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Preface 
 

Get Busy Livin’ 
 
“Get busy livin’ or get busy dying.” 
Andy Dufresne ~ Shawshank Redemption 
 

Goodness.  It’s all around us.  It has more of a grasp on our lives than 

we’ll ever realize, yet sometimes it is elusive.  Often times all we hear about are 

bad things, on the news, in the papers, from our parents.  How many times 

does the evening news start off with a story about something good?  Usually 

they wait until the very end to round things out with something positive to 

leave you with a sweet taste to add to often bitter news that preceded it.   

We feel differently.  We feel like goodness is everywhere and it’s our job 

to bring it out in everyone and in every situation, to make sure that people 

realize that the good things that happen in the world far outweigh the bad 

things.  Why do bad things make the news and good things get pushed aside?  

Why is it when someone does something good in the hallways it doesn’t seem 

as big of a deal as when someone does something bad.  Yet, constantly there is 

goodness around us, enveloping us, in a way protecting us.  A smile in the hall, 
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a simple hello, a high-five all are gestures that we seem to take for granted in 

our society. 

But we’re here to change that.  We’re here to share our stories and essays 

about goodness and what it means to live a good life.  The title of our book, 

Get Busy Livin’, comes from the movie Shawshank Redemption in which 

Andy Dufresne utters the inspiring words to fellow prisoner Red, “Get busy 

livin’ or get busy dyin’”.  They are simple words but they teach us a lot about 

what is important in life.  It’s important to live your life to the fullest and not to 

get trapped in what is not important.  We want to get busy livin’ life and 

making sure that we are discovering and being purveyors of what is good. 

The stories on the following pages are both fiction and non-fiction.  

Each student was asked to simply write a story about goodness or living a good 

life.  What you are about to read is their interpretation of just that.  The quote 

that precedes each story was chosen by the author to represent something 

good.  We hope you enjoy reading our “good” words. 
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ODIE 
 

Alexa Andre 
 

          
 

“The way I see it, if you want the rainbow, 
 you gotta put up with the rain” 

 
My day was hard. And with every period it seemed to get worse. It was a 

long math test or a bad grade. A very boring lecture in 3rd period and a surprise 

quiz in 5th. Kids with larger-than-life attitudes and know-it-alls. These things 

seemed to just suck the happiness and energy out of me. It’s on days like this 

where I feel like giving up. When I wonder what it would be like not to try my 

hardest or do my best. 

 

*********** 
 

So, still thinking of my day, I say thanks to the bus driver and step off 

the bus. It’s cold and I think it’s going to rain. I wrap my coat tighter around 

me and walk the block and a half to my house. 

I reach my house and for some reason I stop and stare at the door. The 

door is dark green with flecks of paint missing were it has been worn off from 
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years of use. Somehow this door makes me sad. Well, at least it makes me 

remember what has happened. 

When I turn the handle and walk in suddenly my day gets a whole lot 

brighter. He’s sitting at the edge of the stairs, his tiny face seems to smile up at 

me and I’m excited to see him to. When he wags his stubby tail his whole body 

shakes. This is my puppy. His name is Odie and he is a Cokapoo (a cocker 

spaniel and poodle mix).  

I remember the day we brought him home. He was so tiny and full of 

energy. At night he cried because he was so scared and I felt bad so I slept in 

his pen on a sleeping bag. He also had “accidents” and chewed on everything. 

Since then he has grown and weighs 22 pounds. He sleeps on the end of 

my bed now because he doesn’t have “accidents” anymore. He still chews 

things. We have had a lot of fun together. 

One time Odie and my other dog Katie ate an entire sheet of cookies 

that were cooling on the counter. They also, being the masterminds that they 

are, brought a bag of bagels into my brother’s room and hid them under his 

covers. Odie also likes to chase me around the house and bite my feet.  He’s 

really fast too.  

So that is one of the best things in my day.  I know Odie will be there 

waiting when I get home. I really am living the good life. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

MR. COMA:  
THE STORY OF A MAN WHO FELL 
INTO A COMA PROTECTING HIS 

JOB 
 

By Abe Sinay-Smith 
 

         
 

 “Confidence in the goodness of another is good proof of one’s own 
goodness.” 

 
One day I woke up. But this was no ordinary waking up.  I just woke up 

from a coma! A year-long coma!  

It all started one fateful afternoon. I had just gotten out of my bright red 

Lamborghini and was walking towards my mansion. This thing was huge! It 

had four stories including the basement, which, by the way, had a pool in it. 

But anyway, I work for a protection agency. The guy I was protecting currently 

was the producer and only fan of Teletubbies and other shows of the sort. So 

as you can tell he made a lot of enemies. So, I was walking towards my home 

when all of the sudden I checked my mailbox!  
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Inside was some letters, secret letters from my job. Nothing important. 

Except, I saw a package. It was wrapped in gift paper and had a note attached 

to it. It read, “To Johnay Sterert, producer of Teletubbies ". There was a slight 

ticking noise coming from the package but I just didn’t have the time to check 

it. I checked my watch. OH NO!!!! I WAS MISSING MY SHOW!!! The ticking 

noise would have to wait.  This was way more important. Making a run for the 

T.V. I dropped the package by the door. 

The next day there was a party at Mr. Stererts home. It was a classy 

place, lots of bricks and chandeliers. Strangely enough the entire left wall was a 

big glass window.  Anyway, I walked in and handed him the package. With an 

excited look only a three-year old would know he opened the package and 

screamed. Inside was a pipe bomb. I did not need this right now. Doing my job 

I grabbed the bomb and threw it up in the air! 

BANG!!! IT EXPLODED!!!  Debris flew everywhere!!! A big rock was 

about to fall on Mr. Sterert and I couldn’t let that happen. Jumping right in 

front of that huge rock I knocked him out of the way just in time. But a 

random crowbar fell out of nowhere and hit my head. That was all it took to 

knock me into a coma. 

But I had done a good thing that day, and it was worth it. I saved a man 

and the T.V. show. It made me smile, even though I was in a body cast. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE RESCUE MISSION 
 

By Tommy Higley 
 

         
 

“Man’s Best Friend” 
 
 Bill was skiing.  He hit a patch of loose snow and stopped. The 

avalanche hit him like a freight train! An alarm rang through the ski patrol 

center. Every second was precious. The patrol grabbed their shovels and ran to 

the scene! Rex was a German Shepard on the search and rescue team. He knew 

his job. He stuck his nose to the ground and sniffed. There was a smell but it 

was faint. Soon he had pinpointed where the smell was strongest and dug! 

Donny was kicking the snow looking for any sign of life, and then he saw Rex. 

“Hey guys. I think Rex found something,” he said. They dug and dug soon they 

dug up Bill! He was unconscious and cold so they took him to the ER. 

 

5 Months Later 

 

 There was an earthquake in China and Rex and his crew were flying 

there. They got there in a day. They started their work rescuing people and 

supplying food. One day Rex smelled someone under rubble but it was far 
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away, two blocks at least. He took off running. Soon he had lost his crew. He 

found where the man was. Rex dug underneath the rubble and freed him! The 

man ran away terrified. Rex was alone. His crew was far away. They probably 

made a wrong turn. He howled, barked, cried.  It just didn’t work! He was cold 

and alone in a giant city. 

 Soon Rex was hungry. He ran to a nearby butcher shop. He scratched 

and whined at the door. The butcher opened it, yelled some random things in 

human language, and then raised the knife they used for cutting food! Thinking 

fast Rex dashed away. The momentum carried the knife back around, out of 

the butcher’s hand, and into a table! Rex figured out that these people were 

grouchy so he ate out of garbage instead. 

 

5 Weeks Later 

 

 Rex was starving. He had been living on garbage for a long time. His ribs 

showed and he had worms. Tokyo had fully recovered. He was now at risk of 

getting hit by cars was being confronted by other street dogs. He growled at 

them to stay away but they didn’t listen. He snapped and clawed but they 

wouldn’t retreat! One even dashed in and snapped at his hind legs. He yelped 

and bit hard on its muzzle. It ran. The remainder of the pack pounced on him 

he growled and shook some of them off, but some stayed latched on. He bit 

and scratched. More and more dogs fled. Soon they were all gone. But Rex was 

bleeding in many places. He lay down at a freeway to rest. 

 Bill was driving to the airport. He had just finished his vacation and was 

ready to go home. But then he saw an object on the road. It looked oddly 

familiar, like out of a dream. Then it came back to him! Six months ago when 

he was in the avalanche. That dog on the rescue team that saved him. He pulled
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 over. Sure enough the collar said ‘Rex Utah Search and Rescue Team’. Bill was 

going to miss his flight but this dog saved his life and he was just returning the 

favor. He took Rex to the vet and the recovery began, 

 Rex came to. He smelled food and was indoors. He ate some and it was 

delicious.  He wolfed it down then he fell asleep again. 

 Bill had finished signing forms. He was keeping Rex for good. A week 

later Rex had fully recovered and they went home. We’ll leave our friends there.
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MY GRANDMA  
 

By Paige Vanderpool 
 

         
 

“Live, laugh, love” 
 
We all have grandmas. My grandma is 87 years old.  My grandma has 

three kids Don, Tris and Jay, my dad. My grandma has fought through breast 

cancer and just got done with her chemo for her colon cancer and is still living 

life to the fullest!  My grandma was a teacher at Lewis and Clark for 30 years!  

My grandma is very special. 

My grandma lives in Wenatchee and has for 61 years. She was born in 

1920 in Benua, Washington.  Her parent’s names are Helen and Eorel 

Vanderpool. My grandma’s whole name is Thea Gertrude Vanderpool.  Her 

husband, my grandpa, was in World War II.  My grandma sent a lot of pictures 

to him while he was in England flying planes and bombing Germany.  He also 

was a principal at Whitman Elementary School and now Whitman Elementary 

School is Wells Fargo Bank.  He was also principal at Sunnyslope.  My grandma 

had one brother whose name was Elbert.  She has eleven grandchildren, one 

being myself, and she also sdix great- grandchildren. 

Some stories about my grandma that make her awesome and very special 



 MY GRANDMA 

 

is that whenever we go out to eat with all twenty-five of us Vanderpools, and 

the bill is like $560, she pays it with her own money and never says ‘no’. Also, 

she’s on the ball!  She always marks dates on her calendar, so when it is one of 

her many relatives she has a gift and a card of some sort.  Or if she is going to 

play bridge with her friends she has a snack and a deck of cards set and ready.  

Another story is that we had a dog named Ollie and he would be bad.  So my 

grandma VOLUNTEERED to take him to her house when she already had a 

dog of her own!  And she is still taking care of him today. 

As a child my grandma made wooden boxes for three cents.  Her dad 

worked on an irrigation ditch and that is where my grandma learned to swim.  

She also loves to sing and sang all through school.  As a family, when my 

grandma was growing up, when they would drive to California or somewhere, 

they would always sing all the way there.  My grandma loves to water ski and 

my dad said that actually the last time she did water ski wa when she was 80 

years old!  She is still living on her own and she still walks to breakfast every 

morning.  I love my grandma! 



 

 10 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DAD 
 

By Jamy O’Neel 
 

         
 

“If there’s a better solution find it.” 
 
  BOOM! BANG! BOMB! FIRE! Oh, just a bad dream.  WHAT? 7:15! I 

have five minutes to get dressed brush my teeth and eat. Check, check. Now all 

I have to do is run down the hill to catch the bus. Next thing you know I am 

out the door and running and bam! I trip and watch the bus go by. Great, now 

I have to catch the bus at the elementary school. I finally make it to school and 

on time.  The first four periods were easy but during math there was a sub and 

a mean one to. Guess what happened next… Forgot my homework. This is my 

week over and over. 

So you see, I am sitting there doing nothing and the phone rings. 

WHAT? It’s my dad and I haven’t seen him in months. When I was talking to 

my dad and he said he’s in town. So I call my mom because she is still at work. 

RING!  RING! Darn.  She did not answer.  So, if I go with my dad I get in 

trouble but he’s only in town one day. Ok, I will call him back.  Ring!  “Dad, is 

it ok if you pick me up?” 

“Yeah I’ll be there in 5 minutes.”  



 DAD 

 

“I have to get something to eat.” 

Next thing you know my dad is here and I’m off and all I can think 

about is my mom grounding me. My dad asks me, “What’s up?” 

“Mom doesn’t know I’m with you.” 

“Did you call her?” 

“Yes but she did not answer.”  

“Ok, we will go see her.” 

“Does she still work at Sears?” 

“Yes.” 

Surprisingly my mom does not ground me and I get to spend the day 

with my dad. 
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DARKNESS 
 

By Ty Flynn 
 

         
 

“The fragrance of flowers spreads only in the direction of the wind but the 
goodness of a person spreads in all directions.” 

 

It all started one devastating night. I was having an Air Soft war with my 

friends.  We were about to go in because it was getting late. But then all of the 

sudden my best friend Jack jumped out of the bushes and shot me in the eye. I 

fell down and yelled.  Blood was running down my cheek and then I passed out 

from the pain. 

I woke up the next morning in total darkness. Then I felt strong hands 

pick me up and carry me outside. I could feel the wind and the birds but I 

could still see nothing. Then I heard our car door open and the man put me in. 

I smelled the smell of our car. I sat up and asked, ‘’Where are you?  Why can’t I 

see you?’’ 

‘’You’re blind.  That pellet that hit you last night blinded you in both eyes.’’ 

That shut me up the whole car ride home. 



 DARKNESS 

 

When I got home I felt the same strong hands carry me into my room 

and set me on my bed. Then I heard my mom come into the room and ask 

‘’Brian, are you ok?’’  

‘’No, I am not Ok.  I am blind.  I won’t be able to see anything for the 

rest of my life!’’ 

  ‘’Well at least you will be able to see the goodness around you.’’ 

‘’How will I be able to see?’ I slept the rest of that day.  

Everything after that was a lot different, I didn’t have homework.  I 

couldn’t go to school.  I couldn’t watch TV.  I couldn’t play video games. But 

my mom hired some lady to come every day to teach me Braille. Every thing 

was Braille this and Braille that.  I was getting sick of it.  It went on like that for 

about six months until I finally got the hang of Braille. Then my mom finally 

took me outside. She put sunglasses on me so nobody could see my messed up 

eyes. We walked to the car.  I could feel the warmth of the sun on my face. 

After we went down to the park my mom took me to the eye doctor. The 

moment the doctor saw me he started crying.  It was my uncle. He hugged me 

and talked to my mom after he took me in and checked my eyes out. When he 

finally finished he stated that he would make something that would make me 

be able to see better. So after that we went to the blind society.  My mom got 

me a golden retriever witch will help me get around. After another six months 

my uncle finally finished his machine called the Deblinder 2000.  He called us 

and said to come right away. We went back to his office and he had me sit in a 

chair.  He pointed the laser at my eyes and zapped my eyes. We waited 20 

minutes and finally he asked, ‘’Can you see?’’ 

‘’No it didn’t work.’’  

I left his office and took Buck, my retriever, for a walk. It finally got dark 

and I could see! A policeman shined a flashlight on my darkness again. I ran
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 home the whole way.  I could see!  I figured out what the machine does.  

It makes it so I could see in the dark but I’m still blind in the day.  I blast 

through the door ‘’Mom, I can see!’’ I yell.   

‘‘What?’’ she asked. 

‘’I can only see when it’s dark but I can see!’’ I said.  

In the day I just have to wear sunglasses and then I can see. I went to 

school the next day and decided to walk home. But then the school bullies 

followed me home and took my glasses.  I ran.  I could only see darkness.  

Then I heard a truck coming.  Wham! And the next thing I know I’m following 

the light down a long tunnel.  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LORINE KAY WILSON  
 

By Sadie Wilson 
 

         
 

“Everyone has goodness in them you just have to find it” 
 

 
Moms. My mom.  Every mom has goodness in them.  My mom’s was 

the way she treated people and how much she cared for them.  My mom was a 

teacher at Foothills Middle School for about seven years. One of my mom’s 

many goodnesses in life was that every day at school she would say “Hi” to all 

of the teachers and always asked how they were and never didn’t care.  Also, 

another good thing about my mom is at FMS she always made everything fun 

and had a good sense of humor. 

