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The Last Green Leaf 

~ Adam D. 

A wandering mind peeled itself from the 
classroom, 

Hopped out the window onto a branch, 
Sat there until something caught the mind’s eye 

And stayed there watching desperately. 

A green break in a sea of orange 
Held on to the life it knew; 

The world around it kept changing, 
But he just flat out refused. 

He wished to stay the path 
Like a distant few that survive all day, 

Yet he soon became lonely 
As those around him faded away. 

He cursed them for what they’d become; 
"Resist, refuse," he cried down. 

But like a leaky faucet 
They continued to drip to the ground. 

And as they all finally left it became cold, 
And he bore the winter alone as he found, 

With this barren tree as his only friend -  
The only green leaf for miles around. 

New buds sprung up and the leaf rejoiced, 
Knowing that surely some were prone, 

But the seasons changed, as fate would know, 
So he watched again as they left him alone. 

Finally a mournful leaf shed a tear 
One cold autumn day as the rain poured down. 

And heaving a sigh as the wind caressed 
He pushed away and plummeted to the earth. 
A green tinge still there distinguished him for 

one moment 
Until instantaneously he browned and became 

the multitude. 

The wandering mind saw it all, 
Should’ve shielded himself somehow - 

He left, he was leaving now a bit too much 
And that leaf was left untouched. 

Untitled 
~Heather and Trish 

 

Thru the darkness and the ash, 
I feel their spirits soar 

Hundreds by hundreds coming, 
followed by even more. 

Open up the fates Lord. 
Open them up wide. 

The American are coming, Lord, 
marching side by side. 

There are mothers and there are fathers 
there are daughters and there�s sons. 

They had so much left to do Lord. 
Before their lives were done. 

Open up the gates, Lord 
Open them up wide. 

The Americans are coming, Lord, 
marching side by side. 

Oh Lord, there are so many 
that are coming thru the gate. 

It was not their time, Lord. 
They�re here because of hate. 

Open up the gates Lord 
Open them up wide. 

The Americans are coming, Lord, 
marching side by side. 

They come from out of the fire 
and the ashes and the dark. 

They�re marching to the Light, Lord 
On the earth they�ve made their mark. 

So, Open up the gates Lord 
Open them up wide. 

The Americans are coming, Lord. 
Marching side by side. 
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Summer Nights 
~Heather V. 

My dear sister, 
I care for you so much 

As you lay your head and cry, 
It hurts the little sorrow that my frozen heart has 

My mind is void of emotion that it kills as your tears pierce my soul 
Pitter�patter�Pitter�Patter� 

Do you remember when we ran in summer�s night�s rain? 
Hand to Hand 

Our hearts ran the same pace in the smoothing rain 
Our souls for a brief moment were connected 

Peace & Unity 
The only feeling I wish to have Take all my heart, all of my soul All that  

I wish, You�re laid head to rise and feel 

 
 

Beauty 
~ Tracy N. 

What is beauty? 
Is it a red rose after a fallen rain? 
Is it a settled pond waiting for life? 

Or is it a dead flower, is it full of beauty? 
Or does it have as much meaning as it does life? 

 

Colors 
~Elizabeth M. 

Purple, green, orange and pink, 
What do these colors make you think? 
Colors affect what you think and say, 

They might even change your clothes for the day. 
I, personally, think pink is grand, 

But others might have something else in hand. 
Blue is for the sky, 

And green is for grass, 
Just wait until after a rainfall, 

And the colors of the rainbow might pass. 
Color see, color do, 

What can colors do to you? 

Unpopular 
~Katie V. 

As you can see 
I’m as plain as can be 
I get teased at school 

If only I could "Be cool" 
I get called names, but that’s not all 

They push and push until I fall 
I’m smart and funny 

But I don’t got the money 
I assume I’m not pretty 

I’m such a pity 
Maybe I’m not boy crazy enough 

I’m not into that stuff 
I only have one friend 

Because I’m not in the trend 
Oh how much I would love to see me 

One of them popular as can be. 
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Colors 
~Kelly V. 

My mommy said I looked so blue 
That I couldn’t even go to school. 
My daddy said I looked real white 

Then he said I would never be right. 
As I sat upon my bed 

Actually my face felt red. 
As my sister approached the scene 

She said my face looked very green. 
My little brother was by the sink 

And said my face looked oh so pink. 
Then as my tall cousin looked down 
He said my face was really brown. 

Then I saw my grandpa playing the cello 
He stopped and said my face looked yellow. 

As my grandma turned her back 
She turned around and said I looked black. 

Then at lunch I went back to school 
And no one said that I looked blue. 
But then my teacher began to say 

That my face looked very gray. 
Then I saw my very best friend 

But he said, there are no colors that rhyme with friend 
So I will have to say the end. 

Then at home I fell asleep 
And dreamt about a big big beach 
When I woke up, I was still peach. 

 
 
 

Freedom 
~Tracy N. 

 
With Freedom you can do most anything. 
You have the right to your own choices 
And state your own opinions. You can 

Sing out loud, or just whisper with the wind. 
You’re allowed to have hope, joy, 

Peace and love. Without that what is there left? 
People take freedom for granted if they have it. 

It’s an everyday thing and doesn’t seem like much 
Until you don’t have that freedom anymore. 
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The Door 
~Nthabeleng M. 

Father, there has been too much going on in my mind. 
I have been sad, happy, and confused; about a girl that I really love: 

She is so pretty that her smile I will always protect, 
And about her my feelings I can’t neglect. 

For she is scared that my heart shall take her above, 
As our hearts in sweet harmony meet, and make a sweet bind. 

Father, will she break my heart again? For I am confused about what she will gain. 
Will she gain something when into my eyes she looks, or will her mind finally rise? 

People say she and I together aren’t meant to be, but I know what ahead lies: 
Two people sharing the same pain which will finally drain. 

You know those people are blind, so why should I mind and disdain? 

She knowing nothing about me makes me lone for her more; 
Not showing any effort on her part gives me no comfort; 

Avoiding my eyes left me in surprise and distraught, 
for, Father, I’m scared she shall never open the door 

To her love which dwells on my heart as eternally as ever before. 

 
One Heart 

~Nthabeleng M. 

How could you say love is mant to be forever? 
Did you think of why I cried all night? 
You were killing my heart bit by bit... 

I was confused, furious, and heart broken, 
But you never cared to see the pain in me 

For I seemed to useless for you to care for... 

My heart was crazy about you in many ways, 
But it seems my heart had to pay. 

Pay for all the stupidity you put it through, 
Pay for all the love that was never true. 

I looked into your eyes for love, 
But all I saw was a lie from above. 

Now I see a man that will never find his heart, 
For his heart is scattered in many places, 

Places that one shall never find, 
His heart needs a down straight miracle... 

A miracle that shall come soon, 
Cause I know there is always hope for all, 
For all who feel the need for endless love, 
So we may hear one beat from above... 
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Why Can't You? 

~ Tracy N. 
 

I clench my teeth with fear and anger... I fight back the will to shout... When will you understand 
me... When will you fear me... When will you accept me... Days pass without you and I think that I 
am going to perish... What don’t you understand... Is it that you are different... Or is because I’m 

different... I can’t change who I am... I won’t change who I am... I feel pain too... Weakness 
overcomes me when you do not understand... Why can’t you know that I love you... Why can’t you 

know that I care... Why can’t you? 
 
 
 
 

I Need It 
~Nthabeleng M. 

Always in my way from people I need 
Never by my side when I need to see 

Wanted at all the wrong times possible, 
For it has always been unstoppable 

Forcing her to wait for the right time for me 
Leaving me hopeless as my life starts to proceed 

Giving me more time to think alone 
Fixing my mind for an unknown chance 

Making me think more before my mind talks, 
for I will never be as smart as three hawks 

Smacking down a continuously hated glance 
Letting my heart talk at a continuously despised tone 
Is it silently teaching me how to take the right lead? 

For is it showing me what my life should be? 
I see myself as a curious person looking at the sun 

Moaning about what my heart has done  
Thinking about all my life has to offer for she, 

While smiling at the start that shoot with true speed 
Making me think like an expected fool 

But holding me back from smacking the obvious wall 
Makes me feel everything but loose 

But it lets me feel in need of a plausible excuse 
Makes my think at a dangerous brawl 
Forcing me to follow an unknown rule 

Puts unwanted questions in my curious mind 
Like why is she not falling for thee? 

Is this person the one who makes me twirl? 
For I�m told me she is the one for me to curl 
I feel her heart will always set her mind free 

And patience has told me she and I will someday bind� 
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Let me In 

~Nthabeleng M. 

A lot has happened in the past few days, 
That has confused you and me in many ways: - 

Friends intruding and making comments, 
But this is not the time for laments, 

But a time to make up for what has past, 
For I believe I need you, and this will last. 

I had so much wanted to be with you this weekend, 
Yet fate decided otherwise and brought my dreams to an end. 

I appreciate the difficulties you are in, the sorrows and your pain, 
Bit I believe I can uplift you if you allow me in once again. 

