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Teacher’s Note
The stories inside this issue are veiled
narratives about their inner thoughts and
beliefs, even though most of their stories are
fantasy or quirky surrealism. They live in
magical
kingdoms—places
where
their
subnormal lives can breathe and be more than
human. Fiction becomes the only place where
they can write happy endings, because so much
has already happened to them.
Most of them have a strong desire to love
and be loved, and for over an hour each
morning, they write and discuss fiction with
enthusiasm. It releases the creative imagination
and calms them. It becomes a place where
anything is possible, a place where they can be
themselves—free of judgment, a place where
they belong, where they can feel like part of a
group, a place that reminds them that they are
alive and things will get better.
I do not edit the stories or correct them in
any way. They appear as the student typed
them. Enjoy their imaginations!
—Robert, Teacher

An Old Man & a Mule
Guest Writer

A young, cocky cowboy was
riding his horse when he spied
an old farmer riding a mule.
Deciding to have a little fun, the
young cowboy drew his gun
and told the old man to get
off his mule.
Laughing, he asked the
old farmer if he knew how to
dance. When the old man said he didn’t, the
cocky cowboy shot at the man’s feet, making
the old man dance best he could.
Once the cowboy emptied his revolver, the
old farmer turned and retrieved a shotgun
from his pack on the mule. He aimed at the
cocky cowboy and said, “Have you ever kissed
a mule?”
The cowboy said, “No, but I’ve always
wanted to.”
Kissing a mule would be disgusting, but
there are those moments when we will do
whatever it takes to survive. You are in one of
those moments now. Push through. Fight for
the future. And never shoot at an old man who
owns a mule.

Issue 159
Everyone must learn before they
die, what they are running from,
what they’re running to, and
why.”
—James Thurber
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The Right Road by tiffany

So many roads to take,
So which one do I take?
Which one isn’t a mistake?
Which choice should I make?
So many questions to think…
How do I know which road?
Do I listen to other people?
Or be a leader not a follower.
So many roads to take,
So which one do I take?

Big Dog By Trevion
I’m Trey; I’m the biggest, meanest, roughest,
toughest dog in the pound you’ll ever lay eyes on. I
was put in here last week for being a stray. I got
tired of staying home in the backyard all day I
wanted to see what life was like outside the fence
was like. So I dug a hole around the fence and got
out. I wandered the streets for a good 2 days
knocking over peoples garbage, chasing mailmen,
and all that good stuff. But one day I messed up I
was eating out of someone’s garbage and they saw
me and freaked out. They called the dog catcher I
guess, so while I was eating he came and got me.
So, here I am in the pound with all these other little
weak dogs. I’ve been here for a week and I’m
already running things. Nobody messes with me
cause they know who I am and I’m well built. So
they know what it is; will I ever get out? I doubt it,
everybody sees me as a threat, but I’m cool with
that cause I’m the Big Dog in this pound.
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Guardian Angel by Tiffany
My day was going horrible
didn’t feel like my family cared
I felt like nothing. So that night
I tried to over dose I was
asleep for about 5 hours till my
mom came in my room and
woke me up. I was week. My mom took me to
the emergency room, when I got in the hospital
bed I couldn’t See anything all I could do is feel, I
felt them put a tube in my nose, and down my
throat it was the worse feeling ever then all of a
sudden the room got quite. Everything was pitch
black, all I could see was a light coming from the
corner and a voice whispering my name, the
light got bigger and my heart was pounding. This
lady showed up, she looked like an angel, but
also looked like a younger version of my
grandma. She asked me why I did this, I was
speechless, I didn’t know what to say, she told
me I didn’t only hurt myself but I hurt others by
making them cry. She gave me another chance
to be in this world. I wanted help. So I wouldn’t
feel like this again. So I tell her I’m going to get
help. She smiles and vanishes. Now I’m here at
this place as happy as I can be and get to see my
family finally.
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Who’s the Boss
By Monterius
Hi my name is Monterius and in my
relationship we take turns being boss. We go
by who’s right. Like when I do something dumb
she’s the boss and when she does something
wrong I’m the boss. That’s why my relationship
goes good. But no one takes over the whole
thing because our relation goes down the drain
then. No one likes to be bossed around, so by
u being together we know what we like. I love
my girlfriend and some day she will be my
wife. We have a kid so it is what it is.
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IM grounded
By Kayla
My name is Kayla
and I’m sad because
my boyfriend wants
me to run away wit
him his name is
Michael and he is a
bad boy but I’m just
so in love wit him
my parents don’t like
him cause he is a bad boy and my parents want
me to break up wit him but I told them I was
not going to do that so one night I packed up
all my stuff and ran away wit Michael we went
to Florida he has been saving his money for me
and him we got us a condo then I became
Prego and me and Michael got in to it real bad
so I called my parents and told them were I
was and the came and got me then I had my
sweet little boy and me and Michael never got
back together and my parents helps me out
with my baby boy.
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This Isn’t Me

4

By Austin S.

