
 

Spring 2004, vol 7 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Blessings 
~by Abby 

I see a striped little cat 
I see a child playing with a bat, 

I see a dog 
Over by the lake that is covered in fog, 

I see a garden of daffodils 
I see a girl in a pink dress covered in 

frills, 

As I drive by I see these things, 
God’s little blessings. 

Shadow of the Night 
~by Brittney 

 
In the dark it lurks,in the dead of night, hunting down its prey; hunting 

scents of fright. 
It can smell the fear, it can hear the sound of little feet scurrying to 

the underground. 
If you look it in the eyes, a heavy price is what you’ll pay. You’ll 

instantly and surely die, you’ll have no time to run away. 
So just a little warning, don’t go near that wood for if you go 

a-journeying, You’ll wish you never would 
have disobeyed my heeding, but if you think with spite, go off, you’ll 

just be feeding yourself to the shadow of the night. 

Thinking of you! 
~by Fiona 

 
I lay in my room 

Alone at last 
I think of you 

And how time has past 
You mean to me 

More than you may know 
Oh how i want our love to grow 

I picture you with her 
I see you holding hands 

I want to be that girl 
You walk with in the sand 

From the first time we talked 
I did not know 

I’d have feelings like this 
That would grow and grow 

You may not like me 
You may not feel the same 

I just hope 
That this will change 

 

Mirror, Mirror 
~by Gretchen 

 

There’s a girl 
inside my mirror, 

in a world I can’t quite reach. 
I wish she would answer me. 

I wish she would show me 
who I am. 

Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 
will I fly or will I fall? 

Am I doing what is right? 
Should I flee 

or should I fight? 

I need advice 
but I’m afraid to reach out. 

The only one 
who would understand me 

is me, 
and I don’t. 

Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 
is there more 
or is this all? 

Can you see into my mind? 
Can you tell me what you find? 

Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 
I am not you after all. 

You’re a reflection of me. 
If I want to know myself 

I’ll have to wait 
and see. . . 

 



 

 

APL�s  �Teen Voices�                                           Spring 2004, vol.7                  2 of 42 
 

Rasja 
~by Gretchen 

Gray shadow 
of a chainlink fence 

on the stone 
at her front door. 

The dark falls 
in tidy stripes, 

creating diamonds of light 
before the neat blue paint. 

Watch the shadows. 
The shape of a boy, 
tall, thin, and strong, 
pads up to the fence. 

He holds a rose in his teeth 
and with calloused 

brown hands 
he grips the metal diamonds. 

He pulls himself up 
and climbs that fence 

for Rasja lives in this house 
with the blue door. 

She has dark hair floating 
in waves about her shoulders 

and green eyes alive with 
mirth. 

She has golden gowns 
and rooms full of diamonds. 

She has everything 
she doesn�t need. 

His dark brow furrowed 
in concentration, 
the light of love 

in his eyes, 
the boy gently sets 

his rose on the flagstone 
right beneath the blue door. 

He stays a moment, 
hoping to 

see her 
appear. . . 

But inside the fenced in 
house with the blue door 

she doesn�t know he�s alive. 
The house is so big, 

but her heart is too small 
to let another person inside. 

The diamonds disappear 
as the dark rushes in 

and hides the lonesome rose. 
Over the fence 

a shadow of a boy 
trudges slowly home. 

But he�ll be back 
another day. 

His hope will carry him far. 
He has shining eyes 

and a heart full of goodness. 
He has everything 

she needs. 
 

 
There once was a man... 

~by Matt 
 

There once was a man from killkenny 
Who had just one hat too many. 

he had a good buddy 
Who thought he was nutty 

being sad about one hat too many. 
 

 
The Sea 
~by Jeremy 

 
Darkness flowing over chaos, cloaking, 
The roiling waters crashing into rocks 

foam, frothing, sweeping on the darkness, white 
The seagulls resting, adrift, afloat, night. 

A ship comes, riding the swells, searching, lost. 
A cheer arises from the silent deck 

Land Ho! I see the land! now all is calm 
The waves are still, the night is warm, always 

 

Emotions 
~by Rachel 

 
I sit in my room, 

In the dark of the night. 
Emotions are flying, 

My throat closes tight. 
I am all alone, 

As I sit and I stare. 
At the world moving �round me, 

Does anyone care? 
I feel very helpless, 

Insecure and so small. 
You were my only reason, 

To be living at all. 
But then I stop, 

And think for a minute. 
You really did care, 

Your heart just wasn�t in it. 
Sometimes love just doesn�t work, 

This I understand now. 
Though we search for the way, 

We may never know how. 
Tears roll down my face, 
Where a smile has spread. 

Feelings can change, 
This is easily said. 
I sit in my room, 

In the dark of the night. 
Emotions are flying, 

My throat closes tight. 
These tears I am crying, 

No longer of pain. 
�I�m glad to have loved you.� 

Then I smile, as it begins to rain. 
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I’m too scared to let you in 

~by Michelle 
 

I’m too scared to let you in 
Too scared to breathe again 

I’ve built up this wall 
So I could stand tall 

Yet when you look at me 
I can barely see 

I begin to mumble 
And my walls begin to crumble 

You tell me what you’ve been through 
And I start to see the real you 

I’m afraid to show you my inner self 
Afraid you’ll place me upon that shelf 

Too scared to let you hold me 
What if that’s all I’ll ever be? 

I wish you’d look at me 
Letting me know I’m all you see 

Just when I walk into a room 
To know I’m all you consume 

How am I supposed to know whats real 
When you won’t even tell me how you feel 

You say you’re not perfect 
But I know - I know you’re worth it. 

 
Moving On 

~by Maddie 
 

I wish I was good enough for people. 
It seems like I�m truly never right 

Anything I say is wrong, and it pounds at me all 
night. 

I don�t think people know how much it hurts 
When they make fun of every little thing I do. 

I sometimes just wanna be somebody new. 
Different. 

Good enough for the people that are too good for me. 
I really don�t understand how people can�t see 

When people are pointing, laughing, and staring at 
me, 

That it hurts. 
It hurts bad. 

But I�m gonna get through. 
I just gotta to have the confidence to try something 

new. 
Like not taking the insults anymore. 

I don�t need it, or want it. 
So I don�t care what anyone says. 

I�m just going to start blocking out anyone who 
treats me like 
I�m nothing. 

I�m leaving all that stuff behind, 
I�m just 

Moving On 

 
 

Destiny or Fate? 
~by Hayley 

 
Problems may come and go, 

but they always put on quite a show. 
Some people help you through it, 

others make you want to quit. 
Nobody can make your decisions for you, 

so decide and make it true to you. 
Most people don’t know what I’m like, 

so let some know or take a hike. 
Your life is your own, 

so make yourself known. 
Learn about the person next to you, 

let them learn something about you too. 
Think about your life right now, 

then think about the question how?? 
One last question before it’s too late, 

was it Destiny or was it fate?? 

 
 

Loneliness 
~by Rachel 

 
I see a little boy 

All alone, by himself 
In swirls of blackness and aloneness an fear 

Hugging himself to keep 
From seeing the ugly evilness 

Of the spinning black world around him 
he hears yelling and screaming from the past 

And the stamping of feet and the clomps of hooves 
He has nothing to defend himself 

And he wishes someone were there 
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Stuck in a constant inbetween 
~by Michelle 

Stuck in a constant inbetween 
Not ever knowing what life means 

Devouring up Hollywood 
Is where we all once stood 

Childish dreams and foolish desires 
Now beginning to add to the fires 

Of shattered dreams and broken hearts 
We realize we must now become a part 

Theres much to pay 
As we pave our way 
Time keeps changing 

And we keep rearranging 
We got lost in a trance 

And given in to this hopeless dance 
A dance so fast yet too short 

So we fall 
And get lost in it all 

A simple, yet not so simple strife 
A dance called life. 

 
 

When the rain falls down hard 
~by Michelle 

When the rain falls down hard 
And wakes me from my dreams 

When the night won’t fall and the sun won’t rise 
When thunder rumbles my body 

And I’m feeling most alive 
Thats when I feel I’ve reached the top just as i bottom out 

I finally begin to understand what it’s all about 
I hear a sweet voice singing 

And I become engaged 
Entwined in her voice 

Melting the heavens blazing skies 
I fell into the rhythme 
I got lost in the beat 

For that single moment in time 
For that single lonely note 

I felt infinite 
Lost inside a Utopian dream 
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The Mask 
~by Rachel 

 
I wear this mask so no one can see 

The feelings deep inside of me. 
I bare the pain of a broken heart, 
Your love for her tore us apart. 

I sit alone in the quiet night, 
Wondering why this didn�t go right. 

In the crowd I laugh and smile, 
But when alone I cry awhile. 

I look to the sky and see a star, 
And I wish in my heart I was where you are. 

A knock on the door brings me back to this place. 
I wipe my tears as the mask returns to my face. 

I wear this mask so no one can see 
The feelings deep inside of me. 

 

Colors are Everywhere 
~by Teara 

Colors, colors all around 
All around and up and down 

Side to side, front to back 
Colors, colors by the stack 

Happy colors, sad colors 
Funny colors, mad colors 
Bright colors, dull colors 
Empty colors full colors 

Colors, colors here and there 
Colors, colors in the air 
Colors colors in the sea 

Even colors on you and me 

colors, colors all around 
all around and up and down 

everywere, everywere 
colors are just everywere 

 
 

 
Because of you... 

~by Rachel 
 

Because of you I felt the pain. 
Because of you I saw only rain. 
Because of you I couldn’t stand. 
Because of you I fell to the sand. 
Because of you I felt no escape. 

Because of you I was in poor shape. 
Because of you I thought the world would cease. 

Because of me I found some peace. 
Because of me I carried on. 

Because of me I felt you gone. 
Because of me I walked, head high. 

Because of me I wouldn’t die. 
Because of me I looked ahead. 

Because of me no tears were shed. 
 

 
 
 

The Angel 
~by Rachel 

My guardian angel, though far away, 
Kept me going everyday. 

He was sent to me from up above, 
To fill my world with words of love. 

Through the times I�d laughed and cried 
He�d be right there, right by my side. 
With love so pure and words so wise 

He�d help me see it through another�s eyes. 
But then slowly came the day 

That they took my guardian angel away. 
And now I sit alone in the night 
Nothing will ever feel as right 

As when my guardian angel, though far away, 
Kept me going everyday. 
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PAINT or DIE 
~by Brittany 
We had just moved into our new house and town. My husband Rodney and I had just been married and were 
ready to start our life together. It was quite an old house that we bought in Maple Town. There didn�t seem to 
be an end to all of the work and remodeling there was to be done. But as stressed as we were sometimes, it 
was nice to think that the work was almost finished. 

We had hired some professional painters to come and paint our bedroom bright orange for us. It was the last 
room in our new �palace,� and then, we�d be on our own. It was just another Sunday morning. Neither of us 
were very religious, so we didn�t bother going to church. Rodney and I were downstairs sipping coffee and 
reading the Sunday post. 

�Martha,� said Rodney. �Those painters have been here for nearly two days now, and they still aren�t half 
way done with our room. Isn�t that a bit long for painting one room? And every time I walk past they have 
the door locked shut, and I always hear whispering coming from the inside. Call me crazy, but is something 
like this supposed to take pros so long?� 

At first I just sort of played back all he had said, and then I started to get a little worried. 

