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May 7, 2016

Dear Team SISD,

Children and young adults who are strong writers will excel in numerous ways:  in the classroom as students, in 
the workforce as leaders, and in life as creative and critical thinkers.  The work produced for this incredible 2016 
Socorro ISD Literary Anthology is certainly proof that Team SISD students are prepared to succeed in college, 
careers, and beyond!

Congratulations to everyone who had a hand in this wonderful publication.  I am extremely proud of our students 
who wrote, re-wrote, edited, revised, and wrote again to create a masterful piece of writing.  I would like to 
extend my heartfelt gratitude to the teachers who guided and encouraged our students to be forward thinkers 
and fearless writers.  My sincere appreciation also goes to our parents, volunteers, support staff, principals, and 
administrators for their support in producing this important book for Team SISD.

This outstanding anthology showcases our students’ talent as writers, commitment to academic excellence, and 
perseverance to refine their literary skills.  It certainly captures the creativity, emotions, and depth of our excellent 
student writers.

This is a memorable collection of literary magic and an awesome record of the greatness in our school district.  
As always, thank you for your continued trust in Team SISD and for helping us ensure that every student succeeds!

Respectfully,

José Espinoza, Ed.D.
Superintendent of Schools 
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Love Is About Your Heart 

Love is about sharing your spirit. 

Love is about sharing yourself. 

Love is about sharing your 

friendship. 

Love is about sharing your heart! 

Love is about being kind. 

Love is about being fair. 

Love is about being a friend. 

Love is about your heart! 

Caleb Koshiba- Kindergarten 
Mrs. Marie Jimenez 
Elfida P. Chavez Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Likes and Dislikes 

I so like going to the library every 

day, 

But I don’t like PE when we have to 

walk such a far, far way. 

I really like going to the computer 

lab, 

Because I know my password so 

I’m never sad. 

I don’t like lunch when they serve 

something gross, 

So I eat what is on my plate that I 

like the most. 

I don’t like being in school when 

the weather is like spring, 

And I really like going home when 

the bell rings! 

Ava Holguin-Kindergarten 
Ms. Lynn Hardiman 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
2nd Place 
 

My Valentine 

My Valentine is furry, 

He likes a bone to bury. 

My Valentine is brown,  

He likes to lay down. 

My Valentine is sweet, 

He likes to eat a treat. 

My Valentine is little and soft. 

He likes to play a lot.  

My Valentine is my dog, 

I love him very much.  
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Ana Gomez-Kindergarten 
Ms. Lourdes Sierra 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
The Grinch Who Stole 
Halloween 
 
Halloween, Halloween is so much 

fun,  

but this year there will be none! 

No tricks, no treats, no pumpkin    

pails 

or even any spooky tales.  

You must remember me, I'm sure    

that you do, 

I'm that mean Old Grinch, now you 

know who! 

Last year I stole Christmas and 

that was a great score, 

but this year I have come for 

more!  

This year I will steal from all the 

little boys and girls Halloween day. 

As they get tucked into bed waiting 

for October 31st, I will be sneaking 

in and take it all away.  

On Halloween morning and as all 

the boys and girls opened their 

eyes 

and looked for their costumes, they 

realized.  

They all started crying boo-hoo-

hoo!!! 

"What are we going to do?" 

I should be happy that they were 

all so sad, 

I'm a mean Old Grinch after all, I 

am so bad.  

I forgot that at Christmas my heart 

started to grow. 

Now I had to make Halloween so.  

The children all cheered and with 

every hug and thank-you 

something was happening, 

I had turned into a big, fat 

pumpkin!!!  
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"Happy Halloween, Mr. Grinch!" 

yelled the big and small. 

Maybe I will steal Thanksgiving 

after all. 

Alyssa Alcantar-1st Grade 
Ms. Lynn Hardiman 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
1st Place 
 

The Carnival 

One Day we were at a carnival 

booth 

A little boy lost his tooth 

He didn’t know if he could continue 

playing his flute 

So he decided to try and eat some 

fruit 

He went to a booth to try and win 

a toy 

He got a stuffed animal and named 

him Roy. 

Sebastian Duarte-1st Grade 
Mrs. Arlene Contreras 
H.D. Hilley Elementary 
2nd Place 
 

Stinky Socks 

Socks on my feet, 

They feel so neat.  

I wear them to play, 

And my feet sweat all day. 

It’s time to take off my shoes, 

But my nose is going to feel the  

Blues.  

Would they smell like a rose? 

Oh no, they are really gross.  

My socks are stinky as a skunk, 

And now they must take a dunk! 

Rosa Chavez-1st Grade 
Ms. Marissa Ureño 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Horsey Horse 

Horse 

Horse 

Horsey 

Horse 

You gallop fast 

You think you will win 

But you’re last place 

Pretty brown 

Shiny skin 

Love the way you run 

And you’ll have some fun 

Horse 

Horse 

Horsey 

Horse 

Bella Loya-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Carmen Bebon  
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
 

 

Butterflies 

Butterflies are green and blue 

Newborn ones are filled with dew. 

Butterflies are orange and red 

One even sat on my head. 

Butterflies in the sky 

Oh, how did they fly up so high? 

Butterflies are orange and green 

I know they are not mean. 

Dariadna Alvarez–2nd Grade 
Mrs. Linda Rodriguez	
Vista Del Sol Elementary 
2nd Place 
 

Twinkie 

Twinkie, Twinkie your so sweet, 

Makes me want to gobble you up.  

You taste so good and delicious. 

I just want one more Twinkie. 

You smell of bananas and 

marshmallows, 
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I want to save you two whole days! 

Twinkie, Twinkie you look like a 

phone, 

Sometimes I confuse you with my 

phone! 

Twinkie, Twinkie you’re so sweet, 

I just want another treat! 

Caleb MacDonell-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Elisabeth Villalobos 
Hurshel Antwine Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
My Life 

My leaves are turning yellow, 

orange, brown, and still have a bit 

of green.  

I wonder how old I am going to be 

when I have children. 

I am rough, thick, but a little bit of 

my skin is falling off. 

My strong, oak trunk is turning 

black and brown. 

My leaves are beginning to fall off 

to the ground. 

I drink as much water as I can 

when it rains. 

I see the tops of cars and buildings 

I hear the family of squirrels that 

are living warm and snug in my 

burrow.  

My long branches give a little bit of 

shade to small animals on hot 

summer days. 

Usually when I lose leaves  

I am bare and have no clothing, 

I have a bit of pain:  

When ants or animals climb me, it 

tickles 

I am one of Mother Nature’s 

beautiful creations. 

Mauricio Loya–3rd Grade 
Mrs. Nellie Hernandez 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
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Manners 

When I was very little, my parents 

taught me just how to be. 

To say “please” and “thank you” 

now, it’s deep within me. 

I used to poke my nose 

when I didn’t know any better. 

I would poke and poke and poke 

and smear it all over my sweater! 

My mom would whisper softly 

“We don’t do that!” 

Instead get a tissue 

and wipe it on that! 

When I was younger, 

I did not care to share. 

I would kick and I would scream 

“Don’t you even dare!” 

As I started pre-k 

my teacher helped, too. 

I learned NOT to eat my supplies, 

especially my glue! 

My grandparents have also helped 

in molding me as well, 

Like showering everyday 

so I will not smell. 

