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VETERANS DAY 
Alejandro Botero 

per 4-5 

Ms. Dolan 

I am brave I am justice 

I wonder if this world could live in peace 

I hear my parents cheering me on for doing the right thing 

I see a world where my sacrifices could make a difference 

I want to fight for the right even if it means my life 

I am brave I am justice 

 

 

I pretend I have not hurt or affected families negatively 

I feel as if I need to risk my life for my kids 

I touch my family portrait as I dream of home 

I worry I will die here and leave my kids without a father 

I cry at night thinking about the loss of my family 

I am brave I am justice 

 

 

I understand that my service has helped out 

I say that I will survive and see my kids 

I dream of the day I can enjoy every day with my beautiful wife and kids 

I try to contact them, but it’s almost impossible 

I hope my family doesn’t forget me and move on 

I am brave I am justice 



 

Veteran Haikus                 by Ivy Nash, Dolan 

 

 

 

        I’m a veteran              A former marine 

I was sent to fight in war      Surrendered to Japanese 

   During world war 2                 Nineteen forty-two 

 

 

 

 

 Ninety-three-year-old               It’s veteran’s day 

Navajo code talker dies                              And it’s time to celebrate 

      Last Original                       Honor those we’ve lost 

 

 

 

Has no hard feelings 

                                                         Very lucky to survive 

  Now he is set free 

 

 

 

 

 



Electric 

Written by Freddy Rives 

Electricity powers are electronics 

So we can have Wi-Fi 

With electricity you can watch the philharmonics 

Without electricity you will cry 

The Gecko 

Geckos use camouflage 

Geckos are green (for the most part) 

There might be one in your garage  

They are fast as a dart 

Time 

Time is very valuable 

You better use your time wise 

Time is magical 

Because when you’re having fun, it flies 

School 

School gives you education 

So you can get a good job 

In school you have a workstation 

You might have a friend named Bob 

 

 



     Earphones       By Lauren Gonzalez-Braun 

Whenever I don my earphones, 

It transfers me to a world. 

I’m all alone with nothing, 

and all I hear is myself. 

The beat and I share rhythm, 

And my thoughts encounter nature.  

No one would understand me 

Because I think uniquely. 

I notice things they don’t see 

Sometimes they cannot see me! 

But I arrive to my place 

A prison, but with glee 

I take off the plugs and then 

I go back to being me. 

 



 The Helper 

Written by: Noah Hanks 

 

The helper always comes 

Whenever we need 

But we have never thought 

To award his good deeds 

 

We always want 

Somebody to help 

But when he is far away 

We don’t need to yelp 

 

I don’t want him 

To be really sad 

So I let him help me 

So he won’t feel bad 

 

Many like to think of him 

As the class pet 



 

Many people are skeptic about it 

But I don’t think it’s a bet 

He always helps 

No matter the subject 

But without him 

We would be wrecked 

 

There’s no doubt about it 

He is the best 

But when it comes to talking 

I think god blessed 

 

When the report cards come out 

We look at each other’s grades 

When he gets his report card 

He starts screaming “AAAAAAA” 

 

 



The Student 

Written by: Noah Hanks 

 

The student is smart 

He knows a lot 

He knows the so much 

That it isn’t even a thought 

 

He helps me with a lot 

You don’t even know 

Whenever he comes 

I think he’s going to blow 

 

I don’t understand 

How he could learn more 

But however he does it 

His brain must be sore 



Video Games 

Written by: Noah Hanks 

 

Video games are fun 

They are very innovative 

This is why 

I think it is creative 

Time goes by fast 

When you’re having fun 

Who needs to have 

Fun in the sun 

 

Video games allow 

You to stay inside 

While you don’t have to be 

In the middle of high tide 

Influenced by: Freddy Rives 



The Teacher 

Written by: Noah Hanks 

 

A teacher is someone 

Who lectures kids for a job 

There was one that I knew 

And his name was Bob 

 

He taught science and math 

He was really funny 

And he taught me that it was 

Illegal to counterfeit money 

 

He was a great teacher 

But now he is here 

I hope he has a good time 

And I am being sincere 

 

                         



Fictional story 

                   Thomas Lewington 11-6-18 

It is October 30th, the day before Halloween, and very strange 

things were going on in the town of Endovier.  

It was 11:59 P.M, 1 minute from Halloween, and Mr. Brown was 

headed to bed when he heard a knock on his door. He opened it 

but nobody was there. He said to himself, “Kids!” He started 

walking up the stairs when he heard it again. This time told 

whoever (or whatever) it was to please stop it. The knocking 

stopped and he went to bed. It was 3:00 A.M. when he was 

awoken by another knock. However, this time it was not from 

his front door. It was on the wall right next to him. He thought it 

was just a creaking pipe so he went to bed. 

The next day he called the plumber to see if it was a pipe. It was 

a pipe and it was clogged with a weird slimy substance. He 

thought it was some hair but it turns out that it was just mud.  

Today, the activities were even weirder and kids were 

disappearing. He thought they were just wandering about and 

got lost. Turns out, this was not the case. The kids were little and 

in high railed cribs. It was now obvious that someone (or 

something) was taking the kids.  

Melissa, a mother of one of the missing kids said, “It was like he 

just disappeared. He was in bed for an hour and I heard a 

scream. By the time I got there the bedsheets were all unraveled 

and he was gone.”  



