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BORROWED BEGINNING STORY CONTEST—WINNER
So. B. It by Sarah Weeks
If [truth] was a crayon and it was up to me to put a wrapper around it and name its color, I
know just what I would call it—[dinosaur skin]

If Truth was a Crayon
—Archi Achanti
If truth was a crayon and it was up to me to put a wrapper around it and name its color,
I know just what I would call it—gray. People always say that there’s a black and a white,
that there are two sides to everything. But actually, there are more than two. There’s
more than black and white. There’s gray. There’s ALWAYS gray, and most of the time
gray is where the truth lies. Black and white are mostly lies that people try to turn into
truth. It’s like a weird illusion that just won’t go away.
“Find the gray,” my dad always told me. “Find the gray and everything will be okay.”
He promised me that when I found gray, I would ﬁnd what is real and true and not fake.
He promised and he never broke his promises. Never. But I couldn’t ﬁnd the gray. There
were only two sides to this mess. I could either accept the fact that my dad was dead or I
could keep on convincing myself that he was coming back.
There was no gray.
I grabbed my backpack and kept walking. I didn’t know where I was going or what I
was looking for. I was just walking. A car sped by me. There was really no good explana‐
tion for why I left the cozy little comfort of my house. I just picked up and left. One day, I
just woke up, packed my stuﬀ, and walked out the door. I didn’t leave my mom a note. I
wouldn’t have even taken Dex with me but he followed me out the gate and I loved him. I
clipped his leash on so he wouldn’t go on the road. It had been almost a month since I left.
I had crossed state lines into Texas, which was rather deserted—at least where I was cur‐
rently. Every so often a truck would roar past.
There wasn’t much to do around here. Sometime about a week ago I had thought
about possibly getting a job at a restaurant if I saw one; I had always made a pretty good
waitress and Dex could pick up and deliver mail. But there were only a few restaurants and
none of them needed workers. In the past month I’ve had a lot of time to think and I real‐
ized that I liked walking with Dex in an old sweatshirt, ﬂip‐ﬂops, an blue jeans. It was a
good way to get in touch with yourself I walked all day, I started looking for a place to
spend the night. There was barely anything around here. All I saw was a small woods a lit‐
tle ways down and a little house with smoke coming out of the chimney. I broke into a run
toward the woods and Dex followed. We lay down, leaning against a tall oak tree.
“I guess we have another day left,” I said to Dex, as I patted him on the back.
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BORROWED BEGINNING STORY CONTEST—HONORABLE MENTION
Chains by Laurie Halse Anderson
The best time to talk to [ghosts] is just before the sun comes up.

The best time to talk to yourself is just before the sun comes up. At least that’s what I think. A lot of
people say that talking to yourself is weird and abnormal, but then again I AM abnormal. I don’t forget
things. Some people say that it’s a gift, but in my world it’s a curse. It’s poison in my mouth. I hate it.
I want to forget things. I dream of the day that I don’t get every question on a test correct, the day that
I’m not afraid of spiders because I forgot how the big bump on my mom—which eventually killed her—
looked like.
That’s my perfect day. I want to forget.
I wonder if you can learn how to forget things?
Talking to yourself is a good way to temporarily forget things. That’s what I do. Every morning I walk
up the hill behind the woods and sit at the tippy top under the redwood tree. That redwood tree was eve‐
rything to me. I had done so many things sitting underneath it. And it had my initials carved into it. When I
was seven years old I climbed up to the ﬁfth branch on the left and parted the leaves away from the tip
and carved my initials into the branch, then I
had carefully covered it up with the leaves so
that nobody knew.
The sun started to come up, letting a faint
orange glow cover everything I could see. I
walked back to the house, slowly and quietly
opened the front door and slipped back up‐
stairs. I wasn’t allowed to leave the house. It
was this thing called house arrest.. I had learned
of it last year when I was sixteen and the cops
had come knocking. They had talked to my dad
in voices barely above whispers. Apparently be‐
ing out late and painting building in cool letter‐
ing is against the law or something stupid like
that. Now my dad won’t talk to me. He hasn’t
talked to me since that night when the cops
came knocking.
Like, he’s talked to me but not really talked
to me. That night the exact words he said were,
“You’re under house arrest. Why can’t you stay
out of trouble?” Then I just stood there and
waited for his temper to get a grip on him but it
never did. He just walked out of the kitchen and
went upstairs to his room. I cried that night be‐
cause I’d never got caught doing anything ille‐
gal before this. My makeup ran all over my face
and the next morning I found makeup all over
my pillow. That was the ﬁrst day I snuck out of
the house to go to the tippy top of the redwood
tree. I carved one last thing into the tree that
morning: hope.
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BORROWED BEGINNING STORY CONTEST—HONORABLE MENTION
Stargirl by Jerry Spinelli
When I was little, my [uncle Pete] had a necktie with a porcupine painted on it.