Now that I’m a bit older, 

I know just how to act. 

I’ll say please and thank you 

that is just a fact. 

I am pretty proud of myself 

on how far I have come, 

I’m done eating glue 

that will only make me dumb. 

So think about my poem  

and how you want to be. 

Remember your manners, 

you’ll get huge smiles, you’ll see. 

Joaquin Porras-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Veronica Collier 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
2nd Place 
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Dr. Kazoo 

Dr. Seuss has the case of the 
blues. 

He goes to the doctor and his 
name is Kazoo. 

He has a pet that’s named Loose. 

He has a house that’s named 
Caboose,  

And has a son named Jesus that 
likes to count by two’s. 

One day the doctor watched the 
news because 

Too many people had the blues. 

He looked for clues to cure Dr. 
Seuss. 

Idalia Giron-3rd Grade 
Ms. Maria P. Licon 
Escontrias Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
What is The Secret of Life? 

A day goes by just like time. 

Shall we wait or shall we die? 

How do we know when we lie?  

That’s just the secret of life. 

Not a day goes by when we cry.  

Tell me secrets don’t tell me lies. 

The days we sigh the days we cry.  

We feel that way but why? 

We feel sadness, we feel madness. 

That’s just the secret of life 

HELP ME, HELP ME I cry!  

TELL ME, TELL ME the secret of 

life! 

Is it big or is it small? 

I need to know.  

Will it grow or stay small?  

My bones crackle to the sound of 

light. 

I jump out of my skin, oh my! 

To wonder if I pass or fail  

or is this just a mighty tale? 

Now this is my question:  

What is the secret of life? 

When I find out I will be excited  

like a bird who has freedom. 

That will be my new flight. 

Xcera Brown-4th Grade 
Ms. Tiffany McCormick 
Paso Del Norte School 
1st Place 
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Noodleville 

We all go to Noodleville but our 

School is Poodleville! 

We have a bear 

That eats a lot of pears! 

Our principal Mr. Lowe knows a lot 

of fleas 

That drink a lot of teas! 

We eat noodles for lunch 

and we doodle for brunch! 

For lunch 

We munch! 

Our librarian teaches us to read 

while Mr. Bear is really rare! 

Our music teacher, Mrs. Fox, 

Makes bag pipes out of straws and 

socks. 

For field trips we go to Noodleland 

And we get noodles while we are 

there.  

 
 
 

Nathan Torres–4th Grade 
Mrs. Laura Pacheco 
Horizon Heights Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
Today I Feel 

Today is a white day. 

I feel really groggy, 

It’s like I’m a mindless zombie, 

now my day’s all foggy. 

Today feels like a blue day, 

I’m all wet and crying, 

I’m doing everything wrong, 

it’s a day made of pure sighing. 

Today is a green day! 

Today I am wacky, 

I made up my own language, 

And for free dress I wore khaki. 

Today is a red day. 

I feel like kicking the wall, 

I get easily frustrated 

so I popped my sister’s ball. 

Today is a pink day. 

It’s just meant for playing, 

i’m skipping and hopping 
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Good thing’s what I’m saying. 

But when the week is over 

I go back to being me 

White, blue, green, red, pink 

Me! 

Andrea Yu-4th Grade 
Ms. Claudia Chavira 
Helen Ball Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
Blue Sadness 

Blue is like the color of sadness, 

like 

The death of a loved one. 

Blue is the color of heaven 

and the fluffy white clouds. 

Blue reminds me of the memories 

with my daddy. 

Blue is like the color 

Of my tears when I cry. 

Sometimes when I miss  

my daddy I get blue. 

Blue is the color of the rainbow, 

blue is like the song see you again,  

like how I want to see my dad. 

Blue is the color of the shirt  

in which I last saw my dad. 

Blue is the color of all the family 

together  

One last time. 

Jammy Gonzalez-5th Grade 
Mrs. Erika Pineda 
Hueco Elementary School 
1st Place 
 
 
Life Never Ends 

Once a boy named Timmy had a 

friend named Jimmy. 

They always went near the shore 

Even though they were really poor. 

They always caught at least two 

fish. 

After that, they made a tasty dish. 

The two boys were the best of 

friends, 

Making memories until the world 

ends. 
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As the boys grew older, 

They both became soldiers 

And even though they were both 

very brave, 

their own lives they could not save. 

As their souls soared threw the 

sky, 

They both learned how to fly. 

As they both earned their wings, 

They dance where the angels sing. 

Alexa Abundis-5th Grade 
Ms. Erica Carrasco 
Lujan-Chavez Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Waiting Room 

I’m sitting in the waiting room, 

Tears rushing down my face. 

I can’t believe the one I care 

about, has been put 

Into this horrid place 

A river flows down my cheeks, 

I hope that she’s okay. 

For although it seems she will be 

fine 

It comes to my dismay. 

My breathing, not quite steady. 

No one I would have left. 

I can hear the nurse talking, 

One bird has left the nest. 

The hospital scent stings my nose. 

Accidents cause nightmares. 

Car crashes do much harm. 

It just isn’t fair. 

I’m sitting in the waiting room. 

All alone. 

In this big wide world to come, 

The sun isn’t always shown. 

Brandon Porras-5th Grade 
Ms. Laura Vasquez 
Loma Verde Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Evil?  I Think Not! 

Once upon a time, 

That’s how every story goes, 

But there is one truth not everyone 

knows. 

Who said I was evil? 

Who said I was mean? 

Who said I was rude? 

I am no machine! 

You say I was evil! 

You said I was mean, and rude and 

all those things! 

But do you know the truth. 

Or all the lies,  

My desire was not for her to die! 

She was 14, 

Skin as white as pearls, lips as red 

of roses,  

But you know that part,  

And when I ask her if she wants 

and apple,  

The door closes, 

I try and try,  

To fulfill her happy ending,  

She’d be living with those 7 dwarfs 

if I didn’t, 

She thought I had been 

pretending,  

To be “nice,” 

And “sweet,” 

But these days would just repeat. 

I was her fairy godmother,  

I was the reason for her happy 

ending,  

But what do I get repaid with? 

I get thrown off a cliff,  

Ignored in a gif, 

With no drop of respect, 

The villain, the freak,  

That’s all they saw in a peek. 

But all I want to tell you,  

all I urge to say,  

is please believe 
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things were not meant to go this 

way.  

I meant to do good, great even! 

That is all, just to give her all I was 

given, 

So if you read the story again,  

Look at it another way, 

And know things weren’t meant to 

go that way. 

Karen Centeno-6th Grade 
Mrs. Maria Quintero 
Montwood Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
Rated G For Everyone 

A gigantic screen with dancing 

treats, 

Dressed up characters you want to 

meet. 

The greetings of people that give 

you your ticket 

When you enter, you are as silent 

as a cricket. 

Grabbing buttery popcorn and 

extra-large drink, 

Gazing at the movie trying not to 

blink.  

Waiting patiently to see the 

movie’s finish, 

It’s a movie that makes my 

popcorn diminish. 

Eventually everyone wants more 

food.  

The extra food tastes very good. 

Choosing where to sit and then 

finding a seat, 

Maybe there is someone you’ll 

meet. 

When it feels real, you know it’s 

worth it 

That you had to pay quite a bit. 