 

This was all over the news and then Mr. Brown heard a big 

crash. It sounded like it came from his bedroom. He went there 

to find his bed all smashed and his bed sheets in a corner. He 

went to pick up the sheets when he heard a voice behind him 

say, “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”  

The person had a very deep voice and Mr. Brown was extremely 

scared. He turned around to find a hooded man with bright red 

eyes staring at him. He had black fog lurking all around him and 

he made the room ice cold. He heard a slam and saw that the 

door was shut.  

He knew he was doomed when the hooded figure said, “You 

have two choices. Choice one is you can live for 20 more years 

and I come back to kill you and you have a very bad and hard 

afterlife, or I kill you now but you live a very happy and luxurious 

afterlife. You have twenty-four hours to decide or I decide,” and 

then the figure disappeared.  

He went to clean everything up when he heard the voice again. 

This time it said, “Why are you attempting to take the bed 

sheets again? I said to not do it. Did I not?”  

Mr. Brown was too terrified to speak. He was shaking so bad 

that you would have thought that he was in Antarctica with 

nothing but his undergarments. Then he started to plead for 

forgiveness and asking to please leave him be when the figure 

said, “Stop pleading or else I will choose your fate right now.”  



 

Mr. Brown Finally got himself under control when he said, “I 

know what I want to do.”  

The figure then said, “And that is?”  

Mr. Brown said,” I would like to die now and have a happy 

afterlife.”  

The figure was still and all of a sudden he was muttering to 

himself and making movements with his hands when all of a 

sudden Mr. Brown was having nausea and everything was going 

all dark and purple when he collapsed.  

When he woke up, he was in an unfamiliar place. It was like 

paradise! He was in a Hawaiian themed shirt and he was on a 

hammock with an ice-cold pineapple juice.  

He got up and he felt better than ever. He felt like doing 

anything and everything in the great big world. He felt like he 

would go bungee jumping. He felt like he would go skydiving. He 

felt like doing everything when all of a sudden he collapsed 

again.  

He woke up in his old bedroom and everything was exactly the 

same as it was when he first collapsed. The broken bed, the 

sheets in the corner, and the dark figure just laughing at him. He 

was so confused and annoyed.  

The dark figure said, “How did you like it?” 

Mr. Brown was fuming with rage. He wanted to lunge at the 

dark figure when he heard another voice. He then saw another 



 

figure that appeared in the corner of his room. Then he noticed 

that the sheets were not scrunched in the corner of his room 

anymore. In fact, the bed was all put together with the sheets 

on it. He then noticed the two figures standing next to each 

other. One was soaked in water while the next was dry as a 

desert and they were both standing and laughing at him.  

He asked them both, “Who are you and what do you want from 

me?”  

The figures were still laughing when one stopped and wacked 

the other. The other hooded figure turned around and wacked 

the other one. This was going on for an hour when they both 

collapsed. They both looked exactly like Mr. Brown!  

He was so confused when he started to realize that he was 

hallucinating. He fell down and just passed out. He was thinking 

to himself, “Oh not again,” when he realized that he was in bed 

and it was 8:30 A.M.  

He went down to the living room and turned on the T.V. and 

what he saw was unbelievable! He saw the two hooded figures 

on the news. He went outside and saw them both talking to 

each other and he went back inside. He then saw the two 

hooded figures staring at the camera and just laughing. He was 

wondering to himself, “Who are these people and what do they 

want from me?”  

Then the room went ice cold and the black figure was next to 

him again. The figure then said, “We are two ghosts and we 



 

want you to see who we really are. Me and my brothers’ names 

are Jeff and Bob and we like to confuse people to prank them.”  

Mr. Brown said “Are you guys the ones that have been taking 

the kids then?”  

The figure then said “Yes!”  

Mr. Brown then said, “I’m tired and confused so I’m going back 

to my room and going to bed.” 

 

     The End! 



 THE DOLL                                
By Joe St. Jean  

It all begin in a Friday night. Brant was just watching television 

like a normal 14-year-old teen. Ever since that sunny Sunday 

Brant’s life changed. This is how it began. 

Brant was riding his bike because he just went to the library. On 

his way home, he met a man passing out newspaper. When 

Brant took one, he noticed that at the top of the newspaper for 

the Headings it said, “MISSING KIDS NEVER FOUND PARENTS 

ARE WORRIED BECAUSE THEIR CHILDREN MIGHT BE IN MORTAL 

DANGER OR EVEN WORSE dead.” Brant felt bad for those 

parents.  

When Brant got closer to his house, the only thing he could 

think about was pizza and video games and of course the 

missing children. Out of nowhere, he got knocked by something 

and ended up in the hospital.  

Brant thought what had happened to him and why was he in 

the hospital. 5 minutes later and he started to have crazy 

thoughts, “What if I have cancer or a tumor?”  

Then as soon as he was going to cry out for help, a nurse came 

to tell him what had happened to him. “You blacked out,” she 

said.  



 

At this point, Brant knew she was wrong because he never had 

a sickness (except a high fever) so he demanded them to call his 

mom.  

As soon as his mother came, she blurted out, “Let him out or I 

will sue you and everything you own.”  

The nurse did it right away but gave Brant an unexpected gift, a 

doll with a suit. The doll’s appearance looked weird; it had big 

wild eyes and black hair. The weird part of the doll was the 

suitcase. It looked like the suitcase had a lock on it, which was 

only meant for the doll. Something about the doll made Brant 

want to take it so he did. 