�Now that you mention it, I, too, have been noticing the painters acting peculiar. I once came home from the 
grocery store only to find the woman poking around in our kitchen drawers and looking very suspicious. 
When I asked her what she was looking for she simply nodded, and walked right 
back upstairs.� 

We stared at each other for a moment, just kind of listening above us where they were working. All of a 
sudden we heard a bang and yelp from one of the workers. 

�What in the devil!?� Rodney shot out of his chair and ran into our bedroom before I had a chance to say 
anything. About as quickly as I could, I ran right behind him. When I got to the door of our room I found 
him open-mouthed and bug-eyed staring in at one of the walls. I poked my head around the corner and 
looked inside. On the wall was a huge splatter of pea green paint! 

�How did this happen?� Rodney uttered in fury. �What did you do this time?� 

�We�re sorry,� the woman answered. �I was holding the can of green paint from our other job, and 
accidentally tripped on the ladder.� 
 
It seemed rather peculiar to me that they just happened to have a can of paint from another job. But I ignored 
that small detail for now. 

�How long will it take you to fix this?� I asked trying to lighten the mood. 

�We�re not sure ma�am. Maybe two, three days.� 

�Great! Just great! My wife and I will never get to live here just the two of us! Thank you so much!� 
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After putting his two cents in, Rodney went into the study to smoke his pipe. This was his relaxation ritual. I 
reassured the painters that he would be all right, but they didn�t seem to care the least bit about what they had 
done or how we felt about it. I walked downstairs and finished my 
cup of coffee. Since I thought a nice walk would do Rodney good, I offered for the both of us to take 
Flounder, our golden retriever puppy, for a walk around the neighborhood. Rodney nodded in agreement and 
went to let Flounder out of his kennel. I went to get her leash. It was the oddest thing: the leash was gone. 
And I could�ve sworn I put it there after her last walk. 

�Oh well,� I muttered, and got a piece of rope to use instead. Rodney didn�t even seem to notice the missing 
leash, which was probably a good thing because of how mad he already was. 

We went on living with the two odd painters for another week. Then, on Tuesday morning while I was just 
getting my briefcase ready for work, they came downstairs and announced that our bedroom was finally 
done. 

�It�s about time,� said Rodney. �Well then, let�s see it. You too Martha.� 

�Sorry dear, but I�m already late as it is. You go on up and make sure it�s just the way you want it, and I�ll 
see it right after I come home from work today.� 

So, Rodney followed the pair into the bedroom, and I walked out the door to work. 

After a long day at the office I was glad to be home. When I arrived it was nice to see that the paint van was 
gone. I walked inside and didn�t hear a thing. 

�Rodney?� I called. �Rodney. Where are you?� No answer. I figured he had just fallen asleep gazing at the 
bright orange walls glad that it was finally done. After feeding Flounder, I decided to go and see our new 
bedroom. The door was closed, so I just cracked it open to look inside. The room sure was orange, and I was 
so happy that I threw the door open to have a better look. Only, I stumbled backwards and turned paper 
white. My stomach ached, and I felt as if my heart was in my throat. At first I couldn�t believe my eyes, but 
then it sunk in. Rodney was dead. He had been hung from the ceiling fan with Flounder�s leash. There he 
was, lifeless, swaying back and forth, back and forth. And there he was. Dead. 

At first I just stood there. My eyes glazed over and my mind went off into some fantasy wonderland. I 
couldn�t believe it. I just couldn�t believe it! After I came back to reality, I called 911 and told them just what 
had happened. They told me not to worry and that they�d call a detective to help out on the case. This piece 
of information was little comfort to me, but it was a relief to know that there were people out there willing to 
help. 

I looked out our front window watching for the police when I saw our new neighbor, Ms. Flow, jogging. She 
was the only person I had met within the neighborhood. The day Rodney and I moved in she came over with 
a casserole and introduced herself. She was an aerobics instructor at the YMCA, and trust me, she took her 
job way too seriously. She seemed nice enough, but yet overly worried about exercising. I decided to go out 
and tell her what had happened. I was actually hoping for some consolation, but also to worn her that there 
was some psycho murderer running around just waiting for their next victim. 

�Hello, Ms. Flow,� I said in the cheeriest voice I could get out. �Out jogging, I see.� 

�Why yes Martha. Is something the matter, dear? You seem as if something is bothering you. Anything I can 
help with?� 
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At that moment I broke down. Right on the sidewalk I started sobbing and hugging her and telling everything 
that had happened and how our dream life together wasn�t going to happen. 

�What? Do you mean to tell me that Rodney has been� killed? Right here in my own backyard? Oh, 
Martha. I can�t even think of the pain you�re going through right now. Is there something you need? 
Anything I can do to help at all?� I was extremely grateful, but the sorrow seemed to be being continuously 
pumped through my body. But, to show that I did appreciate her being there for me, I simply touched her 
hand. Before another word could be said the police were whipping down the street and she was off jogging 
again. 

The police car stopped in front of the house, and two buffed up men came out. After them came an old man 
who I thought looked like a classic, pipe-smoking detective. 

�Ma�am, I�m Sergeant Jones. This is my assistant Lee, and your detective Milo C. Karnes. Now I�ll let you 
two get acquainted while we go up and check the crime scene.� I pointed him off in the right direction, and 
Milo C. Karnes came over to introduce himself. 

�So,� he said as he pulled out his notebook and pencil to take notes. � Your husband was hung, you say. A 
murder. And one of the nastiest sorts if I do say so myself.� My stomach got a little queasy as he said this, 
but apparently he noticed because he apologized right away. 

�Is there anyone here who might have something against you?� he asked quizzically. 

�No. Not that I know of. You see, Rodney and I are newlyweds. We just moved here. The only person we�ve 
met so far is our neighbor, Ms. Flow. But she is really quite nice.� 

�I see. Now if you don�t mind, I�m just going to go up and help investigate the scene of the crime. Thank you 
Ms�?� 

�Mrs. Mrs. Sleeth. And thank you, Milo C. Karnes.� 

That night, and for the next week, I stayed at the nearby Holiday Inn. I couldn�t even stand the thought of 
going back into the house where my husband had been killed. Over and over in my head I asked the 
question, � Why? Why would anyone do this to Rodney? To us?� But it did no good. I was a completely 
miserable wreck. It was almost as if sorrow was a new drug you could take. And once it was in your 
bloodstream, it never came out. 

On the following Sunday I got a call from Milo. He said he wanted to ask me a few more questions, and 
wondered if I�d mind coming over for the day. He also said a couple of clues had been found, and he wanted 
my input on who might�ve left them. I couldn�t say no. So I got myself decently dressed and had a cab take 
me to my house. When I arrived Milo was waiting for me outside smoking his pipe. 

�Hello. There were a few things that we found that were left by who we believe to be the murderer. On the 
floor by the coat hooks was a corner of what seems to be an athletic code of some sort. In the bedroom there 
was an orange handprint on the windowsill, which probably means whoever killed Rodney got out that way. 
Unfortunately it was rubbed just enough so that the fingerprints couldn�t be made out. But by the size of the 
hand it�s very likely a woman did it. There were also a few brown hairs found on the chest of the body.� 

I listened intently, but didn�t say a word. To me none of the clues made sense. One did make me a little more 
suspicious though. The coat racks where that athletics code was found is also the place where Flounder�s 
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leash was kept. And that ended up being used to hang Rodney. All along I had had the hunch that it was the 
painters that did it. I mean, I did see the one sneaking around our house. And they always acted so odd. This 
must�ve been why. 

�Is there something you wanted to tell me?� Milo asked, �You look as if there�s more information you know 
but haven�t told me.� Man was this guy good. How did he know all of that just by looking at me? At first I 
didn�t know what to say, but I made myself find the courage, and related all that the painters had done, said, 
and otherwise while they were here. He wrote everything down in his notebook. 

�Have you dealt with this paint company before?� 

�No,� I answered. �There was an ad that came in the mail just a few days ago. So Rodney and I thought we�d 
try the area company out.� Milo listened contently and then said he�d get more dirt on these mysterious 
painters. 

�Tell me more about this Ms. Flow. What does she do, where does she live, how did you meet, etc.?� 

�She�s an aerobics instructor at the YMCA, and she lives right to the left of us. She came over right when we 
moved in to say welcome. She really is a nice lady.� 

�Did she seem interested in anything in particular?� 

�Yes. She said how much she had wanted the house for herself. It�s classic old home, and her house, even 
though right next door, is junk. She had even put some offers in for it, but we ended up getting it instead.� 

�Was she wearing a coat that day?� 

�Yes. Why?� 

�What color was it?� 

�It was a polar fleece purple YMCA coat.� 

�And you hung it up on the coat rack, correct?� 

�Why yes. Where else would we have hung it?� 

�Interesting. You have been a great help to me with this information. Oh yes, and what color hair did Ms 
Flow, and the woman painter have?� 

�Ms Flow has brown hair I believe. And I think the painter did too. But I don�t know anything else about her 
because she was she was wearing a mask to protect herself from the paint fumes when snooping around our 
house. My husband took care of all the business deals with them.� 

�Did he ever describe her to you?� 

�He said that the only time he had seen her she had a masks on too. So he never saw her either, I suppose.� 

�Odd� I�m going to do some more investigating and research tonight, and I�ll want to see you back here 
tomorrow morning at 9:00 a.m. sharp.� 
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�Just one more question Milo. What did you do with Rodney�s body?� 

�Right now it�s at a lab being checked for fingerprints and such. But don�t worry, you�ll be able to have a 
wake and funeral all the same.� 

�Very well then. Thank you Milo.� I gave him a quick hug and got myself a cab back to the Holiday Inn for 
at least one more night. 

The next day I got myself ready again and went back to the house. Milo was waiting for me outside, only this 
time he looked as if something had come up. I hurriedly got out of the cab and ran over to see whether it was 
something good or bad. 

�What. What is it?� I stammered trying to catch my breath. 

�I talked to Ms. Flow yesterday, and I asked her if she thought you two to be nice people. She said yes. Then 
I asked her about the house and why she seemed to want it so bad. She said, �I�ve lived in this neighborhood 
my whole life. When I was a little girl my grandma told me that there was some treasure in that house. And 
that if I would ever find that treasure I would be rich for the rest of my life. My parents told me it was only a 
fairy tale, but I�ve always just had this little bit of suspicion and curiosity about me that maybe she was 
telling the truth. My family wasn�t the richest. So, money was always something that seemed to be just out of 
my reach. Every time my grandma told me this story my mouth watered and my eyes glistened at the thought 
of wearing huge diamonds around my neck and on my fingers, having a gold crown, and then, to top it all off 
to live in what I think to be the coolest house ever built.� It seemed like she really wanted your house. But 
with it just being a childhood fancy, I don�t know if she wants it enough to kill.� 

�You mean to tell me that you are counting Ms. Flow as a suspect? I never would�ve even put her on the list. 
Why do you care so much about her anyway?� 

�You said there aren�t many people around here whom you�ve met. So, with that being the case, we need to 
look at all of the people you have had contact with to see if one of them could�ve possibly done it. But 
because you seem so flustered I�ll ask you one more time. Is there anyone you can think of that would�ve had 
some reason to kill Rodney?� I thought for a minute. And then� ring, ring, ring! My cell phone started 
ringing. 

�Hello?� I was kind of irritated. This wasn�t the greatest time someone could�ve chosen to call me at. 
�Hello?� I said again. 

