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Red 
By Alyssa Maves 

 
Red. The color of roses, apples, and strawberries.  

           Or the color of my mother’s blood.  
Blood, dripping, sliding down her once beautiful face.  
Drip, drip, drip. 
A single streak of blood runs down from her eye, almost as if she’s crying at the sight of 

me over her dead body.  
The red cry for help.  
My mother was dead.  

  Following my instincts, I immediately kneeled down and started performing CPR, even though 
it was stupid. Worthless. I knew my mother was gone, I was just doing it to make myself feel 
better.  Her face was frozen in probably the most gruesome look of anguish and fear I had ever 
seen. I couldn’t take the thought of my deceased mother any longer, so I sobbed right there on 
the floor, my salty tears mixing with her crimson blood.  

 
After crying for awhile, I realized that I had better find out who did this to such a loving 

woman. Searching around her corpse for evidence, I came up with nothing. Maybe I could test 
her body for fingerprints, I thought to myself. But no, I quickly dismissed the idea because I am 
no DNA scientist, I’m just a regular 16 year old girl. Unsure of what to do, I started crying into my 
mother’s blood yet again. 

 
It had been weeks since my mother was murdered, and still nobody had solved the case. 

The day I found her deceased body, I called the police after I finished crying. They came, asked 
me a few questions, and then they took the body to perform an autopsy. So, I patiently waited 
day after day praying that I would be notified on who did this, but still nothing came, and I was 
beginning to lose hope. 
 

And then the call came. 
 
It looked like it was from the police station, so I picked up the phone, trying to contain my 

excitement. 
“Hello?” I said. 
“Is this Jocelyn?” a male officer asked. 
“This is Jocelyn speaking, how may I help?”  
“We would like to ask you to come down to the police station because we are under the 

impression that you are one of the suspects that may have possibly murdered Krysta Moore.” 
 
Oh. My. God. 
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“Do you have any relations with this woman?” The police officer questioned in a serious 

tone. 
“Uh, yeah, she’s actually my mother.” I nervously responded.  

  
Silence. 
 
“Alright, well if you could, just please come down to the station immediately. We have 

some questioning we’d like to do,” the officer said before hanging up. 
 

Now, I know the officer said questioning, but I had this sickening feeling that I would be 
interrogated like my life depended on it. 
 

Sitting on an uncomfortable chair outside the police office, a tornado of thoughts whirled 
through my brain. I can’t help but think that my life may be over after I walk out of that office. I 
could be arrested.  
 
“Jocelyn?” 
 
The sound of my name startled me out of my thoughts. 
 
I knew that it was my time to be “questioned,” as the officer called it, so I slowly dawdled into the 
office, not wanting to know my fate. As I stepped through the door, the setting of the office only 
intimidated me more than I already was. The walls were painted a dark, navy blue, and the 
blinds were nearly closed, allowing the room to be dark. Only a desk and a few chairs sat in the 
center of the room, but surrounding the measly pieces of furniture were weapons of all sorts. 
Guns, tasers, and handcuffs lined the walls and shelves. After I had looked around, the officer 
silently motioned for me to take a seat in the steel chair. Wringing my hands nervously, the 
officer sat down across from me, a stern look on his face. Slowly, the officer took out a notepad 
and a pencil, his gaze never leaving mine, almost as if to creep me out.  
 
“Name?” the officer said, monotone. 
“Jocelyn Moore,” I shakily replied. 
“Do you have a relation to the victim?” 
I swallowed the lump in my throat, then proceeded. 
“She’s my mother.”  
The officer wrote a few things down, then asked, “Do you have a father?” 
This is when I really get choked up. The antipathy I have for that man that was supposedly my 
father, well it’s too much to talk about. 
“Um, well I have a father, but he divorced my mother when I was a baby. I don’t currently know 
where he’s residing at, though.” 
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You see, my father and my mother were high school sweethearts. But when he found out my 
mother was pregnant, well, he decided that he didn’t want to take on the responsibilities of being 
a father. So he left. But not before he abused my mother merely because she was pregnant. My 
father treated my mother simply like an animal. I was lucky that I didn’t have to see that abuse, 
and that he left before I was old enough for him to whip me. But still, I loathe that man for doing 
such a thing to a woman that I respect so dearly. I haven’t seen my father since he left, and I 
don’t plan to see him ever again.  
 
The police officer asked me a few more questions, and wrote a few more things down. As I was 
listening to the scribbling sound of pencil against paper, I had a chilling thought. 
 
What if my father slaughtered my mother, simply out of revenge? 
 
No, that doesn’t seem right. 
 
My father’s not a murderer, is he? 
 
 
The following week, I received another call. It was the police again, and this time it was 
relieving. I was informed that I was no longer a suspect in the investigation of my mother, and 
that they had narrowed it down to one person.  
 
“We believe that it’s a man named Jonah Grice who may have murdered your mother. Do you 
know this man?” the police officer stated. 
 
That name sounded shockingly familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 
 
And then I knew why. 
 
The last name “Grice” was my mom’s last name that she took after she married my father. I 
know this because one time, when I was in first grade, the teacher had called me “Jocelyn 
Grice” instead of “Jocelyn Moore” and I was extremely confused. Apparently, the fact that I had 
decided to take my mother’s maiden name after my parents divorced was not put into the school 
system. And even though I didn’t know my father’s first name, I was sure that this Jonah dude 
was him.  
 
Into the phone I explained my hunch, but said that I wasn’t 100 percent sure if I was right. But 
then, the police gave me a piece of evidence that would confirm my thoughts. 
 