The movies is a place for everyone, 

As wonderful and exciting as a 

midnight sun. 
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Ricardo Hinojos-6th Grade 
Ms. Patricia Rodriguez 
Sun Ridge Middle School 
2nd Place 
 

Bare Love 

A cold object falling through the 

air  

Prancing right and left  

Falling upon her hair 

The cold object in a white whirl  

Prancing left and right  

It's dampening her curls 

We couldn't know when 

And we'd never know how 

A blazing blizzard has been 

aroused 

For this night has shown 

What has become 

Of our frozen tears and this bare 

love  

But with every broken heart 

There's a chance at change  

That's when the wind came about 

and whisked her away 

Her tornado of feelings  

Destroying all in its path 

Her soul...enveloped in a fiery 

wrath 

A volcanic repellant  

Such as the great blue sea 

The hurricane of hope that she'd 

truly need 

For this night has shown 

What has become 

Of our frozen tears, broken 

hearts, and this bare love. 

Blake Hall-7th Grade 
Mrs. Melissa Buenrostro 
Montwood Middle School 
1st Place 

 

Peace 

My family is a boat 

Sailing into an angry sea 

The crashing waves hit us 

And try to bring us down 

But we don’t let it 

Even if it may seem impossible 
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We won’t let it sink 

As the storm finally takes a break 

The sun wakes up 

The clouds leave 

And the sky is blue 

We are at peace 

And we build ourselves stronger 

So that we can survive the next 

storm 

We look for safety 

Somewhere nice 

And we see an island 

And that will suffice 

We hope and pray 

That we’ll stay at peace 

But we know another storm will 
come 

Someday 

Sarah Marin-7th Grade 
Ms. Anita Camfield 
Bill Sybert School 
2nd Place 
 

 

It Hurts 

“It hurts’’ she said, 

the smooth cut of the blade against 

her pale skin. 

“It hurts the way this cruel world 

looks at me.” 

“It hurts having to take anti-

depressants and having to explain 

why I’m hurting.”  

She told me, “It hurts that my 

parents judge me when they are 

supposed to help.”  

“It hurts going to a therapist who 

said she couldn’t help me.”  

I ran to her house as soon as she 

needed me,  

but it was too late.  

I lay with her on her hospital bed 

as she died and said sadly,  

“It hurts” 
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Mykala Ja’Na Erron 
7th Grade 
Mrs. Gloria Arias 
SPC Rafael Hernando  
Middle School 
3rd Place 
 

The Mouse and the Giraffe 

In a zoo not far from where you 

are now, 

A small mouse had a very big 

problem. 

Yes, she was in love, in love, in 

love, 

But not for a mouse she had fallen. 

You see, the mouse was deeply in 

love, 

With a beast who was really quite 

tall. 

It was a giraffe who this tiny 

mouse loved, 

But she did not mind it at all. She’d 

go to the zoo to visit her love, 

But alas, he never seemed to see 

her. 

For you see, the giraffe, who 

hardly looked down, 

Had never the chance to meet her. 

So at last one day the mouse 

finally cried, 

“Look down, my love, I’m right 

here! 

I’ve waited and waited and waited 

still, 

So please pay attention, my dear!” 

The giraffe looked hither and saw 

the small mouse, 

And gave a short laugh of surprise. 

“Hello there, mouse! How are you 

doing?” 

He asked her with warmth in his 

eyes. 

“Oh yes, mouse, I know how you 

love me so. 

The other animals have told me 

countless times. 

So I have one weighty question for 

you. 

Tell me, will you be mine?” 

The mouse, overjoyed, did not 

hesitate, 
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To squeak out the words, “Oh yes!” 

So they lived together for the rest 

of their days, 

In love words cannot express. 

And so, my friends, I hope you 

have learned, 

That regardless of what people say 

or write, 

Love is a thing that is shared by 

all, 

No matter what size or what 

height. 

 
Adriana Montoya-8th Grade  
Mrs. Rebecca D’Antoni 
Montwood Middle School  
1st Place 
 

I Am One Women’s Suffrage 

I see the leaders of the Seneca 

Falls convention 

I touch the declaration of 

sentiments 

I say my political opinion 

I understand who I’m going to vote 

for 

I have the right to vote for women 

I hear the woman protesting 

I want the right to vote for whom I 

want 

I agree the declaration of 

independence 

I argue all men and women are 

equal 

I work for a better future 

I refuse to sit around and not fight 

for my rights 

I defend all women who have 

nothing to say 

I am the rights of America 

I worry about not succeeding 

I believe I’m making a difference 

I support all women voting and 

running for office 

I am women’s suffrage 

David Akers-8th Grade 
Mrs. Priscilla Ochoa 
Ensor Middle School 
2nd Place 
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Forever 

For some it means always 

For some it means love  

For some it means torture 

For others it means above….. 

Forever 

For some it means eternity 

For others it means they are finally 

free 

Some may think the song will go 

on 

To another it means their song  

Will cease to be…… 

Forever 

Has many meanings… 

To some it may bring happiness 

To others sadness 

Never to see happiness again 

Which forever are you meant to 

be? 

Which forever will be your 

destiny….? 

 

Emilia Teresa Carter–8th Grade 
Mrs. Karen Arras 
Socorro Middle School 
3rd Place 

 

An Ode to Writing 

Some people don’t realize 

How special it is 

When you are able to pick up a 

pencil 

And put your heart on a piece of 

paper. 

When you confide in an inanimate 

object, 

Yet the weight of the world is still 

lifted from your shoulders, 

As if you were disclosing to a 

person. 

Being able to tell a story, a 

memory, or a wish 

Without receiving words of 

judgement or looks of disbelief. 

Some people don’t realize 

How necessary, how therapeutic 



26  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

It can be to release the caging 

thoughts from your mind 

And put it on a page. 

When you’re able to release what 

your mouth is too afraid to voice, 

But your soul wants to scream. 

What is written is infinite 

Because it’s a tangible piece of the 

past 

Forever trapped in a moment of 

time, 

Living in the words you once 

composed. 

Writing depicts who you were, 

Your evolution. 

Some people don’t realize 

That writing is something so 

simple, 

Just a collection of letters to form 

words, 

Words to form sentences, 

Sentences to form paragraphs. 

Yet, it is also powerful. 

It allows people to feel. 

To acknowledge the pain, the 

sadness, the happiness, the hope. 

Some people don’t realize 

Writing is a savior. 

Writing is limitless. 

Writing gives you the power 

To create and fix mistakes, 

To make happy endings, 

To inspire. 

Erykah Maldonado-9th Grade 
Ms. Veronica Macias 
Mission Early College High 
School 
1st Place 
 

Corrupted Cinderella 

Warmth is foreign and  

Daunting but assuring. Love 

Is truth and world. 

But noise is horrifying; 

Noise is broken plates and 

Anguished crying and angry 

Shouting. Yet love is a 
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A shield defending innocence of the 

new and naïve. 

But love does not last forever. 

(Nothing does.) 

(And the clock strikes one!) 

Deafening screams of 

Helplessness and fury thick 

In the air and overbearing. 

Shattered heart and broken  

Toy and tangled love. 

Too young and changing to 

Be imprisoned by disgusting 

Words ricocheting off enclosed 

Walls and grotesque actions. 