I have patiently waited for my chance to be with you, 
But in many occasions I have failed due to friends too; 

But this time I�m resolved to succeed if you give me a chance. 
Because you pierced my heart occurred at our first glance, 

The first time I ever saw you in the computer room; - 
My most memorable time in HHS, - my previous home, -  

Prior to my departure to XHS, a move in my control. 
Yet, as I patiently waited for summer or fall, 
You never at all got erased out of my mind, 

And I knew that one day we shall be able to sit and bind 
Our emotions together into one harmonious tune, 

And that time is now, girl, and never too soon. 

As I look into my burning past, 
My soul shall never last, 

My soul will forever need you, 
For it shall always be, without you, blue. 

I wish I could, my dear, ask a question, 
With the most profound, heartfelt expression, 

Why won�t you let me in? 
For I haven�t committed any sin. 

Let me in, girl, let me in. 
My mind wants to know where you have been. 

My eyes need to look at your beautiful skin, 
Your heart deserves the best and to be with me. 

And I certainly can, given a chance, set your mind free. 
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Dispatch 
~ Andy L. 

Radio dispatch: "Tendavid we have a house imprisonment on the intersection of Tenth and Main. 
Suspects are considered armed and dangerous and are thought to be wearing body armor. 
S.W.A.T. assistance will be needed immediately. "Roger that central, we will have a team armed 
and ready and we will get over there with an ETA of 10-15 minutes." Click. 

"Allright people this is a hot area and a lot of precautions should be taken before all of us lose our 
heads. We have no idea what organization these guys are from or what they want so what we 
want you to do is stop these guys before they have a chance to expand. Always remember on 
these types of missions that the people you are up against are just as tough and accurate as you 
are, so don’t get cocky. These people are maniacs and will do absolutely anything to get what they 
feel they deserve, even kill the hostages if they have to. Don’t give that to them. Keep your cool 
and stay focused and you might come back alive. Gear up and get out of here." Alex Johnson 
smiled to himself as he put on his body armor and ballistic helmet. As an eight year veteran of the 
S.W.A.T. team he had seen much worse than a house imprisonment. He had also served in the 
U.S. Marines and had definitely earned his medals. He picked up his Heckler & Koch automatic 
submachine gun and 6 of his loaded clips. He picked up his Browning pistol and loaded it with one 
of the three loaded clips he had and holstered it in his tactical holster. He grabbed two more and 
breathed a sigh of relief. He was good to go. .. 

He jumped out of the van and dove to the ground. He surveyed the area with the night vision 
enhancement on his helmet. He quickly got up and ran to the fence that surrounded the house. His 
team surrounded him. The team consisted of five men: Smith, 

Garcia, Allen, Williams, and Alex. " Allright. Red team has the front door. We have the basement. 
Let’s get down there and see what we can find. If there’s nothing down there let’s head upstairs 
and see what’s up there. Got it? Good." He turned around and sprinted toward the basement door 
and in midstep he dove to the ground as bullets ripped into the ground behind and all around him, 
one grazing his helmet. He quickly looked around and saw the shooter by a railing on the balcony 
of the pool. He looked into the sights and fired in a spray of six and watched as blood sprayed out 
of his chest and he fell off the balcony and landed on the hard concrete. He got up and ran over to 
him. He grabbed his fatigue collar and looked at his chest. He dropped his neck and looked back 
at the team. He nodded. He ran to the basement door, the team close behind. He picked the lock 
with the utility tool and quickly opened the door and descended the stairs. He jumped off the 
bottom step and shouldered the Heckler& Koch submachine gun. He lowered the gun and looked 
around. There was no one around in the basement. No door, no bed, nothing. He quickly ran to the 
other side of the basement and ascended the stairs. Just as he got to the door it opened and two 
terrorists let down a hail of bullets tearing into Williams and knocking him down the stairs. Alex 
fired in a spray of 10 and watched the men fall as blood sprayed out of their torsos. He looked 
back at Williams and shook his head. He looked at the remaining members of the team: Allan, 
Smith, and Garcia. One dead, three left... 

He ran through the open door and over the dead bodies. He checked the door to the left and tried 
to listen inside. He heard nothing. There was something different about the silence, forced silence. 
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He walked forward and quickly looked to the right. "Search right." He said. He lead the way and 
shouldered the machine gun. His radio in his 

ballistic helmet kicked in. "This is the red team, there are heavy fire exchanges outside on the 
porch. Backup is needed immediately. Heavy casualties on both sides." "Roger that red, we’ll be 
there as fast as we can." He ran out of the house and went around to the porch. Bullets tore into 
the ground around him. He kept running and ran up the steps. Garcia was losing energy as he just 
hit the steps and was hit by bullets in the chest and head. Alex looked back and saw Garcia hit the 
ground and saw the blood spurt out of his chest. He dove and fired at the nearest terrorist. He 
wounded his shoulder and Alex got up. He fired in controlled bursts of three or four and watched 
as the other members of his team and the red team mow the terrorists down. A terrorist ran after 
Alex with the butt of his .223 assault rifle. Allan quickly fired five times and watched as he fell to the 
ground. The two teams lowered their guns and changed clips. There were three red team 
members left and three of Alex’ s team. "Ok. Red team, you can move out, we can handle this." 
Alex said. "No Johnson, we came to this house for one reason, to rescue hostages and we will not 
leave until those hostages are safe." Alex nodded his head and turned around and walked down 
the stairs. His team and the red team remains followed Alex’s team. They walked back into the 
house and Alex pointed to the door that was so silent before. Smith kicked the door off its hinges 
and Alex saw that he was right. There was forced silence in this room. The family of four was dead. 
They were all shot multiple times in the head and chest and the father of the family was stabbed 
multiple times as well. Alex shook his head and quickly looked away. He radioed central. "The 
hostages are dead and appeared to be dead before we got here. We are ready for evac as soon 
as possible." "Roger that blue team the van will be at your location in a matter of minutes." "Allright, 
move out." Alex said. The two teams walked out of the house and quickly got into the van when it 
appeared and the teams quickly vanished from existence. 
 
 
 
Understatement 
~ Amy J 

The wind blew in the cold autumn air. The trees rubbed their dead empty branches together in that 
solitaire place. The sound of rolling thunder rumbled in the distance preceded by a flicker of light. A 
taxi rolled up the winding road, crawling to a halt in front of what looked like a broken down palace 
with broken glass and battered shutters. Fear hung in the air like a humid fog on a mid summers 
day. A girl, weary from her journey is awoken by a bloody, scarred hand. Confusion and curiosity 
glazed her eyes as she looked at her driver, who oddly enough looked different than the man she 
had seen when she first climbed in to the cab, just hours earlier. She slowly climbed out of the car, 
chilled by the change in temperature. She shivered and grabbed her luggage. As the cab pulled 
away she checked her watch and realized she was early by a half an hour, and she might as well 
go in until her friends arrive. 

She had just recently purchased the house; she had never seen it, but her friend had, and told her 
it was a great investment. Scared that this spooky place was her new house, she walked to the 
front steps. The rotted old boards creaked and groaned as she put her weight on them. Fear of the 
condition the steps were in, she skipped a few and hustled up as fast as she could. She walked up 
to the door rapped once, twice, three times. AfterWards she felt quite stupid; she wondered why 
she was knocking if she was the only one there. A strong breeze blew sending a shiver up her 
spine. A suspicion of the nearby trees made the hairs that were already standing up stand even 
higher. Acknowledging previous horror movies she had seen, she whirled around and started 
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yanking on the door. A quick glance over her shoulder a dark figure appeared in the distance 
approaching slowly with a limp on the left leg. Panic clouded her mind as she wrapped and yanked 
on the door. A filthy hand grabbed her shoulder spinning her around and slamming her against the 
door yelling. 

"What the heck are you doing here? Who in blazes are you? And what do you want?" 

"I, I, I," she stammered her face went pale as she searched for an answer. 

"Wait!" A girls voice sounded in the distance. "Jake, please, blame me if anyone. I got caught up in 
traffic, you know, that whole thing. Oh my gosh, Amanda, I forgot to tell you this is Jake. He’s the 
caretaker of our land." By this time Jake had one hand placed firmly around her neck, with his 
thumb at the voice box. His other arm, with the forearm at her collarbone and that whole side of his 
body, assured no way to escape. Slowly, as Breanna talked, he loosened his grip by staying on his 
guard in case the wrong move was made. "Please come in, I will give you a tour." Grumbling 
fiercely Jake stormed away, with the same crippled left limp. 

"Well! OK then, I wonder what got into him? He’s not really like that. Anyway, lets go in I am getting 
cold." Breanna reached deep into her pocket and pulled out a rusty old key, unlocked the heavy 
oak door and with some difficulty pushed the door open taking the first step inside and then finally 
into the lightly glowing room. Amanda took one last look at the huge front porch. 

"You know," she said as she followed Brianna "1 think the front porch is bigger then my 
whole.......... ...apartment... WOW!" She ended quietly flabbergasted by the size of the house that 
looked so small from the outside. A staircase ran along each of the outer walls conjoining at the 
top creating a horseshoe shape. Above the wall there were candles showing how old this house 
really was. A giant chandelier hung above their heads that was totally candle lit. An enormous 
stained glass window let in what little light the evening had yet to offer. The window shown a 
portrait of a rose about to bloom. "Holy cow!" she muttered quietly spinning circles. 