�Martha? Is that you? You low down no good rotten traitor!� 

�Jenny? Is it really you? I thought I�d never hear from you again! What a surprise! I�m so glad you�re talking 
to me now!� 

�Yeah. Well, I only called to say, to say congratulations on getting married and on finding the perfect house. 
I hope you two have a great life together, and I�m sorry I�ve been such a pain, but I still don�t forgive 
completely yet. Well, bye.� Click. The phone line went dead. At first I just stood in amazement at what I had 
just heard, but then got a little suspicious. 

�Who was that?� Milo asked slightly confused. 

�That was Jenny. And I think we could call her a suspect too.� 
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�Why? What did she do to you?� 

She�s my old best friend. See, Jenny used to date Rodney. She was heartbroken when they broke up, and got 
furious at me when I started dating him. Then we got married. She threw a chair when she found out and 
refused to come to the ceremony. We gave her our address in case she ever came around and wanted to visit. 
We also gave her our telephone number. Unfortunately we never saw or heard from her. At least not until 
just now. My mom told me just a couple of weeks ago she moved to Georgia. Ran away to relax and cool her 
jets I guess.� 

�I see. Is there anything else about her that could fit the clues we�ve found?� 

�Well� she also has brown hair. Oh yeah! She teaches youth summer soccer. That might�ve been her 
athletic code you found. And why would she call and act all nice now? I think she knows that something�s 
up.� 

�Very well. Oh yes. We found one more clue yesterday. There was some purple fuzz stuck to the wet paint 
on the wall. I did do some research last night on the woman painter we�ve talked about. Her name is Miss 
Wolf. She�s fairly new at the painting business because I couldn�t find much 
information on her. The good news is her police record is clear. Now you listen to me. I have a feeling that 
whoever killed Rodney is going to come back to your house some time soon. So I got you a room in the 
police station for the night. You�ll be safe there, just in case the murderer ends up hunting for you.� This 
startled me a little bit. Just the thought of being �hunted� is frightening to me. Milo drove me over to the Inn 
and waited as I packed my things. Then, he took me to the police station and showed me to my room. 

�Just one question before you go, Milo. How long is this madness going to last would you say?� 

�From what I can tell not too much longer. I�ve got a hunch and tonight I�ll try and prove myself correct. But 
don�t you worry about a thing. It�ll be over soon enough.� Then he told me to stay put and locked the door 
on his way out. I felt safer now. And I just hoped that whoever the murderer was would be given just what 
they deserved. Death. 

For the next two days I stayed in my room. The policemen came and served me meals, but never let me 
leave. The search was still in high gear. I was a nervous wreck. Now that I had time to think, I remembered 
Rodney. How my life was ruined forever. It felt as if my heart had been ripped out and a stone was put in its 
place. Several times I�d wake up at night in a cold sweat. I was dreaming about just what had happened that 
day. And how whoever did it was after me. I thought I was starting to go crazy. It was like this for those two 
days, and on the evening of the third at around 11:00 p.m. the phone in my room started ringing. I shot out of 
bed because it scared me so much. I timidly picked up the receiver and heard excited breaths on the other 
end. 

�Hello,� I said not really knowing what to get as a reply. 

�Martha. It�s Milo. We�ve caught the murderer. Get over to your house as soon as possible. Hurry!� The line 
went dead after that last word. I shoved clothes on and barged out the door. The police already knew and 
were waiting for me out in a car in the front. I climbed in and we were off. 

With the sirens buzzing and the lights flashing we whipped around every corner until we reached my house. 
There must�ve been nearly 12 police cars out there. Crowds were starting to gather. We stopped and I 
jumped out. I spotted Milo smoking his pipe and looking very proud out in our front yard. I ran over and 
nearly tripped over other people as I went. 
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�Well? Who is it? Tell me!� 

�It�s both one, and two people.� 

�What do you mean?� 

�Well, I�ve been processing the clues this whole time, and found out that Ms. Flow was indeed the killer. 
You see, she�s what you could call a gold digger. Nothing, not even Rodney was going to stand in her way of 
getting that �treasure� and becoming rich. I�ve dealt with many people in my time and trust me, I can tell 
when there�s more then just a want, but a need. And when I asked her about the house, that�s how she 
looked. She just needed your house to satisfy her curiosity about those riches. You told me you hung her coat 
up the night she came over. The athletics code must�ve been for her from the YMCA and fallen out of her 
pocket when it was hung up. Then, later that night when she went back to get her coat she grabbed the leash 
off the hook right along with it. She then used it for the murder. Her hair was left by mistake. It must�ve 
gotten caught on the body as she hurriedly got out through the window in your room. Which is where she left 
the orange handprint, but had enough sense to realize it and smudge it so no distinct clues were left there.� 

�But wait a minute,� I said a little confused �Ms. Flow never had anything to do with the painting.� 

�That�s what you think. And I�ll get to that, don�t worry. Anyway, she slid out the window, and was wearing 
that same purple YMCA coat because some of the fuzz was left behind on the wall. After she slid out the 
window she walked over to her house and started jogging. Which is where you met her outside.� 

�How did you know I talked to her that day? You weren�t even there!� 

�Ah. When the police car came around the corner, I saw her just start to jog away in her purple coat.� 

�I still don�t get how she could�ve been the one to do it. She was never in there with her purple coat on, so 
she couldn�t have left the fuzz on the wall.� 

�That�s exactly what she wanted you to think. Ms Flow actually disguised herself as the female that came to 
paint your bedroom. She always wore a mask so that she could be the �friendly neighbor� and you two 
wouldn�t recognize her. The man she worked with is probably her partner in crime and knew what was going 
on the whole time. So he left with the truck while she hung Rodney. And they just temporarily joined the 
painting business so that they could pull this murder off. So she wore the painting uniform over her purple 
coat, and right before she bailed took it off so that she could just throw it near her house and start innocently 
jogging.� 

�But I thought you said that the female painter�s name was Miss Wolf.� 

�That�s another clue. If you spell Flow backwards you get �wolf�. She flipped around her name to trick us. 
She attempted to frame the painters by being one herself.� I stood in awe. My mouth was open as I thought 
about everything Milo had just said. And he was right, it all fit. 

�After I had a pretty good idea of who it was I also thought, like I told you, that she would come back to 
finish off the job. That�s why for the past three nights a police crew and I have been spying on her house to 
see if she�s going to come out. And sure enough, tonight right before I called you she came out with a knife 
in hand ready to kill.� 

�You mean she wanted to kill me?� 
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�That�s about right. She didn�t actually like you, Martha. No offense or anything. And the good news is that 
Jenny really is coming around and wanting to be your friend again.� 

Milo had Ms Flow/Wolf put into jail, along with her comrade, Mr. Berkley. I ended up selling the house. 
Even now I can�t think of going back into that room. I moved to Georgia to live with my best friend again 
Jenny. She was devastated at what happened to Rodney, and felt sorry for me, too. Flounder still lives with 
me, and I prefer using a rope to walk him instead of a leash. You�ll probably hear many people say, �And 
that�s the story of my life� Well this was mine. My life. The murder story. 

 
 

The Renture 
~by Max 
They just kept coming and coming, the blagnogs (a grotesque creature) that is. They just kept on rolling in 
more and more large laser cannons, shields, and Mobil Laser Tanks (MLTs). All of these were coming off of 
Landing Vehicles (LVs) somewhere out of sight so they could not strike with tactical fighters. Although, 
only too soon the fighting begun. The day seemed bright, even though the sky was overcast; this, knew 
Mathew Sloan the leading commander at the Renture, was just reflections off of all of the mirror shields that 
were arrayed at the front to protect against laser-fire. 
 
Now came the start shots that always start a battle. This usually comes from one of the laser cannons. The 
shot is aimed to be entirely harmless and signifies that �I�m ready�. And this, of course, is how this battle 
started. 
 
Instantly small infantry fire streaked across the field; most fire did nothing because it was absorbed by 
shields. The battlefield was now filled with red laser fire that none dared to pass. 
 
Soon Sloan started to realize that MLTs had started to cross into the �death zone� or the area in between the 
two shield lines that was now covered with laser fire. Immediately laser cannons tore off their protective 
shielding and blasted them to pieces. This did not make the blagnogs happy, so they immediately destroyed 
Sloan�s last shield. He responded to this by calling in tactical fighters. These fighters did not come quickly 
enough, and soon Sloan saw several tremendous explosions as a troop carrier passed overhead, they had just 
launched their own fighters. Sloan soon had no major forward (outside the base) units left, and all the 
remaining forward troops were now retreating back into the base. These troops were being slaughtered, when 
a horrific explosion tore apart the blagnogs� main laser cannons apart as if they were made of paper. Men all 
about Sloan cheered as a new onslaught was created. Now Spanish fighters faced Sloan�s creating a huge 
cloud of lasers, fire, and smoke. The small air to air challenge resulted in the destruction of all of the 
blagnogs� fighters and half of Sloan�s, but now Sloan�s fighters faced a new threat- Surface to Air Lasers 
(SALs). Now many red streaks were flung into the sky; only a quarter survived the first wave of SALs. Now 
the few that remained, ascended and dove strait down in dive-bomber style. Then they all loosed a laser 
bomb and pulled up. Finally, only one fighter limped away with smoke trailing, and a storms of lasers streaks 
chasing it. The pilot of this fighter was Tom Houston, and later he saved the whole remnant of the force, but 
he does not come into this part of the story any more. 
 
Now vicious gorilla style fighting started, a laser guy pops up here shoots a bit and disappears again to find a 
new position to pop up in as to not get pulverized by laser towers that were planted inside of the Alamo. 
Approximately half an hour was practically wasted with this wasteful folly, when the blagnogs regrouped 
and started to scale the walls. The first attempt failed pitifully when they were all just plucked off the ladders 
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like flies off of webs. Although they slowly kept getting higher and higher on the wall, when, all of the 
sudden a mobile laser tower appeared. All of the men that were left in the fort shuddered at the sight of this 
opponent, and were outright enraged when they saw fighters circling over another one being assembled. 
They were all moaning when a huge explosion erupted behind them. Sloan looked back only to see the 
burning smithereens of a laser tower behind him. The Spaniards had just launched a laser ball at them. He 
now looked to his left and right only to see nobody left standing. He ran to the inner courtyard to be greeted 
by a massive wall of flame. Now he had a whole maze of flames to find his way through. But when he 
finally got to one of the remaining turrets he found the only remaining 14 live soldiers, and only seven were 
unharmed including Mathew Sloan. Now everyone in the room recognized him and sighed with relief to 
know their commander was still alive and unharmed. Now Sloan asked them, �Do we stay here and die, 
surrender to the enemy and most likely get executed, or fight and die honorably? They all lead to horrible 
ends, so which do we chose?� 
 
One of them spoke up, �I know of a different way. We can call in tactical fighters surrender and hope they 
distinguish us from the bad guys.� Now they all seemed to like this idea best because if they died, they died 
honorably, and it wasn�t entirely hopeless. But one thing bothered them, the SALs. But to this they agreed, 
and then Sloan called in fighters- again. He did not do this one second too soon because just overhead their 
radio was destroyed. Then they heard the voices of Spaniards coming into their room. So they surrendered 
and handed the Renture over to them. When they came out of the fort they realized the devastation that they 
had created and estimated that they had destroyed approximately half of the Spanish forces and after a hard 
day�s battle, went to sleep. The next morning they were woken early to watch the blagnogs� fiesta. Their was 
food, drink, dance, and many other festivities. Soon after the main dance as they headed to the siesta part, 
Sloan saw their tactical fighters- 25 fighters to be exact. But now he looked nervously around for any nearby 
SAL launchers, surprisingly, he saw none. Then he glanced over his shoulder to take a look at his guards. 
One of them laughed at him saying, � Nobody�s coming for you, Mister.� And laughed with his mate and 
said something else like, �He wants to go to mommy!� 
 
But to this Sloan said in a rhetorical way, �Anything can happen to two drunk guards when they are laughing 
and not paying proper attention.� He new they had been drinking after he had smelt their breath. Now he 
looked forward again and could not see their fighters. This, as our learned commander knew, was because 
they were coming out of the sun. Then right in the middle of the fiesta several gigantic explosions erupted 
slaughtering many. Now immediately Tom Houston recognized Sloan and his companions fighting on the 
ground and destroyed every enemy emplacement nearby them and landed. Now Sloan and his companions 
made for the fighter. By Sheer luck they all made it to the fighter and safety unharmed- except for Sloan. He 
was about to enter the fighter when one of the drunken guards took a wild shot at him in the leg. Now Sloan 
said, �Drunken imbecile!� and shot him with his laser gun and fell backwards into the fighter, since there 
was no other way with his hurt leg, and with that, all 25 fighters roared away with having demoralized and 
damaged the blagnog armada, and recovered the 14 survivors. 