When I Was Little
—Emma Fantuzzo
When I was little, my Grandpa had a necktie with a porcupine painted on it; I loved
that necktie. I can still remember the sound of his deep rumbly voice that sang, as he
bounced me playfully on his lap.
Those were the days of childish happiness long gone, but never forgotten. The days
when I thought I knew everything there was to know about our little lives. I was wrong,
and my quest for knowledge has just begun.

Artwork ∞ Bianka Smeulders
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July 4th
We were sitting by the lake listening to the distant sound of ﬁreworks. The slight drizzle and dark
clouds didn’t bother us. Neither did the thunder. We were spending the weekend together, alone in the
cabin my parents bought for a summer house. We sat together not giving a second thought to the light‐
ing closing in on us.
I don’t remember that day at all…
For several weeks I lay trapped in a coma many thought I wouldn’t come out of. I picked up bits
and pieces of information about myself from the various voices that ﬂoated around the room at diﬀer‐
ent intervals during the day. What my favorite color was, what I liked to eat, and so on. Often I would
feel someone hold my hand while I scratched my way to the surface of consciousness.
On the ﬁfth week I slowly unstuck my eyelids from each other, to reveal a plain white hospital
room. Sitting next to me was a girl about my age. Her left eye was a dull silver, while her other was a
sharp crystal blue. One hand was clasped in her lap as the other played with her mousy brown hair. It
took her a minute to realize I was awake.
“Silvia!” she shouted. Silvia? I thought, is that my name? I didn’t have long to think, for soon I
was surrounded by nurses, doctors, “family”, and “friends”. For a long while they drowned me in love
and salty tears.
I didn’t recognize any of them…
Hours later they all left… except the girl with the brown hair. She began to tell me what had hap‐
pened. Apparently I had been struck by lightning. A small tree was struck and fell on my left arm impal‐
ing my ring ﬁnger. I looked over to my left arm to see
wads of bandages wrapped around the injury. She pulled
me out from under the tree, dragged me into the cabin,
and called 911.
She said I was lucky to be alive…
I looked at the strange girl and asked the question
that had been dragging down my mind since I woke up.
“What’s your name?”
This took the girl into a state of shock.
“Luna. You… you don’t remember me?”
I looked at the girl for a moment; I must have
made a funny face because her eyes moistened as she
crouched by my bedside.
“Don’t you remember that time you dropped your
ice cream on a duck, or the time you saved me from that
car, or…” she paused. “Do you remember me at all?”
I mentally kicked myself for not knowing. Luna, in
waiting for a response, soon broke into tears. She buried
her head into her elbow and rested it on the edge of my
bed. As she cried into her shirt I slowly reached over with
my right hand and gently placed it on her shoulder.
“I’m sorry…”
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Mon Chat
Mon chat, il est bête mais,
il est très mignon. C’est un
bon ami, amusant, intéressant,
et petit. Il me manqué quand
je suis àl’ école. C’est un
bon chat, je l,aime.
—Derek Fried

Artwork ∞ Connie Chen

Mon Frère
C’est un homme.
Il est sportif.
Il est intellent et drôle.
C’est un très bon musicien.
Ce n’est pas un mauvais frère.
C’est un ami amusant.
Ce n’est pas un homme pessimiste.
C’est vrai!
Pourquoi?
C’est mon frère!

