmen were pissed, their bounty was fake! So they 

decided to get back at their traitor. As all hitmen do, these people had 

informants everywhere. It didn’t take long for them to find out where 

Minerva lived.  

     Late one night, they crawled through the windows of the sad man-

or, no one was alerted, there was only one occupant in the house, af-

ter all. Right as the clock struck midnight, a single shot echoed 

through the walls of Rothschild Manor. Minerva was dead. 

     It took several weeks for anyone to notice that she had died. Eve-

ryone thought she had shut herself up in the closed off estate. No one 

has claimed the house since, and if they did, they’d have a heck of a 

lot of insurance issues to sort out. 

                                  The End” 

                                           

     “Grandpa, that was a boring story! And I’m thirsty,” Caleb brings 

me back to reality. 

     “Really? I thought it was pretty good.” 

     “The only part I liked was when the old lady got shot. Bang bang!” 

Caleb is imitating a gun and is running in circles pretending to shoot 

gangsters and rich old women. 

     “Why don’t we go home and see your momma, then we’ll get you 

a nice drink.” I try to calm him down, 

     “Bang! Haha, I shot you Grandpa.” 

     “Caleb, shooting people isn’t polite, you know, your momma isn’t 

gonna be happy when she finds out about this.”  

     “I’m sorry Grandpa, I won’t do it again, please don’t tell momma.” 

     “Don’t tell me what exactly?”  

     I turn around to see my daughter, April, standing with her hands 

on her hips, trying for all the world to look mad. April couldn’t be 

serious if her life depended on it. I love her so much. 

     “April, what are you doing here? I thought you had work to do.” 
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     “I’m done with work for today Dad, and I’m allowed to see my 

son and his grandpa if I want to,” she says with a smile playing on her 

lips. 

     “Momma! Grandpa just finished telling me the worst story ever! 

And I’m thirsty, so can we leave now?” 

     “Hey you little rascal, it was a good story and you know it. C’mere 

so I can tickle you to death!” I exclaim as I run towards him. Giggling, 

Caleb dashes up the path to town.  

     “Oh Dad, were you telling him that story about that old lady’s 

manor? I remember when you told me, I really thought it was true! 

Such a bummer that the bank took it away from her, they aren’t even 

doing anything with it.” 

     April looks wistfully back at the manor, before running after 

Caleb.      
© 2020 Lola Andrew-Blondin 

Lola too is in her 1
st

 year of high school. Among her pursuits is artistic swimming 
(aka synchronized swimming). 
 

 

 

 

 

Dandelion 
Sarae Mendoza  
 

Hello? Anyone there? Fresh start everywhere. 

                                  I drift away, like a dandelion seed. 

Waiting where my journey will happen to land. 

                            Drift    Swift Swift      Drift. 

Starting all over, where my dandelion lands. 

                        Growing where I just happen to stand. 

Excited to see where I am. 

                   My journey ends, my cycle has come to an end 

I can’t wait to start again.   

© 2020 Sarae Mendoza 
Sarae is a high school freshman. 
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Tealight 
Sonja Wooley 

 

I light a candle because I want 

To take back my time. 

I want to hold the seconds 

Close. 

 

This little golden teardrop 

This flame 

Carries all the magic I could hope for. 

 

I won’t turn out the lights 

I’m not that dramatic. 

But with wax and heat on my side, 

I can sit across from exhaustion 

And meet its eyes like 

An old friend 

I’m allowed to say 

“No” to.      

© 2019, 2020 Sonja Wooley 

I Was Just Sitting There 
Sonja Wooley 

 

Curled in a stairway corner 

Quietly chewing almonds 

Which tasted like soil and strength 

When a door crashed inward 

And a boy came running. 

(He didn’t see me) 

He vaulted over five steps 

Flew for a moment 

Then laughed and ran clumsily 

Down a hallway 

I could see all the way to the end of. 

     © 2019, 2020 Sonja Wooley 
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I Can See My Breath 
Sonja Wooley 

In winter 

The air asks nothing of me 

And every green 

Growing thing 

Relaxes a little into 

Soil suddenly damp. 

In winter there is a 

Splendid magnolia tree 

Made of shade and lichen 

And tucked away behind 

A rainy wooden house 

Which reminds me 

Of dandelions and 

Delicate window panes 

Of wide-eyed ghosts in the attic 

And smoky moths 

Splayed unexpectedly against the walls 

Like the underbellies of 

Mushrooms, 

Like ancient lace. 

The little house sits with 

Its secrets 

Seeping the magic of 

Old photographs. 

That silence snags me 

I pause and breathe for a moment 

Memorizing. 

In winter I wander by. 

 
             © 2019, 2020 Sonja Wooley 

 

Sonja’s poems and memoir on page 42 first 

appeared in Redwood Literary Magazine 
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Yes, and...  
Ruthanna Kern 

 

“You’ve grown so much.” 

“I’m so sorry for your loss.” 

“How are you?” 

“Do you remember me?” 
 

The answer was no. The truth was no. No, I hadn’t grown, or 
at least it didn’t feel like it. No, I didn’t feel like this was my loss. No, 

I had no clue how I was right then. And no, I didn’t know who you 
were. You were just another one of those blurry faces and voices fad-

ing away in this crowd of strangers. I was sorry, but no. That’s all I 
could think, but not what I replied.  

     For the record, I don’t really lie. There was a fragment of truth in 

each of the statements I responded with. I do act, however. I love 
theatre, and sometimes life is just one big stage. Full of dramatic 

scenes and unique actors. Important decisions and beautiful relation-
ships. Sometimes, the only choice I have is which character to play.  

     

     Let us open the curtain on North Carolina, back in April 2019: 

 

     I was on April break from school with my parents and my older 

brother. We were in North Carolina for two main reasons: we wanted 

to visit colleges because Eli was a junior in high school and my dad 

wanted to visit his family. The college tours were pretty textbook and 

I was only in 7th grade, hardly needing to focus on that yet. I never 

wanted to go to school in North Carolina, anyway; it’s too hot and way 

too southern.  

     The family that we had there was much more important to me, 

even though I didn’t know them very well. They were my Nana’s 

brother and his wife, Ralph and Patty. They had come to some family 

events and reunions, but mostly ones when I was younger. Aunt Patty 

had had lung cancer recently, and Dad wanted to see the woman who 

memoir 
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he felt had helped to raise him, and to make sure she was doing well. 

I always loved Uncle Ralph and Aunt Patty, and knew that they loved 

me and that they were important to my dad, but they didn’t feel like 

familiar faces. That’s why I was excited about going to their home and 

getting to know them better. 

     They lived in Davidson, and when we arrived, we were welcomed 

with open arms. The amazing thing about my family is that the people 

are so interesting. Everyone seemed wrapped up in layers of mystery. 

The more stories they tell, the more of their true personality I can 

unravel. And they talk a lot. I think there must be some trait in my 

dad’s side, Levering DNA, that requires us to have an opinion on 

everything.  

     The next few days were spent with my family just talking and disa-

greeing. They spoke about everything from politics to old family leg-

ends, from colleges to my National History Day performance and all 

topics in between. My brother, in particular, loves to debate, to chal-

lenge, and he found a reliable sparring partner in my Uncle Ralph. I 

loved listening to them, and I enjoyed spending my time on that old 

couch by the window in their living room, learning.  