“Ah, Jocelyn, it says right here that Jonah Grice was briefly married to your mother, Krysta 
Moore.” 
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Oh my God. 
 
I was right. 
 
All I could mutter in the phone was a curt “thank you” and then I hung up, the blood rushing to 
my head. I quickly collapsed onto the couch, nearly passing out. After I caught my breath, I 
decided I needed to find Jonah Grice, and confront him on this gruesome murder. I needed a 
clue, but I didn’t know where I could get one. I decided to check my mom’s room, as maybe 
there was something that would be useful. 
 
The door to my mom’s room creaked as I opened it. Even though she’d only been dead for 
about 2 months, her room was already full of dust, and small cobwebs started to drape from the 
walls. Searching around for something that will help me find Jonah, my heart started pounding 
harder and harder, as I felt that somebody was stalking me, ready to pop out from the closet. 
Finally I calmed down, realizing that I needed to focus on finding evidence and not freaking out 
about something in the closet that wasn’t even there. I continued opening drawers until I came 
across a wrinkled, discolored note with a picture attached to it. Taking a look at it, I recognized a 
girl in the picture, and she looked not much older than me. In fact, we even shared the same 
physical features, such as my rounded face, long, silky brown hair, and brown eyes, like a 
hazelnut. There was a man next to her, who seemed to be the opposite personality of the girl. 
He dressed in shredded jeans and a baseball cap worn backwards, his scraggly hair falling to 
shoulder length. I carefully unclipped the picture from the note, sat down on the bed, and started 
to read what was inscribed on the yellowish paper. It was a note, addressed to someone named 
Krysta.  
 
My dearest Krysta, 
The amount of love I have for you overwhelms my heart, but I simply cannot stay. I am not 
ready to be a father, and you are soon due with a child. The responsibility asked of me is at an 
amount that I can’t handle, so I must leave. I wish you the best with your child, and I want you to 
know that this isn’t my fault. I have no choice but to leave. Maybe I’ll see you again someday. 
Best Regards, 
Jonah Grice 
 
A tear trickled down my face. That note, and that picture, was of my mother and Jonah. I 
couldn’t believe I had found something so treasured by my mother.  
 
And then I had an idea. 
 
I checked the back of the letter, and sure enough, it contained the address it was mailed from. 
22348 Gordon Avenue. That was only about 10 minutes away, I could go and confront that 
repulsive man, and catch him in his murderous act. I went outside and hopped into my car, 
aware that I might win the battle after all. 
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As I approached Jonah’s house, I took out my gun for safety, in case Jonah was waiting outside 
to attack me. He was my own Charles Manson. I opened the front door, gagging on the strong, 
thick smell of smoke. The fumes of drugs and alcohol overwhelmed my nose, making me nearly 
vomit. I just pulled my hood over my head, knowing that I couldn’t leave, I had to complete my 
mission. I found Jonah sitting on a sagging couch smoking a cigarrette, several beer bottles 
surrounding him. 
 
“You’re a killer,” I said, serious toned. 
 
Jonah stopped smoking and looked in my general direction, a puzzled look on his face.  
 
“Don’t give me that look,” I shouted. “You know that you murdered my mother.” 
 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, young lady. Are you lost?” Jonah replied. His voice was 
extremely raspy, and he had a hard time getting his words out. He was drunk. I knew I had to kill 
that man, but I wasn’t going to do it before I got him to admit he killed my mother. 
 
Subtly, I asked “Do happen to recognize the name Krysta Moore?” 
 
Jonah’s eyes widened for a split second, showing that he knew who that was. 
 
“You know,” I said.  
 
“Oh, my sweet, sweet Krysta. Whatever happened to her?” he asked, taking another sip of beer. 
 
“You killed her you damn idiot!” I screamed. And with that, I shot him in the foot, watching him 
yelp in pain, and then I left the house, heading straight for the police station. I was going to 
make that man’s life miserable if it was the last thing I do.  
 
Red. The color of balloons, wagons, and cherries.  
 
Or Jonah Grice’s blood.  
 
 
 
 
 

--- Alyssa Maves 
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 Concrete Cheese 
 
  cheese  
 cheese cheese                                                        *yum* 

 cheese Swiss cheese  
 cheese cheese cheese cheese  
 cheese cheese cheese Cheddar cheese                                            *yum* 

 cheese che hole cheese Pepper Jack cheese   

 cheese hole                hole cheese  hole che Asiago c 
 cheese che hole ese cheese hole            hole cheese BITE 
cheese Provolone cheese  hole  hole cheese BITE                          *yum* 

 cheese cheese Gouda cheese hole               hole BITE  
 cheese chee hole se Blue cheese ese hole cheese BITE  
 cheese hole                  hole cheese Feta cheese cheese BITE     
  cheese che hole ese cheese cheese Mozzarella cheese cheese BITE BITE  
   cheese Muenster cheese cheese cheese cheese cheese Stilton cheese BITE 
BITE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By: Connor McMahon, 2019 
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 Barry B. Giver 
Jonas is curious about the past 

Barry wants to explore outside the hive 
Jonas is pushed by the Chief Elder to learn the past 

Barry gets help from the Pollen Jocks 
Jonas meets The Giver 

Barry Meets Vanessa 
Jonas Fights the bad memories 

Barry fights the rain 
Jonas gives up  
Barry gives up 

Jonas finds a reason to continue 
Barry finds a reason to continue 

Jonas falls in love with Rosemary, who can’t love him 
Barry falls in love with Vanessa, who can’t love him 

Jonas notices the community isn’t growing from not knowing 
the memories 

Barry notices that the hive isn’t growing from others selling 
their honey 

Jonas fights the system 
Barry fights the system 

Jonas knows he must leave the community for them to thrive 
Barry knows he must leave the hive for them to thrive 

Jonas leaves 
Barry leaves 

So, is the Bee Movie the Giver? 
 