This isn’t me
This isn’t free
I’m bound and tangled
Shattered and mangled
Why am I this way
You ask?
I was ripped away
Then forced to
Fake this
Façade,
This mask
I was crucified
For no sin
Caught in my
Misery
So here I am
Caged and in
A rage
On a quest for
Salvation
The tunnel is black
I’m Getting weak
They torture me
This isn’t me
Why cant I be
free…?

Lantern to the Core
By Jonathan
My heart is bursting
with cold green fire.
No matter what I
never tire. It is like a
ball and chain, also a
pair of wings. I don’t
know what to do, but I
sure feel used. At least my heart is true. No
other feeling would ever do. I have all the bells
and whistles yet I feel like a missile. I don’t know
what I should do. I feel like a burning coal am I a
lost soul? All I feel is a cold green core. Am I
done for?
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Kewpie
By Ashley
Kewpie comes from a
carnival he loved to
watch the kids play the
games. One day a boy
and his dad came to the
booth were Kewpie was
at and they play the
game and won so the dad
told his son to get what
he wanted so he got
Kewpie. Kewpie was so
happy to have a friend but when they got home the
mom and dad started fighting and the hit the little
boy. The boy was hurt but couldn’t tell any one so he
decided to paint Kewpie face to show how he felt.
The little boy and Kewpie went to the carnival and
the person who gave Kewpie to the little boy and he
saw Kewpie face and asked the boy why his face
looked like that and the little boy told the carnival
man that his dad hits him but he ant going to tell on
him so he painted Kewpie face so that he was not
alone. The man took the boy and Kewpie home with
him and they lived together and the was never bit on
again.
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Magical River
By Ashley
People have traveled
a long way to make a
wish in the magical
river. I thank people
that wish for thing
don’t know how to
help their self. I am
one of the people that
wish and wish but never help myself. I am
going to stop wish for things to just happen
and I am going to make it happen for
myself. Because if you just wish for thing
then you don’t really want help, you just
want to keep feeling that way.
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My Heart

6

Melting Snowman
By Ashley

By Ashley
When I look into
my heart, I see
hurt, fear, and
anger. I see them
thing because that
is what I feel. I feel
hurt for my mom
because I feel sorry
for her because I
am happy now and
she ant going to
bring me down.
When and before I got in here I was a feared of
myself and hurting myself and other people
now that I have been here for a week I am not
feared because I know that I want and can’t
hurt people. I get and got anger with everyone
it didn’t mattered who they are but now I can
take my anger and torn it in to good feeling.

When I got here I was a cold
snowman I didn’t want to
talk to no one I didn’t want
to open up because
I didn’t want to face the
truth. But the longer I am
here the more U open up
and I start to melt the bad
stuff away the more I love
myself and this place ant here to hart me it is
here to help me. Day by day I melt a little more
and it ant a bad thing that I am melting my
fears away because the more they melt the
more I see the really me.
By Ashley Daniel
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Rebuild By Javier
“It took us a while to complete this. Huh, Ed?” Asks a man
pulling rope while beads of sweat roll down his face.
“Yea Frank, It was hard to locate the pieces. We even
had to create new ones since some of the others we
either seriously damaged or lost or even completely
destroyed.” Ed Replies.
“Yea….I’m so glad we were able to fix these ruins.”
“True that, we even had to scare off thieves who
would try to take advantage of how the ruins were and
make the damage even worse…I would hate to fix it up
again.”
Frank pats Ed on the Shoulder.
“Well,…just be glad were almost done. Soon this place
will be good as new. We even used more protective
materials this time.”
Ed nods
“Yea..”
Distant Dream By Javier
I had dreams about you…their almost never ending.
When I dream it’s almost the same.
I wander a familiar street among a bustling crowd.
I search for you high and low, from balconies to rooftops
to city streets to planets and stars.
I sense you near but in my vision you seem far away,
away from my grasp away from my touch…
I miss you much…
My dream soon changes,
I’m in your home, I’m at your room door.
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Breaking Girl By Ashley
This girl is sad because
someone has broking her. She
broke the doll’s arm to saw how
she had been broking. She is a
girl that is in a place she doesn’t
want to be she is in a school for
girls. She has to do this or talk a
sorted way she can’t be herself. She doesn’t know
who she is or why she is here. She got in trouble
and they beat her for breaking the arm off the doll.