"Its really dark in here. Lets get some lights on." Brianna said it seamed as if she snapped Amanda 
out a trance. She jumped, startled. Breathing heavily, but soon returning too normal. 

"So, is there any electricity in this place?" Amanda asked sarcastically. 

"Um, let’s find out." She walked quickly out of the room. "I don’t think so, I can’t find a switch. But 
look at this place it’s worth it. 

"Oh yeah, it is; we’ll not be able to use anything that has been made in the last century. No big 
deal." Amanda paused, took a quick look around. "How could you not have known? All there is is 
candles. No light bulbs! Just candles!" 

"Ok, don’t go ballistic on me now, I don’t need it. I’ve bin through a lot today." Breanna added now, 
realizing the depth of the situation that she had got themselves in to. 

"You had a bad day! Ok, let me break it down for you so your microscopic brain can comprehend 
it." Amanda had gone totally hysterical and was now screaming at the top of her screechy lungs. "1 
went to where I was supposed to go to get picked up and there were two cabs." 
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"Why didn’t you just take your car? I love your car." Breanna asked, now confused because 
Amanda had a Neon and it was in good condition. 

"You see, that’s the thing. It wouldn’t start." Amanda continued with frustration. Even now she 
could not quite comprehend the events that had happened earlier that day. "It turned over a couple 
of times but never really started. Anyway, one of the cabs had a well-dressed, clean man, (I mean 
you couldn’t expect to get a cute one even in New York) and the other cab driver was a really old 
really scary looking wearied-o." she hadn’t finished, but the memory scared her. 

"So let me guess you got the old man." Breanna chuckled, annoyed not really knowing where the 
story was going and how long it was going to take her. She was starting to get cold and she hadn’t 
started a fire yet. 

"Well, no. Actually, I got the nicer looking one." Amanda said just starting to recall the memory. 

"Then what are you griping about? You got the better one so what’s so bad?" Breanna nagged 
trying to get an answer out of her. 

"Well, I got in to the cab, and not after long I had fallen asleep. It was kind of a bumpy ride, but 
what I was complaining about was when I woke up I had a different driver." 

"What! How could they do that and not tell you?" Breanna screeched trying to sound concerned. 

"And that’s not all. You don’t get it, do you? On top of all that, I was strangled, get that, strangled! 
You should know that one. You were there!" Amanda bellowed now starting to get really enraged. 

"Ok, ok sorry I didn’t think that I bothered you that much." Starting to feel like she should have 
been a bit more sensitive towards her distort state. 

Amanda’s shoulders started to shake under her giant sweatshirt and matted curls. Her head slowly 
rose reviling her puffy eyes and smudged mascara. "You don’t get it." She hissed, turned on her 
toes, stumbling as she ran blindly out of the room. Her sobs echoed down the hall. Silence. 

"Amanda?" Breanna yelled panic flooded her mind. What could have muted the waling beast so 
abruptly? "Amanda?" she repeated raising her voice and her urgency. The box of matches that she 
had been fiddling with now slipped to the floor spilling half the contents without her recognition. 
She slowly rose to her feet staring her errs for any sort of whimper or cry . 

"Amanda this isn’t funny!" she flew out of the room in the direction in which she thought her friend 
had gone. She ran for what seemed forever until she reached an arched doorway, where she 
slowed she pace to a jog as she entered the large room. The sunlight shone brightly through 
western windows. She frantically searched the room Amanda might have gone. In spite of her envy 
she almost missed the small figure lying in the middle of the gigantic rotunda. Breanna’s heart sank 
even lower as she rusher over to it finding that she was staring upward. 

"Oh my gosh, Amanda, wake up! What’s wrong? Are you dead?" 

"Wow! It’s so big." Amanda stammered not losing concentration in which she was so intently 
focused on. Breanna twisted her head in the direction in which she was entranced. 
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The room that they were in was a giant cathedral that reminded Breanna of the ballroom in ’Beauty 
and the Beast.’ On one side of the ceiling was painted of angels in satin and lace, and of cherubs 
happily at play. It seemed as is to glow with a pale blue light. On the exact opposite side of the 
ceiling was extravagantly painted of devils in flames and of evil beasts of the sky. Within all of this 
goodness and evil abroad they clashed in the middle in hatred and war. 

"Wow, ok are you done yet, cause I’m officially freaked out now and I haven’t started a fire yet." 
She urged leaning over Amanda. 

"No I am not dead for your information, and I will have you know that I wasn’t crying." Amanda 
cocked back with a sudden burst of attitude her sporadic response. Now sitting up, she glared at 
Breanna then sprang to her feet and marched away. 

"Wait!" Breanna yelled in a dramatic attempt to stop her. 

"What!" Amanda snapped. 

’’I, I just wanted to say I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offended you or anything." Breanna stammered 
for once sounding sincere. 

"Its ok, I was just being over sensitive." Amanda apologized. 

"Lets get that fire started before we can’t find out way out of here." 

"Speaking of out of here where is here and how do we get back to wherever we were?" Amanda 
giggled looking around. 

"Um, good question." Breanna shrugged in reply. "I think it’s that way." 

The two girls skipped out of the room prepared for exploration without a care of what was to come. 

 
 

 
 
The Adventures of Alice in Wonderland, by Lewis Carroll 
~Reviewed by Michael K. 

Imagination 

Every little boy and girl has an imagination. All children know how to take the harshness of reality 
away and bring themselves to a whole new world, a world where the birds laugh and the trees talk, 
a world where only pure joy prevails. It is in this sense, which Lewis Carroll wrote The Adventures 
of Alice in Wonderland. 

In this tale, he tells about the young Alice�s absurd journeys through her own dreamland. 
Captivating, peculiar, and even horrifying through her encounters may be, she begins to realize 
what fun it is to fantasize distant lands and opposite worlds, all on one summer�s afternoon. 
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It is truth, as one can easily testify, that being a child requires imagination. If children never 
dreamed, they would be as boring as adults; but thanks to their unquenchable sense of wonder, 
they can imagine anything and make the dimmest of situations an adventure. 

Lewis Carroll saw this in children. He saw their faces full of delight as they talked with rabbits in the 
garden; he saw their ecstasy when they grew to the size of trees, all pretend of course. All of these 
sorts of things Lewis Carroll and his book to make the most wonderful and colorful adventure that 
one could possible imagine. 

It is because of Lewis Carroll and his book The Adventures of Alice in Wonderland that children 
can delight even more in their wonderful ability to imagine. No child�s library is complete without 
this book. 

 
 
The Atonement Child, by Francine Rivers 
~Reviewed by Christy L. 

The Horrible Night 

Dynah was walking by herself at night in the park. A man came up behind her, grabbed her, and 
raped her. When she found out she was pregnant, she turned to God for help. In the book The 
Atonement Child by Francine Rivers, Dynah showed her heart and mind were for God,bravery, and 
was smart by taking time to think things through. 

Dynah, a pretty college student, had a heart and mind for God. When she was having a tough time 
Bible verses always came into her mind because she truly loved and trusted God. Despite what 
everyone told her, she knew abortion was not acceptable in God’s mind no matter what the 
situation. Because she was an honest Christian, she had to break off her engagement to a man 
who disagreed with what the Bible said. Dynah tried her hardest to obey what God said. 

Dynah showed tremendous bravery in this story. She knew going through a pregnancy in school 
would be hard, so she dropped out of college. Her parents told her abortion was the only way. 
Dynah told them they were wrong. Because her parents had a hard time with her decision to have 
the baby, Dynah moved out of the house to live on her own. She ended up having the baby without 
many people agreeing with her. Dynah was a strong and brave person. 

Dynah was smart by taking her time to thing things through. At the hospital, right after she got 
raped, she did not take the estrogen pill the doctor told her to take. She prayed about everything 
and read the Bible. Dynah studied about abortion and actually went to speak with an abortion 
doctor. With all her studying and praying she concluded that abortion had a terrible process and 
was not what God wanted her to do. She acted very smartly by not jumping into bad situations. 

Dynah showed she was a smart Christian who was very brave. With reading the Bible, praying, 
and studying Dynah discovered that God did not accept any reason for abortion. 
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Beloved Stranger, by Judith Pella 
~Reviewed by Catie E. 

Frank and Shelby 

Judith Pella looks at what can happen when people act impulsively. In her novel Beloved Stranqer, 
Pella, through the impulsive actions of her characters, gives readers insights on life. 

The first insight I see is not to marry someone that a person has known for only a week. For 
example, when Shelby Martin and Frank Stefano meet in Mexico, they are in a fantasy world. After 
they come back to America, Frank becomes distant, and his past stands as a barrier between 
Frank and Shelby. Also, they know little about each other. Shelby does not know that Frank was in 
the drug business in the past. Now he is trying to escape through their love towards each other. 

Second of all, I learned that if someone gets into the drug business, there is no easy way to get out 
of it. After Frank supposedly backed out of drugs, his brother Ray is in the hospital from a car 
explosion. Ray usually takes many drugs a day, so he is vomiting. Frank cannot take it any more, 
so he finally buys drugs from his partner, Hector Barcelona, and smuggles them into the hospital to 
Ray. Also, he goes to a regatta (sailboat race) with Ray and Shelby. During the night, Ray 
wheedles Frank into going out on the boat and selling drugs. 