 
 

Blizzard 
~by Nicole 
Slam!!!...The door slammed shut and a few seconds later a car sped out of the drive way. �Oh great!� I 
exclaimed, �My parents are fighting again.� 

My name is Lindsey Bowler, but my friends call me Lizzy. I am 14 years old, and I live in Atlanta, Georgia. 
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Okay, let�s start from the beginning. Today had begun badly since the minute I woke up. First, it has been 
snowing all day and it rarely snows in the south. Then I got detention for chewing gum in Spanish (that 
Seæora Fitzgerald is so crabby). Plus, I found out I can�t go to the last dance of the school year. And if all 
that is not bad enough, I found out my parents are splitting up. 

Lately, my parents have been fighting an awful lot, but I never thought they were going to break-up. 

I had just gotten home from school. It was a Friday and the last school dance was today, I was so excited. I 
had bought a pretty black dress and strappy black sandals. I went up to my bedroom to start getting ready 
when my dad walked in the house. I thought to my self, �He�s home awfully early!� So I went downstairs to 
see why. It turns out he was fired. My parents didn�t even know I was home yet, and that was probably a 
good thing because they began fighting about who knows what. I ran upstairs and closed my door. �Not 
again,� I thought. They kept fighting and wouldn�t stop. Then, I heard them say they wanted a divorce. After 
that, the door slammed shut and I heard a car speed away. I ran downstairs to see my mom sitting at the 
kitchen table crying. I looked out the window, and it was still snowing very hard. I had then figured out I 
wouldn�t be going to the dance, considering it was 6:30 and the dance started at 6:00. I didn�t talk to my 
mom for awhile because I didn�t know what to say. I eventually worked up the courage to ask her, �Are you 
and dad really splitting up?�  

�I�m sorry you heard that darling,� she said, �But I�m also sorry to say that we are.� 

I pleaded, �No! Please don�t. You and dad can work it out! You always do!� 

�Honey, it�s never going to be the same. We can�t work it out,� mom said sympathetically as if she knew 
what I was going through. She didn�t though, her parents stayed together. 

I ran upstairs again, and fell asleep. When I woke up, it was still snowing. I turned to look at my alarm clock 
which read 9:00. I walked downstairs and my mom was on the couch watching TV. I went and sat next to 
her. I asked her if dad had called or came home, or anything, but she said, �No.� I said I was worried because 
he had been gone for 2‰ hours. She seemed to understand because she told me to call places where dad 
might be. Every phone call I made I got the same answer. �No, we haven�t seen him.� My mom wouldn�t 
admit it, but I could tell she was worried too. 

A few minutes later we got a phone call, it was Officer Peterson. He said, �Does a Mr. Bowler live here?� 

I said, �Yes, Yes. Have you seen him?� 

He said, �Yes, but I�m afraid I have some bad news, you see he was in a car accident. With the roads being 
slippery, he must have drove off an overhead and landed in the ditch. Luckily nobody else got hurt. The 
ambulance is taking him to Atlanta Medical Center, so you can meet us there. Again, I am very sorry. When 
I got off the phone, mom asked who that was and why I was crying. I could barely talk to answer the 
question, but I managed to say something like, �Dad�he was, was in a ca�car accident�he is at Atlanta 
Medical Center, we have to ru...rush ri...right over there, now.� 

The next thing I remember we were at Atlanta Medical Center, and the paramedics were bringing dad in. He 
was bleeding horribly, and they said it wouldn�t stop. My mom ran over and asked if he was going to be 
okay. They said, �We hope so, but it is pretty bad.� We began to cry. After sitting many hours in a waiting 
room, the doctor came out and apologized saying dad would not be perfect, but he was going to get better. 
Mom and I hugged each other so tight, we were so happy. 
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My mom asked, �Would it be all right if we visited him?� 

The doctor said, �Yes, follow me. 

I was so happy dad was going to be all right, and with the look in my mom�s eyes when she held his hand, I 
knew that they weren�t going to split up. They needed each other. 

A week later, my dad came home from the hospital in a wheel chair. Things were pretty much back to good. 
Everyone was getting along. I hope nothing like this ever happens again.  

 
 

 
Fighting for Her Life  
~by Nicole 
�I�m so excited!� I told my mom and dad, �I can�t wait until tomorrow!� 

I live in Lincoln, North Dakota. My name is Jenny Pierson. I am 7 years old. I have blonde wavy hair, blue 
eyes, and glasses. My best friend is Catie Geri. She is my next door neighbor. I love my parents so much. 

Tomorrow is the first day of school. I will be in the second grade at Lincoln Public Elementary. I am so 
excited. Also, I am excited because I will be making my First Holy Communion soon. That means when all 
the adults go up for communion, I get to go up also. I won�t have to sit in the pew anymore. 

Also, I get to go buy a cat today. I am going to get a small, white, fluffy cat. Her name is going to be White 
Princess. I can�t wait! 

I asked my mom, �When are we going to go get the cat?� 

�Once your dad gets home,� she said. 

Right when she said that, dad walked in. I ran over to him. 

�Dad, Dad, you�re home, now we can go buy a cat!� I shouted. 

�Hold on Jenny. Let me first change my clothes,� he said. 

�Fine,� I said disappointedly. 

A half hour later, we were at the pet store, and I was holding my soon-to-be new cat. White Princess is just 
what I thought she would be like. I love her! A few minutes later, we left. When we got home Mom said I 
had to take a bath and then go to sleep. After my bath, my mom read a bedtime story and said, �Time for 
bed.� I tried telling her I wasn�t tired, but it was useless. So I lay down and went to sleep with my new cat. 

The next day I woke up at 7:00 in the morning. School started at 8:30, and I got picked up at 8:00 in the 
morning. I was so excited. I had a blue sailor dress and sandals on. Mom had packed me an extra special 
lunch. Plus, I had a brand new backpack. I waited for the bus to arrive. When it did, I got on and sat next to 
Catie. She was also very excited. School was great, except that during lunch I started feeling sick, so I went  
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to the nurse�s office. I must have been sick because my mom was there to pick me up. I knew I would 
probably not go to communion lessons (religion) tonight. Instead I had to lie in bed all night. Then, I 
eventually fell asleep until morning. 

When I woke up, I felt even worse, so Mom called up the doctor and asked if we could see him today. He 
said, �Yes.� Mom got me dressed, and we went to see the doctor. After they ran many tests on me, we had to 
wait until they got the test results back. When they came back and Mom saw them, she began to cry. I asked 
her what was wrong. She said she had bad news. She said I had cancer, which is a very bad disease. The 
doctor said we should try to stop it soon, before it spreads. I started crying then, even though I didn�t really 
know what was going on. That night when Dad got home, Mom told him the bad news. I was upstairs in the 
bathroom because I didn�t feel good. I went to sleep very early that evening. Plus, my mom said I shouldn�t 
go to school tomorrow. I was disappointed, but I was too tired to complain.  

I was now starting chemotherapy. A few weeks had gone by when I noticed something. My hair was falling 
out. I first noticed it on the pillow. Then I screamed for Mom. She ran in and asked what the matter was. I 
told her about my hair being on the pillow. She said, �Oh, no!� and immediately called the doctor. I started 
crying a lot again. The doctor told us to rush right there. When we got there, I saw more hair on the car seat, 
and I told my mom. When we saw the doctor, he told my mom I was going through another phase in cancer, 
and it was getting worse. He also told my mom I should probably move in to the hospital. The name of the 
hospital was St. Michael�s Medical Center. I tried to tell my mom that I didn�t want to move, but I had no 
choice. We went home and started packing. The whole time, Mom and I were crying. When Dad got home 
he asked what was going on. Mom told him what I had to do. That evening was a very sad evening. The next 
day we went back to the hospital, but I would be staying for a long time. For the next few weeks, my mom 
and dad and White Princess would come and spend the evenings there. During the weeks, I kept losing more 
hair. Eventually, about a month after moving there, I lost all of my hair. It was now the middle of November. 
I had missed school and I missed Catie.  

The next day was great! Catie came to visit. She missed me, too. She had bought me a gift, it was a necklace. 
I loved it sooo� much. She stayed for a long time. I wished she didn�t have to leave, but the nurse made her. 
That evening, when my parents came, I started to get really sick. I was getting a fever, and throwing up. My 
parents were very worried. So, the doctor let them stay there that evening. I was really happy.  

When I woke up the next day, my mom was sitting right by me. I was very sick still and really tired. Later, 
the doctor came in and asked how I was feeling. We told him about last night. He decided to take more tests. 
After he got the results, he told us some more bad news. The chemotherapy wasn�t helping, and the cancer 
was spreading. My mom told my dad. Everybody was really sad. The doctor told my parents later, when they 
thought I was sleeping, that if they can�t quit the cancer from spreading and make it go away, that I could 
die. I didn�t want to die. When the doctor left, I �woke up.� I told my parents that I heard what the doctor 
said, and I began to cry. My mom tried to reassure me that that wouldn�t happen, but I asked, �What if they 
can�t find a cure?� She was now crying. Everyone just stood there for awhile. Then, the nurse came in and 
said I should try to get some sleep. I didn�t want to, but I did anyway. I was so scared and sad. I asked if my 
parents could stay by me. She said they could.  

When I woke up later, my parents were gone. They left a card right next to my bed. I really missed not being 
home. Then I thought what if I never get to go home or see Catie or White Princess? 

What if I die? Then I started to cry, and cough. I eventually fell back to sleep.  

A few weeks later, the doctor told my parents one evening that they still hadn�t found a cure to my cancer. I 
overheard them saying that they might take me off the chemotherapy treatment. Mom, of course, said no, but 
the doctor said that the chemotherapy wasn�t working, and they had no choice. A week later, I was off 
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chemotherapy and I was sicker than I ever was. I had everything. You name it, I had it. None of the medicine 
the doctor gave me helped.  