 

His dad was on a business trip so he was alone with his mom 

for the month. All the creepy stuff started on a Friday night 

when his mom went to a party and left him all alone. Brant 

begged his mom if he could come with her, but she said no. So 

he stayed up all the way to 3:00 am. He waited for his mom to 

bring something from her party. Soon he started to fall asleep 

at 3:33.  

He woke up because he felt someone looking at him, then he 

heard something rattle in the kitchen. Since he wasn’t thinking 

straight, he went to investigate. Though, if he was thinking 

straight, he’d know not to investigate. As soon as he got to the 

kitchen, everything went quiet, even the Television managed to 

go quiet.  



 

At that point, he started thinking and saying to himself, “Maybe 

I should call mom.” He started reaching for the phone and was 

about to press dial when he got hit in the face.  

He looked behind him and saw the doll covered in red (blood). 

Again, he really freaked out. He looked for the nearest thing he 

could find for protection. The doll was quicker than him, so he 

was the one who got closer to snatching the pan. When he did 

snatch the pan, he hit Brant badly in the face.  

Before the doll could kill Brant he whispered in Brant’s ear, 

“You are very lucky I’m not killing you, human but it will take 

some time though, so I will give you something in reward, my 

name is SMIVK,” then he hit him so hard in the face Brant 

passed out but he did kill his mom. A few weeks later Brant’s 

dad was forced to come home early. Brant was living with his 

aunt, which was the sister of his dad. His aunt, Belinda despised 

his mom, so she was extremely happy when she heard the 

news.  

One day while Brant was heading home, he saw in big bloody 

red letters, I’M COMING FOR YOU.  

Brant got tired of Smivk harassing him so stormed through the 

house looking for him and took him to the dark woods with a 

shovel, matches, and oil. Smivk, somehow came back to life 

with his suitcase popping out of nowhere. Smivk took out a 

hatchet out of his suitcase and killed Brant.  THE END  



Midnight  

Alexander stared up at the stop sign, trying to hide his trembling hands and the goosebumps on his 

arms. The street was dark, the only source of light being from a few broken street lamps that nobody 

had bothered to fix. Nobody came down this road, whether it was from the warnings or just from the 

name. Elm Street was the name, and just by mentioning it gave shivers up everyone’s spine. 

   Aaron had always been into breaking the rules or going against what his parents told him, so it was no 

surprise to Alex when he was dragged out here despite the warnings not even their parents had given 

them since they were old enough to understand, but what teachers in Elementary school and even now 

in middle school, had told them. 

   “You coming Alex?” Aaron asked. Alexander would never be ready to go, especially after the stories 

that were spread amongst the neighborhood of the last kids who didn’t heed the warnings. There were 

5 of them, all of them were boys besides one boy’s little sister who was never seen from again. Aaron 

and Alexander knew one of the boys, and went to his funeral when he had disappeared. There was no 

body in coffin, but no body was even found on the street. The boys that did come back ended up in 

mental wards a few days after, going insane from whatever they witness. 

   “Yeah, I’m coming,” Alexander replied. He had a hard time saying no to people, since everyone was 

always so persuading to him. Occasionally he could say no, if the person didn’t care and simply just 

asked once. Aaron however, never asked once. If he wanted to drag his friends into something he could, 

and if they said no he had a way of making them feel guilty. Alexander and Aaron’s friend Marquis 

pointed it out to Aaron once, and him and Aaron didn’t talk for weeks. It wasn’t until their other friend 

John talked to them both, and told them to quit the fighting. 

   By the time Alexander caught up with his friends, they were in front of a house. It looked old, and had 

windows boarded up. The only windows that had no wood over them were broken beyond repair, that 

is, if anyone had tried repairing them. 

   The house looked unoccupied, which wasn’t uncommon. There was only one house on the street that 

always had a car in the driveway, which was the first one you saw before entering, though nobody dared 

to. Nobody knew who owned the house, and everyone was too scared to find out. Rumors spread that it 

was a witch. Others said that it was a lonely old lady who lived there, and didn’t bother communicating 

with society. Alexander thought of these rumors as stories and hadn’t believed them. While he ignored 

them however, he couldn’t help but wonder who lived there.  

   The house they were at wasn’t too far from the only occupied house. This made Alexander feel a little 

better, since if any trouble started he’d have more of a chance to run to safety since the house was right 

near the end of the street. However, Marquis hasn’t felt the same reassurance.  

   “Aaron, perhaps we should turn back. It’s obvious that this was the exact same house that those boys 

went to, as all the other houses have boarded up doors. This is the only one on the street without a 

locked or boarded door; see all the chains and wood? Remember what happened a few months back?”  

   “Marquis, calm down. Those kids probably just saw something that spooked them out badly. The girl 

and the boy probably ran away from home. We don’t know the full story,” Aaron shot back at him. 

   “What could possibly spook someone so badly that they went mental Aaron?” Marquis almost yelled.  

   “Guys, stop,” John told them. He had a look of annoyance on his face. “Both of you are right. We don’t 

know what’s in there. If it makes you feel better Marquis, we’ll leave the door open. If for some reason 

any of us feel unsafe, we can get out faster if the door is open. Deal? If you decline you can leave.” 

   “Deal, but we all leave even if only one of us feels unsafe.” 

   “Fine. Are we going or what?” 



 

   Alexander nodded and opened the door. As soon as he popped his head in, he had a coughing fit. 

“Allergies.” He let everyone know. “Dust always makes me cough and sneeze like crazy.” 