Finally, we have to learn to trust in God, and it is easier to get through our struggles. For instance, 
throughout the whole book, Frank is running from God. When his brother dies from too many 
drugs, and everyone knows Frank got Ray addicted, Frank must rely on someone. He finally lears 
to rely on God, and his burden is lifted. Also, Shelby was not a Christian until her run-away mother, 
Dawn, becomes a Christian which effects Shelby. Shelby then leans on God to help her when 
Frank is in prison. 

I have gotten many insights from Pella�s gook. It really taught me to obey God, trust in Him, and 
lean on Him for assistance. 

 
 
The Call of the Wild, by Jack London 
~Reviewed by Jared F. 

Is The Call of the Wild Worth Reading? 

The Call of the Wild by Jack London is a relatively short book, but what it lacks in quantity it makes 
up with quality. 

This book tells about the dynamic life of a dog named Buck. He led a peaceful life on a farm where 
he was top dog all his life. Almost immediately in the story Buck was taken out of this setting and 
finds himself in a harsh life where it is survival of the fittest. He was moved to a location where he 
lived the life of a sled dog. He worked his way to the top of the domination ladder but he soon had 
new owners, which meant different dogs. He eventually gets a master who he really likes and he 
must choose between him and living freely in the woods with his wolf friends. 

I think The Call of the Wild is an excellent book and because if its short length is easy and 
enjoyable to read. 
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Harry Potter and the Prisoner of Azkaban, by J.K. Rowling 
~Reviewed by Tim M. 

Harry Potter and the Prisoner of Azkaban is one of the best fantasy books I have ever read. 
Written by the world renowned author J.K Rowling, it is jammed packed with excitement, danger, 
suspense, and all the magical creatures that I have ever heard of are in this book. The book itself 
is more of a fantasy book that is 435 pages long in hard cover. I recommend a moderate reader to 
read this book. Now this book is a classic. It will go down into the history books with books like the 
Lord of the Rings series and the Diary of Anne Frank. The author snares the young people from 
the beginning with tales of magic. It is a book that both kids and adults read for fun. 

The first strength of J.K. Rowling’s book is a great plot. At first, I read about Harry at his miserable 
home with the Dursley’s. Something usually happens to the Dursley’s like someone getting blown 
up. Then Harry goes on his trip to Hogwart’s School of Witchcraft and Wizardry after the disastrous 
Dursley’s house incident. A traveling incident like a Dementor entering a train compartment is an 
example of what could happen on a seemingly ordinary train ride. Then the main sequence of the 
book starts with Harry arriving at Hogwart’s. He and his friends uncover a mystery happening and 
become sleuths trying to figure it out. For instance, Harry must free his godfather from the 
dementors who want to kill him. Then there always is a battle or a fleeing scene at the end, which 
is intense. The plot itself was well written and designed. 

One of the other strengths J.K Rowling has is making the characters seem more like you. For 
instance, Harry is an average boy until he finds out he is a wizard. At Hogwart’s he has a rival like 
everyone else who is always neck and neck with Harry. Malfoy, the rival, is one of the most evil 
characters in the book. He makes horrible remarks to Harry and challenges Harry to wizard duels. 
Girls can relate to Hermoine, a witch with girl problems, who is just like everyone else. In the whole 
book, everyone can usually relate to some character in the book by comparing their traits or 
thoughts. 

I would rate this book a 9 out of 10 for everything in it. I only give a 10 when the book is long but 
keeps interesting the whole way through the book. Harry Potter and the Prisoner of Azkaban is a 
book for all ages and is one of the best books out there. It has every element that a book needs to 
have to keep a reader interested in. Even the school setting is one that I can relate to. Classes and 
teachers are something most young people deal with on a weekly basis. Rowling just added spark 
to these settings by incorporating wizards and magic into what is normally considered a common 
setting. 

I would highly recommend reading the whole series of Harry Potter books. This book is different 
from the other Harry Potter books because of all the magical creatures in it. For instance, there are 
dementors, which are grim reaper look-a-likes, and they ran ice cold chills up my spine. There are 
also bogarts, which are creatures that hide in closets and turn into peoples worst fears. There is 
much more to this book than meets the eye. If any book gives an adventure, it is the Harry Potter 
series! 
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The House of the Scorpion, by Nancy Farmer 
~Reviewed by Melissa S. 

It was about a clone, Matt, who had lived in a house in the middle of the poppie fields until age 6. 
He had lived with Cecile. When he was discovered by some kids who were visiting El Patron, the 
drug lord, he was taken away and thrown into a cell and given nothing but sawdust and small 
meals to keep him alive. When he was about 8-years-old, El Patron demanded to see the young 
boy, who was his clone. El Patron was furious with the way Matt had been treated so he let Matt 
live with Cecile in her apartment. El Patron also gave him whatever he wanted. But the other 
people didn’t appreciate him. They were disgusted because he was a clone. They treated him 
worse then they treated dogs. When El Patron has a heart attack he needs a new heart, but no 
one can supply it except Matt. Matt is terrified but Cecile admits to giving Matt arsenic so his heart 
would be useless to the old man. When El Patron died, his relatives decide to kill Matt. Tam Lin, 
Matt’s body guard, ties Matt up and pretends that he’s going to throw Matt into the eejit pens and 
let him die. Instead, he brings Matt to an oasis and gives Matt some food and maps so he can 
cross the boarder into Azltan. Matt succeeds but then is taken to a plankton factory where he 
works to earn food. Matt gets other workers, all of whom are under the age of eighteen, to rebel 
against the Keepers who are like their superiors. Four of them escape and go to the nearest town 
where Matt finds one of his friends, Maria. With the help of Maria’s mom, Matt travels back to 
Opium, the strip of land between the United States and Aztlan where El Patron’s house is. He finds 
terrible news there and also that he is now the new ruler of Opium. 

It was a very well described book but it didn’t make you fall asleep. It had a nice plot and setting 
where you could relate. There was always something going on that made me want to keep 
reading. 

 
 
Lullaby, by Chuck Palahniuk 
~Reviewed by Marte S. 

Carl Streator, a middle aged newspaper reporter, has come across the most lethal weapon in 
history. This weapon is not nuclear, not atomic, and not even tangible: it is a Culling song, or 
ancient African 
chant that kills all who hear it. The ancient chant that was once used to gently lull injured cattle or 
wounded war soldiers into a peaceful death is now taking over Streater’s mind, and leading to the 
murders of anyone who angers him. Determined to rid the world and himself of this deadly curse, 
he sets out with his new and very motley family ,Helen Hoover Boyle, a real-estate agent who 
deals only in haunted homes, Mona Sabbat, a sweet and devout Wiccan who, every now and 
again, holds nudist gatherings in her apartment, and her environmentally nihilistic boyfriend, 
Oyster, who openly plans to steal the culling song and use it to dispose of the excess human 
population. Throughout this journey, the secrets of the Culling song, as well as the twisted pasts of 
the family; become a captivating, all out battle between man and the written word. 
 
This follow-up to Palahniuk’s last (and what was then considered as his career ending) novel 
Choke is not a disappointment: it manages to stimulate the intellectual, amuse the comical, and 
appease the philosophical, all in the matter of two hundred and fifty odd pages. Without a dull 
moment, Palaniuk once again shows the reader his sardonic views on life whilst managing to make 
us want to laugh, cry, and vomit all at once! 
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New World, by Gillian Cross 
~Reviewed by Paul K. 

Is fear a condition to be tampered with? And if so, why? I found out in the exciting novel New 
World by Gillian Cross. 

K &K just made a breakthrough in the game market. But before they released the game, K&K 
wanted to test it. They chose Miriam and Stuart to test New World. 

Miriam, a fourteen-year-old teenager with a dark secret, and Stuart, a fourteen-year-old electronic 
freak with an immense fear, have been selected to test the virtual reality game, New World. 
Hesketh, the maker of New World, explained to them that the game is unlike anything previously 
made. He also told them that they were randomly selected to test New World and that they were to 
tell no one about the equipment of the game itself. The object of the game was to reach the New 
World, where "you can rebuild reality" (163). To get there, though, the player must complete a level 
on each of the seven continents. After many weeks of playing the game. Miriam and Stuart 
realized that someone or something outside the game was affecting how they played. Miriam 
decided that she had to talk with Stuart, outside the game. Another rule Hesketh had given them 
was that they were never to meet in the real world. But Miriam resolved that this was more 
important than the rule. By reuniting an old friendship, she thought she had found Stuart, when she 
had really found who was interfering with the game. Soon after, all three, Miriam, Stuart, and Will, 
the torturer, met, and determined how to stop Hesketh and his plot. Braving their fears, Miriam and 
Stuart helped bring this fear-altering game to its destruction. 

In my opinion, this book was both intense, because it examined the principle of fear, and 
entertaining, because it utilized the concept of a virtual reality game. This book also showed me 
that personal feelings are to be kept secret and not used as an advantage over other people. I 
believe that the reason Gillian Cross made this book is to show others that people are different, 
because God made them that way. 

I would recommend this book to anyone with an interest in suspense or secrecy. 

 
 
Rivers of Gold, by Tracie Peterson 
~Reviewed by Laura C. 