Gauss
C’est un mathematician.
Il est très intelligent.
Il est assez creative.
C’est un home allemand.
Ce n’est pas un home bête.
C’est un vieux mathématicien.
Ce n’est pas un nouveau mathématicien.
Pourquoi?
C’est Gauss

—Emily Wilborn

—Charles Yang
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Une ﬁlle intéressante
C’est une ﬁlle
Elle est très creative
Elle est assez energique
C’est une bonne personne
Ce ne’st pas une mauvaise personne
C’est une personne amusante
Ce ne’st pas une personne bête.
Elle est gentile et sympathique
C’est une artiste super.
C’est vrai.
Pourquoi?
C’est ma soeur!

Ma Meilleure Amie
C’est une ﬁlle.
Elle est très intelligente.
Elle est assez amusante.
C’est une bonne musicienne.
Ce n’est pas une ﬁlle méchante.
C’est une bonne athlete.
Ce n’est pas une mau vaise ﬁlle.
C’est une bonne élève.
C’est vrai!
Pourquoi?
C’est ma meilleure amie!
—Evelyn Huang

Ma Meillure Amie
C’est une ﬁlle.
Elle est creative
Elle est très forte.
C’est une bonne élève.
Ce n’est pas une camarade fatigue.
C’est une élève amusante.
Ce n’est pas une camarade bête.
C’est vrai!
Pourquoi?
C’est ma meilleure amie.

—Angela Austin
Un Poème Origanal
C’est un garçon
Il est très intelligent
Il est assez sportif
C’est un mauvais élève
Ce n’est pas un grand ou petit garçon (Il est moyen)
C’est un drôle garçon
Ce n’est pas une personne intelligente
C’est une personne intéressante
Il est bête parfois ou méchant
Mais, je l’aime toujours
Pour quoi
Porce‐que c’est mon frère.
—Zachary Young
Ma Mère
C’est une mere
Elle est très sympathique
Elle est assez intelligente
C’est une femme très jolie
Ce n’est pas une mauvaise mere
Elle est creative
Ce n’est pas une mere bête
Elle est adorable
Pourquoi?
C’est ma mere
C’est ma meilleuremère

—Katie Dunn

—Juliet Lande

7

Mes Deux Amies
Ce sont les ﬁlles
Elles sont gentilles
Ells sont jolies
Ce sont mes deux amies
Ce sont de bonnes copines
Ells ne sont pas méchantes
Ells sont bêtes.
Ells ne sont pas mauvaises
Ells sont amusantes.
Ce sont mes deux amies
Ce sont de bonnes amies.
Pourquoi?
Ce sont de meilleures amies.

Photography by Katherine Collins
—Claire Martin
Ma Meilleure Amie
C’est une ﬁlle
Elle est très bête
Elle est assez douée
C’est une bonne athlete
Ce n’est pas une mauvaise élève
C’est une ﬁlle intelligente
Ce n’est pas une ﬁlle méchante
C’est bien
Pourquoi?
C’est ma meilleure amie

Mon amie
C’est une ﬁlle.
Elle est très sympathique.
Elle est assez intelligente.

—Claire Mezzoprete

C’est une bonne artiste.
Ce n’est pas une mauvaise artiste.

Mon frère

C’est une artiste creative.