She was funny, funny, funny, as a teacher from FMS said.  They also said 

that she always took time for everyone and was a great mentor. She lived her 

whole life with goodness because she cared about how she treated people.  My 

mom loved to teach Language Arts and Social Studies and could find any 

mistakes in Language Arts.  She wasn’t afraid to talk about her children and 

was very proud of them.  My mom always loved to use a lot of crazy words to 

describe people and situations.  My mom also could always tell if someone was 
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having a bad day and she would cheer them up.  Also, my mom loved kids and 

especially babies. One really good memory of a teacher at is that at the FMS 

barbeque one of the teacher’s daughter was only three-months old and my 

mom got to hold her for the first time. She was very excited. 

Two of those seven years she worked here she fought cancer as well as 

she could.  She took radiation and chemo and had to stay in the hospital for 

long periods of time.  Just a few months ago, on September 4, 2007, she passed 

away after a long life of goodness and happiness.  She will always be in our 

hearts as a good, loving, encouraging, always working, Christian.  And to me, 

and probably a lot of other people, she was a great mom and teacher. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NEVER ENDING LIFE  
 

By Drew Jaeger 
 

         
 

“Live like you were dying” 
 

CHAPTER I  
 
It was Wednesday.  I was playing on the playground at school. The 

children’s play was like a bird got shot in the middle of the crowd. Terrifying!  I 

looked down at my watch.  It read 10:08am and recess ended at 10:10.  I had 

just learned to tell time actually.  I was all alone again but there was no surprise 

there.  I had actually gotten used to it.  I entertained myself…a lot.  In fact I 

was always the last one chosen. As I got older I realized that I was very slow in 

the areas that all of the other kids were good at.  I found a way to cheer myself 

up.  I would think in my mind that the last one chosen in the kickball line was 

the best.  

My mother was the only one I could talk to. I didn’t like talking to 

anybody else but my mom. While we are on the topic of my mom I should 

probably tell you this. She is not doing very well.  She is still wired up in the 

hospital.  My dad divorced my mom ten years ago and I have not seen him 
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since.  Every day I would run over to the hospital.  I knew exactly what room 

she was in. I was stalking the clock like I was hunting for a deer and soon 

enough it ticked five…four…three…two…one.  DING!  The last period of 

the dreaded day was finally over.  I took my backpack from the back of my 

chair and zipped it up.  I was the first person out the door.  

When I first stepped into the hospital I noticed something wasn’t right. I 

had looked around the waiting room. It was sad and smelled like the dentist’s 

office. I came up to the front desk and wrote down my name on a clipboard 

and said, “Hi. How are you today?” in an energetic voice toward the lady. She 

took off her headset and replied back and went to put her headset back on and 

started saying, “Central Washington Hospital.  Please hold.”  

I then started walking to the hallway to meet my mom when the lady at 

the desk stopped me. I looked back and she said, “I can’t let you see your mom 

as she has passed away.” My heart sank like the Titanic only in slow motion. 

Everything that I was thinking about, in a way, vanished.  

 What was I going to do? I had nowhere to live. The only thing I could 

think about was living in a dumpster, sort of like the guy on Sesame Street. 

Oscar was his name. I used to watch that show so much I knew all of their 

names. If there was anything affiliated with Sesame Street at a nearby market I 

would be there in a matter of seconds. That was a long time ago. That strange 

topic hit me again, the one about my mother passing. There was that pit still 

building in my stomach causing me somewhat to be in pain, but I didn’t show 

it. No, I was one of those tough kids that never showed any emotion, but this 

was not a normal day. My mom had just up and died.  

 What was I going to do? I thought again.  How was I going to spend the 

rest of my now dreaded life without my mom? There was a long pause. There 

were footsteps behind me, drawing nearer. Then they stopped. Everything
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 went silent.  There was a hand patiently resting on my right shoulder. I still 

didn’t turn around. I started crying, just broke down like a car on the interstate. 

I was only eleven. I didn’t need for this to happen to me at this age. But I tried 

to wipe my eyes to wake me up for this nasty and indifferent dream, but the 

sights and smells remained the same. I was not dreaming. 

 

CHAPTER II 

 

I turned around my long narrow body to face the other way. There was a voice, 

a deep voice coming from the strange guy that I could not see in the dim 

lighted waiting room. I spoke in a soft voice. The guy in the deep voice 

escorted me to the door and said to me, “Come this way child.”  I asked where 

we were going but he didn’t answer. I opened the door. The wind was blowing 

hard making it very hard to push the door to exit. After my last foot stepped 

out I turned around and stopped. The guy stopped too.  I looked up, trying to 

look at the guys face. I asked frustrated, “Okay, I am out here.  What is it and 

who are you?” He turned his head toward me and at that exact moment I could 

just say this, “Oh my gosh!” 

He kneeled down towards me.  Right now I was the same height as this very 

tall man. I shrugged my shoulders, and asked, “Who are you?  And if you don’t 

tell me then I am going back inside.” He understood, and started speaking. “I-I 

am, I mean, I am your father.”  I gasped for air but didn’t find any. I asked 

short of breath, “You are?” He replied and said “Yes, and I am really sorry for 

the loss and will try to take real good care of you.” I couldn’t believe it. 

Someone who I haven’t seen for my whole life, and just one random day shows 

up. What was I supposed to say? I had nothing other than giving my dad a hug. 

A dad.  I had a dad. I had never had a dad before. This was a whole new life, 
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but in this life I had a dad instead of a mom.  It was a feeling I couldn’t express. 

It was magical, but at the same time it was like my Beanie Baby was underneath 

a backwards-rolling car.  In other words, that meant that I was still very sad for 

the passing of my mom, but life goes on, and life is reborn into something truly 

extraordinary. 

 

CHAPTER III - FIVE WEEKS LATER  

 

The timing was great for my real dad to come into the picture. I have 

dreams wishing for my mother to just come back but that is not going to 

happen. Most days I do really well with my dad. Every night, once I lay my 

head down, I start praying to my mom and I know that she answers. 

I used to watch TV when I was little and there would be this great happy 

family, running on the beach, flying kites, and making sand castles. That came 

true with my dad and me.  I will always remember those wonderful 

heartwarming moments for the rest of my life. As for me, I am doing very well. 

I am always from this moment on going to cherish life like it is truly a never-

ending life. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MRS. LILIANA  
 

By Gabe Mercer 
 

         
 

“Be faithful in small things, because it is in them that your strength lies.” 
 

Mrs. Liliana was loved by many people. She lived in a small apartment 

on Potter Street. She had been living with cancer for many years and it was 

taking over. All of her friends and neighbors thought she would soon pass. She 

stayed inside due to her weak bones but had several pictures on her wall to 

remind her of the outdoors. But one day everything would change… 

One sunny Friday morning Mrs. Liliana was doing her daily routine, get 

up, dress, wash her face, and eat. As she was in the middle of buttoning her 

blouse she heard a knock at the door. She stepped down the stairs and turned 

the knob and she saw a little girl standing there with puppy-dog eyes and a 

basket in her hand full of muffins. “My mom told me to bring you some fresh 

muffins.  she said it would make you feel better.” Mrs. Liliana took the basket. 

“I’m Joy.” Mrs. Liliana was speechless. No one ever came to visit her, ever. 

“Oh sorry, come in.  Come in.” Joy stepped in the door and looked around. 

“Why do you have so many pictures,” Joy asked. “Because I can’t go outside.  I 

have a bad disease.” Mrs. L Replied. Joy stepped back. “Oh no, it’s not 
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contagious. It’s only cancer.” Joy stepped forward. “Maybe I should come and 

tell you about the new things outside and about my day.” A smile came across 

Mrs. L’s face. “That would be great dear.” She said, “But you better get home 

now, so your mom doesn’t get worried.” Joy and Mrs. Liliana walked near the 

door. “Bye!” Joy yelled as she was halfway down the sidewalk. “Bye.” Mrs. L 

whispered. 

The next day Joy was telling Mrs. Liliana about the new statue in town 

hall and about what she had learned in school. Every day she would come and 

talk to Mrs. Liliana. 

But one rainy Sunday morning Joy’s parents got a call. That night Mrs. 

Liliana had died in her sleep. As the police searched her room they found a 

note by her bedside. And the note read: 

I know my time is about due, but with this note I bring to you, 
The words of joy your stories gave me, 
They told me to be faithful and strong and to live life happy, 
They told me about the good times and about the life I used to live, 
And about the good times, 
I realized that if you wouldn’t have cared so much I would not be 
living right now, I know also know that you should always be faithful 
in small things, because it is in them that your strength lies… 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LUNCHTIME  
 

By Sam Barnwell 
 

         
 

“If you want to be happy, be.” 
 

It was lunchtime at Riverside Middle School. Everybody was hungry. 

But then, there was that kid again. His name was Johnny. He was new at our 

school. He wasn’t the smartest kid in the world. Nobody liked him. He was 

always walking down the halls and begging food off EVERYONE. 

 One day I felt sorry for the little guy and bought him a nice warm slice 

of pizza. He thanked me and said he would pay me back as soon as possible. 

He went over to a table and scarfed the thing down as if he had never eaten in 

months. 

 Two weeks passed, nothing. Three weeks passed, still nothing.  I haven’t 

heard from Johnny. I start to wonder if he forgot. Two more weeks passed. 

I see Johnny in the hall and say, “Hi.”  

ûûû 

 There was a bully in our school named Gus. He was probably the 

meanest guy on the face of the Earth. He and his “gang” were always 

terrorizing us. 
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One day I was walking up the stairs and Gus knocked my binder out of 

my hand.  Then he tripped me. I stood up and started swinging. Gus gave me a 

shot in the gut and I gave him a good punch to the ear. The fight went on for 

about five minutes.  

 Just then Johnny came up the stairs and saw us fighting, then ran for 

help. He found Mr. Still, the 7th grade Math teacher. He broke up the fight. 

None of us was hurt too badly. Johnny said, “I told you I’d pay you back.” 

“Thanks buddy,” I said with a smile. 

 Johnny and I were best friends ever since. We bought each other lunch 

and kept each other out of fights. We did everything together after that day. We 

went bowling, swimming, skiing, hiking, and just about everything you could 

think of. Nobody ever messed with us. We were probably the happiest people 

you have ever seen. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MY GRANDPA  
 

By Katherine Robinson 
 

         
 

“Live life to the fullest.  You never know when your last day will be.” 
 

Everybody has grandpas. But not all of them are as special as mine. My 

grandpa is a very important person in my life. Despite all of his health 

challenges, he is still living his life to the best of his abilities. 

 My grandpa is nearly eighty years old. He lives in Bellingham, 

Washington with my grandma. He was born in 1928 in Honolulu, Hawaii and 

also has a twin sister. When he was fourteen he experienced the attack on Pearl 

Harbor. 

 After high school he was awarded a football scholarship to Stanford 

University. But unfortunately, he suffered a career-ending knee injury at a 

practice game and lost his scholarship. Even though he lost his scholarship, he 

still graduated at Stanford with a degree in accounting.  

 Later on in his life, he married my grandma. Since then, a lot of major 

things have happened in his and my grandma’s life. They have had four kids. 

There are three boys and one girl, who is my mom. My grandpa has had two 

knee replacements, prostate cancer, and bleeding ulcers. 
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 His most recent health problems are having a hip replaced and having a 

stroke. 

 As you can see, a lot of things have happened in my grandpa’s life. There 

are a lot of reasons why my grandpa is so special to me but one major reason is 

because I know that he will always love me no matter what happens to either 

one of us.  

 My grandpa is one of many role models in my life because he has a good 

work ethic and he never gives up. For example, when he had a stroke and 

dislocated his hip, he worked very hard to have a quick recovery, and has now 

made a lot of progress. 

 One of my favorite stories about my grandpa is when my mom was my 

age, and he walked a 20-mile fundraising walk with her. The next morning he 

woke up and was so sore that he had to stay in bed for the next two days. This 

is one of my favorite stories about him because it shows that he is willing to do 

something for a good cause and for his family even though his body might 

regret it later on. 

 Some unique qualities of my grandpa are that he is very determined and 

honest. He was a very good football player and is also very good at math. 

 There are a lot of things that my grandpa has taught me. One thing that 

he has taught me is to always try my hardest in everything that I do. He has also 

taught me how to play fair. When I was very little, he taught me to play 

dominoes and how to play card games. Every grandchild should be able to 

have a role model as special as my grandpa. I am very proud of my grandpa. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A TYPICAL SCHOOL  
 

By Tristan Cunderla 
 

         
 

“Destroy the seed of evil early or it will grow up to ruin. 
 

If I can recall I was three when Kyle came into our family. I remember 

walking through the hospital looking at all the people in weird white clothes 

(which looked more like dresses.  Even the men, or doctors, were wearing 

these so called “dresses”.) and watching the bright, humming lights shine down 

on me like hundreds of spotlights trying to spot an escaped criminal, which was 

me. As my father and I walked down the long wide hallway I counted along 

with the room numbers, one-hundred and seven, one-hundred and eight, one-

hundred and nine... and so on till we reach one-hundred and nineteen where, 

my mother was. I stared at the door, which looked the jail doors in some of my 

favorite cartoons. The door was white and metal and at the top there was a 

window with small, little wires crisscrossing back and forth.  I took a deep 

breath and pushed the big, white, heavy door with all my might. Finally, it gave 

a little and the door swung open. I let the door go and took a deep breath. I 

stared at my younger brother curled up in my mother’s arms.  At last I built up 
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enough courage to walk over and meet my younger brother. As I reached the 

table I grinned ear to ear.  My mother smiled back and it appeared that Kyle did 

too. I took Kyle’s little chubby hands and said this, “I promise as long as I am 

here nothing will ever happen to you.  I promise.” 

I was eleven and was in sixth grade and my brother Kyle was eight and 

in second grade. Kyle was kind of in that second/third grade stage where you 

thought you were the funniest kid on earth and you got what you wanted the 

second you wanted it.  That’s what he thought. Me, well I was in the stage 

where I wasn’t quite a teenager but wasn’t a kid anymore and when you start 

liking girls and “asking” them “out” on a “date.” Yep, that’s me.  The kid who 

isn’t a teenager but not an adult, just in-between. 

It was the first day of school and I was kind of looking forward to the 

long boring day ahead for a change. Today was a big day for Kyle and my 

parents.  My parents get pictures of us in our new smelly clothes that smelled 

like rubber. Of course Kyle wanted to go first so I let him.  He ran to the front 

the door like he was about to win a gold medal in the Olympics he stood there 

smiling ear to ear with his front teeth missing (which have been gone for a 

couple months.  We think they disappeared). “Say cheese,” my mother told 

Kyle “CHEESE,” he snickered.  “CLICK” as the camera’s flash went off.  

Then it was my turn. I walked as slow as a sloth up to the front door and 

turned around with a partial smile on my face and quietly under my breath I 

whispered, “This is so...stupid!” “What did you say, Eric?” my mother said as 

she caught a little whiff off what I had just said. “Nothing, just thinking about 

how great it is that you take pictures of Kyle and I every year,” I said 

sarcastically.  My mother smiled.  “Say cheese.”  

“Cheese.”
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“Click,” the flash went off on the camera. Finally we were off to our first 

day of second grade (Kyle) and sixth grade (me). 

As my mother drove Kyle and I to school Kyle looked out the window 

and waved to pretty much everyone that walked or drove by us. I just sat there 

thinking of what the day would bring and what nonsense the teachers would fill 

our helpless pea-sized brains with. Finally we pulled in front of our school and 

exchanged goodbyes and Kyle gave mom a hug. I saw some kids out of the 

corner of my eye giggle because Kyle hugged my mom.  I glared at them.  They 

glared back at me, mocking me, and walked away. 