It was a week later. I had a fever of 110 . I couldn�t stop throwing up. They had now stopped giving me 
medicine because it wasn�t working. I haven�t seen Catie for like two months and I hadn�t seen White 
Princess for about three weeks. I missed them both. I also missed my school and my house. I just wanted to 
go home. I fell asleep in a little while. This evening was the worst. I woke up at 10:30 P.M. My parents were 
in the waiting room visiting with the nurses when it happened. I was just lying in bed when all of a sudden, I 
became very confused. I didn�t know where I was or what was going on. The doctor ran in. I was completely 
out of it. I could hear the doctor saying, �Come on, Jenny. Stay with us. Don�t let us down.� (Mother 
finishing story) The doctor ran out of Jenny�s room. He was crying. I ran up to him and asked what the 
matter was. He said he had some bad news. 

�It�s Jenny, she passed away.� I started bawling and said, �No, no, why did this have to happen to poor 
Jenny? She was only seven years old. She was going to make her First Holy Communion.� Bill and I were 
holding each other now. We were both crying. A few minutes later the doctor asked if we wanted to see her. 
Bill, my husband, said yes. I could barely stand to look at her. She looked so peaceful laying there. I started 
to pray next to her. When I was done, I just sat there thinking, �Why did she have to go now? She was only 
seven.� I can�t believe what happened. Then I just started crying again. Eventually, after a while of crying, 
Bill got me to stop. I couldn�t believe what had happened. In one year, Jenny found out she had cancer and 
died. 

We decided to go home. When we got home we were going to go to bed, but on the way to bed we went past 
Jenny�s room. It had been many months since she had moved into the hospital, but she probably never 
thought then that she wouldn�t come back ever again. I told Bill that I was going to sleep in Jenny�s room 
tonight. When I walked into her room I began to cry. I just couldn�t believe this happened. I eventually fell 
asleep for a little bit. 

The next day was a very sad day. We had to call everybody. I was too sad to make the calls, so Bill did. I did 
not talk much today. When I woke up I stayed in Jenny�s room the whole day. Bill tried to get me out of the 
house, but I didn�t want to leave. 

For the next couple of weeks, I didn�t talk much, leave the house much, or do anything. I slept in Jenny�s 
bedroom every night. My husband kept telling me to move on and get over it, but I couldn�t. She was my 
only little girl. Next, he was telling me I had to start planning her funeral, so I did. The funeral was going to 
be a week from yesterday. 

The funeral is today. I still can�t believe what happened. Many people showed up, including Catie. Jenny 
looked so peaceful lying in the coffin. She was wearing her First Communion dress and holding her rosary in 
her hands. We decided she would be buried in her First Communion dress and holding her rosary because 
she was just going to make her First Holy Communion. Later that day was going to be the burial. I didn�t 
think I could face everyone, but somehow I managed. The burial was very sad. While they were putting her 
in the ground, people were saying things about how great Jenny was. Then it was over. She was buried. I 
started bawling and couldn�t stop. My only little girl was gone. 
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Arroyo 
~by Richael 

 

I peered through the crack in the door, my eyes glossy with tears, feeling Elisa�s warm breath against my leg. 
I squeezed her little hand tighter. �At least I�ll still have you.� I thought. 
 
Through the crack, I could see Dr.Weiss bending over my mother, his eyes looking over her deathly pale 
face. I could hear her gasping for breath. All I could do to stop myself from crying was to squeeze my eyes 
shut tight. �Maybe she�ll still survive.� I thought. 
 
Of course, I knew chances of that happening were slim. The bubonic plague, or Black Death, had wiped out 
almost half the population of England, or least that� what it seemed like. 
 
It had killed my 5-year-old brother Conan first, then slowly but surely it killed three other members of my 
family. My beloved 16-year-old sister Esclairmonde, then my father Jermyn, then most recently my 3-year-
old brother Nicol. Now it was going to kill my mother, Melisande. Elissa and I would be the only Cassidys 
left. We would be orphans. 
 
I shuddered just thinking of the word. Orphans were all over the streets, looking and begging for food. Most 
of them wished the bubonic plague would kill them too. 
 
�Clara.� 
 
I startled. I looked up to see the bird mask of Dr.Weiss looking down at me. He removed it and his face said 
it all. I picked up Elissa and started running out of the house. Dr. Weiss did not say anything. 
 
I ran across the grassy field behind our house towards the stream and behind it the woods. Elissa was 
squealing with delight as she bounced on my hip. She didn�t understand. She didn�t understand the fact that 
her mother was dead and that she was an orphan. But I did. 
 
I knelt at the stream. I set Elissa down and she waddled into the stream and started splashing in it. I stared 
down at the yellow material of my dress, dotted with a few tears. �Be strong Clara,� I told myself. �Be strong 
for Elissa.� But the yellow material made me think of how every time I wore this dress a nice man would 
pick me a flower, and how my mother would say, �The yellow in your dress matches your beautiful sunlit 
hair.� This only made me want to cry more. I reached up to touch my curly golden hair. Everybody in my 
family had curly hair. It was what our last name, Cassidy, meant. Now it was only Clara and Elissa Cassidy. 
I squeezed my eyes tight. Elissa splashed some water on my face. This surprised me and then- 
 
�Here you are.� 
 
I looked up to find the face of Geral Ferraro, my best friend since forever. 
 
�Clara, you know it�s okay to cry.� 
 
�No it�s not.� I answered. And with that, I buried my face in Geral�s shoulder and cried. 
 
~~~ 
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Everything that happened after that seemed like a dream, although it was not a good dream. I don�t know 
how long I cried for, but when I finally stopped Geral�s shoulder was soaked with my tears and Elissa was 
sopping wet and starting to shiver. I picked her up and with Geral, we headed back across the pasture to 
Loveday Murray�s house. She and her husband, Hazzy, were a cheerful couple in there 50s and were our 
neighbors. 
 
When we reached their house, Loveday came up and hugged all three of us. She had already heard what had 
happened to our mother from Dr.Weiss. She led us inside and sat us at their small round kitchen table. She 
busied herself with a pot of tea while Hazzy sat by, smoking his pipe. Nobody said anything. However, 
underneath the table, Geral and I were tightly squeezing each other�s hands. Part of it was because he was 
comforting me, and the other part was because we were very close. We didn�t exactly love each other, but 
we didn�t hate each other either. We were just very good friends. 
 
Loveday gave each Geral, Hazzy, and I a cup of tea. To Elissa she gave some warm milk. Loveday helped 
Elissa drink hers. I gave Loveday a grateful look. 
 
I sipped my tea slowly when suddenly Loveday broke the silence. 
 
�Elissa, Clara-you are both welcome to stay with Hazzy and I.� 
 
This startled me because it was so sudden. Here we just showed up at her house and she offered to let us live 
with her. I got up and gave her a hug. 
 
�I understand it will be different for you and you miss your mother terribly-but I don�t want you and Elissa 
living on the streets.� 
 
�We would be happy too, Mrs. Murray,� I responded. I didn�t want to live on the streets either. 
 
�Oh please dear, call me Loveday.� 
 
�And you can call me Hazzy.� her husband added. 
 
I smiled. Quickly, to show that I was grateful and wouldn�t be lazy, I got up and started taking everyone�s tea 
cups. I dabbed Elissa�s mouth with a cloth. 
 
�Oh please dear, there is no need to put yourself to that much trouble. After all, you have to deal with a great 
loss. Please, go rest.� Loveday offered. 
 
�Why, thank you Loveday. But if you don�t mind, I would actually like to go collect my and Elissa�s things 
from our house,� I answered. 
 
�Why, of course dear. I�ll keep Elissa here to give you some time to yourself.� 
 
�Thank you.� 
 
�I�ll go with her,� Geral exclaimed. I smiled at him. He got up and we walked out of the house together into 
the bright sunshine. 
 
�Thank you so much Geral. You are such a great friend.� I stopped and hugged him. 
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�Aww, it was nothing,� He blushed. 
 
We stopped at my house. As some sort of silent understanding, he waited outside while I went in. 
 
The stench was overpowering. I peered into my mother�s room. It was empty of my mother. They had 
already taken her body away. I walked by quickly. I stopped at the next room, where I slept with Elissa and 
Esclairmonde. I walked over to the large chest where we kept our clothes. I knelt by it and blew off some of 
the dust. Light by the nearby window shined on the top of it. I opened it slowly. Inside it was stocked full of 
dresses. Overcome with sudden emotion, I grabbed out all of the brightly colored dresses and started ripping 
them. I couldn�t where bright colors anymore. Nor could Elissa. How could we when all of our other family 
members were dead. As I was ripping a bright blue dress of Elissa�s, I heard footsteps coming down the hall. 
They stopped at my door. 
 
�Go away Geral!� I shouted. 
 
He started walking towards me silently. 
 
�Didn�t you hear me?� I yelled again, not turning around. �Go away! This is none of your business!� 
 
He stopped and squatted next to me. He put his hand on the dress I was almost done ripping in two. �This 
was one of your mother�s favorite dresses of Elissa�s. I won�t let you do this.� he said softly. I let him 
remove the dress from my hands. I said nothing. He went through the rest of the trunk and pulled out all of 
the dresses, even Esclairmonde�s for when I grew out of mine. Geral then put the dresses in three hat boxes 
that were lying nearby. He gave one to me and took the other two himself. He took my hand and led me out 
of my house. 
 
As we stepped out into the bright sunshine, I realized what a fool I had been. I stopped and put my hand on 
Geral�s shoulder. �Thank you.� I whispered. He just smiled. We walked over to Loveday�s house. He walked 
me inside, set the hat boxes down on the table, said good-bye to everybody, and walked out of the house, 
shutting the door behind him. 
 
Loveday sat down at the table besides me. �That�s a nice boy,� she said. I smiled, looking at the window 
where I could see Geral walking down the street to his house. I turned back to Loveday. She had suddenly 
put her hand to her neck. She took it off when she saw me looking and quickly stood up. I saw what she had 
been covering. �Oh my gosh!� I exclaimed. I grabbed her hand and led her to her bedroom. I opened and dug 
through her trunk for her nightgown. I threw it to her and gave her a few moments to put it on. I then forced 
her into bed despite her remarks. I fluffed her pillows. I then insisted she get some sleep. I quickly walked 
out of the room, shutting the door behind me. 

~~~ 
 
Loveday died five days later from the bubonic plague. Her husband died one day later. He had gotten it the 
day after his wife. I had watched as they took their bodies to be dumped. There were large bumps all over 
their necks and in there armpits, which was what Loveday had been covering. Purple spots covered their 
waists, the same as everybody else who got the Black Plague. I had taken care of Loveday and Hazzy up 
until they died. Dr.Weiss came, but it was too late. I made sure Elissa was carefully isolated. There was a 
chance I could get the bubonic plague, but that chance had always existed. It was miracle Elissa and I had 
not gotten it yet. But I no longer feared death. It was just part of life, I now realized. 
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Geral came over a few days later. It turns out his parents had also gotten the Black Plague and had died. 
Everybody soon heard about this because his father, Aymar Ferraro, was considered one of the best 
blacksmiths in all of England, and his mother, Ygerre was one of the best cooks. We hugged for a long time 
and had a long conversation by the stream. 
 
�Arroyo.� 
 
Geral and I were again talking by the stream a day after he had come to tell me his parents had died. He had 
suddenly whispered it. 
 