     Another important thing to my Levering relatives is hiking and be-

ing in nature, especially the mountains. My Nana and Uncle Ralph 

grew up on an orchard in southern Virginia right along the border to 

North Carolina, in the Blue Ridge Mountain Range. My dad had 

cherished memories of the orchard, of traveling there from Washing-

ton DC, right in time for June’s cherry season. It was no surprise that 

my dad wanted to go on a hike when my Uncle Ralph and Aunt Patty 

suggested the excursion. They too were avid adventurers. Let’s just 

say that hikes usually weren’t exactly my favorite thing in the world.  

     We climbed along a trail that sort of looked like a maple leaf, 

curving and turning, following the path of Lake Norman. It was a bit 

rough, with some inclines and a fair share of declines as well. The wa-

ter looked so inviting, even in April. I wanted to swim, but I am crazy 

sometimes. I think it was about two miles, and it definitely wasn’t too 

torturous. It couldn’t be, given the great company. 

     “What’s that one?” I asked, gazing up at a tall tree that sort of 

looked to me like a birch. Its leaves, however, seemed a bit oddly 

shaped. Maybe? I wasn’t the expert, though. Aunt Patty was. 

     She replied, “It’s an aspen, and a beautiful one at that.”  
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     “It’s so green here, much greener than Massachusetts!” I ex-

claimed, as I spun around and absorbed the feeling of spring. The 

smell of life, new life— a blanket of green covered the treetops al-

ready. I loved the warmth, because at home, it had just stopped snow-

ing.  

     Aunt Patty identified every plant, every tree, every bird and each 

bug. I admired her. Her love for and knowledge of this beautiful 

place clearly shone through her eyes as she smiled. We walked on 

over more fallen logs as we wound away from the water, then back 

towards it. Eventually, we got separated from Dad and Ralph, who 

lagged behind as they talked. I remember that Patty kept up with Eli 

and me, even after her lung surgery. I had been worried that she 

might not be doing well, and that my dad would come away from this 

trip with his hopes for her health ruined, but she out-hiked us and it 

was great. We thought she was doing great. 

     “What are those numbers attached to the trees? What do they 

mean?” I needed to know, because I am one of those people who 

needs to know. I had a thirst for knowledge, just like Patty. 

     I think Aunt Patty had already discovered that about me when she 

answered, “I’m not sure. They aren’t labeling the trees by species.” 

     I ran a little farther, stumbling over some rocks and placing my 

footing in others that were unstable. I found the next sign tacked to a 

tree and looked back at Patty. “It seems to be going down. The one 

near you is ninety-four, and this says ninety-three.” 

     “Then it probably is telling us how far we are from the end of the 

hike. We must have ninety-three somethings left.” I wanted to know 

the unit of measurement, because everything seemed so inconsistent. 

But Aunt Patty cheerfully created a game out of it, “Who can find the 

next multiple of ten first?” 

     That was all she needed to say to send me and Eli off, racing to get 

to ninety, competitive as we were. We ran along the path, searching, 

trying to beat each other and trying to win.  

     “They’re so crazy,” my mom half-apologized, “my kids will do any-

thing to beat each other!”  

     “I had no idea what I started!” Aunt Patty laughed, and so did 

mom. Then we were all laughing and chatting. 

     We kept going like that, Eli and I tripping over fallen branches 

and bickering about who had screamed “60” first, all the way until we 
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made it to zero. Aunt Patty was there, smiling at our antics and seem-

ing so happy, and so healthy.  

     The next four months of my life were filled with moments, with 

memories. I finished seventh grade. I began my ninth year, my final 

year at the Healey. I made it to the National History Day competition 

in Maryland. My cousin and I were the Tweedles in Alice in Won-

derland. I traveled to San Francisco. My brother became a senior. I 

became a teenager. And my Aunt Patty died. She died. 

     She died two days after my birthday, on August 24th. I was in the 

kitchen baking brownies for my murder-mystery-themed party with 

my cousin Cyntia. Eli was away at soccer camp somewhere on the 

Cape. My mom was still at the farmers’ market and her exercise class. 

My dad was in the woods. He was there when he called me.  

     I didn’t even know if he was crying, the line was breaking up, but I 

heard, “Aunt Patty died early this morning.” I didn’t know what I told 

him, I still can’t remember. All I know is that I walked back into the 

kitchen and told Cyntia about that hike in the woods, and about Aunt 

Patty. About how much she loved me, even though I hardly knew 

her. About how smart she was. About how kind she was. About how 

loving she was. About how great of a person she was. Ceeta listened 

and nodded and commented, yet it felt wrong. Wrong to use the 

word “was” because, somehow, I felt that Aunt Patty didn’t belong in 

the past tense. 

     By the time Eli got home from camp, Dad had already made plans 

to fly down for the memorial service to be held in mid-September.  

     “Eli, do you want to go to the funeral? I know you might have 

plans that weekend—” 

     “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be, Dad. I’ve been to so many 

funerals for great-aunts that I didn’t know. I’d be glad to go to one for 

an aunt who I knew and I loved.” 

     And so we went. Flew down to Charlotte on Friday, September 

20
th

, 2019. Saturday was the day of the services, and Aunt Patty’s 

Tuesday night contemplative prayer group provided dinner for my 

family on Friday night. The dinner guests were my dad’s family, a few 

cousins, a few aunts. I knew most of them, and I really did love get-

ting to spend some time with them. 

     It was bizarre to enter that house without Aunt Patty greeting me 

as I came through the door. To be in that home, which I can’t help 
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but still call Uncle Ralph and Aunt Patty’s. It was the same place, the 

same building. With the same furniture, the same appliances, and the 

same pictures. Some photos of my cousins, a few with me, many of 

Aunt Patty. Her face was everywhere I turned, but so was she.  

     Maybe that was because I had seen her in each of those places, or 

maybe because she was still there. I didn’t know. Possibly both? Even 

though Aunt Patty’s name was not mentioned much throughout the 

night, we all knew that she was the reason we gathered together. Be-

cause even in death she had found a way to unite people as she did in 

life. The difference was the emotion involved, and this occasion 

brought out another side of emotion in all of us. The side that hurt, 

grieved, cried, and mourned.  

     When we were driving home to our trailer-like Airbnb on the lake, 

we stopped at a sporting goods store. It was a bit of a shock because, 

in the south, “sporting goods” are guns and a huge chair for people to 

sit in the woods while waiting for their victims. I had to do a double-

take. Our house was on a lake because I loved to swim, but brilliant 

me had forgotten my swimsuit. I figured that swimming might be a 

way to distract myself from the tension that the next day would bring. 

As they say: when in Mooresville! While I was waiting in the line for 

the check-out I joked, “Daddy, can you buy me that floaty?” 

     That floaty referred to a huge set of pink, purple and blue wings 

whose surface was about two doorways wide. It was huge. So huge, in 

fact, that we needed to mostly deflate it to fit it in the back of our 

rental car after my dad bought it for me. It seemed like the craziest 

thing that ever existed and my family spent the rest of the night joking 

and trying to maneuver the floaty around. I think there are some 

times when one needs an enormous, fluorescent floaty, and that night 

was definitely one of those times, because that night we needed to 

laugh. 

     The next morning, we weren’t laughing. I don’t know what it 

showed about me, but I had also forgotten my precisely planned out-

fit for the services. So I wore a light summery dress with a black 

sweater. We all looked very fancy and very formal when we made it 

to Davidson Friends Meeting. I loved that the meeting was painted 

yellow, it made everything seem so happy and so sunny.  I had been 

to that meeting with Aunt Patty the previous April, when it was a 

Wednesday and empty of people except for us. 