Barry B. Giver 
By: Tyler Ithal 

 

 
-- Return to the Table of Contents -- 

Mr. Martinus 
8 



2018-2019 Second Hour English Language Arts 

 When I Got Home 
By:Molly Wojtczak 

 
All during the day I was nervous.  At 2:15, I burst out the door and ran towards home. 

When I reached my house, I immediately bolted upstairs to my Grandma’s room. I had been 
worrying about her all day. She had told me that she didn't feel well and she definitely didn’t look 
well. My grandma had had health problems in the past because of her old age. Without anyone 
home all day I was anxious that something horrible could’ve happened to her. “Grandma, are 
you awake?” I whispered softly.  

Her response was a soft moan, telling me that she wasn’t until she heard me coming up 
the stairs like a herd of elephants. 

”I’ll leave you alone, I just wanted to check in on you.” I ensured her.  
I quietly shut the door and this time I tiptoed down the staircase. Once downstairs, I 

opened my math book to page 219 and began my homework. Ugh! I hate slope intercept form! 
Why can’t we go back to addition and subtraction!  As I began my first problem I heard a loud 
thump upstairs. “Grandma! Are you okay?” There was no reply.  

Oh my God! Oh my God! Thump thump thump thump thump! Once again I bounded up 
the stairs. I quickly opened the door, to find my grandma laying on the ground. I knelt down 
beside her.  

“Grandma, Grandma! Please answer. Grandma!” She still didn’t reply. I snatched the 
landline phone from her nightstand and fumbled for the numbers 9-1-1.  

“9-1-1, what’s your emergency?” 
 In tears I answered. “Um. My grandma. She’s on the floor.”  
“Okay, honey calm down. Can you tell me more? What’s your name? What’s your 

grandmother's name? Where are you? What is the address of the residence? How old is your 
Grandma? How old are you?”  

There were so many questions that I couldn’t think straight. “Um. I’m Mallory. My 
grandma is Alice and she is 78 years old. Um…. we are at my house. The address is 514 
Lakeside Court. I am 13.” 

“Ok sweetie, first responders are on their way. Now is your grandmother breathing?” 
“I don’t think so. Somebody please help!” I screamed in tears. 
“Calm down. Do you know CPR?” 
“Yes, I think I remember how from a babysitting class I took.” 
“Great, start doing compressions on her chest until the paramedics get there.” 
I began pumping her heart while singing the Bee Gees “Stayin Alive” to keep a steady 

pattern. Please work, I prayed. 
Just as I began to tire, the paramedics arrived. Because of my worry towards Grandma, I 

had left the door wide opened when I got home. They quickly made their way to where it 
seemed like my grandma was going to die. One of them told me to go downstairs and the other 
one continued CPR.  
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Although it had seemed like an eternity, it had only been a minute of me waiting 
downstairs. I paced back and forth from coffee pot to the microwave. Coffee pot, microwave, 
Grandma, coffee pot, microwave, “Grandma! No! You can’t die Grandma! I need you!I “ I 
screamed in terror. With that I heard the zap of the AED.  

We were then on our way to the hospital. Grandma’s heart had been started but she was 
still in critical condition. I had always imagined what the back of an ambulance looked like. Now 
I wished I had never seen one.  Medical equipment surrounded me and it's as if the walls were 
closing in on me. The paramedics crowded around my grandma and were throwing tools back 
and forth to each other.  I wished I was in the Wizard of Oz and this was all just a dream. I wish I 
could just click my heels three times and everything would go back to normal. 

I waited in the hospital waiting room as grandma got tubes and needles poked and 
shoved into her body. I said a quick prayer that she was doing better, then I realized that I never 
called my mom.  I rushed to the payphone across from where I was sitting and used my extra 
lunch money from that day to pay for the call.Then, I dialed the numbers 708-267-9458 and 
pressed the call button. 

“Mallory! Mallory! Where are you? Where is grandma?”  
Hysterically I responded,”Mom! We are at the hospital! Grandma is sick!”  
“What happened? Take a deep breath. I’m on my way”  
“She. She fell on the..the floor. I called 911 and now we are at the ho..ho..hospital”  
Within twenty minutes my mother arrived and greeted me with a hug as large as the 

titanic. Her face was bright red and she was out of breath. She informed me that she had ran 
two blocks from her office to get there. That would also explain why she was so sweaty and was 
holding her high heels in her hands.  

An hour and a half later an Intensive Care nurse brought my mother and I to Grandma’s 
room. When I walked in my heart sank. She was laying almost lifeless on the bed with tubes in 
her nose and needles in her arms. This can not be real.  

“You can sit with her until the doctor comes to meet with you.” the nurse said to us. 
“Grandma? Can you hear me? It’s Mallory. Your going to be okay. Please stay strong for 

me. Please.”  
The counselor and a few nurses came in as we ate dinner. The counselor explained to 

me that she talked to all present family members of ICU patients and that I had to come to her 
office. We walked down the hall to this huge room which had a plaque that read ICU Counselor.  

Her office was covered with posters with inspirational quotes on them. She even had my 
favorite quote up on the wall, “Be the reason someone smiles.” -Roy T Bennett. I loved the 
office, until she started  talking to me like I was incompetent.  

“Sweetie, I know you are going through a lot right now. Do you understand what’s going 
on?”  

