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Teacher’s Note
The stories inside this issue are veiled narratives about their
inner thoughts and beliefs. 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.
So listening to their stories means that I must be willing to
follow where they lead me. Sometimes they lead me to the
Seven Wonders of the World, and tell me they would be a great
candidate for the eighth wonder, if the world ever decided to
add another one. Sometimes they lead me into the depths of
their suffering—a father or mother has died, a father or mother
is an addict, a father or mother is in prison. Sometimes they
lead me into a world of abuse that happened between the ages
of five and eleven. Sometimes they lead me to a noose, to a
razor, to an overdose, and I refuse to go. I make them rewrite
them, because there must be a step away from this abyss. Then
there are times when they lead me into the wonderful mind of
their imaginations, and I never want to leave. But it all begins
with a willingness to go, to listen, to hear, to follow. May you
follow as well.
I do not edit the stories or correct them in any way. They
appear as the student typed them. Enjoy their imaginations!
—Robert Stofel, Teacher
www.360westproject.com

Cold War by Jasmine
JUNE12,2013 It was cold and
dark, why you ask. Well my
step-dad done bad things to me
but I can’t stop thinking about
it, plus it’s hard but the same
night I prayed and ask JESUS
to send an angel, and he did so that I wouldn’t feel alone.
But I tried to tell my real dad, but it’s hard so the same
angel came back to help me and tell him, and now I am
better that got it all out, even though I THINK about it, I
have my friend at all times and THATS MY HELP AND
REMEMBER DON’T LET LITTLE THINGS BRING
YOU DOWN.

Float Like a Butterfly, Sting Lie a Bee by AJ
I am a kid I wanted
to grow up and be
something. My
favorite hobby was
boxing I tried to be
the best boxer I
can, I kept trying
and trying and
trying till I got it
right. Now I’m the
best African American man that ever boxed. I was so fly
that I had my own punch line. (float like a butterfly sting
like a bee). I know you don't know my name. The punch
line is all I can tell you. Can you guess what I am?
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Pinktopia
By Adaria
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I ruled a little planet called
Pinktopia. I love my little
planet, but my planet has been
turning dark and black. Due to
hate of me by an evil murlok,
and he has a strong hate for
Pinktopia. My people and I are
fairies, but I am the most
powerful. I had to devise a plan
to make him stop. I decided to
make a black hole toilet. I
placed the black hole close to
his space ship and the black
hole flushed him into oblivion.
“Now we don’t have do deal with him anymore.” I said
happily. I went back to performing my queen duties. Once
and for all our planet was finally pink again. And we went
on with my immortal life and lived happily in sweet
serenity and peace. I kinda miss the evil murlok, because
there is no action here I kinda miss battling with him,
maybe blacktopia would’ve been better.
www.360westproject.com
“A Place Where Imagination
Comes to Life”
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The Girl By AJ
There once was a girl who would
dress like a boy. Nobody knew
that she was a lesbian. Sometimes
she gets nervous whenever
someone is getting closer to
knowing who she really is. If her
mother found out or her friends
then they will turn their back on
her. Then she went over
someone’s house to spend a night
to take all the stress off her back.
But while she was over there her mother was cleaning her
room. Her mom found her journal where she keeps all her
personal stuff in. Her mom read that she was a lesbian in her
book, it also talked about how she liked this girl in school
who was named Jane. The Mother went downstairs and read
the book to the father. The Mom was furious but the Dad
tried to sooth it out with her. When the girl got home her
mom yelled at her for a long time. The Mom took a long
guess and decided to have her go to rehab, but that didn't
work, she decided to have her go to Decatur Morgan West.
The father became angry he decided to have the mom go to
rehab or to a shrink to have her behavior fixed between her
daughter. The father thought it would be better for that to
happen so the mother can accept the fact that her daughter is
gay and that she needs to stand right beside her for every
moment.
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“Belief” by Cailet
the angel whispers in my ear
he says, you are valued. you are loved.
you are beautiful and strong
to the angel I reply, no
stop telling me these lovely lies
these sweet betrayals
And he says, believe me child
today will be your victory over everyone and
everything
You will emerge from your hardship stronger
than ever
I cannot listen. I cannot.
What my angel says cannot be true.
But he keeps repeating it. Why?
It feels like torture.
He tells me it's because it IS true
Maybe if I believe him, it won't hurt as much
I believe, I believe, I BELIEVE
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1/16/14 by Kelly
Silence. An enjoyable silence.
Not the kind that allows you to
hear the ticking of a clock, or
the dripping of a leaking sink.
Not the kind of silence that
allows you to pick out
everything that is wrong. This dimly lit forest allows for
an enjoyable silence, a free silence. A silence where one
feels relaxed and not worried. But there is nothing to be
worried about here, no reason to feel awful. It is a
comfortable forest. All the creatures here are friend.
Not foe. This forest does have the normal sounds of a
forest: birds chirping, the water of a creek, the small
sounds of small animals. The sounds are comforting.
There is also another thing. The sun never rises in this
forest.
Fighter by Chase
A fighter is what I am
Wanting to take life's problems on
with one hand
Fight for survival
that's what I can
dodging and weaving is my plan
fighting these thoughts the best I can
Sometimes it feels like I'm close to the end
But then I come back 'cause a fighter is who I am
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What the Rabbit Says
by Annabelle
As Johnny played out-side
his father the hatter was
going crazy inside. Working
to keep his family alive, he
goes crazy and hears voices when he sleeps. All he
sees is rabbits in wastes coats and a girl in blue . He
doesn’t see he’s falling, so he can’t wake up. His son
now gone and nothing but a dream before him. He
asks the rabbit when he can leave, he says never you
must stay and be the hatter for the red queen for the
rest of your days. He asks about his son and the rabbit
says he is too be with his mother.