   “You’re telling me,” John replied. “This place looks like it’s about to fall apart any second.” All the 

furniture had sheets over it, and the paint was peeling off the walls. Alexander could easily spot the year 

the clocks on the walls were made, it was similar to what his grandmother had in her house. She liked 

the older clocks, from the 50s because she was so used to them.  

   “They have a second story,” Aaron pointed out. “Wonder what’s upstairs?” 

   “Probably bedrooms,” Marquis suggested. “If it’s anything like in here it’s probably not that exciting. 

We can check it out though, if you truly want to.” 

   “I don’t see the harm in that,” John jumped in. “If it’s like it is around here, we should be fine. Besides, 

this place is about to make me sneeze like crazy.” 

   “Let’s go then. The faster we explore, the faster we get out. This place is giving me the creeps,” 

Alexander commented. 

   Aaron led them up the stairs, like he’d been there before. If anything, Alexander suspected he had. He 

wasn’t as anxious as the rest of them. While John hadn’t showed it, everyone knew he was a bit scared. 

From the look of his face when they walked in, Alexander swore he saw a ghost.  

   By the time they reached the top of the staircase, John was in a coughing fit. There was much more 

dust upstairs, which Alexander had suspected. They started to look around, trying to go into rooms.  

   “Locked, Locked, Locked,” Marquis repeated when he tried every room. It wasn’t until he got to the 

last room that he had luck opening it.  

   “Whoever owned this place must have not had any special connection to this room,” Aaron said. 

   “They just have not had any special connection to the house. They never boarded up the door, and left 

it unlocked. I wonder why they’d lock all these doors and not this one,” Alexander asked. They looked 

around to ask John whether or not they should go in, but he was gone.  

   “John?” Marquis called out. When they heard no reply he yelled again. “John?”  

   “Where is he?” Aaron asked while Marquis looked downstairs.  

   “Aaron, didn’t John go into that room?” He asked Aaron. 

  “I wasn’t paying attention,” he admitted. 

  Alexander looked in the room. He saw nothing but John lying there on the floor, quiet as a mouse. He 

looked at the wall, and in red paint, or what Alexander hoped wasn’t blood, read “You’re next.”  

  “Guys? Come here.” He squeaked. Aaron and Marquis ran to the room.  

   “John!” Marquis yelled. He ran over to John, only to find him with no pulse.  

   “We need to get out of here. We can tell the police what we saw. There’s someone in here,” Alexander 

told them. All the boys remaining agreed to start heading towards the stairs so they can leave. By the 

time they were halfway down, they heard a door slam.  

   “Did you guys hear that?” Aaron asked.  

   “Someone’s here. Who else would close that door?” Marquis replied. “Our best bet is to get out 

through a window. If we can find any that aren’t boarded up that is.” 

  “There was one right by the door; I noticed when we first got here. It’s all busted, but that just means 

we can hit it with anything and it’ll break,” Alexander told them. “Only thing is, whoever closed the door 

must be near the window. We can’t leave until we know they’re away.” 

   “I don’t think anyone’s here Alexander,” Aaron said, his face pale as a ghost. “Look behind you.” 

   The three boys stared at the wall behind them. Covered in red, the words “Don’t try to leave, I’ll stop 

you” painted the wall. Alexander looked at Marquis then Aaron. He was shocked, trying to find an 



 

explanation to what he just saw. 

   “Is there another entrance up the stairs? Did you guys see one?” He sputtered out. 

   “Alexander, I was facing you this way this entire time. The words just appeared on that wall. I watched 

it happen. Nobody was these painting it,” Aaron replied. “We need to find a way out.”  

  “Okay you’re right, you’re right. Marquis, you’re the brains here, what do we do?” Alexander said, 

turning around in the back of him, where Marquis was. “Where’s Marquis?” 

  “I was just talking to you. I wasn’t watching him! All I know is he’s gone, and we’re not going back up 

the-” He stopped mid-sentence. He turned around, and Alexander looked his way to see what he was 

staring at. All he saw was darkness where the light of the moon was supposed to be. Then he heard a 

scream, and saw Aaron flying across the room, screaming something in Greek.  

   Before he could realize it, Aaron was gone. He couldn’t see his friend’s face, only his eyes that still 

shined from the moonlight. They looked glassy, like a doll’s. Behind him, someone tapped his shoulder. 

He shrieked and turned around. It was Marquis. He let out a sigh of relief. “Where were you?” He asked. 

   “I was up here. I found something, and it’s going to horrify you.”  

   Marquis lead him to one of the Locked rooms. He had managed to unlock one of them, but Alexander 

could see the scars in his eyes from what Marquis had seen. Marquis opened the door, and inside were 

human like doll figures. All of them were smiling huge smiles, like a clowns. They all chanted the same 

chant, like they were taught to say it when he walked in. “The midnight man is here, better run before 

you disappear.”  

   He looked among the dolls, and recognized a few of them. He saw John, his eyes just as glassy as 

Aaron’s had been. He also recognized the brother and sister that had disappeared a few months 

beforehand. Alexander screamed, and he started to shake. “We need to get out of here. We need to go. 

What do we do?” He said at a million words per second.  

   “Come with me. We only have one chance to escape. We can’t do it if you’re shaking like this though.” 

Marquis told him, as Alexander nodded his head. Marquis nodded back. He was about to lead him down 

the stairs when all of a sudden his eyes turned to glass, and he fell to the ground.  