(And the clock strikes three!) 

Strayed off the path 

Of purity and the dark forest 

Swallows joy whole. Spiteful 

Aura and isolation, 

Friendships made with monsters 

Under the bed. 

(And the clock strikes five!) 

Purple is hatred and 

Ugly and blue is 

Shame and fear. Red is 

The cracked bone and 

Broken spirit. 

But black is nothing; 

Black is empty and  

Comforting and the 

Only safe haven. 

(And the clock strikes seven!) 

Altruism is sweet honey 

Covering the poison of  

The apple. Sick-sweet 

Smiles learned from  

Pernicious trials of endless 

Fists and tired bones and 

Finally –  

The birth of a prodigy –  

A master of deceit. 

Unsuspecting warmth and 

Sincerity – friends – tools to shield 

The heart from reality 

Of drunken tantrums and 

Baseless accusations and assaults 
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Cutting through ropes of 

Attachment and faith. 

(And the clock strikes eight!) 

Pain is the only truth  

Accompanied by 

Ugly, sordid, vile 

Hate. Deformed heart 

And marred mentality. 

Plagued by thoughts of 

Killing, running away 

To a clandestine world 

Of serenity and amity. 

But pain is persistent,  

A vice-like anchor to 

The cruelty of life. 

(And the clock strikes ten!) 

Fragile secrets too 

Susceptible to discovery. The 

Bold and complacent are 

Not granted security or 

Immunity from prying 

Eyes and human curiosity. 

A small spark and 

Wildfires spread through 

Woods and burn 

Down meticulous walls  

Of lies. And the world 

Is black and white; 

Pretty, pure words 

Painting over 

Oppressive dark 

Truths. But 

White is nothing and 

Harmless and  

Black is everything and 

Revolting. Maturing  

Alters perspectives and  

The safe haven dissolves. 

Mindless backstab by 

Media and safety 

Is a fleeting dream –  

A dying ember. 

(Evil always knows.) 

(And the clock strikes eleven!) 

From the beginning, there 

Was already nowhere to 
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Hide – only a dead-end and 

Corned soul fighting a 

Fruitless battle. 

Silver seen of 

Insanity flashes and 

Crimson flows and 

Fibers of despair snap. 

Internal alarms ring 

To the waltz of blaring 

Sirens. Shed the 

Skin of morality and 

Hell emerges – monsters  

Under the bed claw 

Rationale to shreds. 

The silver streaked 

Crimson is beautiful, 

But the crumpled Evil 

Dripping blood onto 

White tiles – filling  

Emptiness – is far  

More picturesque than  

Any star of hope. 

(And it all fades to midnight.) 

Time’s up, Cinderella. 

(And the clock strikes twelve!) 

Jenny Cha-9th Grade 
Mr. Randy Hancock 
El Dorado High School 
2nd Place 
 

7 Years 

Dance, dance, dance he does. 

He spins the notes 

Like a soft cream. 

His moves, hot like the  

Sun. 

Pants arise, suit on, 

He shuffles across the stage. 

The world hears his tune, 

Instant swoon. 

Black hair flown, double skin, 

Decades of work, 

Of torture, 

Yet his love- unconditional. 

Say what you like- 

A fraud, a bad guy, 

A dark soul. 

His heart- so pure. 

The world lost a soul,  
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Who only wanted to be human- 

Who was only human. 

He was bad, he was smooth, 

He was dangerous. Invincible, 

I want YOU back, 

My Michael. 

Ciyerah Rice-9th Grade 
Mr. Roger Atilano 
Americas High School 
3rd Place 
 
 
The Art of Language 

Language is the words of our 

ancestors, murmured through our 

own tongues.  

It carries within itself, the  

motions, hardships, and thoughts 

of our descendants. 

They keep us rooted to our roots, 

allowing the past to live vicariously 

through us. 

How many times have I heard 

someone say, "This is America, 

speak English."? 

As if the land I so firmly stand on, 

is revolted at the sound of my 

name, at the pronunciation of my 

words, at the music of my 

heritage. 

Language is not a barrier, built 

along a border to keep us apart. 

Language will not be our chains, 

used to keep us imprisoned. 

Language is the art of spoken 

word. It is our thoughts and 

emotions forming a presence in the 

physical world. My language is 

beautiful, my cradle at birth. My 

language is my mother, and her 

struggles in this land. My language 

is my family, as traditional as they 

may be. 

But most importantly, my language 

is me. 
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Gabriel Flores-10th Grade  
Mrs. Bernadette Valenzuela 
Mission Early College High 
School 
1st Place 
 
 
Chicken Tenders 

Look at it there,  

It gave me a stare,  

What a delightful sight,  

It was just so right, 

The way it crunched, 

Brought up a thought of lunch, 

So brown and thick, 

I just want a lick, 

The taste was so pleasant, 

Felt like heaven, 

The stomach thought otherwise 

because the chicken bothered. 

Oh, how it ruined the system, 

The custom of the body just didn’t 

listen, 

Forget the effect, it nearly caused 

death, 

The fattening food just delayed. 

Oh, how long it took for them to 

make! 

Don’t waste your time:  

It didn’t even come with fries. 

Vanessa Reyes–10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Gone 

She was my best friend 

So eager to run and play, 

Until illness took her away. 

She’s gone. 

The back yard where we used to 

play, 

There was never a gloomy day. 

But now she is gone. 

I will never forget the day that she 

passed. 

This dreaded day had come at last. 

I still can’t believe that she is gone. 

Although the pain in my heart of 

losing her still aches, 
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Her memory will never break. 

She will forever live in my heart. 

She will never truly be gone. 

Angelique Morales-10th Grade 
Ms. Claudia Recoder 
Eastlake High School 
3rd Place 
 
 

Green 

I distinctly recall the feel of it, the 

aura of the green that enveloped 

me as a child in my hometown. 

I remember the park, where the 

trees stood like massive towers of 

life above me, the blades of grass 

caressing the bottom of my feet as 

I walked through the labyrinth of 

nature. 

The sweet, succulent, smell of pine 

and flowers a rich cool perfume 

through my nostrils. 

I’ve been stripped of this green. 

But amidst this dry, dirt desert 

landscape, I see patches of the 

green from my home. 

I can only have moments with 

them, never the full experience of 

the verdant wonderland, but 

nevertheless I’m grateful for these 

small portals to my past. 

How I miss this green. 

I also remember of a green in a 

different form, a green that drives 

and controls the lives of all society. 

My family had plenty of that green, 

and we were grateful for it.  

It brought us happiness. 

But, soon my family broke apart 

and my mother was left with three 

kids to support on her own, and 

the lack of green brought sorrow 

and sadness. 

I saw my mother. I saw her 

anguish. This image is a ghost, an 
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event that haunts me. It is unlike 

any other experience I’ve had. 

We were shackled. We were 

prisoners, unable to enjoy the 

luxuries that those around us were 

enjoying. 

It changed me. It made me 

grateful for the things I possess, 

but the struggle never left my 

family, a struggle brought on by a 

deficit of green. 

How I miss this green. 

Even though my life is missing 

green, I continue to remain 

hopeful. I am reminded daily of the 

beauties of life when I see my 

friends and family. 

That is a green I will never lose. 