 
  

25 
 

     The first service was in Quaker style, though slightly more pro-

grammed than usual. Our funerals usually consisted of the deceased's 

friends and family sharing messages or memories or both. This cele-

bration, however, had some Bible verses and a few songs, it was all 

beautiful. That charmingly yellow, almost circular room was full, full 

of people who cared for her. People who knew her. People who ad-

mired her. And she loved every single last one of us so very much. 

Because that was who she was.  

     There were meaningful words spoken and touching thoughts 

shared. My dad spoke at one point. I think that is when I felt the first 

tear roll down my face. It certainly wasn’t the last though. I didn’t sob, 

but I cried, and leaned into my mother on the bench beside me.  

     The second service was later, that afternoon. It was larger, though 

many people attended both. That service wasn’t Quaker, it was at St. 

Alban’s Episcopal Church. It was also moving, but it was tiring as well. 

Two services in a day was a lot, and both had many of the same 

themes. People spoke and people sat. People cried and people 

laughed. The program ended and we all sifted out into the large room 

that was basically used for the reception and the refreshments. Even 

as they chatted, I think people kept trying to cope with the fact that 

she was gone. I certainly did.  

     She was. She was. It still felt peculiar, maybe because I loved her, 

maybe because I didn’t know her well enough, maybe because she 

was such an amazing and important part of my family. Maybe because 

she should not have been gone. 

     Why do bad things always happen to such wonderful people? I 

mean, Aunt Patty wasn’t perfect, she had flaws like each and every 

one of us. But she was still a light, a light that shone into my life, and 

the lives of others to inspire us, love us. To make us better people, 

who could do better things, and leave the world a better place than 

they found it. She didn’t need to die because there were so many 

more things she could have taught me.  

     And that is why I stood in St. Alban’s, eating a piece of chocolate 

that was basically a fancy Kit-Kat, and felt no, but smiled yes.  

     “I know, it’s crazy. I feel so tall. You know, a doctor once told me 

I’d be 6’6”!’’ I joked with a stranger.  

     “Thank you so much. I’m so sorry for your loss as well,” I replied 

respectfully.  
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     “I am happy to be here, honoring her, with so many people I 

love.” I glanced around at the horde of family and family friends that 

made up the room. 

     “I’m sure we’ve met before! Can you remind me when?” I politely 

inquired, and waited for the inevitable moment of thought before the 

person could tell me I had been in diapers.  

     I smiled yes because it was the right thing to do,. I hadn’t known 

her that well and there were so many people that were more affected 

by her death. I smiled yes, because that is what I needed to do to deal 

with her loss. I smiled yes, because Aunt Patty would have wanted 

these services as a time of remembrance, a time for her family to 

come closer together in the love that we all shared for her. I smiled 

yes, because I had that April vacation down there in already-springy 

North Carolina with five people who really cared about me. I smiled 

yes, because I had the honor of knowing Aunt Patty, however briefly. 

I smiled yes, because I was, am, and always will be an actress. And in 

improv, all an actress needs to say is, “yes, and…”   

© 2020 Ruthanna Kern 

Ruthanna is a high school freshman. You’ll need about 20 minutes to read her full-

length short story, “The Actress and the Playwright.” Visit 
https://happeningnoweverywhere.com/theactressandtheplaywright.pdf. 

 

First Day  
Catarina De Souza 

 

     I was sleeping peacefully until my alarm went off and the first thing 

I thought was This is it, it’s today! My first day of school in the United 
States! It was hard for me to sleep the night before, but I was so excit-

ed that I woke up as fast as I could. I looked at the time and I saw that 

it was 6:30 A.M., and anxiety ran through my body. My legs were 

bouncing, and I had goosebumps all over my body. I went to the 

bathroom to brush my teeth and I looked into the mirror while I 

brushed my teeth. Weird thoughts started to pop into my head. What 

if they don't like me? Am I going to forget how to speak English? Am 
I going to make new friends? Every second that passed, my stomach 

tightened more. When I came back to my room, I chose my outfit, 

brushed my hair, and prepared myself for the first day of school. I 

couldn't really choose an outfit because there was a dress code so I 

memoir 
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had to go with khaki pants (which I don't like) and a plain white T-

shirt. 

     Everything was almost ready for me to go, but then I remembered 

that I had to eat breakfast. I could feel that my stomach was empty, 

but I also didn’t want to eat. I was too nervous to eat. Every time I feel 

anxiety or when I'm angry and nervous, I lose my appetite. Every sin-

gle time! My mom always tells me to eat my breakfast, even if I’m not 

hungry, because she says that breakfast is the most important meal of 

the day. I knew my mom was at work so she wouldn't know if I ate my 

breakfast or not, so I decided to not eat my breakfast. I knew I would 

regret that, but anyway I did it.  

     I looked into the mirror one last time, and I took a deep breath. I 

told myself, It is going to be okay, you are going to go there and face 

your fears! It was 7:45 A.M., time to go. I got my backpack, jacket, 

and my phone. I made my way downstairs and then when I opened 

the door chills were sent throughout my body. I couldn’t give up now. 

I made my way to school, and I knew that every step I made I was 

getting closer and closer to my school. The chills, the thoughts, and 

anxiety were all over me, but I could hide it inside me. 

     I was walking for seven minutes already when I finally could hear 

the noise of children playing in the playground. Intense thoughts 

came into my head, again and again. What if I get lost and no one 

helps me? What if I don’t understand what they say? I got closer and 

closer to my school. I tried to forget about my thoughts, but it was 

hard. I was outside my school and I saw some other students, but 

didn’t talk to them because they didn’t seem to be in the same grade 

as me. I thought they were fourth-graders or something, and I was a 

seventh-grader, so they probably wouldn’t know how to give me direc-

tions to the seventh-grade class. I tried to find a teacher or someone 

that worked in the school so they could give me directions, but I 

couldn’t find any. I tried to go inside the school, but the doors were 

locked. I was so nervous I didn’t know what to do. I decided to stay at 

the playground, because that is where most of the students were. I sat 

on a bench for a few seconds. I suddenly heard a beeping noise, then 

I realized that someone was calling me. I opened my backpack and 

searched for my phone. Finally, when I got my phone, I saw that my 

mom was calling me. I answered the phone in a rush.  

     “Hey, Mom,” I whispered. 
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     “Hi Catarina, how are you? Did you get to school safely? Did you 

eat breakfast?” my mom asked. I knew my mom would ask me if I 

ate my breakfast, but she would get mad at me if I told the truth.  I 

didn’t want to lie to her, so I decided to tell the truth.  

     “Yes mom I’m fine, and no I did not eat my breakfast,” I con-

fessed.  

     “Why didn’t you eat your breakfast?” my mom asked worriedly. 

     “I wasn’t hungry Mom,” I explained gently. 

     “You know that breakfast is the most important meal of the day, 

you should’ve eaten it,” my mom complained angrily. 

     “I know Mom, I’m sorry,” I apologized. 

     “Anyways, I know you have school now, but don’t do that again, 

please! Also, I hope you have a great day at school, filha,” she ex-

claimed. 

     “Thanks, Mom! I gotta go. I will talk to you later,” I told her. 