C’est un homme
Il est très intelligent
Il nage bien
C’est un bon frère
Ce n’est pas un homme bête
C’est une personne intéressante
Ce n’est pas un homme timide
Il est amusant
C’est bien
Pourquoi?
C’est mon frère

Ce n’est pas une artiste bête.
C’est vrai!
Pourquoi?
C’est mon amie!
—Jasmeen Bhambra

—Colin Horey
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A tribute to Emily Dickinson...
Inspired by the poem, “I’m Nobody”

I’m a Ballet Slipper
—Katie Dunn
I’m a ballet Slipper! Who are you?
Are you a ballet slipper too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Come on‐lets dance!
How boisterous to be a tap Shoe.
How loud—like an alarm Clock—
Who rings in the morning
And all day,‐just going Tick-Tock.

I’m a Snowﬂake
—Angela Austin
I’m a snowﬂake! Who are you?
Are you a snowﬂake too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Don’t tell Mother Nature! She’ll make it warm so we won’t fall!
How wet to be a raindrop!
How drenched like a pond!
To splatter all over the hard ground
Across the whole street and beyond!

I’m Lost
—Kristin Cimmerer
I’m Life

I’m lost! Who are you?
Are you lost too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Don’t end the fun, our journey has just begun!

—Peter Wall
I’m Life‐ who are you?
Are you‐ life‐ too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Be wary, they will snuﬀ us out.

How ordinary to be found!
How boring—like a Rock—
Stuck in one place forever
With no place to ﬂock!

How unsightly to be death‐
How inverted‐ like a ﬂood,
Washing out entire cities of us‐
Dust to dust, mud to mud.

I’m a Cat
—Daniel Zea

I’m an Orange!
—Jack Romanick

I’m a Cat! Who are you?
Are you a Cat too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Don’t wake them! They’d try to play with us you know!
How obnoxious to be a dog!
How excitable like—a Child—
To run, nonstop on a hot summer day
Uncontrollable and wild!

I’m an orange! Who are you?
Are you an orange to?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Grow small! Or they’ll make us into juice!
How gloomy to be an apple!
How depressing‐ like a seed‐
To try to grow, but instead you
Become animal feed!
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I’m a 3!
—Beth Miller
I’m a 3!
I’m a 3! Who are you?
Are you a 3 too?
Then there’s a pair of us!

I’m a Leader
I’m a leader! Who are you?
Are you a leader too?
The there’s a pair of us!
Don’t be a follower! Let them fallow you!

Don’t tell they’d turn us around!
How backwards to be an E!
How messy‐like a baby‐
Scribbling on paper not caring how it looks
Mouth smeared with gravy!

How inconvenient to be a follower?
How muted—like a Raindrop—
Falling from the sky
Ending life with a sudden plop!
‐Bridget Penders

I’m Mental!
—Jeremy Nguyen
I’m mental! Who are you?
Are you mental to?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Don’t tell! Unless you’ve gone sane, of course!
How repulsive to be rationale!
How logic‐ like a cop‐
To help the welfare of others
And tell deranged villains “Stop!”
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Alone, or Not?
Do you ever have that feeling that your being followed?
Do you ever feel that familiar but odd chill‐like a freaky
abdominal snowman giving you a hug? Well this is how I
felt walking to the bus stop on a dark rainy march day.
I left the house and slowly approached the top of the
driveway. I frequently looked behind me, but all I saw was rain
softely landing on the green grass, creating dew, in the darkness
of the night. I continued down the dark driveway, which actually
looked like a moon light water slide because of the rain.
When I ﬁnally reached the bottom, I stared at our
house for a moment then kept walking. I was
terriﬁed. Every time I heard a noise I turned, and
became more frightened and more alert. I heard
footsteps following me… but it was just
the wind and the leaves that gave me
my mini heart attack. I was relieved that
I was all alone. Than out of the blue
I saw my neighbors come and shortly
followed by the bus. I was so
happy and relieved I could scream
and laugh, but instead I kept
myself cool. I knew
that I was not…
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Artwork ∞ Abigal Graham‐Luke
Time is like a library book, it always returns to
the same place...unless you lose track of it.
—Grace Winfree