�What?� 
 
�Arroyo.� He again whispered. �It was my mother�s last word.� 
 
�What does it mean?� 
 
He suddenly looked down at the stream where Elissa was playing in her bright blue dress that I had repaired. 
He grinned. I got up and looked to see what he was looking at. I didn�t see anything, so I glanced at his face 
and looked back down at the stream. He then looked up at me. I looked at him, straight into his eyes. 
Strangely, I saw the stream in his eyes, strangely glinting. 
 
�On the stream.� he whispered. 
 
I gasped. I understood. 
 
Geral leaped across the stream and ran to the woods. He stopped at the edge and picked a daisy. He ran back 
across to me and tucked the daisy in my hair. I smiled, which I had not done for many days. 
 
~~~~ 

We built a small cottage by the stream. Elissa, Geral, and I all live in it together. We ate food we found in 
our houses. After the bubonic plague passed, Geral used his blacksmithing skills to support our family. Even 
though we could move into a bigger house, we remained in the cottage. We became known as the Arroyos. 
 
And that daisy? It still lives, because I can now see what Geral saw, long ago, in the stream. 
 
The End 

 
 

Oliver’s Mother 
The Story of Elizabeth Thomas  

~by Richael 
 

On the dark, cloudy, rainy day of December the 13th, a Friday as it may be, there came a sound of a new 
baby crying from a home in London. Well, perhaps I shouldn�t say just home�it was more like a mansion. 
A palace, actually, but I should not use the term �palace� in describing this home as the family occupying its 
grandness is not part of the royal family. The leader of the house, is, actually, a member of the parliament. 
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Sir Benjamin Thomas. But he is not important at this time, because he just happened to be away at the time 
of his daughter�s birth. Away at some important parliament gathering, which happened to be at a pub, but we 
shall touch on that later. 

As I was saying, it was December the 13th, at the mansion (palace) of Sir Benjamin Thomas. Mary Thomas, 
Sir Benjamin�s wife, was giving birth to their daughter. As you know of course, Sir Benjamin was at a 
parliament gathering (pub), which made Mary very unhappy. She wished her husband to be there to witness 
their child�s birth. But he was unfortunately not, so she gave birth in the attendance of three nurses and her 
loyal maid, Melinda. 

And so, Elizabeth Meredith Thomas was born. Her life began. It was not a very good life, mind you, but that 
is not her fault. It is not her fault that she was born into such an unsupportive family. 

Elizabeth, to be called Beth, was the youngest of five children. The oldest was Victoria, the second oldest 
Anne, the third oldest Isabella, and the fourth oldest Henry. It was not a very good position to be in. Henry 
got most of the attention from Sir Benjamin, seeing he was the only boy. Mary, Anne, and Isabella did not 
receive as much attention as Henry, but at least more than Beth. Her father�s excuse for this was that he was 
too busy at work to spend time with ALL of his children. And this was what led to an argument on a 
Saturday afternoon, the day after Beth�s thirteenth birthday, between Mary and Benjamin. 

�You just don�t spend enough time with her! That�s why she is such a troublemaker!� Mary yelled at 
Benjamin. 

�I do spend time with�what�s her name again?� 

�Elizabeth! I prove my point! You don�t care about her! Ever since Henry was born, you have been 
neglecting all of daughters because you�ve been too busy teaching Henry this or that so he can take over 
when you die!� 

�That is very important Mary�� 

�Oh, so our daughters aren�t as important? Is that what you are saying? That money is more important than 
family?� 

�Mary, dear, you�re overreacting.� 

�Am I? Well you aren�t the one that has to console our daughters every night at midnight because they think 
their father doesn�t care about them! And I�m starting to think that is true.� 

�Mary, you�re exaggerating.� 

�No I am not! You just don�t believe because you can�t see the pain on your daughters faces every time you 
spend time with Henry and ignore them. You just can�t understand pain Benjamin! But I can. Why? Because 
I deal with it every night. Especially with Beth. There isn�t a night when I don�t hear her crying and I have to 
go comfort her. And she tells me, �Father doesn�t love me.� And I tell her that isn�t true, but maybe I�ll start 
telling her it is. You didn�t even realize that it was her birthday yesterday!� 

�Of course I did�� 
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�Yes, then where is her present? She received one from everyone in this family except for you. But you 
wouldn�t know that either, because you were at work!� 

�Well it was very important�� 

�Oh yes? And I suppose every meeting you miss to go to one of Henry�s games or one of our other 
children�s birthdays aren�t important? Is that it?� 

�Of course not�� 

�Then why do you miss those meetings? Why Benjamin?� 

�Because�um�� 

�Because um why? Because you care about Henry, Anna, Victoria, and Isabella more than Beth! That�s it, 
and don�t you deny it!� 

�Listen, Mary, if it�ll make everything better, I�ll go out and buy Beth a present tonight to cheer her up�� 

�No! Do you really think money can buy happiness?� 

�Well it�ll at least help�what would she like?� 

�What BETH would like is to be loved by you, Benjamin! But you wouldn�t know that either!� 

�Apparently I�m very stupid�� 

�Oh don�t start that with with me!� 

�Okay, I�ll start talking with Beth and all the children more tonight. Well not tonight, I have a very important 
meeting, but another night�� 

�Fine! Just go!� 

�Mary�� 

�Go! Your work is obviously more important to you than family! So leave!� 

�Um, okay�� 

�GO!� 

�I am�� 

�NOW!� 

�Mary�� 

�LEAVE!� 
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Grabbing his coat off of the coat rack, Benjamin walked out of the study with one last glance back at his 
wife, who had her back facing him. He turned back towards the front door and hurried out into the snow 
towards his waiting carriage. He didn�t even notice the small, skinny thirteen-year-old girl standing by the 
study door whom had just heard every word spoken. 

~~~~~ 

Elizabeth slowly climbed the stairs to her room, thinking about the conversation she had just heard. She was 
not trying to understand it; it was perfectly clear to her. Her father didn�t love her. He cared about her no 
more than a beggar on the street. As this thought hit her full force, she flung open her bedroom door and 
threw herself upon her bed, burying her face into her feather pillow. He doesn�t love me. He doesn�t, he 
doesn�t, he doesn�t. She repeated this thirteen times, the number of years she�d lived without his love. 

Beth laid face-down for more than a hour, pondering that single thought. Then it hit her. I must run away. I 
can�t stay here anymore. Not in this loveless place. She stood up quickly and ran to her closet. She pulled 
down her suitcase and laid it on her bed, and began to pack. 

~~~~~ 

Thirty minutes later, Beth on the street outside of her family�s mansion (palace), with her suitcase in hand. 
She turned around to face the iron gate she had just come out of. She looked through the bars at her home. 
No matter how loveless it had been, it had still been her home for the past eleven years. And now she was 
running away from it. 

Beth put her hands onto the iron bars, ready to scream for someone to come and let her back in. But she 
couldn�t. It had been prison, and she had escaped. She should be running around, screaming, being happy. 
She wasn�t. She couldn�t. She had to go back. 

Elizabeth opened her mouth to scream, but nothing came out. The thought hit her again, Don�t go back. It 
was your prison. Your free. Beth smiled. I�m free. And she began running. 

~~~~~ 

Henry stood in the backyard of his families mansion (palace), shooting his gun that he had gotten from his 
father for no particular reason. He was shooting absent-mindedly into the air, aiming for nothing. He had 
other thoughts on his mind. 

He was thinking about Beth. He had never liked her, yet he suddenly felt a surge of pity for her. 

Yesterday had been her birthday. He had been forced to buy her a present by his mother, and then forced to 
come down and watch her open it by the same person. He remembered the look of glee she got when she 
opened each present, and then the look of disappointment when she had realized there was not a present from 
Father. 

When Mother had seen this look, she told Beth quietly, �Your father will bring your present later. He�s at 
work now.� 

Beth had nodded silently, examining the presents she had gotten. Mother had smiled weakly, thinking Beth 
believed her. But Henry knew better. 
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Beth had known that Father wasn�t going to bring her present later. He had forgotten once again. He always 
forgot. Beth understood that by now, Henry knew. But it still pained her. 

Thinking about this and lowering his gun, Henry heard someone shouting his name from inside. It was time 
for dinner. He placed his gun in the shed and trudged inside to the washroom. 

Anna, Victoria, and Isabella also heard the call and went down to the washroom from their bedrooms to join 
their brother. 

Mary walked down to the dining room to find four of her children sitting at the table quietly, waiting for her. 

�Where is your sister?� 

They all shrugged. Mary sighed and called for Melinda, her faithful servant, to go bring Beth down her for 
dinner. Melinda obeyed. She knew Mrs. Thomas was still upset about this week afternoon. Trying not to 
upset her, she walked up the stairs quickly and went to Elizabeth�s room. She knocked on the door quietly. 
�Elizabeth?� she called. �It�s time for dinner. Your mother wishes you to come down.� She waited a few 
minutes, and hearing no response, opened the door a crack and peered in. And what she saw made her want 
to faint. The room was empty of people. Clothes strewn all around the room and Elizabeth�s suitcase was 
gone. Melinda realized what she had done immediately. 

�Mrs. Thomas!� Melinda yelled. �Come quick!� 

Wild ideas running through her head at what could be so urgent, Mary hurried up the stairs. �What is it, 
Melinda dear?� 

Speechless, Melinda pointed into the room. Mary peered in. She leaned against the doorframe. She also 
knew what had happened. 

�Melinda�� Mary breathed. �Go�go tell Paul to send a telegram to Sir Thomas telling him to come home 
immediately.� 

�Yes, ma�am. Should I tell the children?� 

�No�I�ll tell them.� 

�Yes ma�am.� Melinda departed. 

Mary walked slowly back to the dining room. Her four children were still sitting quietly for her, waiting for 
her to begin dinner. Mary face was drained of color as she managed to speak. 

�Children�Elizabeth has run away.� 

Her children�s reactions made her want to faint again. Their sister had run away, and they didn�t even care. 

Beth walked slowly down the street. She had been walking for over two hours and had finally reached the 
middle of London, or what she thought was the middle. Her home had been on the outskirts of London, so it 
took a while. 
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But Beth wouldn�t allow herself to think about home. She wanted so much to run back home, where it was 
warm. On the streets of London it was cold and even more loveless than home. How could I have been so 
stupid as to think that there would be love here? I should have stayed home. 

Don�t say that, a voice inside her head said. That was a prison. Here you�re free. Beth once again smiled at 
this thought. Free. I�m free. 

She continued walking, having no idea where she was going. But for some reason, this did not bother her. 
She swung her suitcase absentmindedly by her side. It wasn�t very heavy. All it held was a few changes of 
clothes, some money she had stolen from the study, some bread she had stolen from the kitchen, and a doll 
she had gotten from Henry yesterday from her birthday. 

Suddenly she got a feeling as though someone was following her. She started to walk faster, afraid to look 
back. The footsteps behind her quickened. Maybe that person was just walking faster. No, they were 
probably following her. Oh, they know I come from a rich family! Why did I where these clothes of all of the 
clothes I have? 

She peered down alleyways, trying to find one that she could slip down and lose her stalker. But all of them 
had a dead end. The stalker could just catch her. Oh, what was she to do? 

She pressed her handkerchief to her nose. There was a foul smell in the air. She began to jog. So did the 
person behind her. She tried desperately to get lost in the crowd surrounding her, but she could not. She was 
too easy to pick out with her pink jacket. 