After dragging Kyle away from Mom we made our way towards the 

front of the school. I stared at the doors.  They were white with tiny little 

scratches from the first and second graders punching and hitting the door 

because some kindergartener got in his way again. There was a piece of large 

paper on the door covering one of the windows.  It read “If you are in 

Kindergarten through fourth grade please continue through the doors this sign 

is attached to.  If you are in fifth or sixth grade please go around the school and 

use the door there.”  After reading the sign to myself and then to Kyle we 

exchanged goodbyes.  I walked away and Kyle went into the school.  As I 

started to round the corner I heard Kyle say, “See you at lunch.”  I replied “See 

you there,” and he smiled at me and I smiled back. 

I rounded the corner in a slow walk but as soon as I saw my friend 

Stephen I sprinted over to him and walked inside talking about what the 

teachers might teach us today. We reached our classroom and went inside to 

take a seat. I sat right next to Stephen but as soon as we got assigned seats I 

was on one side of the room and Stephen was on the other side.  It was like she 

wanted us separated. The teacher wrote her name on the board so if you were a 

mile away you could read what it said, “Mrs. Black.” A couple of the other 



 GET BUSY LIVIN’ 

 30 

students blurted out stuff like “Are you related to such and such person?” or 

“Are you named after the color?” Pretty much stupid questions like that. As I 

looked around the room it looked like most other kids had the same or similar 

question. I went through the first half of the school day it was the best couple 

hours of my life. The bell rang and all the kids ran to the lunchroom trying to 

sit next to a best friend from a different class or trying to be the first to get 

lunch so the food would not be cold by the time they ate it. I searched the 

room for Kyle and finally spotted him in the back corner. As I approached him 

he looked sad or upset about something. “Hey buddy, how’s it going?” I asked  

“Oh fine,”  

“Are you okay,’’ I asked  

“Yeah,”  

“Okay.” He still seemed upset about something but I dropped the topic 

and returned back to the table were some of my friends were sitting. I went 

though the rest of the day worrying about Kyle and what was bothering him. 

At last the bell rang and all the kids ran outside to wait to be picked up 

by a parent or the bus. I started to make my way outside I caught glimpse of a 

kid teasing a smaller kid about hugging our mom this morning over in the 

corner of the playground, it was Stephen and Kyle.  Stephen was picking on my 

little brother. I made my way over to were they where.  As I got closer I came 

into Stephen’s sight and he looked at me in shock like he was in trouble and he 

was (kind of). “What’s going on over here, because to me it looks like you’re 

making fun of my little brother.” He responded “Nothing’s going on.  Kyle’s 

fine.  I’ll send him over to you in a bit, you know, like a friend.”  

“No,” I said  

“WHAT?” he said.  



 A TYPICAL SCHOOL 

 

“No, you are not my friend because my friends don’t make fun of my 

little brother.  Come on, Kyle.  Let’s go.” Kyle ran over to me and gave me a 

hug.  I whispered, “Remember, I promised nothing would ever happen to 

you.” 
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BAD DAY 
 

By Drew Stillman 
 

         
 

“Now matter how bad of a day you had their will always be happiness” 
 

Ringggg…Finally, it’s the end of the day.  Today was longer than usual 

because I had 2 CBAs and a ton of homework. But the day was still not over 

yet because I still had swimming to go to.  

“Oh man, I’m goanna be late!”  First I have to get my backpack, talk to 

my math teacher, and get on the bus. 

Once I got everything done I barely got on the bus. I was pretty quiet on 

the bus. Most of the kids were talking and the others were reading. I did neither 

of them. I just sat there. 

The team had to run before practice around the baseball field three 

times.  Another kid on the team and I cut through the field to have to run less 

but we didn’t get away with it. So both of us had to run even more. 

We knocked on the door because the coach closed it on us! After fifteen 

minutes of waiting some girl knocked on the door after we told her what 

happened.  No one came out of the door and the girl left.  I walked around and 

on the ground there were two $50 bills!  I couldn’t tell anyone.  I couldn’t.  
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They would probably steal them from me. The coach let us in after 45 long 

minutes of waiting in the cold outside. 

I didn’t really care about being cold because the $100 bucks I found 

would keep me warm. I was able to finish my homework and my extra credit 

homework, because I was falling behind in my grades, because the coach told 

us not to get in the water. 

The rest of swimming practice went slow…slower than usual. I was 

really bored. Watching the swimmers swimming back and forth was more 

boring than you would think. 

I went to a store after swimming to buy a new video game I was waiting 

to get for three weeks.  It cost $53.26 overall. The checker looked at me funny 

like I stole the money, because I basically did. 

I invited my friend Jamy over to play my new video game. We played for 

a while then I paused the game. I don’t know why but I didn’t like it, the game, 

I couldn’t play it.  I couldn’t eat the candy.  It was all wrong.  I felt weird 

because it wasn’t my money and I spent it.  I had to tell him.   

“Jamy,” I said. “I found $100 today at swimming practice today.”  There 

was a long pause. 

“You did what!” he said in shock. 

“I spent the money on candy and this video game.  I need to get the 

money back now!”  

“Well, let’s go.”  We got on our bikes and rode to the store. The return 

station people could give us store credit or the money back, well only 60% of 

it. They had a 40% off for used video games. So I took the $31.95 and left. 

Then I had a great idea. I’ll have a yard sale. 

Saturday came. The yard sale opened at nine. I had it pre-organized the 

night before.  I was ready.  People slowly came in and out, and before I knew it
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 I had eleven cars in my neighborhood all at my yard sale.  I was making 

a lot of money.  I wanted to put a sign up that said all money is donated to 

charity. 

I waited until everyone noticed the sign and then more money came 

rolling in.  All of the things were being bought.  One of the buyers asked what 

charity it was going to and I said the Humane Society.  I would buy food and 

shelter. 

All the animals wanted to be adopted and to have a loving family.  I 

always loved walking the dogs and holding the kittens.  So when I walked in I 

told them that I wanted to make a donation.  $200 in food and $50 for dog/cat 

treats.  That bought eight bags of dog food and five bags of cat food because 

cats don’t eat that much.  They offered me a kitten they were going to put to 

sleep so I took it. He was a small one that had a really bad disease but I still 

took it. They thanked me and I left with my new cat. I named him Smokey. 

Three weeks later I took him to the vet and he said Smokey didn’t have 

any thing wrong with him and he was better than ever! 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE CUTTER  
 

By Sara Allen 
 

         
 

“If you judge people you have no time to love them” 
 

When she first moved here she wasn’t accepted because she was just 

…different. First of all she wore huge leather boots that almost went all the 

way up to her knees. Second of all she never brushed her hair, and if she didn’t 

brush it soon she would get dreadlocks, and that’s not really the ideal style. 

Anyway, people really seemed to dislike her originality and she’d not been here 

for more than a week and her new name was already “Cutter.”  

The name calling and harassing continued along, but soon it went too far 

and we began to see deep cuts up and down her arms. And soon enough 

people started to see that they were digging into her soul, and burying it alive. 

And the only people left that were still bullying her were the people that were 

either oblivious and in their own little world or they just had hearts made out of 

metal and tar. I never really bullied her much, but I still feel guilty about not 

trying to make my friends stop. 
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So one night I was lying in my bed thinking about the events of the day, 

replaying it in my mind over and over again. “Hey cutter!  Didn’t see ya at 

lunch today.  What?  Were you in the washroom cuttin’ again?” 

I shudder and pull my sheets tighter around me. 

   “Please just leave me alone, please,” the cutter pleaded. 

Then POW!  He gives her a big blow in the stomach. “WELL, how 

‘bout you didn’t tell me what to do!” 

I remember oh so vividly her fall back onto the ground and her trying to 

scramble away. She reminded me of one of those wild animals trying to escape 

their predator on the Discovery Channel. But when I saw that terrified look in 

her eyes, something clicked in me, and right then and there I decided to go out 

of my way to be caring and respectful towards her. 

So when I got home from school the next day I looked her up in the 

school yearbook and called her to ask if she wanted to spend the night at my 

house the next night. She said “yes” with some hesitation. The next night she 

came. 

During the night a faint stirring woke me.  I rolled over groaning slightly, 

then I saw her.  Cutter. She was sitting near my window and she was…crying.  

I hesitated but then got up and went over to her.  

“What’s wrong?” I asked.  

“Nothing, well I’m just so happy.  Ever since I’ve been here I’ve been 

pushed around and manipulated. I thought that there was just no love here. But 

now I see that there is love, I’m so happy that you are so nice to me.” 

Um…thanks.”  

And ever since then she has been my best friend, and as it turns out I 

needed her just as much as she needed me. Now at school people treat her with 

respect. Because now they see what’s on the inside. 



\ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

5:05AM 
 

By Matt Penny 
 

         
 

“Everything has potential, you just have to see it.” 
 

My breath froze like a foggy glass window. Just stepping out of the car a 

snowflake gently fell on my nose.  

“So how was your day little guy?”  

“Oh well thanks for asking.  My day has been stressful, uhhh”  

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Why has your day been so hard?”  

“Well it all started at 5:05am.  I had just gotten pushed out of our cloud 

and I realized I was over Steamboat, Colorado.”  

“Wait, wait, wait.  How do you know where you are?”  

“Well you see we have a thing in our brain like cars have navigation 

systems.”  

“WOW!”  

“It’s not that crazy.  If people can do it for cars why can’t we do it for 

snowflakes?”  

“Well, I don’t know that just doesn’t seem right.”  

“But it is!”   
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“Ok.  Well where are you going after this?”  

“Umm…I don’t know.  Do you have and recommendations?”  

“Well do you have any ideas of where you want to go?”  

“Nope anywhere where it’s cool.”  

“Oh, then I know the perfect place!”  

“Where?  Tell me please.”  

“Well, I guess.”  

“Ok, what is it?”  

“South lake Tahoe!”  

“Really?”  

“Yeah.  I’ve only been once but what I remember of it, it’s amazing!”  

“Ok. Well when should I leave?”  

“Well do you want to come down to the city?”  

“No thanks.  I will start heading out.”  

“Ok, bye.  I will remember you forever!”  

“Ok, bye.  I won’t forget about you either.  Bye”   

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE CALL  
 

By Mattie Wise 
 

         
 

“You don’t realize how much good someone did until there gone”                            
 

 I woke up to my warm flannel sheets comforting me. I raced out of bed 

to open my window.  I pressed my nose against the frosted-over glass. I’ve 

never seen anything more beautiful that a freshly fallen blanket of snow. I ran 

up the stairs almost tripping.  ”Mom! I’m going outside to make a snowman!” I 

said as I started to put on my long johns and socks.   

”Alright, Honey.  Have fun!”   

I put on my socks then my sweats, then my soft shell, my pants and coat, 

my hat and gloves, but most of all my brand new boots, which still smelled like 

rubber. As I turned the cold doorknob, my hand almost sticking to it.  the 

phone rang.   

“Hello?” My mom said. A tear rolled down the side of my mom’s cheek.   

“Mom.  Mom, who is it?” she hung up the phone. 

”We just lost Grandpa Nyle.”   

It was no surprise to me.  He had Parkinson’s and Alzheimers disease. 
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 Having my grandpa gone made me realize how much good he did for 

our family. You can imagine how hard it was being the owner of a 400-acre 

orchard. The thing about my grandpa is that he was always positive and was 

filled with hope, being and entrepreneur you had to have hope.  

 Right then I was in my mom’s arms and a tear rolled down my cheek.  

“Can I still go out and make a snowman mom?” I said in a deep breath, 

trying to keep from crying.  

“Of course, go make one.”   

So I did.  Making the snowman almost took my mind off my grandpa. 

Not quite though, I think it was because the snow wouldn’t pack down in the 

palm of my hand. 

 There’s something that still makes me laugh when I think of my 

grandpa.  He was in a retirement home called Colonial Vista.  He started living 

his last days there on November 21st. We paid ahead of time until the end of 

the month, November 30th. We all knew that he would last longer than that. 

We were wrong. He died right on the last day that we had paid for. It’s just like 

he didn’t want us to pay anymore that we already had. 

 I was now walking inside.  

“No luck with the snow, Mom,” I said taking off my soggy overalls.  

“Maybe you’ll have better luck tomorrow.  Would you like some hot 

chocolate, Honey?“ I heard my mom say in the distance.  

“I would love some, Mom.”   

I could tell that my mom was trying to cheer me up from the call, and it 

was working. There is nothing more soothing than a steaming cup of hot 

chocolate.  

“Marshmallows too?” 

 



 THE CALL 

 

It was hard to hear her over the stirring of the chocolate, but I could 

make out what she was saying and it was a wonderful question.  

“Yes please.” 

 I seemed to dream about my grandpa that night, but not bad dreams, 

good ones. It was like he was really there with me. Seeing my grandpa like this 

made me wish that I got to have the privilege of knowing my grandpa like I 

know my dad. In the end of all of this, it hits me, there was hope and yet there 

still is. 

In memory of Nyle C. Wise 

December to November 30th, 2006 
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LA ENFERMEDAD DE UN NI „ O 
BUENO 

 
Por Esteban Maldonado 

 
         

 
“Alguien soy yo.” 

 

Era un niño que le tenía miedo a las vacunas todos los días.  Lo llevaban 

al doctor a ponerle vacunas porque el estaba muy enfermo. Él también estaba 

bien triste por su enfermedad.  También estaba bien enojado con su mamá 

porque todos los días lo llebaban al doctor.  Su mamá le estaba diciendo que 

era por su bien que le pusieran vacunas.  Que sino se podía morir.  El niño 

estaba bien triste porque el nisiquiera se podía levantar de la cama pero el 

doctor dijo que si le sigan poniendo vacunas al niño se le podia quitar la 

enfermedad y él podia hacer todo lo que el quisiera en el parque.   

Ahora que se le quito la enfermedad que el tenia.  Y después  que se le 

quito la enfermedad que tenía su papá y su mamá le hicieron una fiesta por su 

recuperación.  Y el niño estaba bien feliz.  Invitó a todos sus amigos y sus 

primos tanbién.  Estaban bien contentos porque su amigo se recuperó y 

después todos sus amigos y sus papas estaban bien felizes.  Después su papá y 



 LA ENFERMEDAD DE UN NIÑO BUENO 

 

su mamá y el niño se fueron para California. En California encontró a muchos 

primos.  30 minutos después luego ya de conocerse.  El niño invitó a todos sus 

primos a su casa para jugar juegos.  Los primos estuvieron jugando toda la 

noche.  Tampoco no se querian ir porque se querían quedar con el y el niño se 

quedo feliz para toda su vida.  Durante 20 minutos sus amigos no se querian ir 

para su casa. 
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MY MOM  
 

By Ali Guerrero 
 

         
 

“Goodness makes greatness truly valuable and greatness makes goodness 
much more valuable.” 

 
I love my mom.  Her name is Claudia.  I love my mom because she is 

really nice. I hardly ever get in trouble and my mom mostly never gets mad. My 

mom is a calm person and she mostly never raises her voice except when she 

really gets mad. I like to hangout with my mom because she is really cool to 

hangout with. One thing I really like about my mom is that she does not worry 

so much about what I do.  Unlike one of my friend’s parents who don’t even 

let him come to my house because they think something bad might happen.  

I’m glad my mom is not that much of a protective person even though my 

mom sometimes does worry about what I do as I grow up. 

    My mom is a hard, hard worker because her job is stressful.  She has to work 

with 30 people, telling them what to do and when to do it and things like that. 

My mom also has to call those 30 people that she works with to tell each and 

everyone of them if they’re going to work a certain day or holiday. The reason 

why my mom has to do all those things and even more is because she is the 



 MY MOM 

 

manager.  My mom is the one that takes care of everything that goes on in her 

group.  