Juan Martinez-11th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Walker 
Americas High School 
1st Place 
 
 
 

White Canvas 

As clear as day, 

Woken to a new light—  

Time by time we splatter paint and 

sometimes pain. 

The pain fades away,  

But the paint stays. 

Dark or bright, it's trapped on the 

page—  

Reminding whether the strokes 

were frightening or brightening;  

It's the colors you embrace best 

that stick on the page. 

So imagine the shades.  

The darks might overshadow the 

lights,  

Yet it's the new light we awake to 

that colors our white canvas. 

Kennedy Sutton–11th Grade 
Mrs. Andrea Ramirez 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
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Chains of Sorrow 

I knew once my eyes 

Were laid upon you 

I would forever be your prisoner 

My soul would always be 

Shackled to yours 

My heart could never  

Love another being 

While my existence was never  

Known to you 

No tear was shed over this  

By what right  

Could I approach you? 

By what right 

Could a person  

Lacking the very fire you carried 

Ever confess my love? 

Though our fingers never brushed 

 Each other’s skin 

Though our lips never able to meet 

Though we never even uttered a 

Word to one another 

That made no difference to me 

My heart still longed for you 

My eyes still drank up your sight 

But now my heart cries out for you 

My eyes are full of raw anguish 

My entire soul grief-stricken 

Your life was not supposed to end  

This soon 

The warmth I so desperately 

desired 

To embrace was not supposed to  

Grow cold 

I would have taken your fate a 

million times over 

If it meant the fire within you 

continued 

Burning 

I knew once my eyes 

Were laid upon you 

I would forever be your prisoner 

The shackles that bound me 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  35

To you would hold for eternity 

Yet the only thing that could free 

me 

Had died with you 

Cristina Rodriguez-11th Grade 
Ms. Elizabeth Vandervort 
Mission Early College High 
School 
3rd Place 
 

Slumber 

I can’t remember the first time I 

saw the man. 

All I can remember was the 

dreadful feeling that came with the 

twisted, 

Toothless smile he always offered 

me. 

I would see the man almost 

everywhere I went, 

And more than often I would see 

him every day in front of my 

workplace, 

And his missing teeth never failed 

to make an appearance. 

He smiled at me every time. 

And when he smiled, 

A sort of empty kindness sat there, 

In the spaces between his gums, 

Where his teeth should be. 

His eyes a window to a sad, sad 

world, 

Somewhere deep inside of him. 

A dark empty world, 

Where nothing but cruel intentions 

roamed. 

He frightened me. 

I saw this man everywhere, 

His footsteps ever so silent, 

But his presence louder than a 

freight train. 

The same weird energy 

surrounding the smile he gave me 

daily. 

The smile itself, becoming a daily 

ritual. 

Until one day, 

The man broke the ritual, 

And disappeared. 
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The day I realized I hadn’t seen 

him or his smile in a while, 

I couldn’t help but feeling a 

strange feeling. 

A feeling like a question I asked 

hadn’t been answered. 

And the days passed… 

And the night grew longer… 

The days grew shorter, and were a 

daze… 

And I lost sense of time, for quite 

some time. 

I didn’t sleep for what seemed like 

ages. 

The feeling of an unanswered 

question still lingered through my 

whole being, 

And I couldn’t understand why. 

Then, 

One night, 

Finally, 

I slumbered. 

 

It was one of those times where 

you don’t realize you’re asleep, 

Until you wake up. 

Except I didn’t wake up. 

Not completely that is, 

I was somewhere along the bridge 

between consciousness and the 

land of dreams, 

When the bridge suddenly 

collapsed, 

And I found myself walking down a 

sidewalk. 

A strange feeling filled the air, like 

I was being followed, 

Only I felt it for just a second 

before it escalated to a much more 

powerful feeling, 

Panic. 

Before I knew it, 

I was sprinting down the street at 

full speed 

Without knowing exactly why. 

Or maybe I did know why, 
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Maybe it was because the feeling I 

felt before the panic that caused 

me to run, 

Was all too familiar. 

Maybe it was because the feeling I 

had felt, 

Was the feeling I would get  

When the man would smile his 

toothless smile at me. 

I felt the loud presence behind me, 

I could almost hear it, instead of 

footsteps behind me. 

I didn’t dare to look behind me, 

But that wasn’t up to me anymore, 

It was up to instinct now. 

And instinct failed when I heard a 

loud, powerful voice, scream my 

name. 

A voice so powerful, I almost felt 

my heart explode. 

“You, turn around” 

The presence said, now closer, 

daring me almost. 

“You know me… You, turn around 

and look at me.” 

Silence… 

“…You know me.” 

The words bounced off the walls of 

my head. 

The presence’s voice almost too 

familiar, 

But I knew for a fact I’ve never 

heard it in my life. 

I turned around. 

It almost felt like some strong, 

negative force turned me around, 

And that somehow felt like the 

more logical explanation as to why 

I turned my body around. 

And the presence was right… 

HE was right. 

I knew him. 

The moment I turned around and 

saw his face, 

My heart sank to my stomach. 
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I felt the blood drain from my 

upper body. 

There, in front of me, 

Was that horrible, 

Toothless smile. 

The smile grew bigger as it came 

up to me in one swift move,  

And gripped me by the shoulders. 

He moved his head close and I 

could smell a strong scent of dirt. 

My shoulders burned like fire 

where his hands were gripping 

them. 

His head was right next to my ear, 

And I could smell his foul, almost 

rotting breath. 

“You know, we could have met 

more properly if you would have 

just smiled back.” 

He whispered in my ear, 

“We could have even met earlier if 

you hadn’t pulled the covers over 

your head as a little girl.” 

That last phrase, made my heart 

skip one too many beats. 

The burning sensation on my 

shoulders, 

From the man’s hands, 

Is what slowly brought me back 

from that godawful nightmare. 

I woke up covered in sweat, 

Breathing hard, 

And my heart was pounding in my 

throat. 

I reached over for my glass of 

water next to my bed but just hit it 

instead and caused it to fall and 

break. 

I noticed I was shaking horribly, 

And the covers started to stick like 

plastic to my wet skin. 

I took a couple of deep breaths, 

trying to steady myself, 

I threw my sheets off and decided 

that cleaning the mess of glass 

next to my bed would help my 

nerves calm down. 
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I got off the bed and walked to the 

light switch, 

I realized that the burning 

sensation hadn’t left my shoulders 

Which gave me a rather weird 

feeling, 

But dreams more than often feel 

like reality, 

And linger for a second after you 

wake up. 

So I reached out and turned on the 

light. 

At that moment, 

When I looked down, 

What I saw, destroyed my sanity 

with one single blow. 

Right there, 

Before my eyes, 

Were two burned handprints, 

Branded onto my shoulders. 

Saul Favela-12th Grade 
Ms. Mary Melendez 
Socorro High School 
1st Place 

 

The Misadventures of Fated 
Lovers 
 
Our paths crossed like two New 

Yorkers, 

Both walking to and from work on 

their daily commute.  

Recklessly, ignoring the “DO NOT 

CROSS SIGNS”, 

I crossed my fingers and hoped to 

meet you.  

It wasn’t long until I realized that 

the word “infatuation”, 

Was just a mere miscalculation. 

I was consumed by that sharp 

tongue you carry, 

Along with your switchblade 

attitude. 