     “Okay, see you later, love you,” she said. 

     “Love you too, bye,” I said, and then I hung up. 

     Right when I hung up, two girls appeared from nowhere. One girl 

was tall with brownish curly hair. The other was the same height as 

me, but she had straight black hair. They started to ask me questions, 

“Hi, my name is Haissa, and this is Nathalia. What is your name?” 

the girl with curly hair asked me. 

     “Hi, my name is Catarina,” I told her with a smile on my face. 

     “Hi, Catarina! I suppose you are new to the school, are you in sev-

enth grade too?” Nathalia asked me. 

     “Yes I am. How about you, Nathalia?” I asked her.  

     “I am new and a seventh-grader too!” Nathalia happily replied. 

     “Guys, I can show you around the school if you want,’’ Haissa of-

fered to us. 

     “That would be awesome,” I responded, and Nathalia agreed with 

me.  

     I was so happy that I was making friends. The negative thoughts 

went away for a while. Minutes passed by and Haissa, Nathalia and I 

didn’t stop talking to each other. My anxiety wasn’t there anymore. I 

wasn’t nervous about anything. Suddenly the teachers were calling 

everyone to go inside the school, so we made our way in. We didn’t 

know if we were in the same classroom yet, but we were hoping to be 

together. My new friends were making their way to the hallway, so I 

followed them. As I was walking into school, I noticed every detail 
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and things around me. Some things were different from school in 

Brazil but others were not. I could see the hallways crowded with 

people and everyone trying to find their classrooms. I was standing 

there and the anxiety and negative thoughts came back to haunt me. I 

was still standing there with a confused face, watching my friends get 

away to find their classrooms, until a teacher came up to me and 

asked me if I knew which class I was going to. Of course I said no. I 

had no idea where to go. The teacher asked for my name and grade. 

When I said it, he gave me a look which I understood as, I know 
where your classroom is. As the teacher gave me directions to my 

classroom, I watched as the hallway got emptier by the second. I got 

nervous because I didn’t want to be the last one to get in class. As I 

made my way to my classroom, the negative thoughts took over my 

head, but I fought it. I found my classroom, but I was scared to open 

the door. I took a deep breath and then, I opened it. I entered the 

classroom, and I felt eyes on me. Everyone was looking at me. I still 

was completely nervous and anxious. The teacher looked at me and 

asked, “Hi, you are new to the school, right?” 

     “Yes,” I replied. 

     “What's your name?’’ the teacher asked. 

     “My name is Catarina,” I told the teacher. 

     “Welcome to Winter Hill, Catarina! My name is Mrs. Scafidi. I 

hope you enjoy your day,” Mrs. Scafidi said. 

     “Thank you so much,” I responded and smiled.  

     The eyes were still on me, but I tried to ignore them. I made my 

way to the back of the classroom. I was trying to find an available seat, 

and then I heard a voice calling my name behind me. I turned 

around, and I saw Haissa, the new friend I had made. I said hi, and 

told her that I was happy that we were in the same class. She told me 

the same. I found a seat next to her, and I decided to take it as my 

seat. A few minutes passed and someone was at the door. When it 

opened, I saw Nathalia standing there. Haissa and I were both happy 

to have her in our class so we waved at her and she made her way to 

the seat next to ours. The teacher started talking about school stuff. It 

was boring until she introduced herself, and then it was our turn. I 

was shocked, and my hands were sweating. I couldn’t believe I had to 

go in front of the class and present myself. I wanted to hide below the 

table and never leave. The teacher asked who wanted to go first, and 

of course I didn't say anything. Some people raised their hands and 
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that made me relax because I knew that the teacher would pick 

someone who raised their hand. It meant that while they were pre-

senting themselves, I could think of something to say, but then the 

teacher called my name. That was it! I felt eyes on me again. It was 

too much pressure for just a day but somehow I could hide it. No one 

knew how I was feeling. I got up from my seat, and made my way to 

the front of the class very quietly and gently. As I turned around to 

face everyone I got more nervous, but I kept it in. 

     “Well, Catarina. Tell us more about you. Tell us your favorite sub-

ject, your favorite color, your favorite type of music, anything,” the 

teacher suddenly spoke. With that, she gave me more ideas on what 

to talk about. In a matter of seconds, I had an idea for what to say, so 

I started talking. 

    “Hi guys, I am Catarina. I'm 12 years old and I am from São Paulo, 

Brazil. I have been here for three months and my life goals are to 

learn a lot of languages, to improve my English, and to study at Har-

vard. I also love to sing, and my favorite color is blue,’’ I told every-

one in the class. 

    Everyone clapped. I couldn’t help but smile. As the clapping 

sounds became quieter my anxiety was going away. As everyone 

stopped clapping I made my way back to my seat. As I sat on the 

chair I was relieved. I couldn’t feel the sweat in my hands anymore. 

My legs were not bouncing as they had been, and my heart wasn’t as 

fast. I was calm and happy. For everyone else, that didn’t seem to be a 

big deal but for me it was awesome. Everyone got a turn, and every 

time I couldn’t stop thinking about how confident I was and how my 

English sounded so good. I was proud of myself. I knew I was achiev-

ing one of my life goals. I wasn’t expecting my school day to be that 

awesome. When everyone finished introducing themselves the teach-

er gave us instructions on how our school day would be. It was almost 

time for lunch when the teacher stopped talking. I could hear my 

stomach growling. My mom was right— I should’ve eaten this morn-
ing. 
     “I should’ve eaten this morning,” I whispered to Haissa as she was 

writing something down. 

     “You’re hungry?’’ Haissa asked. 

     “Yeah. It’s almost time for lunch though,” I said.  

     “Oh yes. I heard the lunch is going to be pizza today,” Haissa 

whispered. 
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     “Pizza? I love pizza!” I said happily. 

     “Me too!” Haissa exclaimed.  

     The bell rang and everyone got up at the same time. Nathalia, 

Haissa and I quickly made our way to the cafeteria. As we were get-

ting closer I could smell the cheese pizza from the hallway. When we 

entered the cafeteria I rushed to get the cheese 

pizza. Haissa, Nathalia and I got our pizzas. 

After that, we sat at the table for three. The 

pizza was delicious. For the rest of the day, the 

more I socialized, the more I got confident. I 

got more confident and learned new things. I 

liked to feel proud. It was like a feeling in your 

stomach but a good feeling, not a bad one. I 

made new friends. I got to know people that 

were also from Brazil, which was awesome. 

The school, the people, the way that things 

were in the United States were different from 

Brazil. That didn’t mean I couldn’t fit in 

though. The time passed so fast, and then 

suddenly I realized that the school day was coming to an end and that 

I had to go home. I was more than happy. My first day of school in 

the United States was a success.                       
      © 2020 Catarina De Souza 

Catarina is a high school freshman. 

 

Father       Emely Mendoza 
 

     Father, you might not always be here with me, but at least you 

are in my life. Last time we were together as a family was 3 years ago. 

You always call to say nothing in particular. The small talk is the only 

way you know how to say I love you. I do too. I know you do not 

like talking about your past. I know life has been so rough on you, I 

come from the same aching blood, I collapse in on myself. I am 

your daughter.        
             © 2019, 2020 Emely Mendoza 

Emely is a 10
th

 grade student. 
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Mi vida diferente. 
Andrea Aviles 
 

I can start to say the melanin in my body is pure. The air that I 

breathe is toxic. The food that I digest is junk.  