Another way I can tell my mom’s job is stressful is because she works in 

the in the cold and she fainted twice because of her job.  That’s what the 

doctor told us.  He said that she keeps fainting because her job is too hard for 

my mom.  It’s just too much work for my mom.  My mom said she wants to 

get another job. But she is afraid that she might not get a job that pays her the 

same as the job that she has right now or that pays her more money. My mom 

wants to get a job that pays her the same as my her job right now because the 

job she has right now pays her enough money so she can buy my sister and I 

food clothes and things like that. My mom’s job is really hard for her.  My 

mom works at Stemilt.   

It’s hard for my mom to work and at the same time taking care of my 

sister and I because my mom goes to a lot of meetings with her group that she 

manages and sometimes she comes home late. And my mom also helps my 

sister and I with our homework.  My mom cooks, cleans, and does a lot of 

things and she never takes a break.  I try to help my mom sometimes to clean 

and cook. But it’s not too bad.  My dad also kind of helps my mom.  My dad 

helps my mom with sending some money to my mom. My dad lives in Seattle 

that’s why he has to send the money. Also, my dad helps my mom with sending 

some clothes from Seattle. Even though my dad lives in Seattle he still helps us 

a little. And even though my dad lives in Seattle my sister and I go visit him or 

he visits us.  

My sister and I visit my dad often and every time we go he gets my sister 

and I a couple of things. I’m proud of my mom because she has taken care of 

me and my sister and my mom works hard to give us clothes, food, and other 

things.  It’s hard to do that by yourself.  I wish I could help my mom some 
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way. My mom has been working hard since I was born and giving me 

what I needed and my mom is still doing it. My mom has been through a lot 

trying to raise my sister and I that shows me how much my mom loves me. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MAGIC  
 

By Nathan Hoffert 
 

         
 

“All our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to pursue them.” 
 

My name is Nathan.  I live in New York, New York on north Avenue 

Street. This Saturday there’s a magic show next to the old farmers market in the 

Rigby Theatre. My friend Justin and I got tickets for this Saturday. “It’s going 

to be amazing,” Justin said with excitement in his eyes. “Well pick you up at 

5:30, Ok.”  

“Got it” said Justin looking like he’s about to pee his pants.  

“Hey Justin”  

“What’s up homie,” Justin said laughing.  

“You ready”  

“ DUH!” said Justin definitely looking like he’s ready to go.  

“We’re here, Justin”  

“WOW!  That place is huge.”  

“Yep, and we’ll be in it.” 
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We walked in it.  It was the most amazing place I have ever seen. All the 

lights were on there was like 10,000,000 people.  But I just guessed.  We ran to 

the very front to try to get front row seats. Hopefully there was only two left. 

Then all of a sudden the lights went off and in the center of the stage there was 

fog. Then out came… David Blaine.  Everybody was screaming and clapping 

for him.  We also clapped. Then the first thing he said was ”I’m going to need a 

volunteer from the stage.”  And of course the first thing Justin and I do is raise 

our hands.  Then he says, “How about you young one?”  Then I froze in fright.  

Not scared, but embarrassed.  I walked onto the stage my mom looking at me 

smiling.. Then he puts me in a steel, metal rectangle box.  I heard him 

mumbling something to the crowd.  Then all of a sudden I started to shake and 

my eyes closed for a split second and I fell into my kitchen.  

I was in total fright then David Blaine fell into my kitchen.  Then he 

said, “Well, Nathan, great job!”  

“ Thanks?”  I said puzzled.  

“Well let’s get back there and finish the show, eh?”  

“Got it.”  But we never did return back to the Rigby Theatre.  We got 

lost and died of starvation.  Just kidding . I guess I just woke up and it was just 

a dream. It must have been MAGIC. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

YO Y MIS PRIMOS 
 

Por Paulino Pantaleon 
 

         
 

“Dónde están corazón?” 
 

Un día yo le pedí una bicicleta a mi papá y él me dijó a ver que día vamos 

a la tienda.  Yo me pusé triste porque él dijó  que otro día ibamos a ir y también 

me pusé triste porque yo quería andar jugando con mis primos.  Pero pasó una 

semana y mi papá dijó, “Vamos, pues, a la tienda de bicicletas.”  Y fuimos, pero 

lo malo que no galle ninguna bicicleta que me gustaba.  Pero pasó otra semana 

y fuimos otra vez y ese día sí encontré una bisicleta.  Y todos los días iba yo 

con mis primos al parque a jugar fútbol.   

Pero un día que se ponch a llanta de la bicicleta de mi primo y fue un 

problema para nosotros, los que ibamos en las bicicletas.  Pero allí cerquita 

había un lugar donde arreglaban carros y inflaban las llantas de carro.  Allí mi 

primo infló su bicicleta porque se le había ponchado. De allí fuimos a mi casa.  

Allí vimos una pelicula de espantos.  Pasó el otro día y mis primos fueron a mi 

casa otra vez pero ese dií fuimos a la tienda de ropa.  Yo me compré una 

camisa que dice MÉXICO adelante de la camisa.  Y mi primo se compró una 

que decía adelante de la camisa ORGULLO MEXICANO.  Esa camisa se 
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compró mi primo en esa tienda.  Mi primo se llama Pedro y el otro se llama  

Suriel  y mi otro primo se llama Ismael.  También mi hermano Cato iba allí con 

nosotros.   

Un día nos fuimos a una tienda que no podían llevar bicicletas pero no 

nos preocupamos por dejarlas allí.  Nos preocupamos porque nos las robaban.  

Pero fuimos pero no gallamos nada que nos gustara ese día.  Pero al otro día 

volvimos a ir allí mismo donde ibamos ido ese día.  Habían puesto cosas 

nuevas allí ese día.  Yo y mi hermano no llevabamos tanto dinero para comprar 

ni mis primos llebaban tanto para comprar.  Fuimos a la casa a pedirle dinero a 

mi papá pero nos dió flogera volver a ir allí mismo.  Pero nos fuimos a otra 

más cerquita de allí.  Esa tinda las cosas etsaban baratas ese día.  Pero no nos 

compramos nada ese día que fuimos a esa tienda.   

Un día nos aburimos de tanto andar en las bicicletas y fuimos a la tienda 

de fútbol.  Allí compramos una pelota de fútbol entre todo lo que ibamos.  Nos 

fuimos al parque.  El otro día fuimos al parque Lincoln.  Allí jugamos fútbol.  

Estabamos divertidos ese día allí en el parque pero mi amigos se fueron de allí 

del parque y yo me pusé triste porque ya no los iba yo a ber porque yo ya me 

iba a cambiar de escuela.  Pero ellos también se iban a cambiar de escuela y de 

ciudad.  Pero no estaba triste porque mis primos estaban conmigo en la casa. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SECRET SANTAS 
 

By Olga Figueroa 
 

         
 

“We can do no great things only small things with great love.” 
 

 Hi.  My name is Natasha I’m 13 years old. I’m going to tell you about 

something me and my mom do every year.  By the way my mom’s name is 

Ashley. Ok, here it goes.  Every year my mom and me go to the poor parts of 

town to give baskets with clothes, food, and presents.  We give this special 

basket to this one house. I know the kids because I see them all the time.  

Anyway, there’s a girl who’s about my age and her brother who looks about 

nine and their twin brother and sister who are about twelve months old. 

They’re always in the streets begging for money so they can buy food and 

things for the babies.  When they’re doing that the babies are always crying.  

But after they get the basket they’re not begging for a while and they’re happier 

then I’ve seen them in a while.  

      But we don’t get to see that for very long because their mom is trying to 

find out who gave them the basket to give it back to those people because she 

doesn’t want other people to think she can’t do things on her own.  She thinks 

she can get every thing on her own. But she knows she can’t.  The kids always 
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have nice clothes on that we give them and they have food to last them a while.  

I heard that the social services comes to their    house to try and take the kids 

from there mom but she asked the lady if she would give them a week and she 

did.  That was the week of Christmas.  When we gave out the baskets the social 

service lady came back and they had all the stuff they need.  She told them to 

stay like this and we won’t take the kids.   

 So they thought, “We need somebody to give us a basket every holiday.”  I 

was thinking about doing that for them but that’s a different story.  I will 

always want to give somebody something they need and they can use for a 

while.  I love being a secret Santa and giving somebody a little hope to go 

through life and not want to give up un them self. 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE NOTE  
 
 

By Will DeMarco 
 

         
 

“Hope is the only bee that makes honey without flowers.” 
 

 Matthew Turley fell face down in the snow atop Mt. Everest, too tired to 

begin the long climb down. 29,035 down. The colossal number frightened him. 

He slowly turned around, the muscles in his back popping wildly. He was too 

tired to be excited at reaching the top. His eyes shut and his head fell to the 

ground. He raised his head, his heart racing. He couldn’t fall asleep up here. 

 Shyam, a ten-year-old boy residing in the village of Katmandu at the 

bottom of Everest, waits silently in a makeshift goal in a mud-filled field. 

Thoughts of his dad, a Sherpa, race through his mind. He was going to leave 

tomorrow to embark on a trip to the top of the highest mountain on the 

planet. He needed to write a note. 

  The note took him all afternoon. Not because it was particularly long, 

but because he lots of thought into it. Telling his dad to stop climbing and not 

to be afraid to reach out for help. And to be resourceful with whatever he had.  
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 He slept soundly. He awoke early, very early. Shyam silently slipped the 

note into his dad’s coat pocket. The one he knew he would wear. Satisfied, he 

tiptoed back to bed. 

 At 3:00 a.m. his father reluctantly left his hut. When he reached the base 

of the mountain, the wind picked up. He fumbled in his pockets for his map. 

The note tumbled out. It sped up the mountain. Occasionally catching on rock, 

sow covered ledges. A day later, it reached the top.  Matthew, sitting upright 

but swaying in the in wind, felt what seemed like a sack of potatoes hitting his 

chest. It was the note. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RILEYÕS WALK 
 

By Brian Celustka 
 

         
 

“The root of all goodness is in the soil of appreciation for goodness.” 
 
After a long day at school I had nothing to do so I decided to take my 

dog Riley for a walk to the park that was close to our house. When I was 

almost halfway there Riley saw a squirrel and bolted after it towing his leash 

along with him. After following him a while he ran around a corner of a 

neighbor’s house and I lost sight of him.  

  I looked for a few more minutes and decided I could use some help. A 

friend of mine lived nearby so I walked to his house and asked him to help 

look for Riley. He asked his mom and we were soon off searching the area for 

Riley. 

 We walked along the nearby streets, but he was nowhere within sight. 

We decided we would go and look for him at Cherry Pond, a park that was 

fairly close to our house. It was far away but it was one of Riley’s favorite 

places to walk to so we decided to give it a try. 
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 We got to the park and found Riley, but when I found him his nose was 

full of porcupine quills. I quickly pulled out my new cell phone and called my 

dad. When my dad got there we drove to the veterinarian.  

We walked Riley in and the veterinarian took him back into his room. After 

what seemed like a long time he brought Riley back out with no quills, but 

instead there was a large band-aid stuck to his nose. It took about a week for 

his nose to heal but I think he learned his lesson. 
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A WISH COME TRUE  
 

By Celeste Jacobo 
 

          
 

“In life we cannot do great things.  We can only do small things with great 
love.” 

 
 Once upon a time there was a beautiful girl named Kayla.  There was 

also a cute boy named Nick.  They were married and had lots of problems.  

You know how married couples are.  Yeah, they fight for everything! 

 There were lots of people that always said, “What’s wrong with Kayla?”  

Because they always saw her crying and she and Nick fighting.  There were lots 

of people in between them one of which was José.  He always loved Kayla but 

she got married with the wrong boy. 

 So, one day Kayaa got so sick and Nick had to go and mine for gold to 

buy some medicine for her.  But one evening Nick sent a letter to José and in 

the letter he sent he put, “I am sorry.  I fell in love with another girl.  Tell Kayla 

that I am never coming back and to not wait for me.”  José read the letter and 

the next day he went to Kayla’s house and said, “I have news of Nick.”  Kayla 

got so happy.  José thought about not giving her the letter that Nick sent to 
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her.  He thought a lot about it because he didn’t want to hurt her feelings.  So 

he made a decision and said, “I am not gonna give her the letter.” 

 José made up a story and the first thing he said was, “Nick is getting 

your medicine.  Just hold on tight.  Ok, Kayla?”  Then Kayla said, “José are you 

Ok?  Is there something bothering you?  Tell me the truth.”  José said, “No.  

Well, yes.  But I don’t want to hurt you.” José started with the story.  He said, 

“Ok, Nick has gotten married to another woman.”  Kayla was so surprised.  So 

José asked Kayla if she would marry him.  After that they never knew anything 

about Nick.  José and Kayla had six kids.  There were three girls and three boys 

after that they lived happily ever after. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CUANDO ME PIC î  UNA ARA„ A 
 

Oscar Rubio Rodriguez 
 

          
 

“Vale más un buen amor que mil costales de oro.” 
 

Un día muy soleado, mis papás andaban almorzando y ibamos a senbrar 

maiz.  Cuando me iba a poner un zapato me fije haber si no había un animal o 

algo que me fuera a picar.  Yo metí la mano y no ahbia nada.  Luego le pique 

con un palo y no salia nada en el zapato. 

Como si yo stntiera que me iba a picar  la araña.  Y luego me metí mi pie 

y fue cuando me picó la araña.  Y luego me metí para mi cuarto y me preguntó 

mi hermana que tenia yo.  Le dije me picó un araña.  Ella pensó que me había 

pegado en la cama.  Y luego yo seguí llorrando.  Luego vinó mi mamá haber 

que tenía  y yo le dije, “Me picó un araña.“  Y luego mi papá fue a llamar a mi 

tío.   

Mi hermana fue a llamar a mi abuelito  Trajó alcohol para echarme en la 

cintura.  Y luego llevarme para Tlasa Salca y cuando vinó mi tío él y mi  papá 

me subieron a su carro.  Para llevarme hasta Tlasa Salca, Michoacan.  Y mi 

papá y mi hermanito y mi mamá, se fueron conmigo hasta Tlasa Salca. 
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Y de Tlasa Salca llegamos a un doctor.  Y mi mamá le dijo que me había 

picado un araña.  Le preguntó que de cuales.  Y alli yo le estuve diciendo como 

era la araña.  Y luego le dijé que tenía un granito anarajado atrás.  Y mi tío fue 

por un taxista.  Y mi papá fue aconseguir dinero para pagar que nos iban 

acobrar más humenos.  Y lluego llegó mi tío José.  Para decirnos que añaba un 

taxista.  Y andabamos esperando a mi papá para irons para zamora.  Y el taxista 

le dijó a mi mamá que sino nos ibamos yo me iba a morir.   

Y mi mamá le dijo a mi tío que le dijera a mi papá que se fuera para 

Zamora cuando le presten el dinero para pagar.  Cuando salga del doctor y le 

dijó a mi tío que señebara a mi hermanito.  Y luego el asista prendio el taxi y 

nos fuimos bien resio para Zamora.  El taxista pusó las luzes de emerguencia y  

todos los carros secitaban.  El señor eba bien asustado hasta que llegamos a 

Zamora.  El taxista iba tan asustado porque ya mi mamá ya leiba apagar el 

dinero y lluego llegamos al hospital.  Le preguntaron, “Que tiene su hijo?”  Mi 

mamá le dijó, “Le picó un araña.”   

Bien rápido me pasaron a emergencias.  Y bien rápido me hicieron 

analyses y sacaron fotos haber como iba ya el veneno.  Y el doctor le dijó a mi  

mamá que fuera.  Por un decision que sino iba que me podia morir.  Mi mamá 

llamó al taxista para que le prestara el dinero para ir por la indequesion.  Como 

el taxista ya le habia dicho que sino me querían en ese hospital que el conocí en 

dónde estaba otro.  Y como si mi habian resibido en ese hospital.   