Chains by Chase
The man in chains
A man chained to his thoughts
Thinking of all the battles he's fought
And wondering how, how did I get caught
Wanting to get free and run away
Waiting patiently for that day
Until then all I can say is I am a man in chains
Dead Tree By Makayla
The dead tree goes dead and then it found a
new life it came back to life again and how it
came back to life is a person touch it and all of
a sudden it came alive
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The Changeling
By: Miranda
Hi ,I’m Kira. I’m a changeling
which means I can change into a
cat from my human form and
vice versa. I’m a very strange
girl, so I’ve been told. I always
get myself into “sticky situations.” My mother is
my owner and I’ve always tried to treat her with
respect and kindness. One dreadful morning I woke
up from a nightmare and decided to go for a stroll
outside around the house. I walk around and
eventually find myself in front of the clothes
hanger. I think to myself : I wonder if I can get
from one end to the other by balance. So I climb up
the pole digging my claws into it each time I
progress and begin walking on the small rope with
my grey tabby paws, keeping my black eyes
focused. I get half way there and lose my balance
causing me to hang on with my 2 front paws for
dear life…then I remember : Cats always land on
their feet, you just need to twist yourself around
quickly. I will myself to let go and I do eventually. I
feel myself race toward the grass and twist
causing my feet to plant themselves in the ground.
That was scary. I stupidly forgot that I could’ve
just went into my human form. I change into my
human form and smile standing up from my hands
and knees position. “That was weird….What mom
don’t know won’t hurt her.” I say as I walk inside
our house to make breakfast. “I’m kinda hungry. I
hope mom will cook for me…..”
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Shadow By: Miranda
Long ago in a kingdom not so
far away their lived a king, a
very odd king he was. He
had a wife and a young
daughter. The wife was
named Lisa and the daughter
was Winter. King Sombra gave
winter the one thing she has
always wanted at age 15,
which was a horse. She had always dreamed
about riding a horse all across the kingdom, and
she had sworn to her father that she'd take care
of it until the day it passed all by herself. On her
15th birthday she finally obtained the gray stallion
she dreamed of and called it Shadow. On a cool
summer evening she went out for a stroll on
shadow after a hard day of training and met her
best friend with his horse Midnight on the
outskirts of the kingdom.
William and Winter chatted for a while, letting
the horses get acquainted. Shadow grew very fond
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Of Midnight and he too grew fond of Shadow.
Winter agreed to meet William at this spot tomorrow
for lunch with the horses and they departed
quietly. -Time skip- The next day around 12:00 am
they had lunch and decided to let the horses roam
in the nearby lot at the outskirts but kept them in
sight. The horses frolicked and played in the sun
eventually falling in love. They played and laughed
until they couldn't stand up. Winter decided that
she should be home soon and told William that she
and Shadow should be on their way so they left in
farewell.
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The Creek
by: Lauren
I like to spend most of
my time alone at the creek
by my house. I love the
calmness and relief that
nature gives me; the sound
of water flowing, the fresh
smell of the air after it
rains, the soothing breeze
that seems to blow all my
worries far away. There's
nothing more peaceful than sitting on the
branch of a tall maple tree. I'm sheltered by
its leave, hidden from the troubles of the world
outside. I watch the birds chase each other
from tree to tree, gathering twigs and
searching for food. They were so sure of
where they were going and what they were
doing. All they have to do is follow their
instincts. They didn't question what was coming
next. They just lived. I've always loved nature;
if you don't bother it, it won't bother you. The
creatures of the woods do what they have to
do to survive, and carry on with their own lives.
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The Rancher and the Horse
By: Katie
Clouds covered the sky and it
started to pour. Most of the animals on
the farm were taking shelter inside the
barn but the horses ran wild. The
rancher peeked through his ragged
curtains to see that his most valued stud
horse had broken free of the fence. He ran to the barn,
saddled his mare and took off into the storm. As he
topped the mountain side he spotted the stud horse and
burst into a run. As he slung the rope around the horse’s
neck the horse pulled him from his saddle. The rope
became tangled around the horse’s legs and in a moment
of panic he stumbled into the creek. Search and rescue
crews swept the mountains but there was no trace of the
man or his horses.
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My Savior By Annabelle
I have fallen, I Can’t hear see or
breath. Everything has gone dark
my world has ended. T last I see
before me a shining light of
beauty and hope, no fear to be
found. He helps me out of my pit of misery. Even
though my savior has no name, I thank him and he
goes on his way.