“Uh, yeah. My grandma had a heart attack and is currently in critical condition in the 
ICU.” 

“How do you feel about the situation?’ she responded. 
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I was furious. “How do I feel about the situation? I feel upset and angry and any other 
bad emotion you could feel. What do you mean how do I feel? Do you think I’m just overjoyed at 
the fact that my grandma might die?” 

“Now that I know how you are feeling, I can help you. Do you understand?” 
As she finished her sentence, I questioned in my head why I was pulled out of the room 

at the same time the team of nurses came into my grandmother’s room. 
“Hello? Are you okay?” the counselor interrupted my thought process.  
“Yeah. What were you asking?” 
I asked you if you understood the fact that I now know how you feel, and can help you 

get through this tough time.” 
“Oh, yeah. I understand.” I responded quietly, with the question still floating around in my 

head.  
The counselor then dragged on and on about how it was going to be okay and she even 

shared her life story with me. As if, it was supposed to help me digest the fact that my 
grandmother was practically on her deathbed.  

As she told me about her freshman year of high school, there was a knock at the door. It 
was someone I didn't recognize. He pulled the counselor out of her office to talk. As she chatted 
outside the door, I counted how many posters had the word hope on them. 13. That was a 
decent number. I like that number. 13. Just then the counselor came back into the room.

“Mallory. I’d like to tell you what the nurses were doing in your grandmother’s room. “ 
Finally! I could be put to ease! 
“They were preparing her for surgery. To put a pacemaker in.” 
“What!” This definitely did not put me at ease. And neither did the next statement.  
“Mallory. Your grandmother has died on the operating table.” 
 
 

 
 

-- Molly Wojtczak 
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 The Dog 
By Carl Sandburg and Olivia Seay 
 
The dog comes  
on giant dog feet 
 
It lays looking 
over bones and toys 
on little haunches 
and then trots on. 
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 The Bathroom 
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson and Aiden Kolsto 
 
 

He grabs the door with sweaty hands; 
Close to the toilet in 7eleven lands, 
Ringed with the greasy world, he stands. 
 
The huge rat beneath him crawls; 
He cries from his bathroom walls, 
And like a boulder he falls. 
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 Nether Night Song 
by Langston Hughes and Sebi Anderson 
 
Come, 
Let us burn the night together 
Mining. 
 
I build around you. 
 
Across 
the wither skeleton 
Spawner is spawning 
Night sky is red 
Blazes are great suppliers 
of blaze rods. 
 
Down the lava spout 
A ghast is wailing 
 
I build around you 
 
Come, 
Let us burn the night together 
Mining 
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Private Mia Karnezis’ World War I Journal 

August 14, 1914 
 
Today is the day I’m leaving home. For the first time I have to part with my family. I 

don’t know what I’ll do! I’m excited to see what it’s like to be in battle, but more than that I’m 
scared that I’ll get killed. It was hard just to leave my husband and new son. If I die on the 
field, then my son won’t know his mom. I know I have to stay strong for them, but it’s hard. 
I’ve heard stories about my father who has fought in a war. He was brave and volunteered 
to be in the army. I didn’t. I was drafted for this war because we were attacked by 
Austria-Hungary two days ago. I was devastated when I was told that I would go into the 
war. I have to leave my son? My husband too? I hope I can come back to them after this war 
is over. That’s all I can think about. If I don’t keep saying that I’m doing this for them to come 
back, then I don’t know if I could stand it. 

 
August 21, 1914 
 
I just got to my designated trench today. I didn’t think that the trenches would be so 

bad, but boy was I wrong!. The fight has been going on for a few days, but I’ve only been 
here one day. When I arrived, there were dead bodies everywhere. The smell was even 
worse! There was a mixture of pee, vomit, and lots of other things I don’t even want to know 
about. One of the worst parts is that I can hear gunshots all the time. It’s nighttime and even 
now there are some sporadic gunshots. I don’t even know how anyone can think straight with 
all the noise! I don’t know how people can get through even a week with all of these 
explosions and death around. I guess they just get used to it. On the bright side I have 
made two friends. Their names are Fred and Seamus. They’ve been here longer than I have, 
but they still jump every time there is an explosion. I don’t know what to do, but I’ll get used 
to it… Right? 

 
August 27, 1914 
 
I had the night watch today, and I was super scared. I had to put up more barbed 

wire around the trench. The reason I was so scared was because I had to get out of the 
trench and go a few feet away with some other soldier to place the wire down. I could have 
gotten shot! When it was time to go and put the wire down, the other soldier stepped out for 
a few seconds to make sure that nobody saw him. He was about to say something just 
before he got shot in the right shoulder. It wasn’t enough to kill him, but it did make him fall 
backwards. When he fell, he went onto the barbed wire and started to scream in pain. I was 

-- Return to the Table of Contents -- 
Mr. Martinus 

15 



2018-2019 Second Hour English Language Arts 

so in shock that I nearly jumped out of my skin! After he fell on the wire, a few men tried to 
get him down, but they were shot as well. Even as I’m writing this, the first man that was 
shot is still screaming. I can’t get it out of my head that I was going to go first until he said 
he would go instead. I still remember the look in his eyes when he volunteered to go first. It 
was as if he already knew what was going to happen to him.  

 
September 1, 1914 
 
It’s my birthday today, and I’m pretty sure that a birthday party doesn’t usually look 

like it did for me this year. I was shooting a gun all through the morning and afternoon. I got 
tired of shooting at sunset. It is honestly really hard to believe that there can be something 
as beautiful as a sunset in a war zone. In the midst of all the fighting, there can be beauty. I 
just sit down and start to think about my son and husband. I wish that I could go back to 
see them. If only for a minute, I would be satisfied. I imagine that they are throwing a party 
for my birthday thinking the same thoughts as me. I wish you could be here with me. That is all I 
want right now, a friendly face that I know and love. 