Mi  mamá le pidió el dinero al taxista y se lleveba a una farmacia y alli 

compro la vacuna para que el doctor me la pusiera.  En mietras yo estaba entre 

la vida y la muerte.  La doctora me preguntó de que color era la araña.  Yo le 

dije de color negro con un putito anargado.  Y me dijeron, “Estas seguro?”   

Yo le digue que si, era la araña igual.  Y luego me pusieron suero y mi papá 

llego como hasta 3:00p.m.  Yo estaba dormido y cuando llego mi papá yo me 
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desperté y luego mi papá empezó a platicar conmigo.  Luego dijo horita vengo, 

voy a decirle a tu mamá que ya despertastes.  Luego vino mi mamá y le 

pregunté que le pasab.  Aquella señora que andaba llorando y me dijo que habia 

tomado matsacate.  Pensó aue su esposo la andaba en gañando. 

Como a las 5:00p.m. el doctor me dijó que comiera caldo y más cosas y 

que si en 1:0o no me gomitaba me iba a dar de alta.  Y como no me gomite ese 

mismo día me dio de alta.  Nos fuimos a la central de bases y agaramos uno 

para Tlasa Salca.  Allí estaba mi guelito y luego contratamos un taxista para que 

nos llevara a Cunbaro, Michoacan.  Y luego llegamos a mi casa y mi hermanito 

y mi hermana  y mi hermano vinieron y Dianca mi abuelita.  También vinieron 

mis tios.  Luego yo me fui a dormir porque yo tenía mucho sueño.  Le 

preguntó mi abuelito que le habian dicho a mi mamá y mi mamá le dijó que si 

me volvia a picar otra araña me podía morir.  Le dijo que no necesitaba calsio.  

Mi primo le dio el dinero a mi mamá para que fuera a comprarme el calsio.  Al 

otro día mi  mamá fue con mi papá a comprar el calsio.  

También fue apagarle al taxista lo que debiendo al taxista le debia como 

3,000  pesos.  Luego mi mamá fue a comprar el calsio para tomarmelo con 

leche y tomarmelo como me habian dicho en el doctor.  Que me la tomara 

porque sino cuando estubiera grande me iban a doler los huesos Y luego el 

doctor tabién me dijo que s me volvia a picar otra araña ahora sí me puede 

morir.  Porque me habia citado toda la vitamina y la guersa.  Y una semana 

después  yo ya me había levantado de la cama. 

Mi primo Alfonso fue para la casa y luego fuimos para Anca Mistias.  Me 

dieron de comer con un caldo de poño.  Ahora doy gracias a mi tío y a mi 

abuelito. 
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LARRYÕS ADVENTURES 
 

Rheid Cline 
 

         
 

“When life hands you lemons you make lemonade.” 
 

One day Larry the carrot was at the grocery school for food.  His teacher 

was talking about when they grow up and are made into meals.  Larry was 

frightened. When Larry, Samantha, and Mary were walking home from school 

Larry was so frightened that he didn’t say anything! Finally Sam said, ”Larry, 

what’s up?  You haven’t said anything all day.”   

“Yah,” said Mary.   

“You haven’t said anything.  You are usually like BLAH, BLAH, 

BLAH!!!! 

“Well, it’s the whole food thing.  It’s just CREEPING me out” Larry 

finally said.  

“Well” said Sam. 

“Something has got to come out of it, like the satisfaction of helping 

someone out…well, not out, but…I mean someone will be very happy when 

they’re eating you.”  



 LARRY’S ADVENTURES 

 

“AHHHHHHHHH!  I don’t want to be eaten!” 

 

Later that Day 

 

SPLASH!  “Nice one Larry,” said José Jalapeño. 

“Thanks,” said Larry gloomily. 

“Yo Larry, what’s up man?  You are usually like blah blah blah,” said 

Jose. 

“I know.  Well, it’s just, I don’t get the point in living if all we are doing 

is preparing to die.” 

“Wow Larry, that’s some hard words,” said José. 

“Well, that’s how I feel!” 

“Dude…you should seek some counseling.” 

“I know but…” 

“But what?” 

“I’m not sure.” 

“Well, I found some hot chips and salsa at the mall.  So see ya.” 

 

Five Hours Later 

 

DING DONG! UGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!! GO 

AWAY!!  “No this is Sam.  We found out that even though you might not be 

happy someone else will be happy.  So even if you are getting eaten then you 

can still make some one else happy.  That’s why we are living. 
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GLOBAL GOODNESS EVERY 
CORNER YOU TURN 

 
By Connor James Bangasser 

 
         

 
“True religion is real living with all one’s soul, with all one’s goodness and 

righteousness.” 
 
Global goodness every corner you turn. 
Lost in time. 
Observing. 
Before. 
All. 
Legions started. 
 
Going on and. 
On and 
On. 
Descending. 
Nevertheless. 
Every. 
Single. 
Sign. 
 
Every corner you turn. 
Vengeance. 
Ending. 



 GLOBAL GOODNESS EVERY CORNER YOU TURN 

 

Regaining. 
Youth. 
 
Connecting. 
Orders. 
Renown to man. 
Never. 
Ever. 
Recognizing. 
 
You. 
Over. 
Universes. 
 
Throughout. 
Ununited. 
Ruins. 
Neglecting truth. 
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WELCOME TO THE GOOD LIFE!  
 

By Munir Basmeh 
 

         
  

“The best way to cheer yourself up is to cheer someone else up.”  
 

Based on a true story. 

 

One hot summer evening, Mike and his dad Jake were coming home 

from work. Mike is 17 years old and has his license and also loves soccer. Jake, 

a young 47-year old truck driver, was driving a small BMW. They were ten 

minutes away from their home. They stopped at a two-way stop. One drunk 

driver was driving in the left and right lane on the road and not even stopping 

at stop signs! Jake stopped, slammed on the horn, and flashed his lights at the 

drunk driver. The drunk driver was in Jake’s lane.  Jake had no clue what to do 

because the drunk driver was speeding at 80 mph! Mike was so scared… 

 BOOM!!! The drunk driver crashed into Jake and Mike at 80mph! Mike 

was so scared.  He didn’t know what to do. He looked at his father and noticed 

his eyes shut.  Jake was not breathing…Mike called 911. A couple of police 

cars, afew ambulances, and two firefighters all came at the same time. They did 

CPR and a whole lot of other things. The drunk driver and his friend were 
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seriously injured. Jack had to go in a helicopter to Fresno in the ER room. 

Mike broke his leg and chipped his tooth. Mike wasn’t concerned about 

himself.  He was more concerned about his father. Mike went to the 

Sacramento hospital. 

 

Three days later… 

 

Mike got out from the hospital. He called his mom and asked her if she 

could pick him up from the hospital. He went home, changed, took a shower, 

and put on some clothes.  He sneaked into his car and drove by himself to 

Fresno to go see his dad. While he was on I-5 the police pulled him over and 

looked up his license plate and asked him if he would like a police escort to the 

Fresno hospital. Once he parked his car in the parking lot he ran to ask which 

room his dad was in. The room number was 115. He ran into the room until 

Jake’s nurse asked Mike to get out of the room. Mike waited in the waiting 

room until his mom called him on his cell phone, and he picked up and said 

“hello?” 

“Mike where are you,” his mom said. 

“I’m at the hospital in Fresno,” he whispered. 

“Ok, stay there!” his mom said quickly. 

“Ok, but hurry!” Mike said to his mom. 

After the phone call he waited 20 minutes until his mother came. They both 

waited two hours until… a doctor came and said, ”I am very sorry, but there is 

no easy way to say this.” 

“Did my dad die?” Mike asked strongly. 

“Yes he did and I am very, very sorry. 

“No, no!” Mike’s mom screamed. Mike was very depressed, and knew
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 that he couldn’t cry because he was the new man in the house. Three 

years later Mike was on his way to finishing college and wants to be a civil 

engineer. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE RING OF GOODNESS 
 

By Samantha Visscher 
 

         
 

“An act of goodness is of itself an act of happiness, No reward coming 
after the event can compare with the sweet reward that went with it.” 

 
There once was a boy who was the greediest of all the little boys. For his 

birthday all of the townspeople would bring him gold, silver, and toys that only 

the richest families could afford. His whole room was filled gifts and yet he still 

wanted more. Then he decreed that people in the town or even close to the 

town had to bring their finest gifts.  Everyone had brought their gifts yet he 

was still unhappy.  

Except when he checked over the list of people there was still one 

person who had not given him a gift, Charlie, the towns toy maker.  He had 

just created a toy that he had not released to the world yet and the boy wanted 

to be the first one to have one. So, the boy sent the town’s strongest men down 

to claim the toy. When they got there the man refused and when the boy heard 

this he was very upset. He ordered the men to lock Charlie in jail until he 

changed his mind. Two weeks later he was still as happy as could be and 

refused to give the toy to the boy again. The toymaker explained to the boy
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 that he had a cure for his unhappiness.  He said that every toy he gave 

away to the families that weren’t as fortunate as he was would make him 

happier and happier. The boy thought this idea was absurd. All he wanted was 

the toy. When they asked for the toy again Charlie refused again. So the boy 

threatened to sue, but when he saw that the man had no glimpse of uncertainty 

the boy became discouraged.  

The boy was so unhappy walking home that night that a teardrop fell 

from his cheek. Then in the corner of his eye he saw two young children 

shivering with only newspaper covering them. So he sprinted home and got his 

silk comforter that he had gotten for his birthday and wrapped it around the 

children. Then only the faintest smile came onto his face, knowing that the two 

kids would have a warm sleep. He figured out that kindness was the key to 

happiness. So he spent all night looking for people in need.  

First, he found a man in rags, to which he gave him his brand new gold-

trimmed petticoat. Then he found a little girl who had been running around 

barefoot with blisters all over her feet. So he gave her his new fleece slippers. 

By the time the whole town was happy he had nothing left, and as the toy 

maker said he was happier then he had ever been before. When the toy maker 

heard this he went to the boy and said, “You now have nothing in your 

possession and you are finally happy. So now I give you my toy.”  

What Charlie gave the boy was a large gold ring, and in the ring there 

were the words, “An act of goodness is of itself an act of happiness. No reward 

coming after the event can compare with the sweet reward that went with it, “ 

by Count Maurice Maeterlinck. He explained to the boy that this was actually 

not a real toy, but he thought by giving this to the world it would remind 

everyone that goodness is the way to happiness. He also said that goodness is 

like a ring, you do something good for one person, and they will feel so happy
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 that they will do good for another person and it just keeps going on and 

on, like a ring. He said he called it the Ring of Goodness. 
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THE MISTAKE  
 

By Tyler Nichols 
 

         
 

“Sometimes your joy is the source of your smile, but sometimes your smile 
can be the source of your joy.” 

 
Once upon a time a little girl Snow was going to her new school and she 

didn’t know where it was.  So she asked a guy and said, “Excuse me sir, do you 

know where the school is?”  

“Yes, you can take the path beyond the church or the shortcut beyond 

the trees”  

“Thanks, kind sir.”  With a smile on her face, and like anyone, she took 

the shortcut.  She ran and ran and ran until she saw the school.  As soon as she 

got in she noticed nobody was there?   

“Hello?”  She got interrupted as someone came her way. “Hello, little 

girl,” the woman said with a smile.  

“Can I help you?” 

“I am looking for a school.  Do you know where one is?” 

“Yes, you’re at it,” the woman said.  

“Oh, and by the way, my name is Scarlet and the school is this way.”  
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After five minutes of walking she saw an elevator and went in it. They 

went up two floors and got out.  They turned left, right, left, right, and left. 

And when they got there she saw a huge room with students.  

“Wow this is amazing,” I said with a huge smile looking around.  “Come 

on, your dorm is this way.”   

As soon as we got in I thought that there was going to be kids in there 

but it was all for me! And there was a bathroom in there too. And you get free 

lunch too if you sign this contract. So, of course I signed the contract and as 

soon as I signed the contract she said, “Oh, and one more thing, you can never 

leave until the year has ended.”   

“Well, that’s ok.”  So I went down to the lunchroom and as soon as I 

went down there I heard a woman say, “Ok kids, time for detention. And as 

you know the person that has the least grade goes to the windmill and never 

comes back.”   

I stopped in my tracks as soon as I heard that. And I wanted to save all 

those people. So I sat down for lunch next to this boy and he said, “Hello, My 

name is Tyson.”   

“Hello, my name is Snow.  And I stopped because they were announcing 

the person that gets detention.  Tyson.  That is my only friend and he got 

detention.  Now I have to save those people.   So that night I dreamed that I 

was stuck in the well and everybody else was.  Then I woke up and I knew one 

day I was going to try to save those people!  The next day we had grave 

stealing.  Then I saw all my classes were weird like the robot class and 

rehabilitation class. And I knew I went to the wrong school! But I remembered 

that I could never leave.  So I had to think of a plan to get past the whole year 

without getting detention.  So I thought and finally I got an idea. So for about a 

week I had to be sick or play sick. And during that time I had to study all night
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 and day and the last day I had to sleep all day long. So I studied and 

studied until I finished all the books and then I went back and surprisingly it 

worked and then I knew I was going to save all those people!! 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A GREAT FRIEND  
 

By Ricky Zaldivar 
 

         
 

“A friend is someone who sees through you and still enjoys the view.” 
 
There was a kid called Bill who was not doing well in school. And he got 

in fights a lot with other kids every day. He didn’t want to be in fights but the 

other kids did want to fight him and bully him.  

Bill had to move from Seattle to San Francisco. Bill said bye to all of the 

people who lived on the street. His parents said it’s a beautiful place with a big 

beach.  

When they got there it was a small street and there was one other kid on 

the whole street. And he was too shy to ask if he wanted to play. When it was 

Monday he went to school and saw that same kid. So he went to his house after 

school and then he decided to not ask if he wanted to play and went home, 

bored and mad at himself for not asking. 

At school Bill did get bullied and Bill got mad but he didn’t fight them.  

Then the kid that lived in his street said to them to leave Bill alone. And so Bill 

thanked him and found out his name was Jason.  He and Bill started to hang 

out. Bill finally went to Jason’s house and they became friends. They played 
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soccer, basketball, and video games.  They became friends ever since and Bill 

never got bullied any more.  Bill became a straight-A student. 

Bill had no summer school. So instead they played at the water slides and 

Bill was finally happy and had a friend too.  

Bill had never been so happy in his life because he became best friends 

with Jason. So they were in the same soccer team and the same basketball team 

and same class. 

Even after being kids and teenagers, and even adults, Bill and Jason were 

always best friends. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE GREAT ESCAPE 
 

By Daisy Acosta 
 

         
 

“Don’t let what you cannot do interfere with what you can do” 
 
 It’s midnight and I escaped from my home to go to a party because my 

parents did not let me go.  I just did not want to be a loser at my school.  I 

want to be a cool, hot girl in college.  Then the party ended so I walked home.  

I got to the porch, got my key, and turned the key to open the door.  But then I 

saw a shadow at my door and I freaked out.  I opened the door and something 

popped out of nowhere and grabbed me.  I screamed as hard as I could.  But it 

was too late.  They threw me in the trunk, tied me up, and locked the trunk.  It 

was really dark.  I tried to untie myself but the rope was tied up too tight. They 

turned on the car and started to drive.  Then it took so long.  But as soon as I 

thought that the car stopped and we were in this weird place.  It creeped me 

out.   

The robbers told me to get into this little room.  They untied me and 

they told me to not make any sounds or they would kill me.  I got scared so I 

kept my mouth shut and I did not make any sounds.  I looked around and I 

saw a window.  I kept looking at it and walked slowly towards it step by step.  
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Crrrreeeak!!!!  Uh oh.  I hurried to the bed.  The robbers came in and said, 

“What was that sound?”   

“I don’t know.”   

“Ok,” the robbers said.   

“Don’t make any sound.”   

“Ok,” Lore said.   

