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Wind Caller   

By McKensi Wilson  

Don’t you know that sound in the wind that sounds like a howl? 

Well, every dark night, that eerie sound is the ghostly howl of 

the Wind Caller. Its long necks lead to a pair of heads that you’ll 

never forget. The sight of it just gives you the shivers, eh? 

Whenever you hear the eerie howl you’ll just say, “Oh, don’t 

worry its just the wind!” But no, you’re wrong!  

Wind Caller by McKensi Wilson 



A Trip to Aunt Margarette's  

A story by Zu Bendana 

 It was the darkest night of April skies. It was Philadelphia, 1942 and all you could ob-

serve was the curious mist that covered the city. The only thing that you could detect is a 

flashy red car driving down 45th street. It’s bright lights always alert. Driving the car is a 

young fellow with a woman beside him. “Lance?” she puzzled. “How long till the next 

stop?”  He answered her, "My! Why it’s four hours darlin’. Why do you ask?” She then an-

swered sincerely, “I... nothing much,” she gives up. “It was you who made me take a wrong 

turn to 45th street instead of 46th street,” he lectured the poor woman. “How are we sup-

posed to get to Aunt Margarette's by tomorrow?” he asks. Then, suddenly... “WAIT! Stop the 

car!” she exclaimed like their lives were at risk. He stopped the car and slowly she said, “Let's 

get some dinner. I'm sure you are hungry dear?” Then, not taking any of it he shouted 

“Everything is CLOSED.” Then she peered at the only luminous source in town. She gasped 

and exhilarated,  “The-the-THERE! The b-best place in town!” They stopped at a place called 

“Phillie’s”. The couple got out of the flashy red car. The man was... let's just say...typically ordi-

nary, colorless, dull, mostly dead. His face had enormous purple eyebags. His blue coat was 

probably the only life one had ever seen in such a dead life form. The damsel was quite won-

derful to gaze at. She was pretty. She wore a pink dress and had long unique red hair.  

 They entered the shop. The first thing they saw was a bald man wearing white clothes. 

He looked like a jolly fellow but looks are deceiving. “Hi! I'm Phil. How can I help?” he said 

with a potty smile. She looked at her husband and carefully said, “Two dark coffees.” The bald 

man agreed with the woman and started composing the coffee. “Haven't seen you two round 

45th before?” the bald man questioned. “We are from Virginia sir,” the lifeless man said. 

“Please, call me Phil!” Phil pumps coffee into the second cup and asks another question. “And 

you.? What's your name?” The husband answered, “Lance McTuckett and my wife Tasha.” Ta-

sha regards Phil, feeling uneasy. “Well, here’s the coffee Mr. And Mrs. McTuckett,” and he 

gives the coffee to the young couple. The door opened again. This time it was an unknown 

man wearing black with vibrant red hair. The man sat quietly until Phil felt the urge to talk. 

“Hello sir. Welcome to Phillies.” The man just asked for a piece of blueberry pie. Something 

felt off-beat for Mrs. McTuckett. The lights went out. Then they came on again. Then the man 

was gone. Tasha jumped. Lance kept drinking his coffee like it was a Monday morning. Phil 

looked like he knew a thing or two about the situation. He rushed inside the kitchen. Tasha 

followed him. Lance on the other hand, kept dinking his coffee.   



 The red-haired woman walked inside the kitchen and heard a loud ‘BANG’. It was the 

sound of a gunshot. She quickly hid behind a metal shelving unit. Phil claimed that the man 

would never find the “code”. Tasha realized she was in the right place but not at the right 

time. “I will find the code and I will find Ms. Margarette.” the red-haired man stated. He then 

identified the woman's hiding spot, grabbed her and pointed his gun towards her head. “Take 

me instead,” Phil insisted. The man then pointed his gun at Phil. He shot.  The door opened 

behind the man so fast that it hitshim in the head and knocked him out. Tasha released her-

self from the man's grasp. Behind the door was Lance McTuckett. “Oh, Lance thank you!” Ta-

sha says. Lance not knowing what he’d done said, “Huh? I'll be waiting in the car.” Phil, with 

his dying breath said, “Please take this...” He took a note from his pocket and gave it to her.   

 After exiting the building, Mrs. McTuckett turned to it one more time and whispered, 

“Thanks Phil. Thanks a lot.” and the wind blew the whisper away. She entered the red car and 

it drove off for another adventure.  