The shade of my hair and eyes? Black.  

The color of my skin? Caramel. 

I’m an American that defines herself as a Hispanic. 

I’m not ashamed of the cooking that goes on back in the kitchen.  

I’m not ashamed of the vics I use around my elbows, nose and mas-

toid bones.  

I’m not ashamed of the words that I learn from my church. 

I’m grateful for my ancestors, I wouldn’t be boring like the rest of my 

classmates.  

I love to dance to beats. 

I like to move my hips to batchata, merengue, cumbia y punta. 

I love to cook. 

I love to wake up every-morning and boil water para aser cafe 

BUSTELO. 

But I dislike waking up in the mornings listening to los tigres del norte 

cada sábado. 

I find a few things unfair about my culture, my language isn’t always 

welcomed. 

My people are in danger. 

Separation— falls into the category deportation. 

“Unsensational”  

“don’t worry about those Mexicans” 

“Those jobs are going to be ours again soon.” 

Pero mira, my mind is pasted from one to another. 

“Make America great again” isn’t a grand gesture. 

      © 2020 Andrea Aviles 

Andrea is a high school freshman. 
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BBQ at MY House                 Franklin Alvarado 

 

     This one time when I was 11, during the summer, on a really good 

summer day not too hot and a nice breeze at certain times, my family 

was hosting a BBQ at my house. Since I was really good at grilling 

meat, I had the duty to trim the meat, put on the seasoning, and I was 

on duty to grill the meat. I’ve done this before so to me it was light 

work.  

     The hammer had spikes on the bottom plus the top. I was cutting 

the meat because there were bigger pieces than others, and I didn’t 

want pieces to be too big or too small. I grabbed this really thick piece 

of meat, I grabbed a meat hammer to make the piece thin because I 

wanted this piece. The piece of meat was so thick, it was like 2 inches 

thick. I hit the meat and all I heard was a…. 

“THUD”.  

I hit the meat and nothing happened so I gave it another hit.  

“THUD”  

 Another... 

“THUD”  

     I thought the meat was Superman because the meat wouldn't 

budge. 

     The hammer had spikes on the bottom plus the top. This time I 

was gonna hit it really hard with all my strength and I missed the piece 

of meat and I hit my left hand really hard.  

“THUD”  

     I started screaming in pain. 

“AHHHHHH” 

“@#!$, %@#!, *@^!^#$ HELL” 

     I bet you can imagine what I meant with those special letters. 

Since the hammer had spikes on them, the spikes hit my hand, and 

after I lifted up the hammer really fast there was an indent on my 

hand. I still have an indent on my hand to this day. In my head I was 

just thinking about all the things I couldn't do, like play goalie in soc-

cer, play video games, ride my bike, text people, play basketball.  So I 

was upset about that. 

Do you know a young writer? Let them know about us! 

 

memoir 
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     I said some inappropriate things and my Mom comes rushing 

down the stairs because I said those things so loud that if you were a 

block away from my house you could hear me, and she said…... 

     “Oye, ¿qué pasa contigo y diciendo esas cosas?” 

     (HEY WHAT’S UP WITH YOU AND SAYING THOSE 

THINGS?) 

     I said…. 

     “Mira”(Look). 

     She said…“Oh Dios mío, ¿qué hiciste?”(Oh my God, what did 

you do?) 

     I said….“Golpeé mi mano con el martillo de carne en un acci-

dente”(I hit my hand with the meat hammer by accident).  

     I hit my hand so hard, it was swollen for a week. First red then 

blue and purple. I was the best person in my family to grill meat. My 

hand was so swollen I couldn’t pick up the tongs to put the meat on 

the grill.  

     I was the best in my family to grill meat. My dad said he will take 

over and 30 minutes later most of the meat is BURNT. So all I ate 

was rice and mac salad. 

     My lesson from this is have ADULT SUPERVISION. 
        © 2019 Franklin Alvarado 

Franklin is a high school sophomore. 

 

Moses’s Toeses Smell Like a Roses 
Lily Thompson 

 

     I definitely had not absorbed what my mom just said. I just nod-

ded. I could not begin to imagine what life would be like soon. I was 

so accustomed to this warm presence, I shivered at the thought of its 

being gone.   

     Until I was about eight years old my aunt, uncle, and cousins lived 

in the apartment below me. They lived with their boxer Moses. Our 

families were very close and I considered Moses to be my dog too. I 

loved dogs a lot when I was younger, and that love lives through me. 

My cousins were a couple years younger than me and not as much 

fun to play with as Moses. I loved to walk, read, cuddle, and play with 

Moses. I remember sitting in the foyer many times, reading Where 

The Wild Things Are aloud to Moses while he patiently sat and lis-

tened. 

memoir 
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     A few months prior to when it happened I had heard my parents 

talking about Moses more often than usual, telling me to be more 

careful around him. I would overhear them say things like, “I don’t 

know how much longer we have with him.” 

     I found this very strange and started to become suspicious of my 

parents’ unfamiliar cautiousness around Moses.  

     Then one night later, when I got out of the bath, my mom 

knocked on my door and sat next to me on my bed. 

     “Honey, Moses is not doing too good,” my mom told me, con-

firming my suspicion that something was up.  

     My neighbor, who was a couple years older than me and was one 

of my best friends at the time, had just had to put her cat down. She 

explained to me that her cat was so sick that it was better to just put 

her down. She told me that putting an animal down was kind of like 

putting them to sleep, killing them. I knew what was going to happen, 

they were going to do the same to Moses. 

     What would it be like without Moses? Without my time with him? 

I didn’t know; he had been a part of the whole eight years of my life.  

     I had been noticing that Moses had been weaker recently. When I 

went on walks with him, and even just around the house, his legs 

shook. He moved much slower than he used to. I didn’t ever think it 

would get so bad they would have to kill him. 

     “They’re going to put him to sleep?” I asked my mom. She im-

mediately looked surprised, wondering how I would have known. 

“Natalie’s cat was put down too,” I told my mother, to spare her some 

confusion. She nodded with understanding.  

     “Yes,” she said blankly. 

     “When?” I asked.  

     “Tomorrow,” she replied with a frown. She brought her hand up 

to her cheek to wipe away the wetness pouring from her eyes.  

     “Oh,” I said. I felt the misery trapped in the room, like moist air 

on a humid day. I definitely had not absorbed what my mom just 

said. I just nodded. I could not begin to imagine what life would be 

like soon. I was so accustomed to this warm presence, I shivered at 

the thought of its being gone. It was too much. I wasn’t ready to let 

Moses go. The misery began to dribble from my eyes, and down my 

cheeks. I don’t think that my cheeks were ever dry for the next couple 

of days. 
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     The next day, I woke up dreading having to live on. My pillow was 

soaked through and my eyes were red and puffy. This was the day, 

the day my life would change forever, for the worse.  

     My family and I stayed home from work and school to say good-

bye to Moses that day. We all sat quietly on the couch, not knowing 

how to comfort each other when death was so near. 

     My uncle came up the stairs to our apartment, leash in hand. Mo-

ses limped up the stairs behind him. It took a while for him to make 

it up to the landing. When he did, he didn’t sit down, he just walked 

in circles. Whenever he stopped, I could see the pain in his eyes and 

in the wetness on his cheeks. 

     “It hurts him to sit down,” my mother told me, her eyes becoming 

red with sorrow.  