I tried to open the window but it was stuck I looked at the window and 

there were nails.  They were rusty nails it was gross.  So I was stuck there all 

bored and I was tired of being there.  I was crying because I missed my family 

but I had to suffer the consequences.  I had to be strong because all this was 

my fault.  Ring,ring,ring.  “Hello,” the dad said.   

“We have your daughter.  What we want is $5,000,000 dollars.”  “What!?  

I don’t have that much money.”   

“Well, get that much money or your daughter dies.  Get the money by 

Friday.”   

“Ok.”   

“But you need to be careful.  Don’t call the cops or your daughter dies.”   

”Ok.”   

“Don’t forget.”   

“Don’t worry.  I won’t forget.”   

“Ok.”  

It’s Thursday.  I went to the bank.  I only have $4,000,000.  I need 

$1,000,000 more. I need to ask my best friends to loan me some money.  I have 

$4,999,900.  That means I need $100.  I called more of my best friends.  They 

said they did not have any and they wished me good luck finding $100 dollars.  

I checked my wallet. Yes! I have $100.  Yes!  I have enough to save my little 

baby.
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It’s 12:00 on Friday.  I have been waiting.  It’s four o’clock.  I can go 

without thinking what’s going to happen today.  It’s six.  I have not gotten any 

sleep and I am so tired.  I slept for a little while then woke up . My phone 

started to ring.  Ring, ring.   

“Hello, it’s time.”   

“Ok, I will be right there.”   

“Hurry or she dies.  You have six minutes.”   

“Ok, I’ll be there.”   

I got there.  I got out and shut the door .  Lore says, “Daddy, you got 

the stuff.”   

“Yep.”   

“Put it down.”   

“Give me my daughter and I will set it down.”   

“Here is your daughter.”   

“Ok.”   

“Here she is.”   

“Get in the car!”  “Ok, Daddy.”   

“Here is the money or what you call the stuff.“  

I got in the car started it and went as fast as I could.  The police caught 

me said, “This is your warning.  Go slow or you will get a ticket.”   

“Ok.”   

“Dad?”   

“Yes, Honey.”    

“I love you.”   

“Me too.  But don’t ever, I mean ever, do this again.  You don’t know 

how much you cost me.”  
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“Yes Daddy.”   

“Let’s see.  How much did you cost me?”   

“$4,000.”   

“No, for what you did you cost me $5,000,000 dollars.  So now I have to 

pay my friends for how much money they loaned me.  So start saving your 

money because you have to help me pay my friends and say thank you because 

without their help you would be dead.”  

“Dead?  Why?”   

“Because the robbers wanted money.”    

“But why?  Should I not pay the consequences?”  

“Well, because I love you and no matter what you do you will always be 

my little baby.”   

“Ahhhh, Daddy.  I’m not little but I will always be your daughter.”  

“Ok, I love you.”   

And all the family got together and Mom never new what had happened.  

It was better that way because her blood pressure is too high and she could die.  

So we all enjoyed dinner and I forgot of the past and we all had a good time.  

We never have been this happy.  All that has happened has brought the whole 

family together for a long time and my dad spends more time with me.  But it 

got so old, you know.  I need my space too, but I don’t want to disappoint my 

dad.  We went camping and had lots of fun together and to wrap the story up 

we all lived happily ever after. 
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SPEED RACER 
 

By Bud Sloan 
 

         
 

“Win or lose the race.” 
 

Speed Racer was at the garage fixing up the Mach 5 so he can race.  A 

couple of days later Speed was talking to his crew chief and Speed said, “I 

should get prepared for the race.”  Speed got in his car and drove it to the 

starting line and so did all of the other cars.  Then the gun fired and they flew 

off like bullets!  They were going fast, real fast.  So fast that you could hardly 

see them.  Speed Racer’s engine was roaring like a lion as he flew down the 

track.  As they were going down the track cars hit their boosts and went flying 

past Speed.  Then Speed was surprised how fast they could go but he knew he 

could go faster.  Speed was catching up.  Speed Racer passed five cars before 

he passed another a car hit him sending him into the wall.  And Speed got it 

under control.  Speed jacked over the railing before another car hit him and 

went to a lower road ten feet down below the road he was driving on before.  

It was going up to the road he was driving on.  Speed thought the road was 

going to go straight but he was wrong, he had to think fast.  He hit boost and 

he went flying up onto the road and a car stopped and wondered what went 
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flying in front of them. 

Speed wanted revenge so he slammed on the brakes and hit the jacks 

which sent him flying into a back flip over the other cars and then he landed 

perfectly.  Speed slammed on the gas, accelerating so fast.  He hit the brakes 

before he hit the other car.  He hit the other car with the blades that came out 

the front by hitting a button on the steering wheel.  As they were going a 

couple hundred miles per hour they rolled around a corner.  Speed hit the jacks 

and went on two wheels on the left side with a car going past him underneath 

Speed’s car.  Then Speed thought fast.  He hit jacks on the other side of the car 

and then landed on the other car and slammed on boost.  That car went 

spinning, hitting other cars.  As Speed was in first but then X came up, flying 

fast.  He went flying right over Speed.  When X’s car was right over Speed’s car 

at the hood Speed hit jacks and made X go flying into a front flip.    Then X 

landed on his front two wheels and X hits jacks gently and then X landed but 

swerved into the railing.  As they were going around a corner X hit the railing a 

little too hard and broke through.  Speed shot a grappling hook in X’s car and 

X amazingly was racing on the side of the mountain with the grappling hook 

connected to his car and destroying all of the railing.  It was very dangerous for 

Speed to drive but he made it, amazingly. 

 Speed connected to X’s radio and told him to hit boost and turn left as 

sharp as he could.  And X didn’t think it would work but he had to try.  X did 

what Speed told him to do and it worked.  As X turned as sharp as he could 

and hit boost Speed let go of the grappling hook and it flew back into Speed’s 

car.  X came flying in front of Speed but Speed hit boost going around a corner 

and he knew he shouldn’t.  But he had to try to get ahead of X.  Going into a 

straight road into the mountain there looked like there was another road going 

into the mountain but it was a holograph to screw cars up.  Speed knew it was a 
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holograph and thought quick.  Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t.  But Speed drove 

straight into the mountain, going straight.  In the mountain he heard crashing 

into the side of the mountain, closing up with rocks and a loud rumble but 

leaving a big enough hole for a car to go through.  So Speed hit boost and then 

X hit boost and X hit jacks at the same time and went flying through the hole 

before Speed.  And then Speed hit jacks and they both went flying through the 

hole but amazingly Speed went flying right over X passing the finish line before 

X could even land.  Speed wins the race amazingly. 

 Speed drives his car to the garage so he can fix it up because there are 

lots of scratches and dents in the car.  He changes his tires, got a new 

transmission, and also got brand new nitrous that nobody knew about.  Speed 

finally reached retirement for the Mach 5… 

 Sparky, the mechanic, got brand new parts from winning the race and 

$10,000 blingage, just kidding.  Then Sparky bought even more parts and better 

gadgets for Speed Racer.  Then Sparky, the mechanic, rebuilt Speed into a new 

car… 

 The new car for Speed Racer…is…the Mach 6!  Speed Racer is the 

happiest kid alive because he’s got the best car ever in the history of cars.  And 

Speed was very happy and so were his parents and they were lucky to have a 

kid that can drive that great. 
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SEVEN AND DYING 
 

By Faviola Padilla 
 

         
 

“Don’t drag yesterday into today.  Give yourselves and others a break and 
start a brand new day.” 

 
Can you believe how any people could get cancer just like that? Well I 

can because when I was nine years old my little brother that was four and right 

now is seven years old he got cancer. We found out because when we were 

changing him, well actually my older sister was changing my little brother, my 

sister found a little ball under his armpit.  We asked my little brother Oscar if  it 

hurt him and he answered, “Yes.”  So then the next morning when the sun 

came out my mom went walking to the clinic to take my little brother to get a 

check up under his armpit. But yet the doctor couldn’t find out what my little 

brother had so we had to go from appointment to appointment.  Then the next 

day my dad went to go check the mail and in the mail there was a big yellow 

envelope and it was for my little brother.  It said that we had to go to Seattle as 

soon as possible because my little brother had cancer.  We didn’t know yet 

what kind of cancer it was.  

So then my mom’s friend took us so we could take my little brother but 
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at that point my mom didn’t know what to do so she started crying.  All I could 

see is tears rolling down my mom’s cheeks.  My little brother asked my mom, 

“What’s wrong?  “Why are you crying?”  But my mom didn’t want to tell my 

little brother what was going on so she just told him that nothing was wrong. 

But yet my mom had to lie to him and tell him that he was going to this other 

place. But then my little brother seemed to be very happy.  So when we got to 

the hospital my little brother saw it was not the place that we were supposed to 

go. 

So then mom said, “I know.”  So my little brother said, “Then why did 

you tell me that?”  But that is not all.  Also a lot of  people told me that they 

thought that he was going to die but at that point I just tried to ignore them.  

There was always this little place that I would go to and cry there if  I needed it 

to. But sometimes they would say if  he didn’t die soon that he would not live 

for long.  But you know those people who told me that were not my true 

friends if  they were telling me that. So anyways, back to the story.  Well my 

little brother stayed four months in the hospital with my mom so they could 

get his treatment and so that they could see what was wrong with him.  

But next year when he was five my mom told him that he had cancer but 

my brother didn’t know what it was so he asked what that was.  My mom said 

that he would find out sooner or later.  Right now my little brother Oscar is 

seven years old and he still has cancer but to me he looks like a normal little 

kid, just like any other ordinary kid.  Right now he’s going to school and he just 

looks like any other kid that you know. So that is my story of  my little brother 

of  when he got cancer and how right now he’s getting better.  His cancer may 

take off  when he is eight on October of  2008 That’s the end of  my story of 

how and when my little brother got cancer. 
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THE FAT FALCON  
 

By Nahum Gonzalez 
 

         
 

“Kindness is in our power, even when fondness is not.” 
 

There once was a fat falcon. He was so fat that he couldn’t fly or do any 

thing else. One day Falcon gave good advice to Mouse. Mouse told everyone 

and they went to Falcon for advice.  He told every one the same things, to get 

out, go away and leave me alone.  Falcon was always mad and stubborn 

because he was very fat.  All Falcon would do is have revenge on the animals 

that would make fun of  him for being fat. He would give the animas bad 

advice, which made them go to jail most of  the time or get hurt. No one 

trusted him any more.  

He would pick on his younger brother Slim Falcon. Slim Falcon was 

richer and had power in the city and was thin. He told Fat Falcon doing. So he 

had to send him to jail. Three years have gone by and Falcon was still in jail. 

There he finally realized that what he was doing was wrong. It took Falcon 

about his whole life to find out what he was doing was wrong. So he helped out 

the other prisoners.  Falcon still wasn't happy because he remembered what 

bad things he has done. Falcon went home from jail and tried to forget 
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everything.   

One day Falcon was looking at the mail that they sent him while he was 

in jail. One piece of  mail was from Mouse and it talked about how Mouse was 

because every one had left him and he had no one to be with.  So Falcon did 

whatever he could do to find Mouse. One day he found Mouse in an alley.  

Falcon took Mouse home and helped him.  For the first time in a long time 

Falcon felt happy. When Mouse got better, Falcon went out looking for people 

he had turned his back on and he help every single one. 

Many months passed and Falcon was still fat but no one called him that 

any more. Animals now called him the Giver and more.  He was loved more 

than kings and queens.  He finally realized that kindness is in our power even 

when fondness is not.  When Falcon was mean to every one no one had 

respect for him, he didn't respect anyone.  So now when he's walking in the 

street everyone respects him, even the rich animals and the royal families. They 

go to him for advice and every thing always ends good. 
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FAMILY TREE  
 

By Mary Rowles 
 

         
 

“Out with the bad and hang on to the good”  
 

 The court knew him by name. “Cameron Benjamin Brenslin,” the judge 

called.  “Come to the stand.” Cameron stood up and walked up to the stand. 

He looked back, his mother’s head was buried in her hands, ashamed. Cameron 

placed his hand on the Holy Bible.  The bailiff  asked, “Do you solemnly swear 

to tell the truth and nothing but the truth?”   The boy quietly said yes but his 

fingers were crossed. 

 Two days later Cameron was in juvy for the 9th time and his mom was 

back to her regular OD-ing. Weeks passed by and eventually it was his turn for 

the phone. Cameron dialed his uncle’s number.   

“Danny?...Uh hey, it’s Cam..... I’m good except for, well I’m in juvy…..I know,  

I know. Come bail me out…Oh, please….You’re a lifesaver. Bye.” 

The phone was passed to another person while the guard led Cameron 

back into his cell. 

Danny didn’t come until late at night. Cam heard the heavy footsteps of 

the night guard. “You’re a lucky boy. Get outta here.” A deep voice boomed. 
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Cam hid his grin and sprinted out of  the cell, into the long hallway, down to the 

exit until he found his uncle filling out paperwork. Cameron came up behind 

Danny, making him jump. Cam stifled a laugh but soon his face grew serious 

when Danny said, “We need to talk.” 

 They hopped in Danny’s beat-up truck. Danny sighed, there was an 

awkward silence in the car for the first 15 minutes. Cam hadn’t noticed this 

before but his uncle’s cheeks were tear-streaked.  

“You ‘kay?” Cameron asked.  

“No.” Danny’s voice was warbled and tense. “Cam, you’re an orphan, 

I’m now your legal guardian. I barely have enough money to care for myself! 

Not to mention Samantha kicked me out!”  

Cameron was surprised and overwhelmed. All he could mutter was a 

quick “Oh..” then the silence engulfed them again. 

 Danny lived in a dirty, cramped apartment. The two walked groggily for 

it was very late at night (more like early morning!) Danny handed Cam a 

blanket. “You got the floor for now.” He nodded and fell asleep as soon as he 

shut his eyes. Danny turned around smiled at the sleeping boy and then walked 

out of  the room. 

 Walking into the kitchen, the new daddy-o made a pot of  coffee then sat 

down to think. He thought long and hard, about many things like his sister 

Samantha, money, education and of course Cameron. 

 In the morning, they sat down at the counter, Danny poured them 

orange juice and made them toast. “Something has got to change, Cam.” 

Cameron sat up straighter. “I have decided to enroll you in some community 

work,” Danny said. “it might be good for you and the Court requested me to.” 

Cameron was silent until his uncle spoke up again. “Get your clothes on, you 

start today.” 
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 After Cam pulled on some sweats and a clean tee. Danny drove him to 

the retirement home. Cam muttered something about smelly old people. The 

two walked inside the building and Danny asked to speak to some kid named 

Rheid. He explained that Rheid would be somebody to supervise him. They 

said a quick goodbye when Rheid came down.  

 “Hey, you must be Cameron, I’m Rheid.” Cam said hello and asked what 

they would be doing here.  Rheid explained that they would talk to the people 

here, help out with activities and help then around. Cameron nodded, and 

headed down the hallway that smelt like baby powder and Febreeze. Rheid 

pointed to a door labeled ‘Mr. Paige’. He said, “This is Kale Paige’s room. Your 

job for today is just to talk to him. Call him Mr. Paige unless he allows you to 

call him anything else. If  you need me I will be right down the hall.” 

 Cameron pushed open the door to find a cozy little room with an older 

guy sitting in a chair by the window, typing away on his little Apple laptop.  Mr. 

Paige looked up when the door behind Cameron closed. A wrinkly smile 

formed on his face, “You must be Cameron Brenslin, take a seat.” He gestured 

to another chair by the large window, framed by sandy colored curtains. The 

boy stepped over and sat down.  

“And you must be Kale Paige.”  

“Shouldn’t you be in school right now?”  

“Suspended.”  

“Wha’d you do?”  

“Don’t want to talk about it.”  

“That’s fine. I got in trouble a lot when I was a kid, too.”  

“Oh.”  

“You don’t talk much, do you kid?”  