(This story is inspired  by the painting “Nighthawks” by Edward Hopper, painted in 1942.) 
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Knock, Knock, Who’s There?  

By Nivethiksa Mangalasubaskaram  

  

 “Whoosh, whoosh!” I could feel the cold breeze hitting me like it was no ordinary day. 

My parents were going out for dinner. They said to be careful and to NOT LET ANYBODY IN 

THE HOUSE! They said they think that I was responsible enough to take care of the house and 

to not make any commotion. Before they left they told me a bunch of rules and regulations. 

BLAH, BLAH. Do not answer any phone calls. Also, again, do not let anybody come in the 

house. They kissed me on the forehead and went away. “Ha!” People into my house. NO 

WAY! I finally have FREEDOM! Everyday my parents tell me do’s and don’ts. I get so an-

noyed because of that. But finally five hours of not hearing any of that. I went back upstairs to 

do my homework. That took about an hour. Then I went to my parents room to watch TV for 

two hours. I watched my favorite horror film. The other two hours I played video games with 

friends that also did not go TRICK OR TREATING! I looked at the time and it was time for 

my parents to come home. KNOCK KNOCK! I was pretty sure it was my parents. I ran down-

stairs. When I opened the door there was a note on the floor.   

 The note said: “I have kidnapped your parents. If you don’t come by 8:00 pm with 

$8,000,000,000 you will not see your parents!”  

 P.S. Don’t bring anyone with you!  

 P.S.P.S. The address is Marshcot Avenue. Go inside the big mansion you see.  

 I called the police and told them what happened. The police and I went to the mansion . 

When we went inside I saw both of my parents there with blood. I started crying and the police 

brought me back home. I went to my bed. “Honey!” I opened my eyes and saw my parents 

there. I stood up and hugged them. I noticed it was all a dream.  



Crenly Doll  

By Prathiksha M.   

  

  Boom! Crack! Swoosh!  Rain drops dancing on the window as they fall to the edge.  I watched people 

scurrying to catch the bus.  It was 11:30 as a man came into a house then got out with a large oddly-shaped 

bag.  He was wearing a black sweatshirt and black jeans.  He looked oddly familiar as I went to do my math 

homework. English is my favorite subject.  I feel like I could really express my feelings and thoughts really well 

on paper.   

 My English assignment was to read chapters 11 and 12 for the book The Outsiders.  I love that book and 

can’t wait to watch the movie.  As I finished the book, I went downstairs to say good-night to by parents.  I could-

n’t seem to find them but, I nearly fainted when I saw a ripped up doll on the table.  The doll had black dark 

eyes and long red hair.  Her face was pale and she didn’t have any shoes on.  I was so scared that I ran upstairs 

and surprisingly I went right to sleep.   

 Ding Dong!  I looked at the clock.  3:00 am.   As I was going downstairs, I peeked through the tiny hole 

but, I couldn’t seem to catch a face.  I opened the door and there was a bag, and oddly shaped bag. My stomach 

grumbled, I knew that it was that bag with that man. I almost fainted.  I took a peek of what was in the 

bag.  There was a doll.  It had pink eyes, a sewn on mouth.  It had orange hands and legs.  Where have I seen a 

doll just like this? THE KITCHEN TABLE!!!   

 I ran to the kitchen table.  I saw nothing there but a note.  The note read…You have trapped me in the 

doll and now you will regret it.  I was living a good life until you came in.  Do you remember me? I am ------.  I 

was so shocked.  I had so many questions running through my mind.  What was that person who wrote me that 

letter?  Why was her/his name crossed off?  Is this some kind of maze?  Am I being pranked? Where is the 

doll? Where are my parents?  

 Ding Dong! Ding Dong! My heart was pounding against my chest so loud that I could hear the thump-

ing.  I opened the door, and I saw … a black bag with wrinkles on the side.  It was so heavy, but I managed to lift 

it and bring it inside.  “How to break the curse of the Crenly doll” I read. So, I can stop this madness.  I finally 

read the whole book.  It only took two hours.  I had to admit, I was a fast reader.  That said, I had to drain my 

blood on the doll to reverse the curse.  I felt sick inside.  I had to do this for my parents, for the soul trapped in-

side the doll.  I grabbed a pin and stabbed my finger.   