And let’s not forget about your 

wits, 

And the infinite amount of smooth 

talk that you oh so love to spit 

Into my mouth, 

Right before you try to kiss me.  
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However, let’s not forget about 

your scars, 

The ones identical to mine. 

The ones you can find on our 

thighs, 

Both struggling to decipher the 

brail lettering that is etched into 

our skin 

Like an Etch-A-Sketch, 

Only these lines we both know, 

Cannot be undone.  

I was a board game. 

I was the Tumbling Tower,  

And you always managed to take 

out the best pieces of me, 

Leaving me on the verge of 

collapsing, 

Waiting for someone else to build 

me back up again. 

I was the bubble gum  

That you so much liked to pop. 

The one with “Long-lasting Flavor”, 

And you chewed, 

And you chewed, 

Until you managed to squeeze out 

every last drop of my sanity. 

Our love was the joke that I could 

not tell. 

It was the one thing that 

scrambled my insides, 

Triggering stuttering nonsense to 

erupt out of my mouth, 

Every time somebody asked me 

about you. 

And as always, I reply: “I just 

always seem to get the punchline 

wrong.”  

On the other hand, 

I loved your birthmarks. 

The ones that I used to “Connect-

The-Dots” to 

In order to map out the 

constellations on your skin 

In hopes of being one step closer 

in being your whole universe.  

 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  41

And at sundown,  

I take a deep breath in and just 

enjoy the view, 

Because out of the pale purples 

and bruised blues, 

You’re still my favorite hue. 

Jocelyn Castillo-12th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Walker 
Americas High School 
2nd Place 
 

The Pedestrian  

From the way he walked,  

To the way he smirked,  

I could have sworn I knew that 

boy.  

And from the way he smirked,  

I loathed every inch of him.  

Could it have been a different 

man?  

A different man behind my wheel?  

To this day I say, no.  

For I have been pure my whole 

entire life,  

Until I met hate at the one 

crosswalk.  

The way he walked and the way he 

smirked.  

He could have sworn he was king 

of the world.  

Yes, seeing that walking, smirking 

face on a daily routine,  

Took the wheel and drove that 

calm Autumn morning,  

When the canker sore appeared,  

And that walking, smirking mug, so 

beautiful,  

Mad my sinister thought goes 

CHOMP! 

Like a pair of sharp teeth, biting 

down on that old canker.  

I wanted to destroy something 

beautiful.  

And the canker sore burned,  

And the teeth went CHOMP CHOMP 

CHOMP 

And my hands trembled at the 

wheel,  
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And the boy walked and smirked,  

And, my right foot, got heavier and 

heavier,  

And that was all I could remember.  

Until the smirking mug hit my 

windshield,  

Smirking no more.  

Then, lifelessly, hit the floor.  

A loud thud broke the silence of 

the Autumn morning,  

Calm no more.  

Saul Favela-12th Grade 
Ms. Mary Melendez 
Socorro High School 
3rd Place 
 

  



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  43

Real/Imaginative/
Engaging Stories
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If I Were a Cheetah 

One day in Africa I was taking care 

of my baby cubs. I heard a lion, 

“ROAR!” I told my cubs to hide 

behind the trees. The lion got 

closer and I ran as fast as I could 

and I jumped on the lion. I 

scratched him with my sharp 

claws. I bit him with my sharp 

fangs. He was fighting back with 

me. He used his sharp claws and 

sharp teeth too. I was able to run 

from the lion and he couldn’t get 

me. I ran back to my cubs and I 

told my cubs to run from the lion. 

We ran to a faraway tree to get 

away from the lion.  We got to the 

tree and we took a little rest. We 

were all safe from the lion.  

Abel Irene-Kindergarten 
Ms. Veronica Perez 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 

A Perfect Day 

On a perfect day, I would make a 

snow fort and play inside.  My 

family would play too.  I make the 

best snow balls.  I am safe inside 

my fort but my cousins are not.  

My sister throws the first snowball 

at my cousins.  Watch out!  My dad 

and my mom throw snowballs too.  

It’s war!  We yell and scream a lot.  

I hide in my fort and make more 

snowballs.  Our hands and feet get 

really cold, so we go inside and 

drink hot chocolate.  Yum! 

Khloei Kincaide-Kindergarten 
Ms. Lilian Mares 
Purple Heart Elementary 
2nd Place 
	

The Princess and The Prince 

Once upon a time there was a 

beautiful princess that went to the 

ball.  At the ball she danced all night 

with a handsome prince.  When the 

ball was over they realize that they 
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had a problem.  The princess’s royal 

horse was missing. The prince took 

the princess on his horse to look for 

her horse. They found him in the 

dark forest trapped by trees that 

were cut down. They didn’t know 

what to do to save the horse.  Just 

then a forest fairy flew down from 

the sky.  They were so happy to see 

her and they asked her for help.  

She got some fairy dust from her 

bag and sprinkled it all over the 

trees.  Suddenly the trees started 

floating away and that freed the 

royal horse.  The forest fairy turned 

the trees into a beautiful carriage 

and the prince and princess drove 

away with a happy ending. 

Anneliese Castillo – 
Kindergarten 
Mrs. MaryAnn Tapia 
Elfida P. Chavez Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 

The Three Crazy Tacos 

Once upon a time, there were 

three Crazy Tacos who lived on a 

Taco Stand. Their names were 

Steak, Pastor and Chicken. There 

was also a little girl named Juanita 

who loved to eat tacos at the Taco 

Stand. Steak, Pastor and Chicken 

knew that Juanita always ate three 

tacos and they did not want to be 

eaten by her. The three Crazy 

tacos made a plan so she would 

not eat them. Steak decided to put 

salsa on his tortilla, Pastor put 

guacamole on his and Chicken 

squeezed lemon on his. Juanita 

came to the Taco Stand in the 

afternoon and she loved lemon so 

she picked the Chicken Taco first 

and loved it. She gobbled it down 

in a second. Sadly, Chicken Taco 

did not survive. Next, she picked 

Steak Taco but she did not like it 
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because it was too spicy but she 

added some sour cream and ate it 

all. Steak Taco did not make it 

either. Juanita saw the last taco on 

her plate. She looked at it and 

decided not to eat it because she 

was allergic to guacamole. Puff!!! 

Steak Taco was safe and lived 

happily ever after.  

Emily Tena–1st Grade 
Mrs. Maricela Armendariz 
Elfida P. Chávez Elementary 
1st Place 
 

A Rainy Night 

It was a rainy night and the front 

door of the house was open. 

Damian a 6 year old boy who lived 

alone, went to the kitchen because 

he was really hungry. From the 

corner of his eye he saw the front 

door slowly close. As he turn 

around and carefully look at the 

door all of the sudden it slammed 

open and shut. Before he new it all 

of the 20 doors of his house 

started slamming open and shut. 

Bang, Bang, Bang the door of the 

restroom went. He could feel the 

shaking of the walls with the tips of 

his toes. He heard a noise coming 

from the refrigerator. The 

refrigerator door opened the light 

from inside blinded his eyes and 

the only thing he could see was a 

dark square shape. As he got close 

to it, he saw that it was a 

sandwich. It grew arms, legs, eyes, 

mouth and teeth. From out of 

nowhere the sandwich jumped 

towards Damian and yelled “Who’s 

the hungry one now!” 