“Sometimes.”  
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Mr. Paige sighed and grinned. He opened up his laptop and started 

typing again. “What are you working on?” Cam asked.  

Mr. Paige turned the laptop to show the boy. “A family tree,” he said.  

“Rheid wanted me to do something with my spare time. You have met him, 

right?” Cameron nodded. “Mhmm. That’s cool I guess. My mom’s maiden 

name is Paige.” Mr. Paige looked up.  

“What’s her name?”  

“Katherine”  

“Ahh. Who would have guessed.” Mr. Paige had a far-away gaze in his 

eyes, like his was thinking of  something.  

“What?” Cameron asked.  

“Nothing.” Mr. Paige smiled, for he knew a secret.  

 That was how Cam ended the day, with an old guy smiling and staring 

into space. He came back the next day and greeted the people at the counter. 

Once again he walked into Mr. Paige’s room and once again he was working on 

his family tree. “Do you want to help me with this?” His voice was shaky but 

friendly and quiet, just how you would expect a grandpa’s voice to be. Cameron 

accepted and sat down next to him.  

So that’s what they did for a week or two. They learned about almost 

everybody in Mr. Paige’s family. They found out their careers, hobbies and 

pretty all there is to learn about people! Many times just the two of  them would 

talk about their new “friends.” They would imagine what it was like in their 

time. There was always something to talk about and Cameron was really 

becoming a better kid.  He stayed focused on his schoolwork (he was off  

suspension) and basically stood out of  trouble. 

 Then one day Cam noticed something. Mr. Paige had only put his 

ancestors in his family tree, not his kids or grandkids. So Cameron asked Mr. 
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Paige if  he ever had kids. His answer was yes, two and one grandson that was 

Cameron’s age.  

“What are their name’s?”  

“I’ll tell you tomorrow, kay?”  

 Soon after that Cameron went home. When he arrived Danny said they 

were both invited to a family reunion.  

“Who invited us?”  

”Well your grandfather, Kale Paige. You have never met him.”  

Cameron’s jaw dropped, in only a matter of day’s a boy who had never 

known anybody he was related to had met, maybe not in person, everybody in 

his family tree. 



 THE FIVE VAMPIRES 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE FIVE VAMPI RES 
 

By Jesus Leal-Garcia 
 

         
 

“Life is either a daring adventure or nothing.” 
 

Well, it all started when I told my brother Bruno that I needed him to 

cover me while I get out of  the house.  But eventually he told my Mom.  

“Where do you think you are going, young man?”   

“Mom?  Hello?  Ok.  I will tell you.  I need to go over Ricky’s house to 

talk to him about a secret I will be back before dinner.  My mom said, “What 

time is it Jesus?”   

“56 until 7.”   

“You got 56 minutes. Ok?”  

“Guys my Mom let me go over Ricky’s,” I said into the walky-talky. 

“Copy that,” said Bruce.  “I will be there in a couple of  minutes.”  

Everyone said the same thing. It was me, Jose, Ernesto and Ricky.  When I got 

there we started to talk about what we should do about why all of  our parents 

are all ways leaving to a place they won’t tell us about.  Why are our parents 

going to places in the middle of  something important.  We’ve got to find out 

what is wrong with them.   
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“I agree,” said Jose.  “Somebody is controlling them.  Next time we 

follow them.  Ok, here’s the plan.  We just leave the walky-talky, Ok?”   

“Ok.   

“Ok so next time they leave you know what to do.”   

 The next morning I told my mom that I was going to the town’s gym 

after breakfast.  She said, “Yes,” like always. Then I met Ernesto shooting   

hoops and we played Around the World.  I always win and he always loses. 

“So your parents left last night”  

“No, my just went to sleep.”  

“I did the same thing but the one that is controlling them, I think, is on 

to us.  We should just act normal.   

“Yes, then when he is distracted we will get him.”   

“We might need help because we are not strong enough."   

"But who will believe in us?" 

"Only the scary Mr. Crepsly.  He can save our parents from anybody."  

"But he does not do it for free.  He wants something back. 

"But first we need to find him.  What do you think he will want?" 

"Maybe money."   

"Yes, he will, I think."   

"How much money do you have?"  

"I have 46 dollars."  

"I got 58 dollars."  

"And I got 99 dollars."  

"Then that lives me.  I have about 195 dollars.  What I been saving the 

last 2 years. I hear that he travels around the world.  This is the day he arrives.  

Tonight he will stop at the old abandoned house."  

"Do we have to go in there and get him?"  
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"Yes we do or our parents will be slaves for the rest of  their lives."  

"So let's go and get this over with."  

"But what happens if  he says "no"?   

"Then we show him the money."  

"Ok."  

"He will have to say "yes" from all the money.  He will be impressed 

about all the money. Then we can save our parents from the person that is 

doing this to our parents." 

When we got their we looked for Mr. Crepsly and we finally found him.  

He was in one of  the bedrooms sleeping on the bed.  

"Should we wake him up?"  

"Yes.  Ahhhhhhhhhh! He's awake!"  

We ran to all of  the places in the house. Then when we got tired and we 

stopped for a rest. 

"I think we lost him."  

"Guess again," said Mr. Crepsly.  

We tried to run but he grabbed us by the shirt and said, "What do you 

want?"  

I told him, "We need your help."  

"Why should I help you?"  

"We will pay you." 

"How much?"  

"$398 dollars." 

"I don't want money."  

"Then what do you want?"  

"I don't know, but I will save your parents and then you will give me 

what I want."  
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"Ok," we said.  

"Lets go save them then."  

"In a couple of  minutes.  I need to get ready."  

When we started to go Mr. Crepsly told us that he was a vampire.  We 

didn’t know that he was one. I asked him, "Why are you telling us this?" He 

said that he would tell us in the future. Then out of  nowhere we heard a 

scream.  We went after the scream and found it was a little girl.  She lost her 

dog but something was wrong.   

"Run!" I said, "The little girl is a werewolf.  Her father was after us. We 

need to lose him." 

"I got an idea," said Ricky.  "We need a distraction.  Which one of  us is 

cleaner?"  

"Why?" 

"The distraction has to be cleaner because he will go after the cleanest 

meat."  

"I'm on that," said Jesus.  "He went to the right.  Let's go to the left then 

we'll get him from the back."  

"Copy that.  Ahhhhhhhhhh.  We got him! Jesus knock him with a 

punch."  

"Ernesto, are you ok?"  

"Yes.  It's just a scratch.  Lets go before Mr. Hairy wakes up."  

"Copy that.  Let's move people."  

"Ok, Daddy," said the little wolf  girl. 

"Now where do we go?"  

"West. Then we will save your parents and then you will pay me back for 

what I am doing."  

"Copy that," said Jesus.  "Let's hurry."  We went faster and faster and  
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before we knew it we were there.   

"We've got to go in there."   

"We saved them!"  

"This is to easy.  Let's go before the boss finds out."  

After that we left and lived alright until Mr. Crepsley came back.  Then 

he said what he wanted us to pay.  He wanted us as his vampire's assistants.  So 

we ran away to the night never to return. 
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LIFE IS NOTHING  
 

By Ernesto Torres 
 

         
 

“When someone dies is not your life but a friends. Your life keeps on going 
and you too so don’t waste it just live it.” 

 
I was on the bus going to my house when it all started. It was the end of 

the weekend "Friday," I thought.  It was the happiest day of  my life. When I 

was at home I saw my parents face.  It looked like their minds were in another 

place, like out of  this world.  When I looked into my parents eyes I still didn’t 

understand.  My brother and sister looked confused too. 

      When my sister came home from work she didn’t understand either. When 

my dad finally talked he said, “Vamos a ir a una casa a comer con Maria” (Let's 

go to a house to eat with Maria."  When we got to the house we ate a lot and 

played games 

     When we were going home a small chill went down my body.  When we 

passed homes I felt something was going to happen but I didn’t know what. 

When we finally got home my dad and mom sat next to each other whispering 

but I didn’t pay much attention at first.  When some friends from church came 

they talking and then worst part came.  Someone had died. 
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    All of  a sudden I remembered something my mom and dad were whispering 

about and also about the cold chill that went down my body.  I always knew 

something was going to happen.  Then all of a sudden something started that I 

never suspected.  I cried like I've never cried in my life.  It felt like the inside of 

me was burning. I was dying on the inside and it felt that I couldn’t move, that 

I was all alone in this world trapped forever. 

 When I went to his funeral it felt like I was all alone in that room with 

him.  When I got close to him I saw him in that coffin unable to move or do 

anything. Then I thought to myself, "It's just a dream, only a dream." But it 

wasn’t that way.  This is the real world and I can’t do anything about it.  This is 

the way it has to be. 

 Then I just thought to myself, "Am I going to see and cry for eternity 

and do nothing?  I have a life to live and that’s what I’m going to do. I'm going 

to look at the bright side. I have someone looking and guarding me up from 

above." 

Inspired by a true story 
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FORGIVE MISTAKES  
 

Fabian Zuniga 
 

         
 

“Forgiveness is the key to friendship.” 

Three days more till Halloween and I was not hanging out with popular 

kids from school. 

 It was Friday, two more days till Halloween. On Saturday I was at the 

school soccer field. The popular kids and I were playing soccer. My best friends 

were coming. One kid said, “If  they come over here I will punch one of  them 

in the face.”  

 I said “Don’t do that." I told him, "We should play them in a game of 

soccer to see which team is better."  

 He said “Ok."  

 We played them a soccer game and we beat them. When they were 

leaving one kid said, “Where do think you're going without paying me.” They 

didn’t say anything and ran. 

 The next day Roy and Alexis came up to me and said, “Please play 

soccer with us.” Then the cool kids came and said to me, “Are they bothering 

you?”  
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 I said, “No, they're not."  Then I left with the cool kids to eat lunch. In 

class one of  my best friends had to be my partner for Math. I said, “That’s Ok 

with me.”  One of  the cool kids came and said, “You can’t hang out with him 

never, ever in your life.”  

 The next day I didn’t go to school because I couldn’t handle them telling 

me what to do. In the afternoon, one of  the cool kids came to my house and 

said, “Dude, let’s go to the movies.”  

 I said, “That was Ok.” Then I asked him if  one of  my old friends could 

come with us.  He said, “No.” Then he left alone to the movies. 

 On Halloween I was trick or treating with the cool kids. I felt cool but 

bad in a way because I left my best friends. One of  the cool kids told me, 

“Dude, you so don’t know how to roll with us.  If  you look over there one 

more time we will leave you here alone." 

 I looked over to them one more time to get them mad. The cool kid 

said, “Ok, that’s your last warning."  They started to run through this empty 

house.  I tripped and lost them.  I was alone in a dark house.  Then I screamed, 

"HELP!!"  

 I stood standing in a little corner.  I waited patiently for someone to 

come. I waited and waited. Then suddenly I heard footsteps entering the house. 

I couldn’t believe it, it was my friends Roy, Alexis, Ernesto, and Bryan. 

 I looked at them and said, “You came back for me.” You guys are my 

true friends. Then they waited for me to say "sorry". Then I said it right to their 

faces.  “I’m so sorry for not hanging out with you guys.”  One of  my friends, 

Alexis said “Dude, we're friends.”  Then we went trick-or-treating together.  

When I got home I told my mom, “I learned to forgive mistakes.” 
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THE ACCIDENT  
 

By Chris Jackson 
 

         
 

“Life is an adventure.” 
 
 It was the day before sledding. I was so excited I could barely sleep. It 

was 7:53pm.  "It's almost time for bed," I said to myself. I awoke the next 

morning at 8:30. I looked outside and it looked like a completely blank piece of 

white paper. It was snowing so bad it looked like Antarctica! I made myself  

breakfast and then woke my family up. 

 “Just after twelve o’clock” I said.  We all scrambled into the car and left. 

It took nearly an hour to get to Jo-watt. When we finally arrived I blasted out 

of  the car. Then grabbed a sled and ran all the way up the extremely steep hill. 

 The first run down was scary, but the more times I went down the easier 

it got to slide down. I took a break for about a half  hour. Then my parents said 

we have to leave in about 10 minutes. So I took another run down and half  way 

down I saw a jump. I tried to dodge it but when I did it was too late. The 

second I hit it, the weight of  my body pushed me downward from the gravity 

and I was thrown away from my inner tube.  Then I slammed to the ground, 

which shot a bolt of  pain through my back. I bounced up and slammed the 
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ground again. I sat up but another bolt of  pain ran up through my spine again.  

 As I waited for it to pass I realized I couldn’t breath, I was chocking! 

Forcing myself  up through all of  the pain I wobbled down the hill clawing at 

my throat trying to at least get a gallon of  air in my lungs. All of  a sudden I 

collapsed to the ground unconscious. A few seconds later I woke up! 

 As I sat up once again I checked to make sure I was all right. We walked 

to the car. I had trouble getting into the car so they helped me up. We rushed 

to the hospital.  Once we arrived they brought me a wheel chair and pushed me 

to the emergency room. They helped me onto the bed and we waited for about 

ten minutes. Then the doctor came in and took me to the CAT scan room.  

 There I waited patiently until they were done. They took me back to my 

room. We had to wait again until a new doctor came in and told my dad I had a 

minor concussion and that I had almost fractured my spine. So because of  the 

concussion I couldn’t eat for six hours, for some reason. Since everyone in my 

family had gone home me and my dad went home where there was dinner 

ready. Since I couldn’t eat all I had was a milkshake and my own large 

McDonald's french fry. I could not believe it, being in an accident or just being 

injured got you loads of  attention. Other than waking up in the morning stiff  

and very sore I was finally finding goodness. 
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GOODNESS 
 

By Ahsten Martin 
 

         
 

“Life is too short.  Don’t sweat the small things.” 
 

One day Mom and Dad came home.  “What took you so long?  Jeez!”  

“Um, Honey, we have some very bad news.  Your brother is dead.”  

Noooo!  How can this happen to us. No not my brother he can’t be gone! 

 The next day was the funeral.  The preacher was saying my brother’s 

eulogy.  Then everyone started crying and the preacher said to me, “Ahsten, 

I’m sorry for your loss.”  I thought in my head he shouldn’t have died. It’s all 

my fault.  I should’ve told Mom James was going to that party that Mom said 

not to go to because he was grounded. If I would have been a tattle tale for 

once I could’ve saved a life. 

 The following week my family and I went to the crematory.  I was 

looking over my brother in the coffin.  “I’m sorry.  This is not your fault, 

Brother. This is all my fault.  You know I should’ve told Mom you were going 

to that party. 

 “You were always my Iiol and mentor.  Sorry, Brother, you were a good 

man and now you’re gone.”  I stood there looking at my best friend and 
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brother that I would never see again. From that moment on I knew my life was 

nothing without my brother always at my side.  

I stood there looking at his motionless body.  I stood there thinking 

what my brother had ever done to anyone?  I sat there and tried to think, then I 

remembered he had never done anything to anyone. 

 All of a sudden the coffin moved! The lid opened! Out popped my 

brother!  “Brother, you were pronounced dead!  How…how…did you do 

that?”  

“I don’t know.  I think I was hit and drugged on purpose,” my brother 

said.  When the airbag deployed I blacked out for a long time.  It felt like then I 

woke up in this coffin just now.” 

 My brother and I walked home and called Mom and Dad.  Oh my God, 

James, you are alive!  Awhile later Mom and Dad arrived in our family vehicle 

and made dinner.   

“James you better not pull another stunt like that again!”  

Everyone went silent. Then we all laughing and we went back to our 

normal lives.  James had a lot of explaining to do to everyone, so we better let 

him get back to it! 
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MAX THE DONUT DETECTIVE  
 

By: Chase Pitt 
 

         
 

“When life gives you tomatoes you make V8.” 
 

It all started with a suspect.  One brisk morning on May 3rd there was a 

411 in progress at the Krispy Kreme on Mission Street.  AKA a robbery in 

progress! So the store manager called 911 regarding the robbery! The 

dispatcher called out four police officers and one detective called Max, the 

doughnut detective. 