   “Marquis? Marquis!” Alexander screamed. He checked his pulse, but he had no response. He turned to 

run until he could only see darkness, death there greeting him as an old friend. He saw an evil smile out 

of the dark, before he only saw darkness taking over him.  

 



Mirror Mirror  

 “Mirror, mirror...” said a girl. She looked frail and sad. Her hair was long and beautiful. She was 

beautiful herself, but her face showed sadness. 

“Show me the truth” The image of the beautiful girl flickered into something horrifying. For it was no 

longer a girl, but a demon. The skin, a grey, decaying color. The hair, white and stringy...the eyes. Those 

eyes were enough to make the girl cry. There were, not two, not three, but ten. Ten ruby like eyes. The 

girls tear stained face morphed into utter terror. As slowly stood up to run but as soon as she tried to the 

monster’s leathery hands grabbed ahold of her hair, yanking her into the mirror with it. The child was 

now trapped inside the cursed object. The Mary Mirror, said it was a gift from the Virgin Mary herself. 

The mirror was the gem of the Christian temple in Great Britain. The nuns who lived in the church kept it 

locked away. They said they heard voices coming from within it. The said it was a little girl's voice 

mashed up with a disorder laugh. During the night, two nuns have gone missing just after the little girl 

did. The child was one of the students who went there, a nun heard a shrill scream and came running but 

she was too late. The child was gone. Lost in the mirror. So whenever you come in contact with the 

mirror never ever say “Mirror Mirror show me the truth,” because if you do you'll see her. Zaranak the 

mother of all evil. People know her as bloody Mary since she has black blood oozing from her mouth. Just 

a fair warning don't look into it.   

 

1:03 A.M. 

Ryan set his phone down on the nightstand next to his bed, blinking his eyes a couple of times. Slightly 

shaken at the story he slowly stood up and checked under his bed and through his closet. He felt a 

grumbling feeling coming for his stomach. Sighing he opened his bedroom door and went down stairs.  

The thirteen-year-old boy cautiously walking along the steps. A thump was heard from above him and 

he jump out of his skin almost losing balance. Ryan made his way to the kitchen and grabbed a plate. 

Hearing another thump, he screamed a bit and dropped his glass plate. Shards of the glass spread across 

the tile flooring of the kitchen earning an annoyed grunt from the kid. He silently made his way around 

the glass to get the broom out of the supplies closet.  

When he opened the closet, he sat a woman standing there and with the blink of his eye, she was gone. 

Ryan grabbed the broom and went back to the mess. As he was cleaning it up, a larger piece of glass slid 

away from the other pieces and out of his eyes. After it away, Ryan stepped down on the glass. The glass 

pierced through his skin and dug itself into his Achilles. He yelped with pain and tears pricked at his 

eyes, blood coming from his wound. Swiftly, he limped to the bathroom toward the first aid kit.  

Biting his lip and opened the bathroom door and sat down on the toilet. Accidentally making the glass 

go in deeper. More blood came running out and a stampede of tears escalated down his face. He 

grabbed a clean hand rag and put it in his mouth the muffle the sounds as he pulled on the glass. A 

sharp pain shot through his foot and he gave a final tug getting the glass out. Grabbing the rubbing 

alcohol, he slowly poured it on to disinfect the injury. The bandaged his foot up and dried his tears, 

letting out a loud yawn. The boy stood up and made his way to his room forgetting about the glass and 

the blood on the ground. With another loud yawn, he stumbled into his room. He face planted onto his 

bed almost instantly falling asleep. 



 

5:15 A.M. 

About four hours later, Ryan woke up to the sound of wailing. His eyes shot open, alarmed, he got out of 

bed and grabbed his bat. He quietly opened up his door and slowly made his way down the flight of 

stairs, limping slightly due to his foot injury. The crying had seemed to be getting louder and louder by 

each step the boy took. He made it at the last step, looking into the living room. He saw a girl, who 

looked about his age, crying her eyes out. She has dirty blonde hair, and emerald like eyes. She looked 

up and saw Ryan staring at her. The girl scrambled to her feet and ran towards him. 

“Please! You’ve got to help me!” she looked scared.  

“Help…. Help you from what?” he asked shakily.  

The girl started to cry more, she lifted her trembling hand. 

“From her.” She pointed to a golden-rimmed mirror.  

That mirror, it was so enchanting. He forgot that there was a woman looking at him from it. The woman 

smiled maliciously. In a trance like state, he walked up to the object and reached his hand out to touch 

it. A slender hand made its way out of the mirror, the skin was a leathery grey and the woman was 

terrifying. Ryan intertwined his hand with hers; she whisper sweet nothings to him, luring him closer. 

Like a spider to a fly. The girl who was watching picked up the bat that Ryan dropped and swung it at the 

demon's hand. The hand let go of Ryan's and lurched away, shrieking in pain. That shriek got Ryan out of 

his trance and he saw the demon lady reaching out to grab him. He screamed and scrambled away.  

“We need to destroy the mirror!” the dirty blonde haired girl yelled across the room.  

“But, if we destroy it, won't she get out of it?” he asked.  

The girl cursed under her breath. “Did not think of that,” she said 

A disordered laugh interrupted their conversation. The slender lady crawled out of the mirror and hastily 

made her way to Ryan. He ran away from the woman and jumped on top of the coffee table to stay out 

of reach. She grabbed onto his back foot and he winced in pain. She ripped off the bandages and licked 

up the blood. Ryan screamed in pain as she dug her teeth into his skin. The other girl ran at the demon 

and pulled her off. The 13-year-old boy whimpered in pain, now that a chunk of his Achilles is gone. 