Downfall Of Us All
By Anna
We stumble.
We fall.
We are brought to our knees.
We are kicked into the dirt.
But doesn’t mean we stay that way forever.
We have the capability of trying.
Everyone has a Downfall.
You choose how you take the problem.
You don’t have to be depressed or mad.
You make the decision.
No one else.
Just imagine how beautiful life really can be.
We weren’t put on this earth to hate.

23

8

New Heights
By Audrey
I stand on the outside
looking in the window
of life. Seeing how I
would’ve wanted my
life to be like. Seeing a
warm happy family,
maybe a father who
loves me. As I stand
outside looking in I
realize, that’s not my life,
nor will it ever be. Then the visions fade away
into oblivion, and my heart sinks into a pool of
memories I never had and a life I always
wanted but was never allowed to experience.
Then the color left my eyes and all I could see
was darkness, then I realized no matter how
hard I try my life would never have any color.

I have grown to new
heights. New dresses
every day, different
shapes, sizes, and
colors. Girls come and
talk just talk. They say
that they have no one to understand that they
don’t have dresses like I display. I let them
know I’m here. Take one I exclaim. It’s a great
feeling I have knowing I help them and make
them proud that they too can have a dress as
which hangs on my branches. I grow to new
heights with every feeling I get. I grow until I’m
an old oak tree.

My Heart
By Devin
I gave my heart to my girl. I told her she is the
only one who could have me and my heart. If
she ever did not want it, give it away.
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Jambi
By Kylen
I know this man that stalks my dreams. Mr.
Jambi has come to save me from myself and
this harmful world but can’t you see he is
more than a man he’s a shiny golden god sent
to help me from my past and help me
overcome this harmful world that has come
to see me over

Captain
By: Austin
I’m the captain of
my own ship. I stay
with the ship no
matter how rough
the storm, or how
high the waves. I
control the direction my ship sails and
how rough the waters it sails upon. I
lead my ship into islands of paradise
searching for that one treasure that
awaits me on the other shore.
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Rooftops and lyrics
By Javier
I wish I could’ve been with
you one last time…
You were a part of me, a
piece of me I can’t live
without.
The song I dedicated to
you was “This love” by The
Veronica’s, since it
matches everything so well.
“You took my hand…Told
me it would be ok. Trusted
you to hold my heart. But fate is pulling me
away…from you” Those lyrics always stand true
to me in every way along with;
“Even if you leave me now and it breaks my heart.
Even if you’re not around. I won’t give in, I can’t
give in, I can’t give up… on this love.”
Every lyric, every chorus stands true to our
relationship, because I yearn for you each day so
I can be complete once again.
Even in dreams you seem close, but when I open
my eyes and enter reality…Your far away.
Its like we’re standing on two separate rooftops,
trying to reach one another and I can only see
and admire you from afar.
But one of these days, I’ll jump from rooftop to
rooftop to get to where you are.
Because I refuse to give up “on this love”…
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Trapped By Ashley
Trapped I feel
trapped in my on
body I don’t like the
way I look I hate the
way I talk but now I
see that I am now
the only kid that feels
this way so for now on I am going to thank
about the good I do have inside of me and
maybe I want feel trapped in my on body.

Lion Pride
By Josh
A lion is a
symbol of pride or
the king. The lion is king of the jungle. The
lion is the man. The lion I perfect.
What id the lion isn’t the king of the
jungle, if he is not perfect? The lion needs
not to care about what his pride thinks, but
what his heart thinks. His pride-his family
which he belongs. His pride- the force that
makes him carry on.
The pride does not drive the lion anymore.
The lion is free; the thoughts feelings and
his own self are what drive the lion. What
the jungle thinks does not effect him
because he does not need others. All the
lion needs to be is true to himself.
As long as the lion tries for what he
truly believes he will carry on forever. His
pride is lost and himself is gained. The lion
is ready to take on the world.
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Loner Fish
By Ashley
This fish is a loner just like me I
love to da thing my way and by
myself because I stay out of trouble. I have one
friend but we don’t talk or do anything together
and I like it that way I like to be in my room by
myself because I can thank and no one is
bothering me and I like that.

I once was lost in a valley
of darkness then an angel
appeared unto me and
dispelled the darkness
with her light. She told me
that I recover once I adjusted to the light. The
light was beautiful and had reflections like
diamonds were all over her body. She
destroyed the darkness that was overtaking my
life, and replaced it with joyous rays of light that
refracted and spread as far as I could see. She’s
my life saver, she brought back the light that I
so longed to have once more. She’s my
guardian angel.