Beth kept jogging. She passed more alleyways, and finally reached train stations and government buildings. 
Maybe she could duck into one of those. Her stalker wouldn�t dare follow her into there. 

But no. The people in the government people would probably ask all kinds of questions, then once they 
figured out who she was, they would call her family. She wouldn�t go home. 

Her stalker was getting closer and closer. Beth broke into a run, as did her stalker. If she could just duck into 
an alleyway�a warm hand grasped her wrist. She gasped, and before she could scream, a hand was clasped 
over her mouth. All the people around her took notice. Beth tried to kick her captor, but it was no use. She 
was hauled backwards till they reached an alleyway. At the end, her captor released her and pressed her 
against the wall. �Don�t move.� he said, Beth realizing that it was a �he� for the first time. He flashed a knife 
that was sticking in his pants. �Or I�ll kill you.� 

~~~~~ 

Mary Thomas sat silently at the dining room table. Isabella, Victoria, and Anne ate silently. Henry, however 
copied his mother. He stared at the food on his plate. He didn�t blame Beth for running away. If he had been 
in her position, he would have done the same thing. But he still wished she hadn�t run away. He�he missed 
her. 

Mary Thomas was surprised by this change in her son. When she had first told her children, he and his sisters 
looked like they didn�t care. Isabella, Anne, and Victoria still didn�t care, but Henry did. Why, Mary wasn�t 
sure. He had always been mean to Beth. What had changed? 

Henry wasn�t sure of that either. He just suddenly missed her. Maybe it had been yesterday�s events. Maybe 
he had just gotten some sympathy injected into him. He wasn�t sure. 
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Suddenly Sir Benjamin Thomas burst in. �What�what happened? Is Henry okay?� 

Mary�s mouth turned down into a scowl. Henry spoke quickly. 

�Yes, Father, I�m fine. Beth, however, isn�t.� 

�Oh. That�s too bad. That�s all you called me home for? Mary, really, you knew I had a very important 
meeting�� 

The other occupants of the table gaped at their father and husband. Even the girls. 

�Well, I suppose since I�m home, I might as well eat something�� Benjamin sat himself down at the table 
and began shoveling heaps of food onto his plate. He started to eat, then realized nobody else was. �Why 
aren�t you all eating?� 

�BENJAMIN! YOUR DAUGHTER HAS RUN AWAY BECAUSE OF YOU AND YOU JUST SIT 
THERE AND EAT LIKE NOTHING HAS HAPPENED!� Mary yelled at her husband. 

�Oh, really? She ran away? Well, now that�s too bad�� 

�Father!� Henry screamed. �She ran away! And do you know why?� Without waiting for an answer, Henry 
continued. �Because of you! All because of you!� 

�Now, you are all exaggerating�� Benjamin said quickly. 

�No we aren�t!� Henry defended. �It�s true!� 

�Well I�m sure�um�what�s her name? Oh yes, Eleanor will be back soon.� Benjamin said, returning to his 
food. 

�Elizabeth, Father! Her name is Elizabeth!� 

�That�s what I meant�� 

�Benjamin.� Mary said quietly. �Find her.� 

�Dear, like I said, I�m sure she�ll be home soon�� 

�Find her.� 

�Well�um�okay. When I finish eating�� 

�Now.� 

Afraid to have a repeat of the afternoon�s events, Benjamin said quickly, �Yes, dear.� He pushed back his 
chair from the table and was gone in a flash, with no intention of going to find his daughter. 

~~~~~ 
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Elizabeth stood in shock. She had just been threatened. Was she to obey him? Was she to run away and 
scream? Or kick him? Having no real life experience, she opted for the first choice. It seemed the safest. 

�Now,� her captor breathed in her face. �Come with me.� He turned her around so her back was facing his 
face again, keeping a firm grasp on her hands and a view of the knife. He walked her across to the other side 
of the dark alleyway, and feeling around found a doorknob that Beth had not noticed before. He opened it 
and pushed her in. 

Once he closed the door behind them, it was pitch black. Beth cautiously put her hands out. She could reach 
both walls without stretching her arms out full length. They were made of brick. Her captor suddenly pushed 
her forward. Beth�s hand tightened on her suitcase, and she kept walking. She reached a door at the end. Her 
captor pulled something from his pocket and put it in the doorknob and twisted it. The door opened. 

Beth was greeted by bright light. The whole room was enveloped in it. Beth blinked, trying to adjust to it. 
Once her eyes did adjust, she saw that inside were five people, including her captor. He was leaning against 
the opposite wall, near a man. The others were two small girls that looked about Beth�s age, and a man that 
looked to be about thirty. The man sitting by her captor stood up. 

�Welcome, welcome! Please have seat.� he said loudly. 

Beth looked around her, choosing the best place to sit. Anywhere she would have to sit on the wooden floor 
like the others. She choose to sit in the place where she was standing. 

�Good, good. Now, Sikes here will take your bag.� The thirty-looking year-old man stood up and walked 
over to Beth and offered his hand to take her bag. 

�You�ll steal it.� Beth whispered. 

The man chuckled. �Of course we won�t. just give it to Sikes. Do you take us as thieves?� 

Beth sat silently. Of course she thought they were thieves. She was just too afraid to say it. 

The man chuckled again. �How about you get to know us better? Hm? How does that sound?� 

Beth sat still for a few moments, then nodded. 

�Now much of a talker, eh? That�s okay dear. Well, I suppose we can start with me. My name is Fagin. Now 
that�s all you need to know. Just my name. You�ll learn the rest through time.� 

Through time? Did that mean Beth would be staying here? She didn�t have time to ponder it though, 
however, because Fagin continued. 

�And this here, this is Richard Dawkins.� Fagin said, gesturing to Beth�s captor. Now in light, she saw her 
captor�s features more careful. He looked to be only two or three years older than her. He had short brown 
hair and deep brown eyes. He looked directly at Beth, and the two made eye contact. They kept it for a while, 
till Fagin�s voice snapped them out of it. 

��and you already know Sikes, first name William, Bill for short. And these young dears here�� he 
pointed at the two girls sitting on the floor. �are Nancy and Betsy, Bet for short. Now that you know us, let�s 
hear a little about you.� 



 

 

APL�s  �Teen Voices�                                           Spring 2004, vol.7                  30 of 42 
 

Beth once again sat still and silent, not sure if she should tell them anything. She finally managed to speak 
through parched lips, �My name is Elizabeth.� 

�Elizabeth? Well, that�s too fancy a name for this business. You�ll need a nickname�do you have one?� 

�Beth.� Elizabeth muttered. 

�Beth? Well, I s�pose that�ll do. Now, do you trust us enough so we can have the courtesy of putting your 
bag away?� 

�No.� Beth whispered. 

�No? I see. Well, if we gave you food and water, would that make a difference?� 

Beth�s stomach rumbled. Forgetting about the food in her bag and the rule that your are not supposed to take 
food from strangers, Beth nodded. 

Fagin smiled. �Well then, Ricky, you heard the girl, go get some food.� Ricky, a.k.a. Richard Dawkins, 
hopped up and went to a corner, where there was a burlap bag. He reached in and pulled out two loaves of 
bread and six bottles of beer. He tore each loaf into three pieces and handed a piece and a bottle to each 
person. Everyone but Beth and Dodger started eating hungrily. Beth and Dodger just stared at each other. 
Suddenly remembering the rule to not stare, Beth broke the eye contact and started eating hungrily. She 
finished her bread was deciding whether or not to drink the beer, when Dodger sat down next to her. She 
looked over at him and smiled. Surprisingly, he returned the smile. He leaned closer and whispered, �Are 
you going to drink your beer?� 

Beth also leaned closer and whispered, �I don�t know. Should I?� 

Dodger smiled again and said, �Only if you want to.� 

�Is it good?� 

�I think it is. But that�s just me.� 

�Do you think I will like it?� 

�You�ll never know if you don�t try.� 

They once again shared a smiled. Dodger handed her the knife he had threatened her with. Beth just stared at 
it, not sure what she was supposed to use it for. �Use it to open your beer.� Dodger whispered. 

�Oh.� Beth said, giggling and feeling very stupid. 

But Dodger just smiled and said, �It�s okay. Do you want me to do it?� 

Beth nodded, and handed him her beer bottle. He popped the cap open easily and handed it back to her. Beth 
took a deep breath and gulped half of it down. And then the other half. Dodger smiled. �I guess that means 
you like it?� Beth smiled. �Yes.� 

~~~~~ 
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Sir Benjamin Thomas sat in his carriage, pondering a problem. He had just left his home, where he had been 
ordered to find his daughter. However, he did not want to find his daughter. He really did not care about her. 
She was the youngest, and there had already been a boy, so what was the use of her? She just cost more 
money. 

Benjamin decided then and there not to go to find her. He ordered the driver to take him to the 5th Street 
Pub. He wasn�t sure what he was going to tell Mary, but he would make her see his point. He would. 

~~~~~ 

So Beth stayed with Fagin. She really only had three reasons to stay. One, food. Two, shelter. Three�three 
was Ricky. Their relationship was just getting better as the days went by. They probably knew each other 
better within a month then most people get to know people in their whole life. They couldn�t spend every 
minute together though. Ricky had to go out and �work�. Beth knew what this work was, but yet it didn�t 
bother her. She just hated when he was gone. 

Beth stayed in the room and cleaned it, or did small jobs for people. She was never asked to go out and help 
with the other�s �jobs�. This she didn�t mind. She would feel guilty if she helped anyways. She was content 
staying in the room cleaning and sometimes reading. Nancy and Betsy sometimes stayed with her, and 
sometimes they went out and worked. Beth was never comfortable when they went with Ricky-but she 
trusted him, and was almost positive he would not do anything to hurt her. 

Time seemed to fly by while she was with Ricky and the others. She got to know Fagin really well too, and 
even developed a liking for the man. He was very intelligent, and educated Beth in many subjects, including 
thievery. He would tell her stories of when he stole from people. Now though, he just sent other people out to 
do it. They trusted him and brought him back anything they stole. 

Three years passed, then three more. Before Beth knew it, she was twenty. It seemed so strange, because she 
had lived almost every second of those six years in the same room and she never minded. Nothing major 
happened�besides the fact that she was in love with Dodger. Fagin eventually gave them a different room 
from everyone else, so they could have privacy. Beth rarely thought of her past life, and was blissfully happy 
because of it. 

~~~~~ 

Others were not so happy. Mainly, Beth�s �old family�, as she liked to call them. Six years had passed since 
Beth had run away, and for them, many things had happened. 

Sir Benjamin Thomas died the same night that Elizabeth ran away. His carriage had collided with another 
when the horses of both slipped on some ice. Benjamin had been thrown from the carriage and had broken 
his neck. He was on his way back to his family. 

Henry then became the head of the family. He was enjoying it. But he had never forgotten Beth. He still 
thought of her everyday. He got married, and his wife had moved into the mansion. Isabella, Anne, and 
Victoria all got married and moved out. Mary stayed in the mansion because her health was failing. It had 
been since that particular December 14th. The doctor said it was because she was in shock. And she still was, 
after nine years. Henry and his wife, Amelia, took care of her, along with other servants. And all of the 
family still wondered what had become of Elizabeth. 