 Drip! Drip! Drip!  As my blood dropped on the doll, and oddly shaped gas came from the doll.  “I am 

your great grandmother, Abby Manglin.  Ask your mom what she did to me.  She will regret it, and so will you.” 

Boom! Crack! Swoosh! Ding Dong!  



Give Thanks to Yammy the Turkey!  

By Nivethiksha Mangalasubaskaran  

  

  It was an ordinary day at the farm chilling with the turkey dudes.  There was 

peace and quiet but suddenly we heard a thud!  “What could that be?” thought all of the tur-

keys.  The door burst open and there was the most popular turkey of all times.  YAMMY THE 

TURKEY!  He even looked so cool.  He had his small leather jacket, small black gloves and the 

cutest and most awesome pair of sunglasses.  But, the best part of this turkey is that it has a 

different bike for all holidays.  It’s decorated with symbols of each holiday but this was the 

best bike they have ever seen. It I was decorated with so much Thanksgiving decorations on 

it.   

 “What’s up dude?”  

 “Hey, what’s up Yam dog?”  

 Since it was all of the turkey’s favorite holiday, they decided to make the day really spe-

cial.  The turkeys were so excited, especially Yammy!    

 The first thing Yammy said is, “We need to call all of our fellow human friends and tell 

them to make this cook very decorative.”  

 So we called our human friends and they helped decorate the place.  Uammy is a very 

clever turkey, so what Yammy did was he decided to gather all of the human friends and ani-

mal friends to come and join them at their very own fireplace.  Since Yammy was a musician, 

he sang many Thanksgiving songs.  What a clever turkey!  

 Also, the last thing Yammy was prepared was a huge feast.  As soon as everybody ate, 

we all slept in our tents outside wondering what another crazy day tomorrow will be.   



Dear Future Carson,   

  

Hi! I’m Carson the turkey.  Today is November 27, 2019!  Gobble! Gobble! Gobble!  I 

am so scared of tomorrow, Thanksgiving!  Am I going to be the “unlucky tur-

key”?   Am I going to be killed? There are a few more of us in the barn.  Mr. Mobble, 

Mrs. Tobble and me, poor little Carson.  Mr. Mobble isn’t scared, he is not scared of 

anything but the death of Mobble, Jr.   Mrs. Tobble does not want to die.  She says 

she has a life to look forward to.  Last year they killed Sobble, but best friend who was 

in the stomach of those.  Who even invented Thanksgiving?  What do turkeys have to 

do with Thanksgiving?   

I hear footsteps, and there is Billy the farmer coming with Sally (his wife).  He grabs 

both of the elderly turkeys and she grabs me.  They carry us to a house.  Inside the 

house I see some feathers on the floor along with some guts in the corner.  I squawk 

as loud as I can.   

“This one is feisty,” said Sally. Sally grabs a knife and…I see a light.   

I see all of my turkey friends, Sobble, Mr. Mobble, Mrs. Tobble.  I see a table with gra-

vy, mashed potatoes, pumpkin pie, corn, squash and baked beans.  We all sit by each 

other and start to eat.  I see another light coming from the corner. ME!  I am not my-

self.  I see me with hands, legs, a nose, feet.    

I see a woman saying, “Ben, we got a baby boy.”  

I hear another voice, “We’re going to name him Carson.”   

  

~ Carson the Turkey   

  

By Prathiksha Mangalabaskaran  



Snowman Advice 

By John Dean 

 

When you are a snowman 

You need to watch out for some things in nature 

If you are in the forest 

You need to watch out for the deer and bears 

If you are in the mountains 

You need to watch out for the birds and mountain 
goats 

If you are in the backyard 

You need to watch out for squirrels and children 

But most of all 

You need to watch out for the sun 

Since you will get melted away 

Grandpa’s Advice  
By Charlie Unterborn  

  

Once upon a time in Snowville, there was a grandpa visiting a hospital. His daughter had re-
cently had a new baby. The baby was a boy. But not an ordinary boy—a snow boy! In fact, this 
was a whole snowman family!  

The grandpa snowman talked to the baby snowman about what it is like to be a snowman 
child. The grandpa pulled out his old teddy bear and told the baby, who was named Ponch-
erello, “This was given to me when I was a baby, and it’s been passed down through genera-
tions.”  