Sea Of Tears
By Chase
A flood they said, but in my mind I think of it as all
the tears and sad emotions this world has had.

I am Mighty
By Ajay
Hello can you guess
what I am. I am fighty, I am
also mighty. My home planet is krypton. On krypton the
symbol on my chest stands for hope. But on earth it stands
for a letter S. My cape is red my suit is blue. Can you
guess what I am.

Just waiting to release all these balled up emotions
upon the earth, for it can't hold anymore.
Now I find myself in a boat paddling through this sea
of tears.
Feeling as if no one, no one is near
But I'll keep looking in this sea of tears.
For I am a survivor that has no fear.
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DEMONS By Adaira
When I look in the mirror all I
see is an evil beast that thrives inside
me. It gets stronger every day, I wish I
knew why it is following me. Why he is
always there every time I close my
eyes? Why is it that every time I turn
around he is there? I don’t know why he is there, but yet
again maybe I shouldn’t know why he is here maybe it would
tear me apart even more. I’m scared for my life. I’m scared
of my demons. I need Jesus.

The Cliff
By Lauren
Although he knows he's falling, the
music keeps him sane.
He digs his heels into the dirt, and
doesn't feel the pain.
Demons try to taunt him. Death
whispers, 'We soon will meet.”
But the man just laughs and strums his guitar, his focus on
the beat.
The ground falls from below him now, he has nowhere to
stand.
Still he listens to the sound, and worries not where he will
land.
He sings his last tune, plays one more chord, and the cliff
comes to an end.
No one ever offered help, music was his only friend.
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Haunted By Miranda
As I sit in my locked up room I
stare at the wall with the window on
it and look out at all the cars that
pass by on the street below. I’m in
my pajamas and I decide I need to
change into clothes for today.. I
silently stand up and walk over to
my closet with the follow up action of opening the door. I
creak it open and I find a crack on the wall of the back of
the closet. I see black blood-like liquid begin to pour out
of the crack and I try to make it stop by cupping my
shaking hands on the wall getting my hands covered. I,
knowing the consequence of this problem whisper
“Daddy”. I have a flashback to when we first moved into
this house and I followed my father into the living room
and I turned away looking at something but when I turned
back to see daddy all I could see was his face, the rest of
him was enveloped in a dust of darkness as if it were
holding him in the air. I screamed and cried for help but
no one came so I had to watch the darkness eat my father
alive. Soon I had found an orchard of apple trees in the
backyard and lived off those until my big brother found
me here after a day of work and raised me here since. I
snapped out of my daze and saw a spirit of my dad
floating in front of me. He comes to me every now and
then but since his death, he went mad. He whispers things
to me as I stand in shock. I cry and scream for my brother,
Derek, and claw at my locked bedroom door. I step back
as Derek breaks down the door and yells at my crazy dead
father causing him to flinch and squirm back into the
crack in which he came. I hug Derek and sob into his
chest as he cradles me telling me the most unconvincing
lie: “Everything will be okay.”
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Wooden By Autumn