Damian Vargas-1st Grade 
Mrs. Rachel Thomas  
Myrtle Cooper Elementary 
School 
2nd Place 
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The Grinch Steals Halloween 

Halloween is so much fun, but this 

year there will be none! No tricks, 

no treats, no pumpkin pails or even 

any spooky tales. You must 

remember me, I'm sure that you 

do, I'm that mean Old Grinch, now 

you know who! 

Last year I stole Christmas, and 

that was too much fun but this 

year I have come for more! This 

year I will steal Halloween from all 

the little boys and girls. As they 

get tucked into bed waiting for 

October 31st. I will be sneaking in 

at night and take it all away. Ha! 

Ha! Ha! 

Finally, it was Halloween morning 

and as all the boys and girls 

opened their eyes and looked for 

their costumes, they realized 

everything Halloween was gone. 

They all started crying boo-hoo-

hoo!!! "What are we going to do?" 

I should be happy that they were 

all so sad; I'm a mean Old Grinch 

after all: What was happening? I 

forgot that at Christmas my heart 

grew. I couldn't take it, and gave it 

all back. “Here boys and girls!! 

Halloween is back!" The children all 

cheered and gave me great hugs. 

And with every hug and thank you 

something strange happened to 

me. The Grinch I used to be was 

no more. As I looked down at 

myself I had turned into a big, fat 

pumpkin!!! "Happy Halloween Mr. 

Grinch!" yelled the children. 

Maybe I will steal Thanksgiving 

after all. 

Alyssa Alcantar-1st Grade 
Ms. Lynn Hardiman 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
3rd Place 
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5 Dresses 

Once upon a time there was a 

princess who loved to look pretty. 

She loved her mother and admired 

her beauty and style. She wanted 

to look as fabulous as her mother. 

So one day she went into her 

mother’s closet. She knew that she 

wasn’t allowed in the closet. She 

picked out 5 dresses, a red, green, 

blue, purple, and orange. Each one 

had a special magical power. She 

tried each one on. The red one 

made her sleepy. The green one 

made her tiny. The blue one made 

her bigger. The purple one made 

her shape shift into any animal she 

thought of, and the orange one 

made her invisible. She put on 

each dress and when she put on 

the orange one the zipper got 

stuck! She couldn’t take it off.  

Suddenly she heard footsteps. It 

was her mother! She decided to 

run away. Her mother came into 

her room and was furious because 

all of the dresses were on the floor. 

Then she got scared because the 

orange dress was missing and her 

daughter was missing. The mother 

told the guards to search the 

woods for her. The guards heard 

the sound of the princess crying 

and followed the sound. They ran 

until they reached an old tree 

stump. They could not see the 

princess, so they returned to the 

castle. The princess went further 

into the woods and came upon a 

unicorn. It was magical unicorn. 

The unicorn asked the princess 

why she was crying. She told the 

unicorn about the dresses and how 

the orange dress made her 

invisible and the zipper got stuck. 

She tried to unzip it but could not. 
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The unicorn told the princess, “I 

can help you but you must bring 

me your mother’s purple.” The 

princess was scared and nervous to 

go back because she did want her 

mother to be angry with her for 

taking her dress. But she knew 

that she had to go back or else 

she’ll live invisible forever. She 

went back to the castle and quietly 

went to her mother’s closet. She 

saw the purple dress and took it 

back to the woods. She gave the 

unicorn the dress and then the 

unicorn waved her horn around 

wish-woosh-wish-woosh. The 

princess was visible again. “Thank 

you magical unicorn.” Then the 

unicorn put on the purple dress 

and she turned into a princess. 

“No, thank you! Now I can go back 

to my family.” The next morning 

the queen sent out her guards 

again and they found the two 

princesses next to a small cottage. 

The guards recognized Princess 

Sweetin and they took them both 

home. They returned Princess 

Sweetin to her family and the 

princess also returned home. When 

the princess saw her mother she 

ran up to her and gave her a hug 

and kiss. The queen said, “I am 

still mad at you because you were 

in my closet, but I am glad you are 

back.” The princess promised her 

mother to never again go into her 

closet. 

Karma Norman-2nd Grade 
Ms. Carrrie Soderstrom 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
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It’s a Wonderful Life with 
Camila 

Do you want to hear my story 

about my life with Camila? No, I’m 

not a real person but it doesn’t 

mean I don’t have feelings. Yes, 

it’s me, a shoe telling you my 

story! Are you ready to hear it? 

Okay, I will tell you all about my 

life with Camila.  

One day a girl name Camila was 

looking for a Nike shoe at the 

Academy Store. She said, “I’m a 

size 2, mom.” Then, she saw me 

and fell in love with me and took 

me home. Boy! Was I very happy 

she picked me! It was happiness 

everywhere we went. I remember 

one day we were playing outside in 

the rain. I got so wet, it was funny. 

I kept making squishy sounds, 

hahaha! Then we went to Burger 

King. It smelled yummy but I was 

not allowed to eat. I don’t know 

why? Then we went home and she 

dried me up. I felt a bit stiff, you 

know like very hard? The next day 

we went outside to play tag and 

Camila got me dirty AGAIN! I was 

sad because I wasn’t looking so 

new anymore. Camila told me she 

would wash me and I loved it. I 

smelled like flowers. The next time 

we went out, Camila took me to a 

flower field to make it up to me for 

getting me dirty. The flowers 

smelled so good. I wished we could 

go every day. The next day she 

took me to Rocking Jump. We had 

lots of fun! We also went to Jungle 

Jaks. We all had lots of fun. We 

then went to eat some more. Boy! 

This little girl can surely eat. We 

ate pizza. I was very happy with 

my new girl. She was so nice to 

me. She took me everywhere she 
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went. I was just happy she did not 

know about, you know, girly 

slippers like the ones on 

Cinderella’s feet hehehe! 

But one day, I started looking old 

and too small for her feet. She 

took me to Academy store and she 

saw a pair of, guess what? Oh 

no!!!! Glittery red shoes! Oh no! 

My worst nightmare! I saw that she 

was in love with them. She took us 

home. Then, she said good-bye to 

me. 

Camila Torres–2nd Grade 
Mrs. Gabriela Castellano 
Lujan-Chavez Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
A Magical Christmas Eve 

On a beautiful Christmas evening, I 

got a call from the North Pole. It 

was the elves calling to see if I was 

available tonight, it was Christmas 

Eve. They explained that Santa had 

a bad cold and couldn’t deliver 

presents this year. I was so 

surprised that they would even 

think to call me. I had no 

experience delivering presents! 

Still, I asked my mom if I could 

deliver presents for Santa and the 

elves. Her eyes nearly popped out 

of her head and she could not even 

say anything. She was in shock! 

Finally she spoke and asked me 

why. I said it was important 

because Santa had a cold and 

would not be able to deliver 

presents this year. She said 

absolutely and quickly I ran off to 

get dressed. When I was ready, 

Jack the Elf came to pick me up on 

Santa’s magical sled. When we got 

to the North Pole, Jack told me that 

I would be wearing Santa’s suit 

and walked me to the changing 

room. As I entered the room, there 
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it was, the dark red shinny magical 

suit. I could not believe my eyes. 