Ode to Pets by ANONYMOUS
I wonder if they like being our pets
I suppose they do
They always get our love and get away with trouble
They never let us feel lonely
Some people say, “They’re too much work,” but I’ll love them unconditionally
They make me so happy and are always there for comfort.
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Dear Fish by Jessica Owlett 
Dear Fish,
I would like to tell you
that you are quite a boring pet.
You tell me
absolutely nothing.
You tell me
that you’re hungry by trying to eat your pebbles
You tell me
that you need some friends by swimming there alone
I would like to tell you
that you have my love, but why can’t you be more exciting?
So during our next encounter
when you stare at me with those bubble eyes and make me giggle,
I guess I’ll feed you some of your favorite ﬂakes
and watch you swim around in your little bowl, swimming all alone.
Sincerely,
Your Owner

Photography by Katherine Collins
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Writer’s Block by Zainab Shah
I have…
Well it’s hard for me to admit…
Fine. Here goes.
…I have Writer’s Block.
Shhh! Don’t tell anyone!
This has NEVER happened before!
Well…I can try…
…
……..
……
Ummm…..
*Quiet laughing turned into a forced cough in background*
Don’t laugh at me! I told you I had Writer’s Block!
Let me try again….
…..
…
Uhhhh….
This is so frustrating!! I can’t think of anything to write!!
Roses are red…
Wait…
Violets are blue?
Writers Block. Writers Block. Writers Block. Why do you trouble with…thee?
No…that’s not right…
…
I. HATE. WRITER’S. BLOCK.
Did I mention that I hate Writer’s Block?
...
……..
Ummm…Writer’s Block is when your…imaginary friends… won’t talk to you?
Writer’s Block is when your imaginary friends won’t talk to you.
Wait. That actually sounded good!!!
Writer’s Block is when your imaginary friends won’t talk to you!!
It’s the perfect ﬁrst line for my poem!
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Artwork ∞ Neli Kotlyar

Oblivious Microphone-User
Hello?
IS THIS THING ON?
*screech*
Well, how was I supposed to know?
*ahem*
Okay. So. I hate microphones.
They make me freak, and forget what I’m supposed to say.
Did I mention that I hate microphones?
*screech*
Jeez! What is wrong with this microphone?
How should I know?
*bang bang*

HELLO? Testing? Whoa, that was loud. One,

two…
Okay. Okay! You win. I’m done. Adios, amigos…

Curtain closes… (Blasting sound of whistling)

Why is it always me?
The world is so cruel!
I hate microphones.
….Did I say that already?
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Artwork ∞ Shkenca Demi‐
ri

Ode to Snails
—Kathryn Gentile

I wonder if they like being slow?
I suppose they do
They always “slug” around happily
They never complain about being compared; “as slow as a snail”
Some people say they are gross and slimy
They make me smile though, because they whisper jokes to me.

Artwork ∞ Sabrina Wesley
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Artwork ∞ Rebecca Avorkliyah

Ode to Pets
—Anonymous
I wonder if they like being our pets?
I suppose they do
They always get our love and get away with trouble
They never let us feel lonely
People say, “They’re too much work,” but I’ll love them unconditionally
They make me so happy and they’re always there for comfort.
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Dear car,
I would like to tell you
You’re nice and make me happy
You tell me
Vroom vroom!
You tell me
Faster!
You tell me
Stop!
I would like to tell you
You rock
So during our next encounter
On a race track in Europe
I’ll put my hands on the wheel
And drive
You across the ﬁnish
Line ﬁrst.
‐Calvin Johnson

Artwork ∞ Patrick VanWert
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Artwork ∞ Viccy Tausk
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Artwork ∞ Erin Cunningham

Ode to computers
—Anonymous
I wonder if they like being computers
I suppose they do
They always have the right to tell me
They never get confused on what they say
Some people say they get to many viruses, but we all have our ﬂaws
They make my world of knowledge grow wider.
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Artwork ∞ Ellie Colton
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Artwork ∞ Caterina D’Amanda
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Artwork ∞ Hannah Goldberg