     I had learned that Moses had a tumor in his brain that was making 

him live in agony. I understood why Moses had to go, but selfishly I 

wanted him to stay, even though I knew that meant much pain for the 

dog I loved.  

     My cousins were too young to understand what was happening and 

had already left for school. Their parents had probably told them to 

say goodbye to Moses without giving a reason why. I might have 

thought that this was wrong, but I knew that it was the right thing to 

do. 

     Moses had been my aunt and uncle’s dog since he was a small 

puppy. He was like their first child. It made sense that the tears came 

in bucket loads for them.  

     At the time, I didn’t think that I had really absorbed what was 

happening, but the thought brought sadness… and tears. 

     I remember counting the tissue boxes we went through: three. I 

remember the mountain of tear-soaked tissues rested on my coffee 

table. I remember when I said goodbye forever. I remember watching 

Moses walking down the steps, walking to his death.  

     My eyes began to shed lots and lots of tears, without stopping. 

     I hugged myself until I felt warmth which never came. I pushed 

my eyes into my knees, trying to create a dam against the tears. This 

only resulted in very soggy knees. I needed something to do to dis-

tract from the fact that he was gone. Being my eight year self the best 

solution to this was watching TV. My brother and I stared blankly at 

the large screen for hours and hours.  
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     Later that day I pulled from the wall in my room a framed picture 

my brother had painted. I opened the frame, took four pictures from 

a drawer in my desk, placed the pictures into the frame and closed it 

up. I returned it to its place on the wall, facing my bed. Now when I 

fell asleep the last thing I would see is Moses’s sweet face. 

     My mom knew who Moses was to me, what a big part of my 

childhood he was. She, like always, knew what to do. When my 

mother was very young she had lost her mother, my grandmother, to 

cancer. She had a small heart-shaped locket with a picture of Helen. 

The designs were fading away with many years of use and love. She 

felt that the locket was still meaningful and precious, but she was will-

ing to pass it on to me. She carefully popped open the locket and 

placed in two small pictures, one with me and Moses sitting together, 

the other a picture of just Moses lying in the kitchen. I pulled my hair 

from my neck, an indication for my mom to clasp the locket around 

my neck. Once she had, I picked it up and carefully opened up the 

heart to reveal the two pictures. Moses’s eyes reached mine for a sec-

ond. It felt like he was still there, sitting patiently next to me while I 

practiced my reading. A wide smile crossed my face. 

     “Thank you.” This was definitely what I needed. 

     That night I went to sleep, the sadness muffled by happy memo-

ries of Moses. 

     When I woke up that next morning I walked slowly down the 

stairs, one step at a time. I was feeling happy enough and I was ready 

to go to school. I went back to my room and got ready, the locket still 

around my neck.  

     When I reached school, all my friends asked me, 

     “Where were you yesterday?” 

     “Moses died,” I replied, almost robotic. The fact still brought pain, 

but it was better now, less. I proceeded to show my friends my new 

locket, collecting condolences along the way. 

     I continued the day not yet as my usual self, but better than yester-

day.    

     My mom picked me up that day and told me that we were going to 

Home Depot. There was a rhyme that my family and I would recite 

to Moses: “Moses’s toeses smell like a roses.” My mom had a plan to 

make a memorial for Moses. We would get a beautiful blossoming 

rose bush and plant it in our yard. To fertilize the plant we would 
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write what we loved about Moses on little slips of paper and bury 

them with it. 

     When I arrived home my dad, brother, aunt, uncle, and cousins 

were already waiting for us on the porch. My aunt was cutting a sheet 

of paper into smaller slips, and my dad was handing them out along 

with pens. It was a bright sunny day and rays of light fell onto my 

house, almost as if the sun were honoring Moses. 

     I held the pen and paper tightly, trying to find a way to express 

how much and why I loved Moses. I decided to keep it simple. I 

wrote, “I love Moses because he always made me smile.” I was so lit-

tle that I struggled to write, but I would not let anyone assist me. It 

had to be my words, had to be from me. I carefully folded up the pa-

per, lining up the edges to the best of my ability. Everyone else had 

already finished their writing and had placed their slips into the deep 

hole dug earlier that day. I carefully placed my slip down into the cen-

ter of the hole. A tear fell upon it and I saw the wetness spread 

throughout the paper. 

     My mother then lifted the gorgeous rose bush into the hole and 

started to pat the dirt into place around it. Next, my brother and cous-

ins got the hose from the side of the house and brought it around to 

the steps. My brother pressed the handle and a steady stream came 

from the nozzle. He carefully brought the flow of water to hit the 

bush. I imagined the soil, then the papers being dampened. I imag-

ined our words seeping into the roots, spreading through the plant, 

bringing life and love with them.  

     For a while after that I still missed Moses every day, a presence 

missing from my life. I now realize that death is just a part of life. It’s 

normal to miss someone or feel sad, but in the end their death was 

meant to happen. Your being part of their life was meant to happen. 

So, I am thankful for Moses and I am thankful that he was a part of 

my life. I will never forget him and he will always live through the rose 

bush in my front yard.  

     Today, every time I walk by the bush it makes me smile, just like 

Moses did.      
© 2020 Lily Thompson 

Lily is a high school freshman. 
  

Please drop us a note! We thrive on your encouragement. 

anothersideofyounger@12zine.com 
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Lies 
Katarina Dvornik 

 
Why are we inclined towards hidden truth? 

We live out fantasies to cover shames.  

We’ve ration’lized our little lies since youth,  

Clipping our sorrows out of picture frames. 

 

Deception clouds our eyes as we stumble 

Lost down a tangled path of secrecy. 

And yet, when we first fib, it’s just a fumble. 

Why can we not let pride down and be free? 

 

It takes a shameful toll to expose heart 

To open walls of deceit, to be blunt. 

Too fearful of radiance, we quickly dart 

Our guilt has soiled respect we truly want. 

 

Perhaps when all is said and all is done 

We wicked humans lie solely for fun. 
      © 2020 Katarina Dvornik 

 
Now a high school freshman, Katarina has been a member of Writers’ Den since 4

th

 

grade. Her writing and drawing have been published in Kid! magazine and sps 7.8. 
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I too am a caged bird 
Evelyn Flores 
 

I soar through the sky  

Flying freely, elegantly 

The sun warming my face 

With a start I wake up   

Still caged, but fooled 

I feel the heavy weight of my shackles  

I believe I can fly, I believe I can soar with them 

But it’s all a cruel lie 
 

A lie, a beautiful and elegant lie, creative even  

But alas, I dream of the world of tomorrow 

A world where I will be able to soar without limits  

Not restricted by my heavy shackles 
 

Here I am still crying out for help 

Still in pain  

Still being held back 

Still stopped by my own mind 

Still trying to break free like the birds of yesterday 

I try to break free for the birds of morrow 

I thank them for their bravery, 

Thank them even though I know, 

That there still is a long unpaved road ahead  

But I thank them nonetheless for beating their wings and crying out 
 

Sometimes in the night  

When the moon is full,  

And my only witnesses are the stars 

Like a professional sleuth,  

I slowly and quietly in a single move slip out of my shackles  

I spread my wings and begin to soar,  

like I was meant to 

I expertly fly through the sky  

The stars looking at me with warning looks,  

telling me I should be more careful 

But when they see my face, 
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They see that hope,  