Through tears, her saw a grey blur and heard yelling. Ryan began to see black spots, due to blood loss. 

He blacked out seconds later.  

 

7:50 A.M.  

 

Ryan’s woke up to bright lights, beeping, and crying. He looked around the room and saw his mother 

and stepfather, holding his hand with tears in their eyes. 

“Mom… dad,” he rasped. They looked at him and smiled. 

His mother kissed his forehead tears still in her eyes.  



 

“You’re finally awake,” she whispers 

“How… how long was I out?” he asked. 

“A week…” she answered. 

He blinked his eyes, then his mother and father disappeared.  

“ Mom, dad?” he said. 

“Shhhh dear child, you’re with me, and me alone…. Forever and ever,” the grey figure laughed.  

 

7:00 P.M.  

In a local bar, the news interrupted the daily broadcast.  

“Hello, Hot Springs Arkansas, I’m very sorry for interrupting the broadcast. We have recently been 

informed that a child has been taken from the local hospital. If you see this child, please contact this 

number immediately or take him to the authority,” the news anchor spoke once again. 

“Ryan Johnson was reported missing at 4:54 P.M. this after-” the news was disturbed by the door 

slamming open. A man with bloodshot eyes walked inside the pub and sat down at the bar.  

“Hey Jamie, want the usual?” the bartender asked. 

“On the contrary, something much stronger than that,” Jamie replied with his voice breaking a bit.  

“Hey, buddy what's wrong?” the bartender asked. 

“You see that kid up there?” He pointed to the picture of Ryan on the screen. 

“Yes…” the bartender said nervously.  

“That kid… that kid is my son.” He breaks down. Since his wife committed suicide after hearing her son 

was gone he was alone, wallowing in his sorrows.  

“You’re not alone, my dear,” a sweet voice whispered in his ear.  

“You'll be with me. Forever and ever.” Then the bar disappeared, everyone in it was gone. It was only 

him and a woman.  

“Now be a lamb and come with me,” she said. 

Then the man was gone. 

 



 

Death Sentence  

By Jennifer Carbajal 

 I lay in bed hungry listening to the raindrops fall while I stared at the hole in my cardboard ceiling, 

hoping it wouldn't collapse over my head. My mom should've been back by now, she was “taking care of 

business” like she always does instead of feeding me or working to get an actual house instead of this poor 

excuse. The “roof” was leaking now, making the cardboard more and more unstable. I knew what was going to 

happen next, so I grabbed my backpack and the tin of water that had been filling up in the rain. Steps away from 

the “house” my mom and I had been living in for weeks, I watched as the piles of cardboard and plywood 

crumbled. I sighed and walked away from the mess into an alley with aluminum linking two cheap apartment 

buildings. To anyone, an apartment like that would be a step down, but to us it would mean the world. I sat 

against the wall looking up at one of the apartments thinking about how easy things can change from good to 

bad, and bad to good, while I waited for my mom to come back. 

When my mom finally got home, she yelled at me for being outside.  

“Well, maybe if you did something useful with your life I wouldn't be outside!” I screamed at her 

pointing at the wreck. “Maybe I would be inside playing video games or watching tv like normal kids. Maybe I 

would have food in my stomach.” Tears were streaming down my face now. Not that she noticed because I was 

already soaked from the rain.  

“I know,” she said calmly while she stuffed granola bars from her bag into mine. “You don't have to 

worry about me or anything else anymore.” Her smile looked empty. I watched as she slammed her purse shut 

and I caught a glimpse of a stack of money. She seemed anxious. “Where you’re going you’ll be ok.” She 

mumbled something under her breath and turned her back at me to shuffle through her bag. She grabbed my 

arm and I tried to break loose, but despite my efforts, she still managed to stab me with a needle. I remember 

falling and my mom and a man standing over me; the man gestured towards my mom and carried me into the 

back of a car. Then I woke up in a train cart surrounded by water, the girl standing next to me was already wide-

awake. 

“Hey I’m jazzy, what’s your name?” She spoke normally, like she knew where we were going, and she 

had accepted it. 

“I'm Brandon,” I said with a tired voice. “How old are you?” She looked five. 

“I'm seven how about you?” 

“Thirteen,” I was annoyed. 

“Oh,” she said, her cheerful voice had faded. The man in the front of the cart turned around to “shush” 

us. 

 “What?” I whispered to her; I knew there was bad news for me to hear. 

“You don't know do you?” She paused expecting me to answer, so I shook my head no. “People sell their 

kids where we’re from, for money. The young ones like me get sold to rich families. But the older ones like you 

are put to work, when you are no longer useful to them…” She pointed at the man in the front seat. “You get 

killed.” Fear struck my chest and it became hard to breathe, I guess it showed because she smiled and said, “You 

know maybe someone will want you. There's always hope.” There was a laugh from behind our seats where a 



 

girl that looked about my age was laying on the floor. She was wearing combat boots and black fishnets under 

her shorts; she looked like something out of a superhero movie. Except no one was coming to save us now. 

“She’s wrong Brandon.” She sat up, “…but hey. At least we’ll get slaughtered together.” 

“That's Leah,” Jazzy said rolling her eyes. 