Insights of Humanity and Compassion 

Being stuck in the Canadian wilderness at the time of the Yukon Gold Rush would have been an 
experience like no other. In her compelling novel, Rivers of Gold, Tracie Peterson shows the 
ingenuity and determination of the 1898 gold hunters. The chronicles of a young woman’s life are 
intertwined with the struggles of existence in the "gold towns." Tracie Peterson shows how good 
experiences can come out of the most dire happenings imaginable, that the greedy hearts of some 
are so black, there is no room for anything else, and that friendship is one of the most precious 
gifts God has given to our world. Miranda Coltor�s insights are those of hope and compassion. 

The first insight Tracie Peterson transmits is that when there is little chance of receiving anything 
positive, life turns up one of the best things ever. The main character, Miranda Colton, is involved 
in a boating accident, and ends up at the home of Teddy Davenport. She is separated from all her 
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friends, and is taken for dead. She is taken to Teddy’s house by the native Indians, and is there 
nursed back to health. Once her strength and composure are regained, she discovers that there is 
no way to get to the nearest town, four days away. Finally the kindhearted Indians arrive and take 
Teddy and Miranda to Dawson, and there they stay in his hotel. Through all of this, Miranda finds 
herself in love with Teddy, and is amazed when she learns the feeling is mutual. They marry, and 
discover that sometimes experiences in life make us question the authenticity of happiness; but 
without realizing it, we are experiencing it all along. 

The second insight portrayed through Tracie Peterson�s writing is the ugliness and blackness of 
greedy miners� hearts. Miranda comes into contact with a thieving gold seeker who has killed men 
and harassed her friends, without realizing it. The man threatens to kill Miranda and Teddy if they 
don�t give him what he wants, but clever thinking on Miranda�s part lands him in jail. He had also 
bothered her friends from the beginning of their search for gold, and kills one of them without 
caring. Perhaps the most unsettling thing she sees, though, is the readiness of people to pack up 
and leave town when a better chance of gold comes along. This leaves the town bleak and 
desolate, without much hope for others. The blackened hearts of many caused their owners the 
most despair; for they unknowingly let their greedy spirit rule their lives. 

The third, and I believe, most important insight stated by Tracie Peterson, is that of the binding tie 
of friendship; with all its sorrows and all its glories. Miranda�s intense love for her friends leads her 
to worry about their welfare and safety. She believes her friend is dead, while they think she is the 
one they have lost. Therefore, they gave up all hope of looking for her. The moment she sets foot 
in Dawson, she starts her hunt for them. Throughout the timeline she is always searching, always 
watching, with no success. When she finally is reunited with them, it is in a way entirely 
unexpected. They meet in a hospital, where they are all there for their own problems. Miranda�s 
friendship through her hardships is the one thing that keeps her going; the initiative to live until she 
finds them, and proves to them her love. 

The three insights I recalled throughout the book are stemmed from humanity and compassion. 
They prove that life is not altogether bad and does have hope, that people�s worst enemy is their 
corrupt hearts and greed, and that friendship is a strong link that binds us to each other. Tracie 
Peterson writes within her characters these universal truths, and thereby outlines the character of 
their soul. 

 
 
Unspoken, by Francine Rivers 
~Reviewed by Stephanie E. 

Bathsheba was a beautiful woman who was married to a fine noble soldier. Since she was so 
beautiful she had to watch her actions and learn to love her husband for who he was. She was a 
Christian and made many wise decisions, but for one occasion she did not rely on God for answers 
and regretted it for the rest of her life. In Unspoken by Francine Rivers, I saw many good insights 
written about her that I learned. 

One of the many insights I saw from Francine Rivers, was to raise our families well in the eyes of 
the Lord. Bathsheba raised her sons to be very trustworthy, and she was honored for that by her 
son becoming king. All of the other sons of David had been raised on ambition and they were 
hungry for power. Many of them were killed and raped each other to get a higher power. 
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Bathsheba was one of David’s only wives who went to the Lord for help. She asked God for help in 
raising her sons and for the many decisions she needed to make. 

Another insight I saw, was to stand up for what is right, and for what we believe in. One of David’s 
wives, named Abigail was a good friend of Bathsheba’s and when David called for her to come to 
the palace, she told him not to do what he was planning to do, for he would be sinning. He did not 
listen to her but she still told him what was right. Bathsheba stood up to David when, after he had 
told her that one of her sons would be king, another of his was already acting as if he was heir to 
the throne. So Bathsheba told David that he had already promised her son the throne and he 
listened to her. 

The last insight I learned from Francine Rivers was to love everyone even those who turn against 
you. After Bathsheba’s affair with David, her grandfather and mother never talked or looked at her 
again. She still hoped and prayed that her grandfather would let peace come between themselves 
once again. She also stayed at her mother’s deathbed for weeks even though her mother did not 
look at her the whole time. Later on, in her life she wept for David’s sons that were murdered, even 
though they hated her. She was a very loving woman. 

Bathsheba had many good insights,that I learned and I hope others can learn, too. She was a 
great woman despite her sins, but we all sin and we have to look past that and look at the good 
things people did to change history. 

 
 

 
A Babysitter�s Worst Nightmare 

 
Today is the two-year anniversary of my brother’s 
abduction. I can’t believe it, and it suffocates my heart 
with a burning acid to know that nothing that I could have 
done would have been able to help him. He was gone, 
gone like the wind with the most evil, wicked fiend 
imaginable. Let me take you back into time when the 
awful experience took place. It will be an arduous task for 
me to explain, but I feel the need to spread the word of 
his abduction so that others may commence finding the 
malignant criminal who would do such a hideous task. 

Back to the dreadful day. I awoke sleepily at six o’clock, 
dragged myself out of bed, and wandered into the shower 
as I normally do. Getting dressed was the next thing done 
out of the shower, and then I did my hair. I looked into the 
mirrors on my sliding closet doors to make sure I looked 
halfway decent. I make my bed, shut the closet doors- my 
room is clean. Breakfast comes afterward, a bowl of 
cereal and a glass of OJ. I eat my breakfast in front of the 
TV and get on my shoes. Finally, I grab my lunch, stuff it 
in my already crowded backpack, and head off to school- 
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an hour flat. 

This Tuesday is so boring I think I might fall asleep. It seems that I am just waiting for something 
out-of-the-ordinary to happen. Nothing does, of course. The day continues, class-by-class, minute-
by-minute. At last the 2:57 bell rings to dismiss us fron school. Hallelujah! Aerial, my classmate and 
neighbor, meets me by my locker so that we can walk home together. 

Arriving at my house around half an hour later, I check the mailbox to find a conposition of bills, 
magazines, and what’s this? a letter in the out? This can’t be right, so I go through the mail again. It 
turns out that we really did have mail going in and out. The piece of mail that was odd was an 
outgoing birthday card to my cousin Christopher, who just happened to be a convict. Maybe the 
mailman knew who he was and didn’t take it since my cousin may be in jail right now. As I started 
toward the door, I found keys on the ground. I don’t know whose they were but I picked them up 
anyway, thinking they may have been my parents’ extras or something. 

Homework, homework, homework. I should start right away, but first I grab a snack and go on the 
computer. "I’ll get it done later- sometime," I thought to myself. Time went by, and I realized it was 
getting late, I should have started my homework by now becuase my dad and brother would be 
home any minute. Tunning upstairs, I turned on some lights, unzipped my backpack, and got 
started. Strangely enough, my closet door was cracked open. I could have sworn that I had closed 
it that morning. Okay... I went to shut it and decided to get to my homework. 

Andrew and Father came through the front door chattering away at about quarter after four o-clock. 
I heard them and called out, "Helllllooo!!!" 

They answered back in response, "Helllllooo!!!" as they came upstairs. Andrew, my little 10-year 
old brother who was three years younger than me strolled into his room to turn on his book box. 
They had just came from his after-school program at his elementary where he stayed until Dad or 
Mom could pick him up. Dad started on dinner, Andrew on his homework (his very little but very 
important homework), and I on my homework (my very big but very important homework). 

"Dinner, kids," Dad called out to us a little while later. 

We shouted back, "Coming in a second or two." At dinner, Dad told us that he had a meeting 
tonight with his fellow teachers to discuss a change in their school’s grading system for the next 
year. Mom wasn’t home because she was in Iowa on a business trip. We ate the meal discussing 
how our days had gone. 

"Hey, Dad", I started picking at the now very cold beans on my 
plate, "there is a pair of keys I found and I’m not sure who they 
belong to." Running to my room, I went to go retrieve them. 

"Hmm, they look like the pair your mother and I gave to your Aunt 
Meredith. Strange finding them now, as they don’t even live in this 
state." 

"Hmm," I sighed. 

Dinner continued with an awkward silence because of the mysterious keys. Then father put away 
the dishes, food, and cleaned up the kitchen. He told us that he had to leave shortly and asked me 
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to take out the garbage. I did so and by the time I finished he notified us that he would be leaving. 
Kissing both Andrew and I on his way out, he told us to lock the doors and that his cell phone will 
be on his whole meeting for emergencies. "Yes, Father, okay, we’ll be fine, we’ll be fine." 

Looking after my ten-year old brother is not a hard task. He just goes downstairs and watches 
television for a while. Or he might go into his bedroom and practice his trumpet or something like 
that. He’s very easily occupied. I on the other hand, once I’m done with my homework, it’s 
computer time or TV time. 