In the Palms of God's hands!
By: Sarah
Well, it all started the
day I was supposed to
be born. My mom
went into labor and I
did not want to come
out. I struggled
already in my mother’s womb. Dear reader, I needed to
be somewhere else but not here in a womb of a mother. I
know for me to go it would be depressing and sad but I
guess it was worth it. I was born that day 7 pounds 8
ounces. It was a struggle the first couple of hours but I
knew I was in the Palms of God. He was protecting me
from Satan because all Satan wanted to do was kill me.
Satan tried and tried but I still fought. I fought like I was in
a war but, reader I was in a battle because I had to keep
living to please my mom. I did and lived the rest of my life
like anyone else would.

The sun starts to slowly set
between my long wooden
fingers. I can barely move
anymore and each day it
becomes harder and harder to
function. I was born like any
other, with a family that cared. But I was sad and
depressed all the time so I wished on a shooting star, not
to die but to have all my problems be taken away from
me. By some odd chance of fate I started turning into a
tree. The changes were not very noticeable at first, but
over time my legs formed together to become a trunk and
my arms branched out and grew above my head. My
family decided to keep me outside where I could thrive in
the sun and the fresh air. Most of the transformation was
already over. My face was the only part of me not covered
in the light brown bark of a willow tree. As I got closer to
the final change, I realized that I would not miss my
human days filled with heartbreak and sorrows. I would
embrace my life as a tree. I could now feel the soft bark
moving across my face and I took one last look at the
dying sun as a smile became permanently etched upon my
face.
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Can you feel my Heart
By Autumn
I am different than you. You cannot fathom the things that I
have been through. But most of all, its my heart. I was born
with a broken heart that could have been fixed if I had
noticed. Nut through years of
anguish my heart divided and
rot, tearing from the inside. It
first began to tear little by little
by mockery and talking. My
first big tear was when I started
school and another when my
best friend said I was too ugly
for anyone to love. After years
of getting my heart destroyed, I
finally thought I had found a
friend that would help. So I
gave her the broken pieces and asked her for help. Instead
of helping, she threw the shattered remains in my face and
told the world how empty I truly was. I carried the broken
bits of my heart that broke even more when I tried to put
them back together. My heart is now just a pile of dust in
the wind. Maybe I can get a new hear one day to treat with
care.
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Light in Darkness
by Annabelle
This tree, standing alone in the
dark, its branches can’t find the
light. The tree keeps stretching
and growing till it finds its light
and new home, And begins a new
journey there, The trees etching
the sky with its branches the
thunder roars and lighting cracks
as it begins to rain. The tree
begins to become plentiful with green and full with
life and the tree suddenly had hope that he could stay
this way forever.
The Opera of Life by Autumn
The clear not startles my mind,
bringing it out of the haze of
notes. The opera continues and
so does the mad rush of my
fingers, barely quick enough to
keep up with the tempo. Music
is all I can think about. It is the air I breathe and the sights
I see. I only ever listen to one kind though, opera. It had
become my light in the dark and a safe haven for when I
had fallen. When I was a child I listened to Madame
Butterfly and immediately fell in love. Ever since then,
opera became my life. The sweet twinge of keys signify
that the piece is about to close. My heart beats a little
faster to get ready for the grand finale and as my fingers
pound out the final notes, I smile at my job well done.
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Hands by Chase
These hands, these hands I stare at,
and hide behind
Wondering if it'll hide
what I've become
The longer I stare at
these hands the
more it seems as if
they are staring
back at me.
Trying to hide behind
problems or tragedy.
I ask them sometimes why, why did this
happen to me
But they never respond, maybe cause
this was all make believe first of all.
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ME
BY; JASMINE
THIS IS ME WHY YOU
BECAUSE.ICAN'T STAY
AT HOME BECAUSE.
I DO NOT FEEL SAFE
AND LOVED ANY.
MORE AT ALL SO I AM .
GOING TO RUN AWAY
TO A FRIENDS HOUSE OR CALL MY DAD.
OR STEP MOM AND ASK THEM IF. THEY
WANT OR LIKE ME TO.
STAY WITH THEM AND THEY SAID YES
TO ME .SO THEY ASK
MY REAL MOM WITCH SHE SAID YES. TO
ME WITCH SHE
NEVER DOES AND I AM FREE AT LAST
AND HAPPY AT LAST.
AND THAT MY STORY.
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Lost and Found by Katie