I feel the absence of
emotion by my father, I
can’t bring myself to face
the fact that even if I
wanted him to he can
never bring himself to
accept me in his life. No
matter how much I want to
wipe off the dried blood and how much I
want to seal the open wounds that I could see
in our lives, you keep picking at the gashes
and they get reopened and infected, then
they begin to fester and swell. No matter how
hard I try to bandage the injuries, the
bandages rot off and then the wounds bleed
unmercifully. I can’t handle the bleeding, it
flows like rain in my life but yet your blood is
held inside, why? How can you not bleed and
me being sliced, spill unmercifully. I feel like
I’m nothing in this world, because my
emotions are shot, I live in a world with an
absence of emotion.
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Caged Monster
By Javier

I can feel the monster inside of me
thrash about in his cage in rage.
He’s angry that he’s been captured
and tamed.
When I close my eyes and look inside, my eyes
always meet up with his.
I am no longer afraid, because I hid the keys.
I’m in control now and I have people to back me up
to help me out if he gets restless.
I will never let him out, because I hid the keys.
Since he’s a part of me and his strength is draining.
Mine is slowly returning to me that’s he’s stolen
from me.
I can see and feel his eyes getting heavy…He’ quiet,
he’s calm, he’s tamed.
He’s asleep…
Sweet dreams my caged Monster.
Puzzle by tiffany
My life is like a puzzle that when you try and put the
pieces together they just don’t fit. When I was little I
had a great child hood. But now that I’m older I’m
always depressed, so I didn’t think I belonged to this
world anymore, but now that I survived and this
place is making me stronger I feel like my missing
puzzle pieces are being found And hopefully when I
get home soon I will get all those pieces that were
once lost and put them where they belong.
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The infamous show of
shadows will be presenting
its final show tonight.
They’re expected to give
the best show they’ve ever
given. I seen them, they
were already setting up the
stages, and they were the biggest I’ve ever seen, so
this one should be good. A couple hours passed,
and the Shadow Fest has been awestrucking, but
now the grand finale was about to commence.
Suddenly smoke, and fireworks shot out
everywhere, but wait… they were strapped to about
15 different people in black latex suits they were
rolling, spinning, flipping, and jumping everywhere.
Suddenly all the commotion stopped, and 1 solitary
strobe light kicked on, and there was only two
things visible 1. a man in a black latex suit on a
torture wheel about 20 feet to big, and 2. clown
from slipknot standing there with a collage of
different knives. Then there was a “whom” followed
by a “thud”, and the knife stuck inches away from
his head. They did that till all the knives were done.
After that there was a fire show followed by a
concert with Slipknot, and concluded with
Ramminstein. Then the big finale was here, again
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with the strobe lights then fire blasted everywhere
then people were getting fired out of cannons, others
flipping on tight ropes then after a big fire work show
everything stopped, and everybody dropped from
the ropes, and bowed. The audience cheered and
confetti blasted out of the cannons. The applause was
huge. It really did turn out to be the best show ever.

Convertible 6
By Trey

Here I am chained to this
pole; my whole life of fun
is over. I’m the coolest car
around here, I been to
Pimp my ride, I have candy paint and all I’m the real
deal. The teens love me I take them where they
wanna go all they have to do is pay for the gas. They
like to blast the music and let my trunk bang and turn
on the hydraulics. I’m fly I know. Last night was crazy I
was driving my homie Lil Skeeter to the mall and this
other car beside me and tried to stunt on me. He
asked if I wanted to race; fly as I am I couldn’t say no
so I said it’s whatever. We went to an empty street
and took off, I lost. My whole ego was messed up and
so was Lil Skeeter, he told me don’t even bother
taking him to the mall just take him home. I was cool
with it but I had to stop by AutoZone for a drink. I
took him home and just went to sleep. I woke up this
morning and my rims were gone, they spray painted
me and all that, so now I’m just ugly. But I mean I’m a
be back soon because I’m a convertible 6 and I’m 2
real for this.