“I can speak for myself thank you.” I was starting to like her. Leah whispered into my ear as the railroads 

came to a stop at an island. “And you and I are getting out of here.”  I liked the sound of that. 

A group of men approached us and took Leah and I to the left side of the island and put Jazzy into 

another railroad cart on the right side. The fear I had in the cart wasn’t there anymore because somehow I knew 

that Leah’s plan would work. The men took us into a cell where we both stayed quiet for what felt like days.  

Next thing I know, I woke up to the sound of banging on the cell door. The man yelled at us to wake up 

and slid two trays of something that looked like it had already been eaten, under the cell door. I hadn’t eaten for 

days, so I grabbed the plastic spoon the man had left for us. I was about to take a bite when I overheard the man 

talking with who I assumed was his boss.  

“Well, maybe if you hadn’t bought them in the first place we wouldn’t be in this situation.” I saw Leah 

lift her head from her half-eaten plate, trying to hear what the men were saying. 

“You know we have no use for them. What a waste of money.” 

“I'm sorry,” the man mumbled. “I fixed it; they're eating the stuff right now. They’ll be dead in a few 

hours.” 

“How will you dispose of the bodies?” My body tensed and I felt numb. I turned to look at Leah who had 

a worried look on her face, when I looked down at her plate I realized why. She ate it all.  

“Looks like I’m dying before you,” she said with a half-smile. I could tell she didn't want to die. 

“No you’re not,” I said. I stumbled to my feet and started to walk towards her but when I put my hand 

near her face she pushed it away. 

“What are you doing?” she said trying to fight off my hand, but she had no energy left to do anything 

anymore. 

“Helping you,” I said as I put my fingers in her mouth and reached to the back of her throat. She threw 

up the poison along with her food, but it looked no different than it did on the plate.  

“You’ve seen me throw up, that practically makes us best friends,” she said with a tired voice. We 

laughed as we both got up from the dusty cell floor. 

“So what’s the plan?” I asked. 

“This,” she said as she lifted up a loose floorboard. “Let’s go, they already tried to kill us once. When 

they realize it didn’t work it's only a matter of time before they try again.” She ran down the stairwell that was 

hidden behind the floorboard and I followed after her, leaving the board open behind me. 



 

We walked through the tunnels that were dark except for the torch I had lit earlier. “How do you know 

about this place anyway?” I asked trying to push away the thoughts about my mom or the family I never had. 

“Have you been here before?” 

“No,” she answered as she kicked a rock along the path, “but all my siblings have.”  

“How bad was it?” I asked. If all your siblings are sold for money and you know you’re next, it has to be 

bad. I mean why would you have more children you can take care of? 

“Oh you know, regular old family. Dead-beat dad leaves after the first kid is born, druggy mom finds 

boyfriends so she can keep her family afloat, but ends up spending all the money on drugs. Mom didn’t take 

care of us, so we had to take care of ourselves. You know despite being a dysfunctional family,” she said 

struggling to find her words. “Despite not having our mom to be there for us. I liked the way things were. You 

know like everyone caring for each other, sharing the little that we had, making sacrifices. It was love in its 

purest form.” I know her idea of family wasn’t right, but she had her siblings there for her. I always felt like I was 

alone, like nobody really cared what happened to me.  I used to look up at the stars and disappear into my own 

thoughts; I would dream that I had a real family. I snapped out of my thoughts to listen to the rest of her story. 

“That didn’t last for long though. All my siblings were sold. One, by one. I watched the people take them away. 

The first one to be sold was my oldest brother Nick. He fought the men but no matter how hard he tried, they 

still drugged him and took him away from us. He knew what was going to happen, so before he was taken, he 

told us that he heard of a place where everyone was welcome. A place created for the children to escape to. A 

place where we could all be together again.” With a smile, she wiped of the tears. “…and now we will be.” She 

smiled a genuine smile. The kind of smile someone gets when they really believe in something. The thing is, I let 

myself believe it too. 

“Hey Leah,” I said, “I hope you find your family waiting for you at that place. I wonder if our moms knew 

we were gonna die.” She looked at me as her smile faded. 

“Brandon. They practically signed the death sentence.”  

When we finally reached the end of the tunnel, we see tracks going into the water. As Leah’s face turned 

into a smile, I realized just how beautiful she really was. She ran to the tracks and stopped where they curved, I 

couldn’t see beyond the curve, but I could tell by the expression on her face that there wasn’t much to see. As I 

walked up to the railroad I could see broken rails that looked as if someone had smashed them with an axe. It's 

funny how I knew by Leah’s reaction that there was nothing there, but even though I braced myself...it still 

crushed me when I saw the broken tracks. By the looks of it, whatever was here hadn’t been here for a long 

time. My heart sank as I watched Leah collapse to the floor in tears. I kneeled down beside her and hugged her 

as I held in my tears.  

“I was so sure it would be here,” she said between tears 

“I know,” I mumbled as my voice broke. “Me too.” 

“Don't move!” a man yelled from behind, we quickly stood up. Three men followed behind him, both 

holding bats. We weren’t going to move. But only because we had nowhere left to go.  

“I'm sorry,” Leah said with a sad face. 



 

“It's ok.” I said reaching for her hand. And it really was, because she was right. Our moms had signed our 

death sentence, and there was no escaping it. The two men swung at our heads with their bats almost in perfect 

sync. The pain of my head hitting the railroad when I fell was almost as bad as the impact of the bat hitting my 

skull. As my vision blurred I turned to look at Leah our eyes met. I saw the men swing again out of the corner of 

my eye and everything went dark. Even though I had a short life, I wouldn’t have changed a thing about it if it 

meant I got to meet her all over again. And I couldn’t have asked for a better last thing to see. 