The evening was very quiet, and it had already begun to get dark. Andrew was downstairs 
watching TV in our rec room, and I was upstairs finishing the last remains of my homework. It was 
probably around six o’clock when the mysterious phone calls started to come. 

"BBBBRRRRRIIINNGGG!!!" the phone shrilled. I picked it up to answer saying, "Hello?" but there 
was no answer. Wow... that was strangely peculiar. I hung up thinking that it was just a stupid 
phone call, which we sometimes get. 

"BBBBRRRRRIIINNGGG!!!" the phone shrilled again with fury. I jumped back from the phone that 
was lying adjacent to me. "Hello?" I said suspecting another phone call just like the previous one 
that had just rung in the last couple seconds. My stomach began to knot into a tense ball becuase 
yet again, there was no answer. "HELLO?!?!" I screamed into the phone. I stsarted to get hot 
tingles going through my back and my mind started playing games with my self-assurance. 

"BBBBRRRRRIIINNGGG!!!" the phone rang out once more, almost immediately after I had hung 
up. I let it ring a couple of times, hoping from heart and soul that the person would just hang up. I 
tried to take a couple deep breaths to calm myself, and then I picked up the phone. 

"Beware..., I can see you." 

"Who are you, and how do you know me?!" I exclaimed in a combination of both terror and fury. 

"Beware, I can see you brother too", his low, raspy voice whispered. I slammed the receiver down 
and made sure all the doors and windows were locked almost crying in pure horror. I ran to see 
where my brother was, but my vision was so blurred by the overflowing tears from my eyes. My 
throat went dry and there was a metallic taste in my mouth. Hot shivers ran through my body with 
every step I took, every move I made. Perspiration began to drench my clothes as I fell into a sheer 
state of panic. Hyperventilation defeated my will power to discover this evil force. 

And then I saw HIM. He sprang out of my closet with so much force he almost fell over himself. 
Disguised in black, ski hat covering his face. His small, muscular body 
supported a well-stocked array of weapons and backpack. He sort of looked like 
someone I had known- gut who? I didn’t even have to see his face, but I could 
tell he was scared a bit also; not as much as me. I froze in terror and my face 
turned as white as the "white on rice." He ran up to me and knocked me out 
cold with his bat. Whatever happened next is just an evaporating recollection. 

I don’t remember much except the absolute fear that restricted me. I am lucky. I 
awoke in the hospital. Flowers, sunshine, and familiar faces filled my room, and 

by my bedside stood my parents. My mom was there, which meant she must have flown in from 
her meeting. There was relentless throbbing at the back of my head and the doctors had told my 
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parents I was fortunate to be alive. The impact of the bat upon my skill was so intense that it nearly 
cracked which would have, without a doubt, done more damage. Concussions, skull fractures, and 
swelling- all that good stuff is find with me as long as my little brother Andrew was okay. 

Everyone was crying in the room, so it made me feel special (when I finally "came to" enough to 
focus on thei eyes). Of course, I kept saying, "I’m fine and I will live." My parents gazed at me 
lovingly as my dad told me something that was so unthinkable; I was speechless and thought my 
heart would stop beating. 

This criminal had abducted Andrew. He was gone and there was nothing I did to prevent it. 

I didn’t know what to do so I just cried. I sobbed and sobbed until my eyes were so swollen that 
they didn’t open anymore. My parents told me that I had been found unconscious on the floor in 
the family room while Andrew had not been found at all. There was no sign of him anywhere and I 
couldn’t remember anything. The most horrible feeling overcame me as I cried myself to sleep. It 
was so surreal to me that I couldn’t talk or say anything. I was utterly overwhelmed with disbelief. 

Thinking on that memory causes so much pain that it’s hard to make it through the whole story 
without breaking dowm. Andrew had been loved so much it was hard for me to let go. We had 
done everything together; from building sandcastles at beaches, making our own forts in discreet 
storage places, and having our own dogs to cherish and to love. Nobody went into his room for the 
first couple weeks. We’d look at it and just sob. Andrew, my own flesh and blood. 

 

"Hey, Morgan, whatcha doin’?" he asked me while I was sitting on my bed in my room staring 
blankly. 

"Oh, just thinking... about the past. It is the two-year anniversary," I responded hesitantly. 

"Cool! Of what?" 

"Of your abduction, it’s just so scary. I love you so much andwhen it happened I felt like I was in 
the middle of a nightmare... I didn’t know if I would ever, um, see you again." 

"Try to forget about the past- it’s not important anymore because I’m here now." And with that, he 
advanced toward me with open arms to give me a hug. 

Three months after the abduction, the police had tracked down the 
criminal who just happened to be my cousin Christopher. He had 
broken into our house with a pair of keys he stole from his mother. Our 
family had given them keys to get into our house to drop off some 
goods, but they never returned the set to us. Christopher had sat in my 
closet and left enough DNA for the police to make a sample. He must 
have been sweating a lot and also accidentally cut himself on his 
weapons or something. In their computer, the DNA and blood samples 

matched his name and they finally tracked him down. Andrew was found in his trunk beaten, 
starved, and tied up. The car was located behind a deserted gas station in the nearby city. Luckily 
they were able to catch him, otherwise Andrew might have died. Both of us will be fine, now that 
we have each other. 
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Of Rats and Men 
 
It was a lonely morning in New York City�s 
troubled streets and the feeling of vengeance 
was drifting in the dry, tainted air. The moon 
still hung halfway in the grey sky and the 
bellowing wind awoke all those who still slept. 
All except for Hobo Hopkins, that is. Mr. 
Hopkins was sound asleep under Madison 
Square Garden. It was a rather ritzy part of 
town for a man like himself, but Hobo had 
never passed up a luxury once it had been 
handed to him. 

So there slept Hobo in his sewer of dreams, with his show rat, Nibbles nestled beside Hobo�s 
dreggy, soiled coat. It was the simple things in life that pushed Hobo to be the caring, goodhearted 
citizen he was then. God had given him lemons and he had made lots of lemonade! Alas, Hobo�s 
good fortune had made a turn for the worst. He had lost it all. All but the love of his life, Nibbles, 
who stood by him, threw thick and thin. 

It was Nibbles who woke up Hobo that fateful morning. 

�Good morning, Love,� Hobo said to Nibbles, who was now perched on a small, rotting table 
adjacent to Hobo�s damp mattress. Nibbles greeted Hobo with a wrinkling of his nose and a blink 
of his eyes. A new day had begun. 

Splashing through the ankle length sewage that spread throughout the large sewage pipes, Hobo 
started his daily routine. Or so he thought. For when he emerged out of a manhole in the center of 
Madison Square Garden and strolled to his favorite dumpster (the one behind Chung Wu�s 
Chinese Chicken Shack on 42nd St. and 7th Ave.), he came across a brown paper bag, in contrast 
from the white cardboard cartons and plastic bags Chung Wu usually throws out with the leftovers. 
He examined the bag, noticing how clean it was and peaked 
inside. 

�WELL I�LL BE A CHUNG�S WU!� Hobo exclaimed in 
astonishment, �WHO WOULD THROW THIS 
OUT?!� 

After recovering from the excitement, Hobo 
quickly concealed the bag in his shabby coat and 
ran towards the manhole. He had no idea that 
someone had been watching him the whole while. 

�Jimmy! Sees �im there?� asked a large, shadowy figure facing the lone window of 
the small apartment above Chung Wu�s Chicken Shack. 

�Yeah, dat�s what I�m sayin�, Jimmy. Wise up a bit, �eh?� 



 

 

APL�s  �Teen Voices�                                           Spring 2003, vol.5                                                                       23 of 53 
 

�But, Boss, I�m not followin� ya. What was in dat der bag?� 

�Do yous rememba� that �Big Deal� we�ve been workin� ons?� 

Yeah, Boss. I rememba�. Wasn�t Biggie supposed ta pick dem payments up today?� 

�Exactly what I�m tryin� ta tell yous. In dat der bag was da payments.� 

�Well jeez, Boss! What we gonna do? Biggie is gonna have our heads if we don�ts gets de 
payment back!� 

�No, he�s gonna have your head. So follow dat guy and gets back da money before we do lunch. 
NOW!� 

So off Jimmy went. Out of the apartment and into the manhole, searching for Hobo Hopkins and 
his brown bag. 

Hobo had reached his tiny piece of home faster than you could say his name. He knew those pipes 
like the back of his hand. Nibbles immediately went to Hobo�s side when he entered. He watched 
his master intently as Hobo removed some loose bricks from the wall and placed the bag in the 
hollowed nook behind them. He needed to keep the money safe until he could think of what to do 
with it. 

You see, Hobo Hopkins liked his simple life. Sure, it was grungy, sure it was damp and mucky, but 
it was his home. It was his fortress. With his rat at his side, Hobo was invincible. Or so it seemed at 
the time. 

Hobo kissed Nibbles and went back up the manhole to find lunch. At the same time, Jimmy was 
searching restlessly in the maze of pipes for Hobo or the brown bag. 