Camping has always been a good
way to spend a weekend. A week
ago I was with my family at our
campsite. I wondered off among
the trees and before long I noticed
that I was lost in the forest. I
gathered some brush and built a
small shelter to sleep under. For
two nights I froze, laying on the
cold ground just wondering if my
family was looking for me. I had
learned some survival skills at summer camp and on the
third day I put them to use. I stumbled upon a creek and
automatically started making traps. At this point I’m
starving, praying that I will catch a fish or two to satisfy
my hunger. That night with my stomach full I felt some
sort of relief laying under my makeshift home. Daylight
came too early, shining through the limbs, blinding me. As
I came to my senses I knew that I had to escape this
wilderness and be back home with my family. I pick
around the trees and rocks and found some dry debris. I
ball it up, grab some sticks and get to work. I tried for
hours hoping for just one small spark when the brush
caught flame. A hour later I had caught trees and all on fire.
I found a massive pine and climbing high as I could I seen
a helicopter hovering in the distance. I had won the battle. I
was coming home.
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Buttface
By Lauren
There once was a man
whose name was Paul
He always had to stand
When he sat, he'd fall
he wanted to know what was causing this,
anytime he tried to sit, he'd always miss!
So he looked in the mirror,
only to see
His butt wasn't there, where could it be?
So he asked someone if they could see.
They said, “Your butt isn't where it should be.
Beneath your back is an empty space,
I think you were born with
your butt on your face!”
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The Lonely fish!
By Sarah
Once a long time
ago on the deep
open floor there
lived a school of
fish that were all
normal and got
along all except
one and his name
was Alfred. Alfred was a lot
different than all the other fish
because he was smarter than all
the other Fish. One day the poor
lonely fish decided to leave his
home. While he was traveling, he
came across another fish but there
was something that he noticed
about her. The two fish started
talking and then they decided to
start a family. The two new fish
lived happily ever after!
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Dark Angel
By Adaira
I am a fallen
A fallen angel
I don’t know why I fell
Now my wings are black as night
And I never see the light
I’m trapped in hell
And I can’t get away
I am just another angel that faded into
the night
Now it’s time for me to take flight
And now it’s time for me
to…..take…….flight.
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Dead End By: Katie
I woke up laying in the street. My back was bruised from
the cold, hard concrete. Smoke filled the air and as I opened
my eyes I remembered the unfortunate events that put me
here.
It was a Sunday. Me and my
family where out shopping in
town. All of a sudden the sky went
dark as midnight and the earth
shook. A few hours went by and
on our way home the concrete
under our car started to split into.
We rushed out of the car but before the earth swallowed our
car but my parents didn't make it out in time. I yanked my
little brother out by his shirt at the last second and ran to a
coffee shop nearby. Everyone looked shocked, afraid. The
news was on and they described these tragedies as the end
of humanity, a deadly apocalypse. We hear loud voices and
a mob comes to the window. What happened next? I do not
recall. Now I'm lying on the cement feeling more dead than
alive. I walk for hours in search of my little brother. I feel
someone grab my arms and I turn around aggressively to see
nothing but my little brother filthy with tears running down
his face. I pick him up, put him on my shoulders and head
down the street. Where will we go? I do not know but we
will survive. This isn't a dead end road.
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Dear Terry,
who am I
you was my best friend
you was my brother
why am I knocking you down
why didn’t you stop me from going
into the abandon church
no one knows
why every time you see a reflection you
see me
you see me every reflection mirror,
shadow, and
even clean dishes
you know I'm your brother but do you
know my name
who am I
Your brother,
Tavaj
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A Fairy Tale by Jasmine
Lost by Tracy
I feel lost, hopeless, and I feel
like nobody understands or
cares. It feels like my heart
and my mind just wants to
give up. It feels like I'm screaming. I'm screaming for
help but no one will give me a hand or a sign. I feel
like no one is really listening to what I'm saying. My
emotions takeover, like my mind tells me to do one
thing and my heart tells me to do another and I can't.
So my body just shuts down. My mom doesn’t think I
care, but I do. The reason why I'm in this place is to
show her that I can make her proud.