Grandpa continued, “This teddy bear, John, will help you sleep right through the night. Along 
with this teddy bear, I have some advice. Listen up.”  

“During the day, you better be aware of snow dogs. They can nibble off little baby snowman 
ears. Don’t get too close to the edge of the stairs because you might come tumbling down. 
And the sun! When the sun comes out, make sure you don’t go outside or you will melt away! 
And one more thing. Be aware of raspberries. They are quite ticklish!”  

The baby cooed. Grandpa picked up the baby and snuggled him close. “I think you’ll be a won-
derful snowman, little Ponch!”  

“Jack Frost” by Zu Bendana 



My Advice to a New Snowman…  

By Alejandra Ochoa   

 I look over the fence and I see two kids building a brand new snowman, one that has 

never been created. The snowman is just like any other snowman, it has a carrot nose, a top 

hat, a scarf, button eyes and a button smile. Only this snowman doesn’t know the dangers 

that come with the opportunity to be a snowman.  

 Let this be advice to every other snowman who doesn’t know how to handle the chal-

lenges that come their way.  

 First off, if a reindeer ever tries to bite your nose off, then be sure not to yell at him. In-

stead respond calmly and ask him if he could stop eating your nose as a delicacy, reindeers 

have a reputation of being quite snobbish and will only ever listen to you if you treat them 

with respect.  

 Also, make sure that when its sunny outside or unusually warm, that you have some 

sort of shade near you, unfortunately this is not something you can control so if you do hap-

pen to melt then don’t fret, you can certainly still hope that wind will blow you back together. 

 Next, if you are a snowman that will be able to experience Christmas then make sure 

that when you see an excessively happy large man dressed is red and white, you do not scare 

him off. Even though every snowman knows that it is their duty to protect their young crea-

tors, this man is known as Santa Claus or Good Saint Nick, his job is to deliver toys, treats and 

joy to the young children. So don’t be alarmed when a chubby old fellow tries to fit down the 

chimney.  

 Finally, at some point in a young snowman’s life we experience what we call the yellow 

mark of bravery. You get this when you have proved yourself to be a daring snowman who has 

faced these past challenges with success, a large or small little ball of warmth and fur will 

come to you to as he humans say mark its territory. It proves that you now belong and will 

come back next year.  

 Take this advice and make sure to follow it carefully it is important to know what to do, 

how to do it, and when to do it.  

Sincerely,  

     Frosty the Snowman 



 

The Snowman Lesson 

By S.S. 

 

S: Stay away from dogs and other animals. They might bite you, look at you for dinner 

and eat you, bark at you or pee on you. 

N: No talking or waving to humans. You might scare them. 

O: Only swim in icy water. 

W: Wear a scarf and a black hat to blend in with other snowmen. 

M: Melting might happen when you are cooking so make sure you stand back from the 

heat. 

A: Always have fun in your snowman life. 



The Snowman Rules 

(The only person who knows Rule 8 is you!) 

 

1. The sun is not your friend. 

2. You will live a short period of time so make sure you make a change. 

3. You will get amazing friends to build so be nice to them. 

4. The snow is your friend. 

5. The diet of a snowman is snow, carrots and rocks. 

6. Frosty the Snowman is your role model! 

7. As soon as you take off the satin hat, you disappear. 

8. You shall get eternal life if you… 

9. 

By Prathiksha M. 



Pas-sage  

/’pasij/  

 By Samuel Thompson Stone 

1.  Remembering walking through that cold dark hallway sent shivers down 

my spine. Spiders crawling up the dirty cracks in the crumbling walls. It was 

falling apart as was my mind, racing from one side of my head to the other. 

The mold covered floors and the half broken doors. I wanted to be anywhere 

but here.  

  

2.  As I reached the end of the chamber, I found a bench. Not old and splin-

tered but made of marble. A truly marvelous bench. It seemed to almost 

glimmer in the dark of the frightening room. As I stood there staring at the 

shiny seat, my sleepiness overcame me. I had felt like I hadn’t slept in days 

though remembering the doze I had yesterday.  

  

3.  It felt like a decade as I looked at that bench, pondering what I should 

do, where I should go. I decided to sit on the bench and rest my eyes. The 

moment I sat on the beautiful marbled bench, the floor crumbled and I fell 

and fell  and fell. I was falling forever until I came down with a thump. I 

opened my eyes and found myself sitting on my bed.  