After an hour�s struggle, Jimmy noticed a pop, smaller than the others, that looked to be extremely 
old. Of course, no one would use it these days�that is, except for maybe a hobo. Jimmy�s 
frustrated pout became a hysterical grin as he ran into the pipe. When he entered, Nibbles jumped 
out in from of him, growling the biggest growl a rat could make. He scurried towards the brinks as if 
guarding them and showed Jimmy a set of sharp, grisly teeth. 

Jimmy, however, wasn�t intimidated by the rat�s threatening demeanor. Not knowing when Hobo 
would be back, he pulled out a pistol from his pocket and aimed at 
Nibbles. 

Not knowing what was happening, Nibbles stood his ground. All of a 
sudden, a shot fired so loud that every rat in New York�s sewers ran 
for cover. All except for Nibbles. Poor defenseless Nibbles. Instead, 
he was strewn over the cold, pipe floor bloody and deceased. 

Jaded, Jimmy walked past what used to be Nibbles, removed the 
bricks that Nibbles had been guarding, and found what he was looking for. It didn�t take Jimmy 
long to find a manhole and walk back to Chung Wu�s. 
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Hobo Hopkins was enjoying a leftover club sandwich he found outside of Sandy�s Wine and Dine, 
when he sensed something wasn�t right. He placed the bits of sandwich he was saving for Nibbles 
in his picket and ran back to the manhole. He went as fast as he could. Something inside him told 
him to go faster and faster he went. At last he came to his pipe and saw his whole world crumble 
before him. Nibbles, his Nibbles was gone. Kneeling before the cold, lifeless rat, he cried, and 
being the religious man he was, he said a small prayer between his ever-growing sobs. 

�Why?� he thought out loud, �WHY!?!?!?� 

Suddenly Hobo realized something. The bricks! The bricks were out of place! The brown bag was 
gone! Someone had followed him home, taken the money, and the life of his only companion in 
this cruel, dark world. Hobo Hopkins decided then and there that whoever did this would pay. He 
would make them pay. 

 
 
 
Salon Suspense 
Stacey let out a big sigh of displeasure. Suzie was here 
and was already complaining of her last appointment at 
Sassy Stylin’ Hair Salon. 

"My hair was cut a whole inch too short and that Mara 
character pushed one of my cuticles so hard it still hurts!" 
Suzie whined, flipping her frizzy, blonde hair and 
plopping herself into one of the styling chairs. "Now 
remember, I only want two centimeters off of the ends 
and tell that Mara person NOT to push my poor, sensitive 
cuticles so hard," she snapped at Stacey. 

It was 4:30 on Saturday evening and Stacey had better 
things to do than sit here and listen to Suzie complain and insult the whole time. So, she did the 
fastest, yet nicest job on Suzie’ s hair. Stacey was just about to show her to the polishing room 
when Bobby, the cleaning boy called her. 

"Suzie, go on ahead into the polishing room and Mara will be there in a few minutes. You know 
where it is." Stacey said, walking into the back room to find Bobby. 

"The service here is despicable!" grumbled Suzie as she flounced off to the 
polishing room. 

After a few minutes, as promised, Mara arrived and began to clean Suzie’s 
toenails. She was thinking about just ignoring Suzie, but just to rub it in, 
she gave Suzie the biggest, friendliest "Hello there!" in the world. Suzie 
only shrieked that Mara had gotten polish remover in a "paper cut" on her 
toe. 

Mara had just finished painting Suzie’ s scummy toenails when the phone in her office rang. "Sorry 
Suzie, I’ve really got to get that. My mother is flying in from California and that could be her. Be a 
dear and when those dry, go out to the front desk where you can pay Fran. Thanks so much," she 
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said briskly, hurriedly closing the door so she wouldn’t get nailed with another snide remark of 
complaint. 

Meanwhile, Stacey had found Bobby in the back room and asked him what he needed. 

"I’ve. ..umm...I kinda gotta. ...umm you see I..uh. I’ve got to leave early. I-lf that’s okay with you, 
that is," he stumbled shyly. He always got really shy when he had to ask for something, but you 
could never say no because his baby-blue eyes were beggars. (Either say yes or never look him in 
the eyes). 

"Oh, do you want me to clean up for you tonight?" she asked 

"That would be so wonderful, thank you," he replied, relieved. "I’ll see you tomorrow Stace, and 
thanks," he said, gratefully. Stacey noticed a bulging sack at his side. 

Suzie walked out to the front desk when her toes had dried. She had been 
planning what she was going to complain about to Fran, but she decided to keep 
her mouth shut this time. 

 
"I suppose there’s a huge mess in there," Stacey commented pointing to the 
polishing room. 

"Oh no! Everything is just fine in there. Just fine," Suzie said rather hastily. Funny thing, she 
seemed very cheerful. 

"Really? Cool. Well I’m gonna’ get going Fran. I’ll see you tomorrow." Stacey 
said rather relieved that she didn’t have to clean up the usual mess in there. 
She grabbed her coat and keys and walked out. 

"That will be $35.00 please," Fran said bluntly, preparing herself for the usual 
string of complaints and insults. Miraculously, Suzie didn’t have anything to say 
at all. She just unzipped her purse a little bit so she could squeeze out her 
wallet. She paid and left with a friendly goodbye. 

Fran was astonished. She went outside to lock the door in complete awe. Then she went home 
after a full days work. 

The next morning Fran opened up the salon and went to turn on all of the lights in the rooms and 
unlock the office doors. The last room she turned the lights on in was the polishing room. She 
flipped on the lights and took a quick glance around, as she does in every room. Then it hit her. 
The polish was gone! She ran in and jerked open all of the cupboards and frantically searched the 
room. Nothing. The nail polish was missing. 

Fran suddenly heard Stacey and Mara come in. 

"The polish is all missing!" she exclaimed hurrying to them. 

"What!?!?" they both yelled at once. 
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"But Fran, just before closing last night it was all there!" Mara said. 

"Didn’t you clean up in there last night?" Stacey asked worriedly. 

"No! My mother called to say she was in form California. Besides, Bobby cleans up in there every 
day!" Mara explained, practically in tears. 
"Don’t cry Mara, it’s not your fault. Bobby needed to leave early yesterday and he asked me to 
clean up for him. Suzie assured me that everything in there was perfectly in order," Stacey replied. 

"You don’t think. .." Fran began. 

Suddenly Bobby walked in. 

"Guess what? You never will so I’ll tell you," He was so excited he was practically bubbling over, "I 
got that other part-time job I had applied for. You know, my paper route. Now I’ll be able to save 
enough for college! Hey, what’s going on? Why all the long faces?" 

WHO DID IT? 

 
 
 
 
The Forest Behind the House 

"Get out of the car, Nicole, we’re here," said Mrs. 
Parker. 

"Isn’t this place wonderful?" ask Mr. Parker. 

"Yeah, it is, but I wanted to know if we can check 
that forest out?" I asked eagerly. "No, honey, we 
can’t  

because the owner of the house told us that the 
forest is very dangerous. The owner told us that 
there was a family that had lived in this house, too. 
This family had an only child and her name was 
Cindy. Everyday her parents would go off to work, 
until around 11:00 pm and then they would come 
home. Cindy would go to school every weekday, but when she came home she always went to the 
forest, she came back home at 10:00 pm so that her parents wouldn’t know that she went there. 
After school’s she would spend her time wandering through that forest, but no one never knew 
what was in that forest that she always wanted to check out. Cindy’s parents never cared about 
her, but only about money. She didn’t understand why her parents wanted money more than their 
only child. 

One day something had happen to her when she went to the 
forest. For 120 years no one ever knew what had happened to 
her. Cindy had never came back from the forest. Her parents then 
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moved back to live in London until their deaths," explained Mrs. Parker. 

Dad and I didn’t even say a word when mom was telling us the story. When Mom was telling the 
story I wondered what was so dangerous about the forest. 

"I hope Nicole that you wouldn’ t run off into the forest like Cindy. Because you know that, your dad 
and I really love you. You’re the only child I have!" cried Mrs. Parker. 

"I know that mom," I answered. 

My parents and I had moved here to live for the summer because my dad had to work with a 
business group at work. The place here was Greenville and I’m the only child, like the girl my mom 
had talk about. As you be understand with my name is Nicole and I’m 14 years old. I have blond 
hair, blue eyes, but right now we just move here and I don’t know yet where I’m attending school. 

When we went inside to look around the house, it was dark. Dad tried to turn on the lights but the 
lights were dead. He turned on the running water in the kitchen, but it didn’t work. Everything in this 
house was all filthy, dirty, and filled with spider webs. Upstairs, there were four bedrooms that were 
dusty and in my bedroom, was not that big, but in a medium-big room. 

"I think this place needs fixing, right?" stated Mr: Parker. 

"Definitely it does," I answered. 

"As soon as we repair this place up, it will be nice and clean. Also, we will have to take you to a 
school to sign up," replied Mrs. Parker. 

That was what I was about to say. 

The next day, the electrician came to fix our lights. While the electrician was fixing all the lights in 
our new house Mom, Dad and I were cleaning around the house, carrying furniture’s inside, plus 
putting away boxes of kitchen plates, cups, and other stuff. 

At about four o’clock in the afternoon Mom and I went to Darkling Middle School to sign up. I’m 
very happy that I’m not the only new student in school, because I saw at least two boys and three 
other girls attending today. The office gave Mom an envelope of papers in it, telling about Darkling 

Middle School and papers to sign. On Monday, August 20, of 1992, 
was when I started school. 