Once upon a time there was a
prince named Max, who loved a
young and pretty girl, plus she
loves him and he loves her. But
one day he ask her to marry him
and she said yes. And they had
two kids. Plus they all lived happily ever after.

What I Want by Brooke
I somehow got lost in
a room of mirrors. I
was surrounded and
couldn’t get out.
Everywhere I looked, I
saw myself. I had lied
to my dad. I had told him I was okay when I wasn’t. The
guilt was eating me alive. Now that I told him my crime, he
was hurt. It stressed me out to the point I just wanted to
get away. I never wanted to kill myself. I just wanted out of
this stressful situation. I want to go home to be with my
dad. I want to be in my bed at my house. I want to go
home with my dad. I don’t want to be locked in this room
full of mirrors anymore. I see that I have hurt him but I
don’t want to go back to Vincent. I want to stay at the tech
school. If I go back everything is going to get worse than it
is now. I know that I have hit rock bottom. Now I have to
make my way back to the top. But I know I can do it with
the help of my ex-boyfriend/best-friend. I know what I
want in life and I just want my mom and my dad to sit
down and listen.
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SLENDER By: Miranda
I find myself waking up at a mental hospital all alone. I sit
up in momentarily this plain white room on an
uncomfortable bed and stare at the door on the far end of
the room. I wonder where I am and why I'm here. I yank all
of the I. V’s and bandages off of me, and get out of the bed
soon after standing up and walking to the door. I realize I'm
in a black tank top and ripped jeans, great. I'm also quite
pale and the cuts and bruises on my arms stand out as if
irritated. I slowly open the door and in front of me their
leads a hallway. I look at my feet briefly
and stare at the worn out converse that
cover them. I start out sprinting down
the hallway and open the main
entrance door causing the nurses and
doctors to run after me. I am much too
fast for them as I continue to sprint and
I come across a clearing then the
woods. I run as fast as my legs will carry
me through the clearing and into the woods. I smile when
the nurses stop chasing me and don't step a foot on the
clearing. I continue to roam the woods alone and I hear a
buzzing noise. I don't think much of it and continue on my
way. I hear the noise again, but much louder this time. I try
to run from it but I trip on a tree root and lay on the ground
squirming. Trying to get up and failing I see a figure
standing in front of me. He's white with no face and he
wears a tuxedo with a red tie. I remember an old legend I
was told at a young age about an inhuman thing that fits
this description perfectly
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and I whisper his name “Slender” He has tentacles from
his back that he grabs me with and helps me to my feet. I
am surprised by this act of kindness and I smile in return. I
nod in thanks as he hugs me. I think this is his action of
saying “your welcome”. I also hug him back, thankful that
nothing worse happened.