 
September 15, 1914 
 
I know my time has come for me to stand up and do my part. I’m just another 

soldier who has to make a sacrifice for their country. I want my family to know that I love 
them and that I will be thinking of them even when I go. I’m sorry it had to be like this. To my 
son, I love you and I wish I could be there for you, but I have to leave. I have to say goodbye, 
and you must too. I love you. 

 

Private Seamus Wilson’s World War I Journal 
 
September 15, 1914 
 
Today I have had to let go of a few things. None of them were easy, but these things 

have to happen. I keep blaming myself and saying that it was all my fault, but everyone 
keeps reassuring me that I didn’t do anything wrong. Ok, let me go back to this morning. When 
I got up, the sun was in my eyes and it was hard to see at first. When my eyes adjusted, I 
found that it was quiet and I didn’t see anyone by me. I had gotten up early, but people 
would still be close enough to see. But where were they? I walked to the far side of one 
trench pathway and I found the captain and the lieutenant making a plan in a little closed off 
area. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I got the gist of the conversation. They talked 
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in angry tones, so they were probably saying that we were getting picked off and that we 
need reinforcements. All I heard was Fred’s name and that he was somehow in a plan.  

I went over to the branch of our trench that was where we got our food. I saw Mia 
and Fred sitting down and eating. I went over to join them. They were just saying how they 
wished they were home with their families. I came over and I was just in time to hear Fred 
say that he was willing to sacrifice himself if it’ll help our side even the slightest. Mia told him 
not to say stuff like that because he might start believing that he didn’t matter. He looked 
down with a sad face and told her, “Yeah, I shouldn’t think like that. But I do”  

Then out of nowhere, he motions to a few of his other friends and they jump up and 
out of the trench. I hear Mia behind me yell at Fred to get back here, but he wouldn’t listen. 
He just kept running with the other twelve people backing him. I was so in shock that I just 
stood there and gawked at him. He just kept running and running. I saw Mia write a few lines 
down in her notebook, close it and look up with tears in her eyes. I couldn’t process what 
was happening at the time, but I will never forget those few minutes for the rest of my life.  

I then started to wonder how he hadn’t been shot yet when he was at least ten feet 
away. Right after I thought that, I heard gunshots. They were all aimed at the leader of the 
group, Fred. He went down in a second. All I could do was stare at his body on the 
battlefield. Behind me, Mia screamed Fred’s name and jumped out of the trench with a stare 
harder than a diamond. She grabbed a gun from another soldier’s gun and started running 
towards the other side shooting and yelling at the other side. I have never seen anyone do 
anything braver in my life. She got to Fred and cried out in pain worse than a wounded dog. 
Nobody was shooting! After a few seconds, a man remembered that he was supposed to 
shoot them and started shooting. One bullet hit her in the chest, another in her arm, and the 
last one in her left shoulder. She fell limp on the field and I was enraged. I remember running 
out onto the field, getting Mia, bringing her back and I still remember how she kept muttering, 
“Get Fred, bring him back. Bring him back.” She sounded almost liked she was in a trance.  

I dropped down into the trench and set her down. She tried to reach into her pocket 
to get something. She brought out a small journal that she had written in. She then told me to 
give it to her family, and say that she doesn’t want them to feel bad. I started to cry. I told 
her she was going to be okay, but I could tell that she wouldn’t be. I didn’t see it before, but 
she got shot in the stomach and it hit some vital organs. “I’m sorry. Tell them I’ll always be 
with them. Tell them I-” Then she went limp. I called her name and she didn’t answer. 
“MIA!!!!!!” I yell in a desperate voice. Some people try to pull me off of her, but I won’t let 
go. She was my only friend down here besides Fred, and I lost them both. I let go of her and 
pick up a gun and point it to my head. The men rush forward to get it out of my hands. I 
don’t have a family like she does. I have nobody to live for. Why can’t I just die? I have been 
convinced that I have a reason for living, but I can’t find one. I grab the journal she wrote in 
and hold it close to my chest. I won’t forget her or Fred. I will live for them. 

-- Return to the Table of Contents -- 
Mr. Martinus 

17 



2018-2019 Second Hour English Language Arts 

 Dodgeball 
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson and Taylor Didrickson 
 

He grabs the ball with sweaty hands; 
Close to the line in restricted lands, 
Ringed with the dangerous world, he stands. 
 
The fallen teammate beneath him crawls; 
He stares from his nonexistent walls, 
And like a tree he falls. 
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 TRAPPED AND DEAD 
BY:JAKE FOX 

 
 “Bring it down!” I shouted again. By this point the elevator didn’t sound 
very good, grinding and slowing down.  