 

Parable  

Don’t give into cynicism. 

 “Are you sure we’re supposed to be here?” My best friend, 

Zach, is always paranoid he will get in trouble, even when he isn’t 

doing anything wrong. Another thing about Zach is that he is 

freakishly tall. I always have to look up at him to converse with him. 

We were in a subway station, looking for my dog, Garfunkel. He had 

run away this afternoon, into the subway station. “This is where 

Garfy ran. He has to be here.”  We stood near the stairs, hoping to 

find him. No luck. I looked behind me, and saw a tall man staring at 

me, almost like he was trying to kidnap me with his mind. “Hey, my 

mom just texted me. I gotta go. It’s not like we will find Garfy 

anyways. Well, bye Adrienne.”   

“Zach’s right,” I said to myself. “I’ll never find him.” The creepy 

man turned and hobbled away, but dropped a paper on the ground. 

“Don’t give into cynicism.” Why would he write that on a piece of 

paper? I guess it’s good guidance though. 

 It was getting late, so I decided to head home. As I was walking, 

I felt like something was wrong. I looked around, not seeing 

anything. As I started walking again, I took out my compact mirror. I 

opened it, and positioned it to where I could see behind me. A tall 

figure stood under a streetlight, staring at me. I knew who it was. 

The man from the subway. All I needed was proof.  

I ran home, as fast as I could. I locked the door behind me, and 

ran to my room. “This day is the WORST!” I yelled. My mom came to 

my room, asking why.  “Uh... well, I kind of, sort of lost Garfunkel… 



 

and this creepy guy at the subway followed me home.” I was 

expecting her to freak. Losing Garfy would break her.  

“Well, don’t worry. We’ll find him. As for the creepy guy, we 

can call the police if it happens again.  

“Of course it’s going to happen again. He’s a creepy old man!” I 

was suddenly out of energy, so I told mom I was going to sleep early 

tonight. 

 I woke up, startled by a sudden sound. Again. I moved slowly to 

my window, groggy from sleep. I nudged the curtains open, and my 

drowsiness was instantly revoked. “GARFY! NO!” A dark, slender 

figure was breaking every bone in my dog’s body.  

My mom ran in. “Is everything okay?”  

I looked at her. “NO, ARE YOU SENSELESS? SOME CREATURE 

IS… is…” They were gone. “Of course they’re gone! Of course! Now 

there is no proof that the man from the subway is the disturbing 

dude!”  

My mom told me I was just delusional from lack of sleep and 

went back to bed. I couldn’t sleep after what I had just witnessed, so 

I stared at the ceiling all night. I finally dozed off, forgetting my 

troubles from sleep deprivation.  

 I woke up in the morning, and saw a strange shadow cast on 

the wall, almost like words. I braced myself in case I saw a disfigured 

corpse, but there was no dead body. What was actually there is just 

as bad. “DON’T GIVE INTO CYNICISM” was written on my window in 

blood.  



 

“AHH” I screamed. My mom ran into my room as fast as The 

Flash. “What?” “Look… NO!” the landscapers were washing the 

windows, and the writing was gone. “OH MY GOSH WHY IS THIS 

HAPPENING?” Then, everything went black.  

 I woke up with a sudden headache. I tried to move, but was 

constricted. I was tied up, sitting in a chair. Next to me, my mom was 

still passed out.  

“I see you’re awake…” I looked up, trying to locate the sound. 

“I’ve given you warnings, but you don’t listen.”  

Who was this person speaking to me? The tall man!  

“Oh, Adrienne, you are so lost. You still think I’m the old guy?” I 

heard a low, guttural chuckle. There’s only one person I know who 

laughs like that. Right when I figured out who my captor was, they 

revealed themselves.  

“ZACH? Why would you… How could you… I don’t understand!” 

“Adrienne, it’s simple. I’m trying to teach you a lesson.”  

“BY KILLING MY DOG? AND HURTING MY MOM?”  

“I’ll do whatever it takes, just as my father did to me.” Zach 

pulled up his sleeve, to reveal a prosthetic arm.  

“That’s why you always wear jackets? That’s nothing to be 

ashamed of!”  

“It is when it was your own parent who did it to you.” He 

sounded hurt, like he was wounded.  



 

“Zach, I’m sorry, but you can’t just run around killing people’s 

dogs to teach them a ‘Life Lesson’. It’s-”  

“Enough! I don’t care what you think. I am going to get the 

message through your head.” He sounded possessed, different from 

his normal self.  

“What lesson? And why? You know I just forget everything. I’m 

not smart like you are, so why even try?” He gave me a sinister 

smile, then took something out of his pocket. I was too scared to 

move.  

 “What is that? What are you going to do?” He ignored me and 

blew what seemed to be a dog whistle. A second later, a deformed, 

bloody shape came running in. It took one look at me and charged. 

“Garfunkel! You’re alive!”  

Zach looked at me. “And you’re not.” Garfunkel jumped on me 

and started tearing me apart slowly and excruciatingly.  

“HEEEELLLPPPP!” I screamed, but nobody could hear me.  

Zach turned around and started leaving, but stopped and said 

something I now realized was the lesson trying to be taught. “Hey, 

Adrienne. Don’t give into cynicism.”  

 