Eagle by Miranda
I sit in my tattoo shop boredly waiting
for my intern to show up. As I wait I
think about the incident that happened
a month ago when I ran into Slender. I
have a flashback to when I was running
in the woods trying to escape the loud
buzzing noise that haunted me
temporarily. I smile and snap out of the
flash when my intern stands beside me
and he smiles shyly. I chuckle in return and tell him
customers are already coming in.
“We’d best start now,” I say.
“Yeah . . . . better not mess up,” he replies.
“I’ll try . . .,” I announce quietly ending our small talk
before getting to work on my first customer of the day.
It’s a man that looks about 28, I’d say, and claims he wants
an eagle tattoo. I smile and nod in response as I begin
giving him his tattoo on the back of his neck, which is
where he wanted it.
“It’s gonna hurt,” I tell him.
“I know,” he informs me.
“Good,” I whisper, as I continue.
I love my job, I think to myself.
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The Magic Polish By: Lauren
Once there was a grouchy old man who
wanted some hair. He had been bald for the
past ten years. Every morning he would
look at his shiny head and become angry.
“The only reason I'm bald is because those foolish
neighborhood children stress me out!” He'd say. One morning,
the man woke to the noise of children laughing and squealing
outside his window. He cursed and got out of bed. The door
flew open as the man plowed through the group of children,
throwing tomatoes at them and pushing them off their
tricycles. The scared children back inside, leaving their toys
behind. “That oughta do it,” the man said as he gave a
satisfied snicker. The next morning, he awoke to a ring on his
doorbell. No one was there, but he checked his door step to
find a mysterious bottle. He picked it up. “Magic HairGrowing Polish,” the man read aloud, turning the bottle in his
hand. The man really wanted some hair, so he drank the entire
contents of the bottle and went back inside. He looked in the
mirror, and wow! He had a full head of hair! “Yippeeee!” He
exclaimed, jumping in the air. He came to the ground and
clenched his back. “Best go lay down.” he thought. He went to
bed happily, despite throwing out his back. But when he
awoke, his whole body was covered in hair. “BLAAAH!” he
screamed furiously. He heard chuckling from outside. He ran
out the door and glared murderously at the little boys and girls
gathered around his driveway. “DID YOU DO THIS?!” he
yelled. The children went silent. Then they bagan to run. He
chased after them, cussing and threatening and holding his
aching back, “I'll show you!” he shouted after them. He
reached his arm out to grab one of the slower, chubby
children, when suddenly, someone grabbed him from behind.
It was the Animal Police. “Sorry kids, we don't allow pet
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gorillas in this community.” He said as the cuffed the old
man and threw him in a cage. “Back to the zoo you go,” he
said and drove off. The children fell to the ground laughing,
waving and blowing kisses at the furious 'gorilla' as he was
transported to the zoo.
The children still visit the old man at the zoo's gorilla
exhibit to this day, and throw tomatoes at him.

Born................. of Deception by Terry
I have a life and only one life, but my life is a living quest
to know, why I................ was put here. March 22,1999
Monday 11:45am I was born of deception. Ages 0-5 I
wondered when, where why, what, & how I was gonna live
my life. Me just wondering am I gonna be a singer, dancer,
fireman, nurse doctor , athlete, or join the military, navy, air
force, or marines, or be a store clerk, cashier, or a chef, or
am I gonna be the president or the dictator, and am I gonna
be a nobody or a somebody. I didn't know so I just live my 5
years being who I was supposed to be....................A baby
boy.
Now today 01/16/2014 my story about how I ended up
here is gonna be epic, scary, good, bad, funny, crazy, sexy,
cool, death row, gravity, touched, an outlaw, and even a
living legend that will one day be revealed to the world
starting here in a room full of children that has been
through something major in their lives. It's gonna be a long
story about how end 1999-2013 and started out my 2014
year in my story 'Thy Kingdom Came”.
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So down through ages 0-5 now I didn't know or had any
idea that my life was gonna start all at the age of 6yrs.
Old . I was born a triplet I had three brothersTyrek/Malibu- Antonio 1st Triplet-Tavaj/Madagascar-Ali'
Simmons 2nd Triplet-Terry/Mical- Alexzander 3rd Triplet.
I'm #3 as you can see in this chapter I grew up with my
sister though but she didn't know that on my father’s
side that I was a triplet.