Me and my best friend, Carmena, were in a building. We were walking home 
from school one day when we saw and old building complex. We decided to 
explore it and we had made our way past obstacles, and now we were almost at 
the top.  
I heard her get on and the doors close. Suddenly everything seemed to stop. 
“Hello?” she called out. 
“I think the elevator broke” I called out. “Let’s try and pry the doors open” 
“My doors are open” Carmena said. “It looks like if you get the doors open I can 
crawl through”  
We got by the door and we started pulling. Slowly, inch by inch they started to 
open. We pulled and pulled until finally they were open. 
“Carmena” I said, grunting with the effort of holding the doors open. “Come on” 
Carmena crawled through. She put her hands out and I grabbed them. There 
was a groan from the elevator and I heard a snap.  
“Hurry!” I shouted.  
There were more snaps and the elevator jolted. At this point only her hips were 
left in.  
The last snap. 
It was the loudest of them all. 
It all seemed to happen in slow motion. The reverb of the noise ran through the 
building, and through My brain as the elevator fell, directly on Carmena’s legs, 
still dangling over the edge. The snap of bones, pushed in the wrong direction, 
and the bloodcurdling scream of the victim. 
There was a wet rip of flesh as the legs were ripped from the body. 
The doors slipped from my hands. They shut with so much force, it chopped her 
head clean off of her neck. 
All I could hear was the gushing of blood from the severed head. 
I stumbled backwards, crashing into a wall. I couldn’t look away. Her dying eyes, 
still twitching, were darkening.  
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Finally they stopped, staring into my soul, blaming me.  
I turned and ran. I didn’t care where.  
What would her parents say?  
I saw stairs leading up to the roof. I ran up and to the edge. What else could I do. 
I saw no other option. I stood for several minutes, pondering, on the edge. 
“I can’t do it” I said stepping down.  
I would call the cops and explain everything, and then live with myself and all that 
had been done in just the last half hour.  
I started to step down when suddenly a strong wind blew over the building and I 
stumbled backwards.  
I felt my foot step on nothing and the rest of my body follow. I tilted backwards 
towards freedom.  
Towards relief. 
As I fell I closed my eyes. 
“I’m coming Carmena” I said. 
I smiled. 
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  Mokena Night Song 
by Langston Hughes and Kaysie Hosman 
 

Come, 
Let us fight the night together 
frolicking. 
 
I dislike you. 
 
Across 
the Mokena bagels 
Cream Cheese is cheesy 
Night sky is bright 
Toasters are great tools 
of delicious food. 
 
Down the table 
A dog is skipping 
 
I dislike you 
 
Come, 
Let us fight the night together 
frolicking. 
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 The Robloxian 
By: Matt Schmitt and Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
He towers the world with block hands; 

Close to the people in Roblox lands, 

Ringed with the naive world, he stands 

 

The chunky ground beneath him crawls; 

He defends from from his tall walls, 

And like a hedge trimmer he falls. 
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What He Didn’t Realize 

 

By Nick Brunner 

 

Acid rain showers engulf the moon tonight. By the light Zork sat. 

Engulfed in thought Zork waked outside in the acid rain. Fiery prickles 

burned Zorks skin as the acid rain hit him. ¨Golnerenutb¨ screamed Zork. 

 Caleb asked Zork what was he doing on the moon. Zork said ¨I was 

stealing a weapons cache¨  

Zork that's illegal¨ Caleb yelled  

¨Shut up Caleb someone may hear you”.  

“But I stole them from the Cripes¨  

¨What? They´re the most dangerous gang.¨  

I know but I have found a weak point and can take down the entire 

gang but not alone. Caleb, I need you.  

Why would I try to take down an intergalactic gang and what do you 

have against them?  

They stole my wife and are making her do slave labor when I killed one 

of their members when he was mugging an elderly Droqet. I stunted the 

assailant but the cripes inject mercury in their bloodstreams so it killed him 

through electric shock but if I shot him the laser would have deflected and 

hit me but I didn't know that but when I was checking for any information 

on the Dorbakan man I saw the Cripes tattoo on his side. Then I was 

stunned I knew that the cripes would kill everyone in your family if you 

killed one of them. They capture you and make you watch their murder.  

I am so sorry Zork. I didn't know.  

That's fine Caleb.  

Boarding the Eon Hawk the name that Zork gave it. The Hawk was an 

old beat up transport ship. We bought it for 500 Noms. We had multiple 

light ball refills.  A hundred shots in each ball. Also, we have Body armor 

that will stand up to a laser cannon blast. Before we take off Zork shows me 
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how to operate the lower turret. We hit hyperspeed and take off for the 

Citadel. 

We now have to pull out our forged gang ids and gain access to the 

Citadel of Cripes. The guards question us to make sure that we are members. 

We got the questions from a former undercover cop who infiltrated the gang 

and took down their illegal turtle trade. Now we wait for their annual rally 

where all of the members go and listen to the leaders give speeches and 

initiate new members. 

Zork brought me to a roof where you could see the podium where the 

head of the gang will speak. He told me to use the sniper to blow the 

Leader´s head off after he began to speak for a little bit so that everyone who 

is coming is there and can't interfere with the plan by coming late.  

Now the leader of the gang steps up to his podium and starts to say the 

gang pledge as done at all meetings. Then he babbled on and on. But Zork 

gave me the signal and I shot his head to oblivion. Then I waited for Zork to 

open fire into the conference room so I looked at where Zork was and his 

gun was laying on the ground. I left the sniper on the roof and bolted for the 

ATVs and Zork´s was still there I went as fast as possible back to the cave.  

I just sat in horror what could they be doing to Zork they could be 

torturing him or killing his family members or they could be interrogating 

him to find his accomplice... Me. I see motorcycle lights come around the 

corner and hear their engines stop. I got on my knees and put my hands up. 

In preparation for my capture but then I heard a familiar voice saying get up 

you idiot it was Zork but he had a group of police with him and he said that 

the cops freed his wife and all other prisoners. But they needed Caleb to help 

them detain and kill the remaining gang members. 

We arrive back to the main gates and bust them wide open. Then 

receive gunfire, with the police we outgunned them but there were more 

gang members the leaders had already taken cover in their bunker.  