that happiness that they only see at night  
 

As the sun begins to shine in the horizon 

And the clouds part   

I quickly make it back to Tartarus  

The place that they tell me is my home 

I sing my haunting tune 

Slowly stowing away all of my dreams, aspirations, 

and hopes, savoring them 

Knowing they are weapons that they can use against me  

And lie in my cage that is my mind again 
 

Waiting, patiently 

Like time itself I sit and wait, 

Biding my time,  

Thinking 

But most of all waiting 
 

Until the day where I will be able to escape my shackles 

Not only in the night 

When my only witnesses are stars  

And the moon’s haunting and mystical aura 
 

I beat my wings fighting but knowing it’s futile,  

Because I am forced to be patient and wait for the days in which 

I am able to fly next to the birds that were always free,  

fly next to them in the day 

And get to feel the sun’s warmth envelope me,  

Like a mother’s hug, 

telling me it will all be all right 

Making me feel safe to dream 
 

Because even though I will never feel the pain that the caged birds 

       before me felt 

I am still shackled and measured 

I believe there will come a day when birds of every color  

Will be able to dream, to have aspirations and hopes 

And won’t have to hide them 

And know that their dreams are dreams no more. 
© 2019, 2020 Evelyn Flores 
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Self-Portrait 
Sonja Wooley 

      

     She wrote before she knew the alphabet. She scribbled line after 

line in a little yellow notebook, the way one pounds random keys on 

the piano before learning how to play. She imagined the words as she 

went and forgot them soon after. She couldn’t pin her thoughts to pa-

per like tropical butterflies mounted on the wall; she didn’t have that 

magic yet. 

     Another memory, not quite first, but longest surviving: it poured 

one autumn in preschool, the way it doesn’t seem to anymore. The 

storm drains clogged with brown matted leaves, creating temporary 

streams which ran beneath the tires of parked cars. She would stand 

in her froggy rain boots and allow the water to run over the rubber, 

chilling her toes. 

     Sometimes, in class, she sways slightly. Like the top of a redwood 

tree, like the Leaning Tower of Pisa. It feels safer somehow. She is 

Dory; remember that movie? She is the animated fish, swimming 

through a pixelated ocean. “Just keep swaying... Just keep swaying...” 

     One of her favorite places is the cafe with the big windows and the 

art for sale on the walls. Half a donut, two mismatched mugs of tea, 

something inexplicable playing on the radio. 

     “Remember the day,” she shouts to herself, “when we sat around a 

table at Berkeley Bagel, bothering everyone with our laughter?” 

     “Remember the glass jar filled with milky coffee we all wanted be-

cause there wasn’t enough to share?” 

     She wishes that nameless man hadn’t flown his stupid drone into 

the flock of sea birds. She wishes the rainforests wouldn’t burn down; 

she wishes the world were better. 

     The thrill of Halloween fades a little more each year, like a dying 

light bulb. And sometimes the words are just gone, little crustaceans 

burrowing into the sand where her curious fingers can’t reach. But, 

but! She stood beneath a waterfall once, clinging to the slippery stones 

and to her own bravery. She can’t fly, can only pump higher and 

higher on the swing set, and most days, that’s close enough. 

     She used to watch Friday evening sunsets through the library win-

dows once all the cookies were reduced to crumbs, once all the sto-

ries had been told. 
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     Now, she rides the city bus home. One filled with more evening 

light than people, and she tells herself, chants it, “You’ll miss this one 

day.” 
© 2019, 2020 Sonja Wooley 

Sonja Wooley is a student at Berkeley High School (California) in the class of 2022 

where she is fiction editor for Redwood Literary Magazine 

https://www.redwoodberkeleyhigh.com. Her writing has previously appeared in 
Stone Soup magazine and Berkeleyside, an independent news site. 
 

Do You? 
Anais Lopez 
 

Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don’t. You tell me to try hard, 

you tell me to succeed and to do my best.  

What does that all mean?  

 

Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don’t. Don't tell me to try hard, 

don't tell me to succeed, don’t tell me to do my best. ’Cause it’s all a 

joke. What does that all mean? I have done my best. I don’t know if 

you care. 

 

Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don’t. I try to tell you it won’t 

work. I try to tell you I got this. It’s all me. I believe in myself. 

 

Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don’t. Stop trying to tell me what 

you say to others. I know you don't care. It was all planned. I can’t 

control you or stop you from saying it. JUST STOP! I got this. I 

know it might be hard, but it's all up to me. 

 

Do you believe in me? ’Cause I sure don’t. I’ve heard those words 

before.  Do they even mean anything to you? Don’t lie. Tell me the 

truth. I know you say it all the time. Just stop. It’s me, it’s always been 

me.  

I'VE GOT THIS.     
© 2019 Anais Lopez 

Anais started high school in September 2020. She was a staff writer for the East 
Somerville Community School  Phoenix. “Do You?” first appeared in Kid! 

magazine https://www.12zine.com .  
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I too, sing America 
Evelyn Flores 
 

The song so foreign yet so familiar 

The words flow like a river 

I remember them easily  

Each syllable rolling off my tongue 

With ease 

Leaving a bittersweet taste in my mouth  

And I can’t help but wonder, was I stealing the words? 
 

The tongue was one I knew 

But made me forget who I was 

The richness, the description, the power the language gives me  

The power to write, freely  

And yet I feel like I was shackled, 

                                   like there is something holding me back  

And yet I think the delicate language, so harsh  

So much history to unravel  
 

It was a language that made some people feel superior 

And made other people feel inferior 

Made them feel like they were stealing something   

But this language so bittersweet 

Is not meant to fill up people’s egos 

It is not meant for anything but communicating 
 

America, a place where potential is born and dies 

Where dreams are destroyed or lived 
 

America the great, unfinished symphony  

Built on rules, because of frustration 

The story intertwined with so many cultures 

Yet I still sing America with conviction in my voice 

Because even though it’s unfair and flawed   

It is America, the fighter,  

Singing because even though my skin, my hair and eyes  

Don’t look like America 

I am as America as anyone  © 2019, 2020 Evelyn Flores 

Evelyn is a high school sophomore. 
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Hello, Elaine 
Katarina Dvornik 

 

     Again, you hear a rip as the strawberry splatters spangle your 

scratchy sweater. Again, you have fallen. Your knobby knees tremble 

as you scoop up with both arms the mangled paper shopping bag full 

of fruity wreckage.  

     You must look like such a fool, you rebuke yourself, as you use 

the Nissan beside you to help yourself up. You should have asked 
Elaine for help.  

     It feels like a trek across continents towards the ancient construc-

tion of scraps that should have fallen apart 10 years ago that you call 

your car, Elaine waiting for you to call impatiently. No, no, you 

shouldn’t have asked Elaine. Elaine would just tell you that you were 

such a poor thing, so frail, not even able to walk across the supermar-

ket parking lot. Elaine hasn’t seen you before you grew into a senile 

stick figure, when you were strong and providing and gracious. Elaine 

only sees this shriveled husk of a man, her husband’s father who once 

again needs care and shelter like a child, who doesn’t go outside ex-

cept to buy his precious strawberries. This weak old hermit, so dis-

tracted by reminiscence that he floats adrift from the world around 

him, so isolated in his memories that his reality has slipped away into 

a fallacious fantasy of ‘the way things used to be’. 