18
THE BEAUTIFUL AFRICAN LADY

By Kquiyani
She was beautiful elegant but was
mean she looked down on everyone
and her name was zhahara. She had everything. She
loved to pick on less pretty girls one day. Vahra a
little girl asked Zhahara what she saw when she
looked in the mirror. Zhahara screamed and yelled
fo r the guards to take the girl away. Zhahara ran in
her room closed the door and grabbed a mirror. She
was beautiful elegant and very amazing looking, but
she was displeased with herself. Zhahara saw that
she was very ugly inside. She touched the mirror and
then her face. She began to run, threw the door open
and ran, she found Vahra‟s house she bang on the
door and begged the girl to make her beautiful on
the inside. The girl told her to go far away from
Congo, Africa and find the girls grandmother and so
Zhahara did. She found the girl‟s grandmother and
was very impolite to the elderly woman. The elderly
lady began to speak, she said, “Grab a mirror.‟‟
Zhahara did. „‟Now,‟‟ said the elderly. „‟What you
do or say on the out, affects your in take this to
heart.‟‟ Zhahara looked in the mirror and cried, „‟Go
Zhahara,„‟ said the elderly lady. „‟You know exactly
what must be done .„‟ Zhahara leaped up and
traveled at a steady pace back to Congo. She ran to
Vahra‟s house found Vahra and said, “I am jealous
of you. „‟ Vahra slowly replied, „‟But why?„‟
“Because your beautiful inside and out.” Vahra
hugged Zhahara and from then on they helped each
other with beauties from inside and out.
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Raven croft is a dark and grim place to
be. Tall dark and naked trees are over
grown here. There is a little town
somewhere in the forest engulfing
trees. This town doesn’t seems to have the smallest
hint of life living here. But there is life in this town
during the midday but when it starts to get darker
everyone seems to vanish not a sound but the cold
breezes that seem to run a chill down your spine.
Three boys end up finding about why this town
doesn’t look to friendly and why they are all afraid of
the dark an the monster that lurks in the dark
waiting for its unsuspecting prey.

Irritated By Terra
If my parents were the frogs in
the story and never shut up I
would get really aggravated and
start yelling if they didn’t leave
me alone or stopped lecturing
me when I asked them. I don’t
like to be lectured I would much rather them talk to
me instead of lecturing. I want my parents to be my
friends.
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Crack is Whack
By Devin
I do not like school because of having to sit
behind a desk all day. I would rather be up doing
something constructive, such as building a house.
The past year I have worked for my Uncle. My
uncle is a good person. I talked to him the night I
killed my first deer. He called from a cell phone in
prison. He asked if I would be interested in
working for him when he got out and I told him
yes. When my biological father went to prison it
didn’t bother me. When he got out he didn’t try to
come see me. When Bo got out of USP Atlanta the
first place he came was to me and asked if I was
ready to work. After a few months his daughter
that he never had anything to do with was getting
jealous of mine and his relationship, so did her
mother. Long story short he loved crack more
than he love his family and his business, and now
is back in prison. I have no job and now is the
most important time for me to have one because
now I have a child of my own on the way. I need
to provide for my child as well as be at home
when I can and not incarcerated. That is not the
life I want to live. I have something very special
that I do not want to lose, the most beautiful girl
ever who is pregnant with my child.
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I wait for you by the platform at the subway station.
It‟s cold, it‟s dark, all I can hear is the rumbling of the
trains that pass by.
I look at the time, it‟s almost midnight.
My body shakes from the cold even in my warm red
sweater along with feelings of curiosity and excitement.
Why am I here you ask?
Because I‟m waiting for someone. I reply not taking my
eyes off the tracks.
“Who?” you ask
My hands are in my lap, I
have them clenched tight
as if I‟m keeping hold of
reality.
I take a deep breath and
close my eyes.
“Someone special.”
“How long have you been
waiting?”
I lift my head and stare at the flickering lights that light
the dark murky tunnels.
“All my life…” I say with a little pride.
“Are they coming today?”
Filled with a little amount of home I smile.
“Hopefully yes…Maybe…I dunno” My smile fades.
I avert my attention to the upcoming train and my hope
rises a little once more.
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All I can see are silhouettes at the windows. Some
standing, some sitting, some sleeping or reading the
daily paper.
The store comes to a stop with a loud HISSSSSS
and a CLANK. The doors open and the conductor
announce their destination.
I pay close attention to the door with full content.
But it all quickly crashes down.
…the person I expected wasn‟t there…
Maybe their on the next train…
I guess I‟ll wait a little bit longer.
I reach for your hand that‟s only a few inches a way
from mine.
With my eyes filled with loneliness and
hopelessness I softly ask you;
“…Would you like to stay with me to keep my
company while I wait?”
You Don’t Know By Tiffany
This woman has a little kid she
was shy, abused
When she was a little thing. She
doesn‟t know how to express
herself. She is stuck behind lock
and key no one sees, they don‟t
see who she really is instead they run away as fast as
they can. Her feelings are always hurt never cared
for; it‟s not like her to run. One day she will burst
open and express herself, but today she is still
ashamed to come out. So for now she is still stuck
with a lock and a key.