We fought through hoards of gang members we reached the 

conference hall and the guards had already given themselves up without a 

fight. We found the inlet to the bunker and threw a canister of tear gas to 

-- Return to the Table of Contents -- 
Mr. Martinus 

24 



2018-2019 Second Hour English Language Arts 

flush them out. But they never came when we went in there to see where 

they were I felt a cold slimy tentacle put me in a choke hold. It was the vice 

president of the gang.  

Don´t shoot or I´ll kill him with his own gun. Zork pleaded with him 

to let me go. But he said no and shot me.  

But it only stunned me because he had bumped the laser to stun.  

Then Zork opened fire on him and he died. What we didn't realize is 

that one of the cops that we were working with the gang and shot Zork right 

when he reappeared from the bunker killing him. I unloaded one hundred 

rounds into that cop until he was just a pile of ashes. Zork didn't deserve 

that. 

------ 
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 The Rustlord 
By Jack Barrett and Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
 

He holds the gold scar with shaking hands; 
Close to the victory royale in mountainous lands, 
Ringed with the dark world, he stands. 
 
The unskillful default beneath him crawls; 
He bush-camps from his wooden walls, 
And like a superhero he falls. 
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 The Meat 
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson And Jackson Moran 
 
 

He smacks the meat with clammy hands; 
Close to the meal in hungry lands, 
Ringed with the meaty world, he stands. 
 
The granite countertop beneath him crawls; 
He assaults from his beefy walls, 
And like a 1665 mile per second slap he falls. 
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 Crafting For You 
By: Batya and Cale 
 
I used to love you 
In a simple way 
The sun would rise  
And I would play 
 
Lots of labor needed 
A pickaxe in hand 
My eyes wide open 
The Minecraft land 
 
And now you’ve gone 
But so have I 
I need to play 
One last time 
 
Trying everyday 
To recreate 
What I once built 
In the Minecraft days 
 

---- 
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 Stay Here 
By: Brooke Pomeroy 

 
 
There was a mysterious noise outside so I sat up in my bed and put my feet on the cold 

wood floors. Cautiously I walked to the window in my room and looked outside. Swoosh… 
There was nothing just the sound of the wind wrestling with the fallen leaves on the ground. 

 I was tired so naturally I turned around to go back to bed and sleep. But just when I got 
myself covered in my warm blankets I heard the noise again. It sounded as if someone or 
something for all I knew was trying to get into the house. So once again I got up from my bed 
and walked over to the window. Expecting to see nothing I was startled when I did see 
something, a big figure dark in the night huddled over the entrance to the house. My heart 
stopped and my feet began to go into a sprint. 

 My first instinct was to get my dad and tell him. Knock knock. On my parents room as 
quietly as I could. My dad opened the door and yawned. He was wearing navy blue pajamas 
that had light blue stripes going down.  

I started to explain quickly. “ There is someone outside of the house and and I don’t 
know …”  

My dad interrupted. “  This is why you can’t watch scary movies after dark.”  
“ No I know.” I said. “But there is definitely someone out there.”  
“Ok, Ok lets go check.” said my dad.  
KNOCK KNOCK. This time it wasn’t me that knocked, this time it came from downstairs. 

My heart dropped I could tell my dad was beginning to be on edge. 
 “ What do we do?” I asked.  
My dad didn’t respond.   
“What do we do?” I repeated myself. “Shh… we have to be quiet. I am going downstairs 

to see what’s happening, stay here.”  
He began to walk down the stairs. Inch by inch, step by step, I became more nervous 

every time he moved.  
It was soundless and dark, and I hadn’t seen my dad in awhile. Stay here. His words 

rang in my head like bells. I decided to disregard what he said and  I descended downstairs.  
As I walked down the steps I heard this creaking sound in the other room. I closed my 

eyes and went down further. As I progressed the creaking just got louder and louder. I finally 
reached the foot of the stairs and opened my eyes.  

I felt a cold breeze on my feet so I looked over at the side door to the house and it was 
open. The weird noise I heard when I was walking down the stairs was the door moving with the 
wind. I approached the door and reached for the handle with my shaking hands. When my 
hands finally made contact with the cold metal I slammed the door closed and turned around to 
run up the stairs.  
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I got under my covers and closed my eyes. “Please just go away.” I whispered under my 
breath. Then all of a sudden I heard the indistinguible creaking noise. My heart thumped out of 
my chest. For the first time in my life I was scared and felt nothing else but fear.  

After a few moments my fear slightly subsided allowing my mind to kick back into action. 
I realized that I can’t just lay here helplessly waiting for fate to determine the outcome of the 
night, I had to warn the rest of my family and take control of the outcome.  

I went into my brother’s room to wake him up and realized he wasn’t there. Although 
deep down in my gut I knew it was extremely unlikely,  wishful thinking convinced me he had 
drifted into my parents room at some point throughout the night, perhaps after having a 
nightmare.  

So I gently as quietly as possible pushed open my sister’s door trying not to startle her. I 
instantly realized something was amiss here too. Although it was the middle of winter her 
curtains were blowing violently in the cold winters gusts. Once again her undisturbed bed sat 
empty. I could feel every beat of my heart and realized after a moment that I had stopped 
breathing.  

Once again I gathered all the strength I had left, let out a loud blast of air, turned my feet 
on the prickly fibers of our burlap carpeting and headed hastledly yet cautiously to my parents 
room. With all restraint exhausted, I blasted the door open bouncing noisily off the adjacent wall 
and swept my left hand across the wall flipping on the light switch. Immediately I observed that 
their bed not only empty but also freshly made. At this point my mind was racing. I had just 
woken my dad up, he was sleeping! How could his bed be made? Where is everybody? How 
could they all leave me? What should I do?  