     There must be a better way. Some shortcut, maybe? One where 

you cut straight through this inane, twisting parking lot of age? It had 

seemed so easy to get in, burdenless and unaware of the choices that 

awaited you later. All of a sudden, so many possibilities arose, paralyz-

ing you with fear. Potatoes? Corn? If you had chosen two cans of 

broth instead of three, bananas to replace apples, maybe the baggage 

you now carry with you would not weaken you so, maybe your steps 

would be spry and lively and youthful.  

     Elaine will be worried, you know. Elaine is always worried about 

something, cooing to you, taking off your sweaters, ruining your cook-

ing with her ‘healthy’ cinches and hacks, confiscating everything that 

makes you feel strong and providing and gracious so she can feel like 

the hero. But she is no hero. Why did Samuel even let this smother-

ing wife into his life? You can take care of yourself without that Saran-

Wrap of a daughter-in-law, all sticky and cling-like, wrapping herself 

fiction 
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around you, choking you, until you have no choice but to cry for 

help…  

     The ground. It’s getting closer, and your wrinkly, loose hand is 

shooting out to guard against it, but all it’s doing is pushing away the 

inevitable, for your cheek is brushing against the pavement and mem-

ories from years and years ago are leaking into your sight and warping 

the image of the fading blue sky. Your vision lurches and blurs and 

finally draws closed as you writhe on the asphalt. 
 

     You gulp in a hasty breath of air as the world falls in before you. 

     You see yourself, just a ragamuffin, barely nine or ten, grinning 

with the cheeky eagerness of a boy who believes that everything is fi-

nally back to normal, as you cling onto your father’s burly frame, his 

smile weathered from years of hardship and terror in the military, 

fighting bravely and nobly, but with an insurmountable cost of trauma. 

You look at his face, begging him to come back from the twisted, end-

lessly hopeless place he had retreated towards during the war, to stay 

with you a little longer. Your mother could never understand what 

had corrupted his mind when he fought bravely against the Germans 

for honor and valor, what he could have seen that would make him 

harden into a man who ignored his family’s pleas for help and grow 

bitter, detached. She thought that she could just keep him away from 

you and nothing would happen to you, that if she could just control 

his damage, no one would get hurt. You try to reach out to him, but 

as your hand drifts toward him you feel an aching, sorrowful pain and 

his face melts into yours as you remember your father’s death, almost 

in line with Samuel’s birth, a tug-of-war between the illness and his 

family, where you were at the forefront of every battle, but in the end, 

your war was lost. It was your final chance to extend your love to him, 

yet he didn’t seem to want it, too shaken by his tragedies to trust you. 

Perhaps that’s what all old men do when they live long enough to be 

hurt. Your face scowls in disgust as a lanky young man, Samuel, 

smiles, just a bit of bittersweet in his eyes, at a faceless woman in white 

from whom you recoil in disgust. Elaine. You know when this is—

Samuel’s wedding day. The thought vibrates in your skull like a gong 

as you register. His wedding day. The day when he had almost every-

thing he wanted. The day that should have been so happy, that was so 

happy. So happy, apart from the fact that you didn’t show up. 

     Your eyes flutter open, and waver at the hospital ceiling as you 

breathe in the scene surrounding you. A tranquil light is streaming 
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through a warped window blind, illuminating a slice of your rumpled 

bedding into a harsh, vivid, glare. You thrust yourself backwards, 

squeezing your eyes into tight slits. The sheets smell tart and like 

chlorine, but you sigh in relief, for the scent is better than the laven-

der Febreze Elaine blankets every surface in a musk of to ‘rejuvenate’ 

the room. You clear your throat of the mucus and uncertainty your 

befuddling visions brought you, and suddenly, in the silence that fol-

lows, you hear a faint, hushed voice in the hall, accompanied by the 

click of shoe soles. 
 

     “...at least he’s not concussed…” 

     The voice, shaky yet reassuring, sounds muffled by your starched 

pillowcase, yet it seems to get louder. You perceive the soft tones as 

your son. 

     “He shouldn't have been out there in the first place! He said he’d 

call when he was done shopping so I could come get him with the car 

…  I should have been more careful.”  

     “You shouldn't worry so much, Elaine. He’s… ” 

     “Why did he fall, then? We need to support him, to keep him 

safe! He needs help, Sam!” 

     “Yeah, and he doesn’t want yours!” 

     “Is that my fault? I care about him, I-I’m being so kind to him! I 

was in the lot when he fell, I heard the screams from across the park-

ing lot, I called the ambulance for him! You grew up with him, Sam! 

Why can’t you give him what I’m giving him?” 

     Samuel’s voice has a frustration driving it that you never heard in 

him when he was growing up, as he growls, “Why can’t you just back 
off? That’s the problem with you, you don’t take no for an answer! 
He’s okay the way he is! He loved his life before you came along! 

Can’t you see that he doesn’t want your help—” 

     Elaine’s voice is slowly unraveling from anger into a mess of con-

fused desperation. 

     “Well—well—” 

     “What? ” 

     There’s a resounding silence between the two, and you can hear 

your heart beating with trepidation. You have heard their worried 

musings before, but never in this way. The two are getting very close 

to your room. 

     “My father didn’t get to grow old like he has.” 
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     Elaine takes a shaky breath, almost in rhythm with yours. Your 

head buzzes with emotion as all of Elaine’s story comes together. 

     “He…” her voice catches, as if grabbing onto a memory. “You 

know my father passed away when I was seven. He was thirty-three. 

Too young to die… I barely even knew him. He barely even knew 

himself. He didn’t get to make all the decisions your dad got. It’s 

like… like he didn’t even make it into the supermarket while Richard 

is all the way out.” 

     “Elaine, I… I didn’t… I’m… ” 

     “Look, when I help him… it’s like helping my dad all over again. 

It’s like seeing a little glimpse of what my dad might have been if he 

hadn’t… he hadn’t… I just don’t want to lose him.” 

     Maybe Elaine means her father, or maybe she means you. Maybe 

it doesn’t matter. You realize tears are running down your cheeks. 

     “I can’t let him refuse my help. I had to let go of my dad once. I 

let my dad go. I didn’t even know him and I let him go. I’m not mak-

ing that mistake again. I’m not letting Richard go.” 

     The two are in your room now, bathed in light, and Elaine’s sob-

bing breaths are swaddled by Samuel’s knowing embrace. You hear 

his soft whispers, though you can’t understand them.  

     Slowly, you let your eyes drift open, and you see your son. Your 

son, whom you abandoned on his happiest day, to whom you didn’t 

give enough, even when he needed it most. And you look at Elaine. 

For the first time you really look at her. She’s not just a Saran Wrap 

lady, your son’s corruptor. You look at her and you see a bit of your-

self, a child who let go of his parent unwillingly, still reaching out for 

his father’s hand, though he has long passed on. You don’t see your 

bitterness or misery, not yet. You don't ever want to see that in Elaine. 

She is trying, really trying, and maybe she needs you just as you need 

her. Yes, you need her. Who would have panicked and called the 

ambulance when you fell? Who makes sure to know where you are at 

all times? Who drives you to and from the supermarket for your gro-

ceries? Who cares about you so deeply she sees you as a father? 

Who will never let go?  

     Elaine looks at you, a glimmer of sadness pushing behind her eyes 

like a wounded animal. You look at her and you see a daughter. And 

for the first time in a long time, you smile at her. 

     “Hello, Elaine,” you say. 
© 2020 Katarina Dvornik 
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