On the first day of school when I went to Darkling Middle School 
there were lots of people. My stomach always had butterflies in it 
whenever I felt scared and especially on first day of school. Why? 
It’s because whenever you go to a new school, you always feel like 
you’re alone on the first day, but on the second day there would be 
lots of friends that you would meet. 

While sitting on a bench in front of the doors until the bell rings to go inside, a girl that had long 
brown hair wearing a blue shirt came over to me and said, "Hi! My name’s Leah Dickens. What’s 
your name?" 
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"Hello, my name’s Nicole Parker and Ijust started school today. I’m a new student in this school 
and I don’t even know anyone yet, but you." 

"It’s o.k. though, everyone’s like that but have you heard of that story about this girl named Cindy 
that use to lived in this big house at 2495 N. Northland St. ?" 

"Oh yeah, that story is the story my mom told me two weeks ago when we moved down here. The 
place you’re talking about is the place that my family and I just moved into." 

"Really......Oh my.......! You haven’t gone into that forest, right? I bet you haven’t." 

How can she say that....but.....um....who cares. Two days ago I was thinking about going into the 
forest anyways. 

"Is the house scary?" 

"I don’t know! Why ask me? But sometimes when I sleep in bed, I can feel that I’m cold and like 
something cold is going down at the back of my spine and it tickles. When you sleep in bed you 
can hear voices in the forest and wooooooooing of wolves in 
the forest." 

" Are you scared?" Leah had asked me. 

BRRRRRRRRRRRIIIIIIIIIGGGGGGGGG! 

"Finally the bell rang," I said. 

"Since it’s time to go in then I’ll talk to you later and I’ll see you around in school, O.K?!" replied 
Leah. 

"O.k.! See you around!" 

That was a nice talk. Arrrrrrrrrrgh!!!!!!! Now I have to go to class! 

After lunch I went to resource and my resource teacher was Mrs. Colfer. Mrs. Colfer was pretty, but 
in a way she was very mean when a student didn’t listen to her when she was talking to the class, 
and when students were passing notes in class. One of Mrs. Colfer rules was: "Whenever I see 
anyone in class passing notes then I will take it and he/shewho wrote the note will have to come to 
the front of the class and read what he/she had written on the note. " She was tall and had brown 
short hair down to her shoulders. I have her as my communication arts teacher. 

Everyday after school when I came home I always saw the forest behind the house and many of 
the times I wondered what it was like in there. I really wanted to go there, but I was scared that my 
parents would .yelled at me. 

One day at lunch time in the cafeteria Leah said, "Nicole, did you hear that there’s a hole down the 
trail of the forest?" 

"No, I didn’t. Why?" 
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"Because when you fall down that hole, you’ll see lots of weird creatures in there. These weird 
creatures only lived underground and only eat grass and sand as their food," explained Leah. 

"How did you know about this?" 

"Why did I know? Because one of my friends yesterday told me, and she said that these creatures 
can only be killed by icky, stinky, smelly stuff." 

After school when I got home I was thinking over what Leah said about the trail. I wonder. 
..wondered. ..what the creatures looked like. Why every night I kept hearing voices: ’help me get 
me out ofhere ,’ and what’s so dangerous about this forest. In about five minutes I went to pack 
some fruits, drinks, extra socks, and clothes into my backpack. After ten extra minutes I went into 
the forest. 

Walking down the forest by myself was scary, because I was the only one right now walking the 
forest trail. In the forest there were birds flying around from tree to treeand animals making sounds. 
I felt scared, for something might scare me or touch me on the shoulder. Looking at my watch that I 
was wearing, it was already 9:00 pm, and I was actually walking by myself in the forest with no one 
else with me. Now I wanted my mommy and daddy! 

About ten minutes later when I was walking down the pathway, nothing happened, but in five 
minutes I fell into a hole. The time I was walking, I didn’t care to look down, but looked straight 

while I’m walking through the forest. 

"AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!" I yelled. No one heard me but 
myself. 

"Nicole! Nicole, I’m home!" yelled Mrs. Parker. When she checked 
the whole house, she couldn’t find Nicole, so she called Leah, 
"Hello, Leah, is Nicole there with you?" 

"Mrs. Parker, she’s not with me," answered Leah. 

"O.k. then, have you seen her at school today?" 

"Yes, I did see her today at lunch, but that’s the only time I’ve seen her at school." 

"Well, thanks anyways. Bye!" replied Mrs. Parker. 

Mrs. Parker was all shaken up, crying so hard that many tears dropped down from her eyes. Mrs. 
Parker thought: ’ What happened if while she was walking from school and someone just abduct 
her What i/she ran awayfrom home...!’ Mrs. Parker kept asking herself all these questions, but she 
decided to call the Police. 

"Hello, this is Mrs. Parker living at 2494 N. Northland St. I need someone to help me find my child. 
Please help me.. ..1 can’t find her anywhere!" cried Mrs. Parker. 

"Calm down, Mrs. Parker. ..we come right there !" 

"O.k.!" 



 

 

APL�s  �Teen Voices�                                           Spring 2003, vol.5                                                                       30 of 53 
 

Twenty minutes later the police came to the door of the Packers. The police asked many questions 
for Mrs. Parker to answer. Mrs. Parker asked the police to search for Nicole everywhere but to get 
her back. In a minute Mrs. Parker was thinking of 
something. She was thinking about the forest that Nicole might have gone into because when they 
first moved in Nicole was whining to go there. So, she told the police officers to also check there. 

After I was falling down the hole, I landed in a place where these weird creatures lived. All the 
creatures were working and I couldn’t believe my eyes, working with them were ages six to eight. 
The children were wearing ripped brown clothe with their legs chained together. 

"Hey! Who are you?!" asked the big creature king. 

"I’m sorry...I’m Nicole Parker...I. ..I. ...ummmm. ..w ...was. 
..walking down the forest and all of a sudden I just fell down a 
hole to here." 

"It’s a pleasure to have you here. Many people of fallen through 
the hole, but when they get here they worked and worked and 
starved to death. They have to eat whatever we give them. No 
matter what, some people don’t listen to me, then we kill them. 
.then they are DEAD...DEAD!!! I hope that you’re not like them!" 

"Take this girl away! Fisher, take her find her a bedroom that she’ll be staying in. Give her some 
clothes to change into, and then bring her back here. UNDERSTAND?" 

"Yes, sir!" 

"Haah!" laughed the big creature king. 

Fisher took me to my bedroom and it was a small room. 

"How many years have the creatures and you been working here?" asked I. 

"Since five years ago. We tried hard to escape from this place but all of us are scare to death to 
get killed. I’ve lost two of my girls already." 

"What happened to them?" 

"The time I was working for the king, my two girls tried to run away. When they got away with it, the 
other working for the king saw them both so they ran after them. They were caught, and that 
moment I couldn’t bear to look at them but cried. The king killed them both." 

"I’m sorry," I replied. I felt so sorry for her that she lost her two girls. 

After that I changed Fisher took me back to the king. The king told me that I would be working with 
these creatures forever. Why, would I want to work all the time in here forever? FOREVER ? No 
way! I’m going to find a way to get all of the kids and the creatures out of here. So that there’ll be 
no fears to come for them and so that they can live longer. 
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I hope my parents won't WOrry too much about me. I miss them so much that it's almost two 
weeks since I've been down here. 

One night I stayed up to make a plan to kill all the others working for the king. On a piece of paper I 
wrote my plans down: 

Plans 
1. Make stinky and icky liquids. 
2. Put it in some little bottles. 
3. Wait until the king and the others are going to wake up then pour it at them. 

Two days later, I told Fisher to meet me at my room at midnight. 

"Nicole, you said you wanted to meet me?" said Fisher. 

"Yes, I wanted to tell you something. I've made a plan to kill others and the king. I wanted you to 
look at this." 

When Fisher was reading the plans I wrote she said, "The plans you made were good, but when 
are we going to do this?" 

"Tomorrow morning when they're still in their beds, but the minute when they're awake we are to 
pour the liquids at them. These liquids will killed them and make them melt. Tell some of your 
friends and the children about this, because we two need their help. Meet me here in the morning," 
I replied. 

"Yes, I'll do what you say," answered Fisher. 

Very early in the morning about ten minutes until 6:00 am in the morning, I 
started making the liquids in a bowl. To make the liquids I used many different 
sorts of things to put in like milk, dirt, water, fruits all mixed together and my 
stinky socks to make it smelly. Just then I heard Fisher came into my room with 
thirteen of her friends. When I finished up making the liquids, I poured them into 
little bottles and gave each of them one of the bottles. I didn't want to be bossy, 
but I told all of them where to go. Some of them were to stand around the beds of 

the king and the others. 

"1.....2......3..!" whispered I. I was supposed to count so that we all can pour the 
liquids at the same time. 

"AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" yelled the king. 

"AAAAAAHHHHHHH!" yelled the others. 

The children and the creatures laughed when they melted down to the floor. 
What fun I have and Fisher and her friends, and I had. I told them that now were all free to leave 
this place and they all yelled, "YEEEEEEEEeAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" I was so happy for them and 
the creatures and the children all thanked me for saving their lives. 