My mind was suddenly shocked back into the moment by the sound of heavy footsteps 
coming up the stair that lead up to the hallway I’m standing in. I stand motionless as I see the 
dark figure move toward me, my bodies reaction to neither fight nor flight just paralyzed in fear. 
Oddly my only goal or wish becomes a hope that whatever is going to happen is going to 
happen quickly. Bracing for some unknown and grim fate I closed my eyes, tensed my body and 
wait.  

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!  
My body jumps and I find myself sitting up safely in my own bed with my obnoxious 

alarm clock stabbing my ears, but this much dreaded racket never sounded so sweet. I reach 
over and flip the button from alarm to off, forgoing the usual ritual of hitting the snooze a half a 
dozen times.  

Feeling wide awake and bursting with energy I spring out of bed and rush downstairs to 
take comfort in the safety of my mom’s and dad’s presence as they prepare breakfast and help 
get us off to schools. When I reach the foot of the stairs I feel a cold blast of air from the open 
door exposing the frigid winter morning, the house is silent.  
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 Almost Orphans  
Amy Bueschel 
 
I stood at the end of the casket, 
My mother lying peacefully before me, 
Lying there so still. 
Her beautiful face and her gorgeous hair 
This is the last we would ever see of her. 
 
My little brother tugged at the bottom of my dress 
He asked me,”Lea, when will mom wake up?” 
Tears welled in my eyes 
I said,”Nick, mom is in heaven now, she can see us but we will never be able to see her.” 
“But I see her right now” he responded with 
I told him, “This is the last time we will see mom so say goodbye” 
He walked up to the side of our mothers limp body and bluntly said “Goodbye.” 
 
My father died exactly six months and nine days ago 
Nick’s six year old brain still hasn't fully wrapped itself around the situation yet. 
I also have a new baby sister. 
Her name is Sofie 
We found out that my mother was pregnant one week after my father died  
Sofie is only 14 days old now 
 
I turned eighteen nine days ago 
That means I am Nick and Sofie’s legal guardian 
Nine days ago at four thirty-two A.M. I was declared a legal adult 
I can no longer think like a juvenile 
I must be responsible adult 
I have no other choice 
 
This was all settling in now 
I have a job 
It is for small pay though 
It could keep us going for the next few years until I find a better one 
My savings would take all of us to finish high school 
But it could not take us through collage 
 
We are almost orphans 
But we are not because I am eighteen 
I am an adult and I am responsible for them 
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 A recipe for disaster 
By: Luke Mullin 
 
Time to make: 2 days 
Serves: about 4 southern states 
 
 
You will need- 

● One tropical ocean 
● A large supply of water vapor 
● High winds 
● Some waves and germy floodwater 
● Some warm, moist air 

 
 

1. Preheat your ocean to 80 degrees Fahrenheit, and let your 
water start to rise. 

2. Combine your moist air with your water vapor to create 
some delicious thunderstorms. Do not try to eat these now, 
because eating raw thunderstorm dough may give you 
salmonella. 

3. Stir your tropical depression in the Gulf of Mexico until it 
begins to spin around a low pressure area. Add some high 
winds for flavor. This will make it become a tropical storm. 

4. Add even more warm water and your destructive 
concoction will turn into a full fledged hurricane. Serve 
with severe floods and some gross seawater. 
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 Daydreaming 
Kate Rogers 

 
 
In the country we sit (or stand or lay or otherwise dwell) in now, salty waves crash upon 

the jagged, volcanic shores of Maine. At the same time, an elk grazes the thick, luscious Rocky 
Mountains of Colorado. While Los Angeles bustles, a lonely polar bear wanders the vast 
tundras of Alaska. There are things happening right now that you will know about tomorrow. 
Maybe even in a few hours, or minutes, or seconds. Not far from you. As you sit in a classroom, 
so do children alike in Sweden, and Japan, and Brazil, and Australia, and South Africa. There 
are children who are not sitting in classrooms who should be. Today is someone’s birthday. 
Today is the worst day in someone’s life. Today is the best day of someone’s life. There are 
tears of joy and misery and confusion and pain and frustration. There are a million people 
saying hello. There are a million people saying goodbye. In their own languages, of course. 
Which there are hundreds of. There are about 200 people on that plane above your head, all 
headed somewhere. Where? Is it a new adventure, or are they returning home? Perhaps a 
tradition? Work? How would things change if you were to move somewhere else? Would people 
you don’t even know be affected? That person would never know that they were missing you. 
You never know who you are missing. Who lives today that will be in our great-great- 
great-great- grandchildren’s books? When you are old, what will the world be like? Are the 
people who made it that way going to be in those textbooks? Some people are just waking up 
now, some people are going to bed. 10 years to the minute from now, you could be anywhere. 
You could be in France, Antarctica, the moon, the ocean, or on the very spot you sit (or stand or 
lay or otherwise dwell) now. What if the extraterrestrial life people are so desperately trying to 
discover lives nearby but in another plane of existence (or nonexistence) that we can’t 
comprehend? It could live right under our noses, for all we know. Look at the person next to 
you. Maybe they will figure out how to contact such life-forms, and they will be in your 
great-great-great-great- grandchildrens’ textbook. Maybe you’d better keep last year’s yearbook 
they signed. It could pay for your great-great-great-great-grandchildren's’ college tuition, if 
college is even a thing hundreds of years from today. On the day he or she graduates from 
college, will there still be a lonely polar bear roaming the Alaskan tundra then, or will he be 
gone? 
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