When they arrived the suspect was gone and had stolen 150 doughnuts. 

He held the employees at gunpoint until he got all the doughnuts he wanted. So 

the police closed the store until Max found out who stole the doughnuts. 

That’s when Max started the investigation! 

 

Two Hours Later 

 

The only clues Max found were DNA samples on the glass door and 

doughnut crumbs leading to the door. So he took the DNA samples and 

followed the doughnut trail.  He took a piece of doughnut from the trail. He 
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found DNA on the doughnut crumbs as well.  Back with doughnut trail, he 

kept on following it. After about 30 feet the trail stopped! 

 

One Hour Later  

 

Max asked the store manager, “Can I have your surveillance video from 

this morning?”  The store manager said, “Here you go,” with a frightened look 

on his face! 

So Max drove back to his office at the police department to watch the video, 

study the DNA samples, and to study the doughnut crumbs as well. And that’s 

when he came up with his suspect.  He drove back to Krispy Kreme, the one 

off of Mission Street. Max brought back up officers for assistances to make his 

bust! 

Right when Max got there he pulled out his sidearm pistol, same as the 

other police officers. He walked in to the store with the other police officers 

and that’s when Max arrested the store manager.  His back up officers covered 

him while Max slapped the cuffs on the manager’s wrist. The store manager 

was charged with robbery. The police officers found the gun that was used in 

the robbery it turned out to be a BB gun that wasn’t even loaded! They also 

found all 150 doughnuts in the store manager’s car. 
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I AM LEGEND  
 

Alexis Santillan 
 

         
 

“Dream as if you’ll live forever.  Live as if you’ll die today”. 
 

One evening while getting off the school bus I noticed that all the streets 

were clear, as if everyone was sleeping or everyone had gone away.  But I was 

starting to think that the world had ended because not so many kids went to 

school that day.  More than half of the students were absent; even teachers 

were absent that day.  But still, I did everything the same at school. 

I was at the front of my house door and I was starting to get scared to 

go inside but I had in my head a little phrase and that was, “It’s my house.  

There’s nothing to be scared of”. 

I opened the door and everything was in the same place except for one 

thing, the most important thing in my life, MY FAMLIY. 

I looked everywhere, in the rooms, in the bathroom, the chicken, 

everywhere.  But no one was found.  

I went outside but everything was the same as it was before, no one 

outside.  So I ran all around the streets waiting for someone to go outside their 

houses and tell me if I was crazy or something.  I needed to talk with people.  I 
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didn’t care who it was and I also needed my family or where they had gone.  I 

was trying to look for some of the people that went to school that day, but it 

was like if they got home and just died. 

As the time passed I was starting to think if I would just die and pass 

away and never know were my family was.  I got home and sat in the living 

room with nothing to do except to wait for my family to come back for me.  I 

wanted to go outside but I was scared to leave the house because I thought 

they would come back and I would miss them.  So I stayed there and didn’t 

want to go to sleep because if I heard a noise I had to see what was it.  

Sometimes I heard some noises but I just ran outside.  It was just the wind.  I 

wasn’t so happy that it was getting darker and darker each minute and by every 

minute I was getting more tired and sleepier.  That’s what I was scared about.  

The last thing I knew was that I was asleep.  The next morning I was awakened 

by a noise and it was my little sister.  I jumped out of the living room and 

hugged everyone and noticed that all the day yesterday was just a dream. 
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THE AGENT KILLER  
 

By Bryan Morelos 
 

         
 

“Don’t trust no one.” 
 

Booooooooooooooooooooooooooooom! The building was falling.  

Agent K jumped from the top of the building.  He grabbed the helicopter of 

Dr. Blood an N.K. soldier.  Dr. Blood grabbed the gun near him and tried 

shooting Agent K but he missed.  Agent K shot him with his laser.  Dr. Blood 

fell from the helicopter and died.   

Agent K went to the C.I.A.  The captain of C.I.A called Agent K to go 

see him. He said, “Agent K, I am sending you to a dangerous place to go 

rescue a scientist from the C.I.A.  Bring him back alive.  Go see one of our 

scientists to give you your equipment.”  When Agent K got his equipment he 

got on the plane to take him to the dangerous place.  When he arrived to the 

dangerous place he killed an N.K. soldier and put on his clothes.  He went to a 

room and saw Doctor Blood.  Dr. Blood was still alive.  Dr. Blood did not 

recognize him so Dr Blood told him, “Do you need something?”  But Agent K 

said, “No.”  So Agent K left the room.   
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When he left he called the C.I.A. base and said, “Dr Blood is still alive.” 

Then the captain of C.I.A said, “Forget about him.  Get the scientists.”  So 

Agent K said, “Ok.  I will get the scientists.  So Agent K went to look for 

another room. When he saw another room he opened the door.  He saw a 

computer and on the computer it showed data for a big bomb.  The 

commander of C.I.A. said, “I will send back up Agent Shadow.”  When Agent 

Shadow arrived he was looking for Agent K.  When he found him they made a 

plan.  They would separate.  Agent K would get the scientists and Agent 

Shadow would turn off the bomb.   

Agent K found the scientists but he was surrounded by soldiers so he 

said to the soldiers, “The captain said to take a break.”  So the soldiers took a 

break and he told the scientists that he was an agent.  Then Agent K called a 

chopper to come pick up the scientists.  When the chopper came he put the 

scientists in the chopper and went to look for Agent Shadow.  When he saw 

Agent Shadow he was with N.K. soldiers.  It was a trap.  Agent Shadow was 

with N.K. all along. 

 

To be continued!!!!! 
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A TRUE HEROÕS GIFT 
 

By Salvador Dimas 
 

         
 

“There is a life-affirming spark within you which constantly nudges you 
towards saying “yes” to life.” 

 
 “Ah man!  He's going to kill me!!!”  

 “3...2...1.  You’re late, Abito.  If  you want to be a full-fledged ninja you 

have to be in time to missions!!" said Tashi. 

 "Sorry,” Abito replied. 

 "Sorry won’t fix anything," said Tashi madly.  

 "I know." 

       "TASHI.  That’s enough," said Master Guy.  

 "Yes sir."  

 "You know, Tashi, I’m getting tired of  you and your stupid rules!” Abito 

said madly at Tashi.  

 “Don’t talk to me like that".  

 "Abito." 

 "Sir." 

 "Tell me why you were late to today’s mission.” 
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 "Uh...I...I...was helping an old lady,” Abito said. 

 “See, Tashi, he was just helping an old lady, big deal." 

 "Liar!"  

 "I’m...I’m not a liar," Abito said, but he knew he was lying.  

 "Ok, guys calm down."  Sanu was very wary they would start a fight. 

 "Sanu, you go too easy on Abito.  He needs to learn that he needs to be 

on time to important things. And remember, today is my special day."  

 "Of  course, today Tashi becomes jonin. And we all have to give a present 

to Tashi.”  

 “All of  us?” 

 “Yes."  

 "Ok, this is my present. It’s a trans-potion that can take you wherever you                      

want to go."  

 "Thanks."  

 "And this is mine.  It’s an emergency kit."  

 "Thanks, Sanu.  So what did you bring me?  

 "I didn’t bring you nothing!!!"  

 "It's Ok, Abito, you probably would give me trash."   

 "So lets’ move out."  

 "Ok, let's split."  

 "Stop!  There's someone here.  Look out!  Move fire-style ball jutsu."  

 "It was just a tree, ah!"  

 "Sanu!  She’s mine now."  

 "Tashi, we need to go rescue her."  

 "No, we need to finish the mission." 

 "What our mission now is to rescue Sanu."  

 "No, you don’t understand."  
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 "No, the one who doesn’t understand is you.  Without Sanu we would be 

dead a long time ago without her healing power."  

 "Yeah! Because it was her job."  

 "You know, from now on I decided not to like you." 

 "Even if  you don’t like me I’m still the leader and we have to finish our 

mission."  

  “Tell me, Tashi, do you really feel that way?  Do you realy feel the way, 

Tashi?"  

 "Yes, I do."  

 "Then you and I will never agree on anything.  I’m going to save Sanu, like 

it or not.” 

(20 minutes later)  

 "Ok, Abito, you’re in the enemy’s base so come down. I can't leave this 

job to a crybaby, can I?" 

 "Tashi!"  

(crack) 

 "I think we have visitors.  I'll take care of them and you make the girl 

speak."   

 "Ok." 

 "What do we have here?  Two brats lost?”   

 “Sorry, we can have you here. So I guess I’m going to have to kill you 

two!”  Sanu said. 

 “In your dreams, old man, fire-style phoenix-flower jutso.” 

 "You missed," exclaimed Sanu. 

 “That’s what you think? No who could lose?  NOW let’s go rescue Sanu 

let’s go. Let Sanu go. They tried to make her talk, thank goodness she was a 

medical ninja.” 
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 “I will take care of  that guy Tashi.”  

 “Ok.”  

 “We are going for a walk!!”  

 ‘’Tashi, why are you surprised?” 

 “Because knowing you, you would go on with the mission.  I know it was 

Abito.” 

 “Abito, yes.  He loves you with all his heart. 

 ”Now that you say that I’m going to say “Go”.  I feel about you.”  

 “No, Sanu.  I deserted you. Compared to Abito he loves you.”  

 “Hey Tashi, where do we go now?”  

 “What?  You beat him already?”  

 “Yeah, now that I don’t have no more fire. Thanks to you Tashi? 

 “Ah Sanu, I’m so glad you are okay.”   

 “Thank you, Abito.” 

 “Abito, why did you come to save me?  

 “Because I love you, Sanu, and if  something happens to you I would never 

forgive myself.”  

 “That’s the nicest thing anybody ever told me before.”  

 “Abito, can I ask you one more question?” 

 “What is it?” 

 “Why did you become a ninja?” 

 “Why?  Because people who do bad things make me sick and I want to 

search for goodness in this big world.” 
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EL JUEGO DE CONTROL  
 

Por Sergio Bribiesca 
 

          
 

“Dímelo” 
 

Una vez yo quería un juego pero costó mucho, como $100 dolares.  Pero 

yo no tenía $100 dolares, pero mi mamá sí.  Y otra vez la dije y dijo, “Sí.”  Pero 

me dijo algo como  trabajo en la cherry o en la manzana or pera para el dinero.  

Pero ese juego estaba chula y cool.  I really wanted it.  Porque puedes aponer  

juegos y discos de Dvds a mirar  movies or do anything else.  Y tenir contrlas 

de dos y un memoria de algo para que guardes los missioness del juego.  Otra 

vez estaba triste porque no me compró el juego.  Estabz yo llorando.   

Otra vez le dije a mi papá y dijo que no tenía dineo para comprar el 

juego.  Pero yo  tienía $100.00 pero no tienía para comprar el juego porque 

cuesta muchos dólares más que  $50.00.  Otra vez fue a la cherry para piscar la 

roja moneta cherrt.  Dijo mi papá que si  quiero piscar la cherry y yo dije que sí.  

Yo, mamá,  papá, Omar y Faviola fuimos a la cherry  para piscar.  Yo pisque 

cinco cajas, mi hermana hizo tres, y mi papa hizo veintitres o algo así.   But all 

of us did a lot of money like $400.00 together.  I made $25.00 and my sister 

$15.00. I borrowed $5.00.  So I made  $40.00 with the $10.00, $25, $5.00 is 



 El Juego de Control 

 

$40.00 total.  Y una vez  yo le dije a mi mamá que me comprará el juego.  Yo 

dije, “Me lo compras el Playstation 2 or  PS2?”   Me dio dinero para comprar el 

juego.   

“Si,” dijo mi mamá. 
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CATCH  
 

By Ray Birks 
 

          
 

“Get busy livin’ or get busy dyin.”” 
 

My dad used to work early in the morning, leaving the house usually 

around 3am.  He worked for the local newspaper and it was an early edition so 

they had to get it to press and out in the afternoon to beat the evening papers.  

I remember him coming home every day and taking a nap so he could rest up 

for the rest of the evening and his three kids.  I remember waiting for him to 

wake up, almost willing him to get up, so that we could play baseball.  I loved 

to play catch with my dad more than anything else in the world.  I lived and 

breathed those times with my dad and baseball itself. 

He used to get a newspaper called the Sporting News that was all about 

baseball.  After he was done with it he would give it to me and I would pore 

over all of the statistics, looking to see how my favorite players were doing, 

checking their stats.  I worshipped Alan Trammell, who played shortstop for 

the Detroit Tigers, and I would constantly be searching to see what his batting 

average was, how many doubles he had, what the attendance at each game was.  

I was hooked. 

My dad wore his love for his favorite team proudly.  He grew up in 

Connecticut and loved the Yankees.  Being in the same division as the Tigers I, 

naturally, hated them.  He had a shirt that he would wear all the time that said 

“There’s no place like Yankee Stadium,” as if Dorothy had simply made a 

mistake wishing for home. 

But the highlight of my childhood was playing catch with my dad.  We 

would go next door to the abandoned, overgrown lot and toss the ball back 



 Catch 

 

and forth for what seemed like hours.  Sometimes we hit, always with a tennis 

ball so as not to break any neighboring windows.  I would always ask him to hit 

it as far as he could.  He would launch one of my “fastballs” so far that we 

often didn’t find them.  I would pitch and he would play catcher, calling the 

balls and strikes like real umpire would.  He showed me how to catch a 

grounder, keeping my eyes on the ball and positioning my body to stop it in 

case I missed it.  He showed me how to catch a ball and slap a tag down on a 

runner trying to slide into a base.  He told me again and again, “Don’t aim the 

ball.  Just throw it,” when I couldn’t find the strike zone.  But my favorite part 

was diving for the ball.  I would always ask him to “throw it so I can dive.”  

And then I would try with all my might to snare the balls he would throw to 

one side or the other. 

I learned so much about baseball but so much more about life.  I 

remember the time when I tried out for Little League and I didn’t make it to 

the upper division.  My dad wrote a letter to the organization reminding them 

of the player who didn’t drop any balls hit at him and also the player who 

smoked a few line drives over the coaches’ heads.  After some 

“reconsideration” I made the squad.  My dad had gone to bat for me. 

He always made it to every single one of my games, even when he 

worked at 3am.  He was always there.  He made it to every single one of my 

games even when he got sick with cancer.  I remember the day he told me he 

was sick like it was yesterday.  It is burned into my memory cells.  He took me 

home from my game and I asked him if I could get a new bat.  He said we’d 

have to see how we were doing with money over the next while.  Right then I 

knew something was wrong, not because I always got what I wanted but just 

the tone he used when he said it.  He died four years later after beating cancer 



 GET BUSY LIVIN’ 

 120 

three times.  He went into extra innings, fought off a lot of foul balls, and 

finally got tagged out trying to stretch a double into triple. 

I remember never wanting to stop playing catch.  It was always my dad 

that would eventually get tired or need to make dinner.  I would always plead, 

“Just throw me one more…one more diver.”  And he always would.  Now I 

think when I hold my new baby daughter what she’ll think of me.  What will 

she want to do?  Will she play baseball?  Softball?  Will she even love the same 

things I do?  Whatever it is, will she ask me to play with her?  Will she tell me, 

“Just one more, Daddy.”  I bet she will and I know I will, too. 

She’s already gone to her first Mariners game and her Grandma and 

Grandpa already bought her a pink Mariners outfit.  She’s already got a 

Mariners lunch pail, which I snuck up on her shelf next to the purses and frilly 

things.  But honestly whatever form our game of catch takes I know I’ll be 

tired, I’ll need to get dinner ready, I’ll feel the weight of the rest of the world 

pulling me away from her.  But I hope she pleads with me and I hope she 

learns from me and I hope I teach her to get busy livin’ just like my dad did. 

But, if she decides to call Yankee Stadium home that’ll be another issue 

entirely. 

 