~~~~~ 
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One day, exactly nine years and three months after Beth had run away, she was cleaning the room she and 
Ricky shared. Nancy was helping her. Fagin was in the main room, and everyone else was out. Suddenly, 
Beth threw up. And she knew. 

~~~~~ 

Back at the Thomas mansion, on the same day, Mary Thomas was dying. Everyone knew it, including her. 
All of her children, with the exception of Elizabeth, were gathered around her with their children and 
spouses. �Children,� Mary Thomas whispered, �I�ll tell Elizabeth�hello for all of you.� And then she 
passed. 

And then Beth felt a wind. She was sitting on her bed, pondering how she would tell Ricky the news. A 
sudden breeze simply blew her hair. She glanced over at Nancy, who was sitting on a chair in the corner. 
�Nancy,� 

Beth said, �did you fell that?� 

�Feel what?� 

�That�that breeze.�  

�Beth�do you feel okay?� 

�No, I�m sure I felt it�I don�t know. Maybe it just was my imagination.� But she knew it wasn�t. And with 
a start, she realized what had happened. 

~~~~~ 

Nine months later, Beth was lying on her bed, waiting for Ricky to return home. He was supposed to have 
returned home an hour ago. Beth wasn�t worried. She just thought he went farther off today so it took him 
longer to get back. It had happened before. 

But the clock kept ticking. It got later and later. And Ricky still wasn�t home. Beth lit a candle and looked at 
a clock. It said eleven o�clock. Ricky was supposed to be home five hours ago. Something was wrong. Beth 
felt it. She had to go out and find him. 

Beth got up quickly. Well, as quickly as she could, being nine months pregnant. She found a jacket of 
Ricky�s and threw it over her old clothes. She slipped on some shoes and walked out the door into the main 
room. 

Everyone looked at her for an explanation. �I need to go find Ricky.� she said quickly. 

�Beth, don�t! Not tonight! What if�� 

�Nancy, I need to. I know it isn�t safe, but I really need to. Bye.� 

Nancy jumped up to stop her. Fagin held up his hand and shook his head. Nancy reluctantly obeyed and they 
all watched Beth walk out the door into the bitter cold. 
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Beth walked quickly down the alleyway and into the black night. She pulled the jacket tighter around her. 
She had not been outside for so long. 

Beth wasn�t sure in which direction to start her search. A breeze blew to the right. Her instincts told her to 
follow it. Which she did. 

After that, Beth relied completely on her instincts. Sometimes they told her to go backwards, and she obeyed. 
Yet, no matter how hard she searched, she could not find Ricky anywhere. 

Beth searched for more than three hours. Still she found no sign off Ricky. Then what she feared would 
happen did. She began to have contractions and had to sit down against a brick wall. And then she knew the 
baby was coming. 

Luckily, five minutes later, a man found her. He brought her to a workhouse. Beth did not object, as she was 
willing to accept any help. Outside of the workhouse door, she thought she heard someone calling her name. 
It sounded like Ricky. Beth believed it was her imagination. She continued to allow the man to lead her into 
the workhouse. 

Once inside, she was led into a room and laid on a bed. A nurse and doctor came. And once the labor started, 
Beth knew, she was going to die. When the baby was born, she requested to see him once. This the nurse and 
doctor allowed. And then�Beth fell asleep, never to wake up again. 

~~~~~ 

Ricky had returned to the apartment where the others were a hour after Beth had left to go find him. He had 
been held up because there had been a police investigation nearby that he was afraid to go through in fear of 
everyone getting caught. 

�Where�s Beth?� he inquired the moment he walked into the main room. 

Everyone looked up at him in surprise. �She�she went to go find you. She left about a hour ago.� Nancy 
explained. 

�What? Tonight?� And in a flash, Ricky was out the door, and no one stopped him. 

He ran through the streets of London, calling out Beth�s name. He ran for more than two hours, when he 
thought he finally spotted her. �BETH!� he yelled. �BETH!� But she didn�t turn around. She was being lead 
into a workhouse. He ran after them. 

Once inside the workhouse, he looked around for Beth. He ran up to a desk and asked if they had seen her. 
They replied yes, but he could not. No matter how much he begged and pleaded, they would not allow him to 
see her. They said it was the rules and that she was giving birth, so it would be especially wrong for him to 
see her. He told them he was the father, but yet they would still not allow him. He argued with them for over 
an hour, when they were interrupted. Two workers were pulling a body out of a room to their right. It was 
Beth. 

Ricky started running after he saw her. He ran out the door and through the streets, in no general direction. 
He just wanted to run, get away from his life. He ran for who-knows-how-long till he finally collapsed in a 
park. And there, he joined Beth. 
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~~~~~ 

At the moment Beth died, Henry was asleep in his bed next to his wife. He was awakened by a breeze. He 
looked at his wife and she made no movement. No window was open, nor a door leading to the outside. And 
then he knew. 

~~~~~ 

Beth was greeted in heaven by her mother and then joined by Ricky. And there they watched Oliver for the 
rest of his life, till it was his turn to join them. 

The End 

 
Discovering Friends 

~by Vincent 
 

�Your demons of today are your muses of tomorrow.�  
A wise man said that to me a long time ago. I�ll try to  

Tell you how it happened but it might be a bit fuzzy around 
The edges. It all started on a sunny day in 8th grade� 

�You made a big mistake agreeing to fight Me.� Gloated  
Tornado Trevor. �That�s where you�re wrong.� I replied 

Valiantly. Trevor�s real name was Trevor Lalvintene. Trevor 
Was the biggest, strongest, and most popular kid at Roosevelt  

Middle School. If Lalvintene told you to balance your lunch on your 
Head while singing home on the range you did. A lot of people were 
Smart and were afraid of him. I guess I wasn�t one of those people. 

�You�ve been tormenting the kids here far to long.� I said trying to sound tough. 
�What do you plan to do about it?� He replied knowingly. He was pretty much 

Right. I had no idea what I was doing. Now at the time I wasn�t exactly 
What you�d call a giant. O.K. I was 4 feet tall. Anyway the fight ended with 

Me being hauled away on a stretcher. But before they put me in the ambulance 
One of the medics: a man with graying hair and the calmest blue eyes there 

Ever were said the strangest thing. �Your demons of today are your 
Muses of tomorrow. Remember that kid.� Then the doors of the ambulance 

Closed leaving me to my thoughts. A couple of years later I was walking home 
When who should come around the corner but Trevor Lalvintene. 
�Hi.� He said. �I think we got off to a bad start. I came on behalf  

Of the hope that we could make amends. The doctor says that 
I don�t have long before cancer takes hold of me.� Over the next six months  
Trevor and I became the best of friends. One day I walked over to Trevor�s  

House just like normal. Only something prevented me from knocking.  
I turned around and once again looked into those same  

Calm blue eyes of the medic from 8th grade. At that instant  
I knew that I would never open this door again. 

Trevor was now my muse. 
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The Rainy Day Story 

~by Walter 
 

If I were walking in the rain by myself, I would bear droplets of rain huffing the ground slowly. I would hear 
the wind whistling while I was walking on the sidewalk. I would look down sewage drains and I would hear 
the water pounding against the ground. 

Then I would get on a city bus and sit down and then I could smell the leftovers of a fried ham and cheese. 
Oh no! Then I saw the person sitting next to me was eating a fried ham and cheese hotdog. Huh, I thought he 
was eating a sandwich. I think I�ll get off the bus. 

Now it was raining cats and dogs. Oh great, now it was raining cats and dogs. I could see this very clear. It 
was raining cats and dogs. I thought I was dreaming. Well, I thought I better get to my house. Then I tripped 
over a cat and fell on her. I felt her. She was very slimy and wet. I found a towel lying on the ground. I dried 
her. Now she felt fluffy an very soft. I started walking again. Then I tripped again. Then I woke up I was 
dreaming. Then I looked outside I saw a fluffy cat by a man eating a fried ham and cheese hotdog near a 
sewage drain while it was raining cats and dogs. Maybe just maybe I wasn�t dreaming after all. 

 

 
 

Lech Walesa, A Living Hero 
~by Zoe 

 
Lech Walesa is a very important man in the world’s history. Though he is not well known among kids, he is a 
politician rated the second best known Pole. He helped Poland to become anti-communistic and defended 
Polish workers’ rights. He lived through horrible times of hardship and poverty. Here is his story, the story of 
a remarkable leader. 
 
The year was 1943; Poland was suffering from World War II. Poland had a communist government, a poor 
economy and poverty everywhere. Popowo was a small town in Poland northwest of Warsaw; here on 
September 29, Lech was born while his Dad was off fighting. During these times in Poland most people 
lived in cities, in 2-3 room apartments, and usually had a diet consisting of apples, potatoes, bread, pork, 
sausages, stews and dairy products. Christianity was the main religion. 
 
Lech had a very hard childhood, especially because his dad died during the war. An average day consisted of 
getting up, doing chores, going to school, and then returning to work on their small farm. His mother re-
married his father’s brother, Stanislaw, who was quite strict. Even though Lech grew to be a great politician, 
he never seemed interested in politics as a child, but more worried about the condition of his family. Through 
these hard times he often looked to his mother as a role model because she was very hard working and loved 
her family. 
 
After Lech was done with school he did many things including attending a tech school for two years, 
working to earn money for two years, going into the military, doing another two years of work and then 
finally working in a shipyard. He was very poor, so poor that his fellow teachers and students felt sorry for 
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him. Through his adolescence he had two things that impacted him for the rest of his life. Those were: the 
1956 revolt in Poland fighting for anti-communism, and, his reaction to communism in school. He wouldn’t 
listen and was sent to the principal’s office. Little did he know, he would start to act more rebellious as next 
he went to work in the city of Gdansk at a horrible shipyard... 
 
The shipyard was horrible; there was no safety equipment, long working hours, only one sausage for lunch 
and hard labor for little pay. Lech decided this was absolutely unacceptable, and he was going to do 
something about it, so he led some workers’ strikes. The authority and police reacted by coming in and 
stopping it by force. By now, many students were persuaded that it was entirely their fault that the wages 
were low, but Lech wasn’t fooled. He eventually started the Solidarity movement, fighting for workers’ rights 
in Poland. Even though he was a very busy man, he married Danuta Golos during this time, they were still 
poor, yet very happy. 
 
Lech continued fighting for freedom throughout his life, as a leader and politician. This fight started to really 
kick into gear in 1979 when he gave a great speech in front of thousands about rights. The people were 
beginning to recognize Lech, and to love him. They were inspired so Lech used it to his advantage and led 
more strikes with a list of 21 requests for the government. The government finally agreed to them and on 
August 31, 1980 the Gdansk agreement was signed. This meant that the workers were allowed the right to 
strike, given higher minimum wage, and better welfare allowances as well as having workers chosen by their 
ability level, and not by their loyalty to the government. This was a huge inspiration and many others began 
to follow Lech’s example. Other strikes were sprouting up everywhere and there were over 10 million 
Solidarity members including former communists. Lech was happy, but his work wasn’t done; he wouldn’t 
stop now. 
 
Over the rest of his life, Lech continued this hard work. He became a president of Poland and was a very 
good politician. He even won the 1983 Nobel Peace Prize for his work in Poland. He has recently retired 
now that Poland is doing a lot better. 
 
Lech was an incredible man who believed in standing up for oneself and one’s rights. He defeated 
Communism. He made Poland the first non-communist Russian state. Lech did a whole lot for our world and 
I, for one am very thankful for all that he has done. 
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