Was I dreaming? I was feeling so 

excited as I slipped the suit on. It 

felt so cozy and soft. Then off I ran 

to the big dreamlike sled and flew 

into the dark blue sky. I could see 

the lights from buildings shinning 

in the night. It was amazing. I also 

saw all the children sleeping cozy 

in their beds and the trees filled 

with beautiful decorations and 

lights. The world seemed asleep. 

Finally, I stated delivering presents 

to all the good children on the list. 

It felt so splendid to be part of the 

Christmas magic. When I finished 

delivering all the presents, I went 

back to the North Pole and placed 

the suit back into the closet. I was 

exhausted! Jack flew me back to 

my house where I went to bed. I 

felt my mom hug me as I fell right 

to sleep. It was such a marvelous 

adventure.   

Michelle Macias-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Valarie Braxton Molinar 
Elfida P. Chavez Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
Minecraft Madness 

It was a dark stormy night. I was 

bored to death because I could not 

go outside. I decided to play on my 

x-box. Suddenly a lightning bolt hit 

my satellite TV. Everything went 

dark for a minute. My rocket had 

disappeared and there was a dark 

hole in its place. I accidentally fell 

into the black hole. Before you 

know it I felt a lot of pressure all 

over my body and you would not 

believe what happened to me….I 

got teleported into the game! I 

thought I was dreaming. Just to 

make sure, I pinched myself but it 

hurt really bad. This was not a 

dream! I started walking and saw a 
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house made out of diamonds. I 

decided to knock on the door to 

see if anyone was home. When the 

door opened it was this guy 

dressed in blue jeans and a light 

blue t-shirt. Could it possibly be 

Steve, the main character in 

Minecraft? He invited me in to his 

house. I told him all about how I 

got teleported into the game. He 

asked me if I wanted to build a 

secret room with him. That room 

would lead me back home. I said 

yes and we got to work. It seemed 

like hours had passed. We filled the 

secret room with gold treasures 

and diamonds. We also created a 

special suit out of different jewels. 

Suddenly, I saw the rocket I had 

built before being teleported into 

the game. “My rocket!” I 

exclaimed. Steve explained to me 

that the rocket had a special 

button that would help teleport me 

back home. As much as I hated to 

leave Minecraft, I really missed my 

family. I told Steve I would miss 

him and would see him when I 

played Minecraft. I got inside the 

rocket and….BLAST OFF! Before I 

could even wave good-bye, I was 

already back home. This 

experience was madness! 

Elijah Jimenez–3rd Grade 
Mrs. Yolanda Rangel 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Moon’s Many Holes 

One day, Moon went to go visit 

Earth.  Moon was hoping to spend 

the day playing and having fun 

with Earth.  On the way over there, 

Moon met Pluto visiting with Earth.  

Moon said, “Hey Pluto, why are you 

here?”  Pluto said, “I am here to 

talk to Earth for making me a 
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dwarf planet!”  “A dwarf planet, 

what’s that?” asked Moon.  “That’s 

what I was going to ask!” yelled 

Pluto.  So Pluto approached Earth 

and asked what a dwarf planet 

was.  “Earth,” said Pluto.  “What is 

a dwarf planet?”  “A dwarf planet is 

a planet that is too small to be 

considered a regular planet” 

explained Earth.  “WHAT?!” cried 

Pluto.  Pluto was so mad that Earth 

made him a dwarf planet that he 

picked up a fat, smelly, red rock.  

Pluto screamed, “What did I do 

wrong!”  “You go around the solar 

system the wrong way,” said Earth.  

Pluto was quiet for a moment.  “Oh 

dear,” Moon sighed.  Moon wanted 

to leave, but he also wanted to 

stay and hopefully play.  “Just 

forget this and let’s all just have 

fun!” said Moon.  “Be quiet!” yelled 

Pluto.  Pluto threw the rock at 

Earth, but instead hit the Moon.  

That made him angrier.  Pluto 

picked up another rock and again 

threw it at Earth.  Again he missed!  

Pluto went into a rage and 

continued throwing rocks at Earth, 

but missed every time, hitting poor 

Moon as he continued to orbit 

Earth.  Up to this very day, we can 

still see the large holes, now called 

craters, that Pluto threw into the 

Moon. 

Ariel Martinez-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Elissa Beard 
James P. Butler Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
In the Jungle 

Roar! Roar! The girl heard a loud 

roar in the jungle.  She loved going 

in the jungle to see tigers, 

monkeys, lions and all sort of 

exotic animals.  Her most favorite 

thing to do in the jungle was 

talking to the animals, for she 
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believed that the animals would 

someday talk back to her.  She 

believed with all her heart that 

animals would talk.  The girl would 

always speak to the animals asking 

them, “Would you want to be my 

friend?”  They wouldn’t reply since 

they couldn’t speak, but she hoped 

that their answer was yes! Every 

day she would walk into the jungle, 

talk to all the animals, and sing 

songs, read them stories, and ask 

them, “Would you be my friend?” 

She believed with all her might 

that one day the animals would 

reply. Until one afternoon, she 

heard voices in the jungle, lots of 

them!  She couldn’t believe her 

ears, so she walked closer into the 

jungle, and there she met with all 

the animals she spent time with 

every day.  The tiger slowly 

approached the girl, instead of 

growling he kindly said, “I am your 

friend.”  The girl couldn’t believe 

the tiger had answered her! Her 

wish had come true!  Suddenly, 

more animals approached the girl 

and told her the same thing the 

tiger had stated. The girl somehow 

found herself in the middle of a 

crowd of animals all declaring they 

were the girl’s friend.  The girl was 

so happy to find new friendships, 

that every day in the jungle was 

where she felt most at home. 

Abigail Monsivais–3rd Grade 
Ms. Yolanda Mendez 
Robert Rojas Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Reaching the Stars 

It was a dark, summer night. The 

moon was shining bright, the stars 

were twinkling, and young Luna 

was staring out her window in 

amazement. “The stars look so 

bright tonight,” said Luna. “I wish I 

could go grab or even just touch a 

star,” she said with a sigh. Then a 

lightbulb formed over her head. 

She had a brilliant idea. In her 

pajamas, Luna tiptoed from her 

bedroom to the 1st floor, to the 

kitchen and got every single item 

she could find. She got chairs to 

frying pans, cups to rollers, and 

even saltshakers. Next, she pushed 

all the items out into the backyard, 

stacked each one into one big 

wobbly stack. Then she carefully 

climbed the wiggly, jiggly stack 

and next thing she knew she was 

right in front of the glistening 

stars. Luna couldn’t believe she 

was so close to the stars. She 

could literally touch them! There 

were yellow, red, white, orange, 

and even blue stars. She put her 

hand in the stream of stars and it 

sent ripples through the sky, then 

she leaned in to touch a star it felt 

like a soft, puffy cloud. As she was 

playing with the stars by throwing 

them around, juggling them, and 

jumping up and down on them like 

a little crazy monkey, a star much 

brighter than the others came 

towards her.’’ Hi little fella how are 

you doing?’’ asked Luna in a soft 

whisper. All the star did was make 

a little rumbling sound and a small 

wiggle like it was happy. Luna 

chuckled, “I like you. I think I am 

going to name you……..Estelle’’. 

Then Estelle started glowing the 

colors of the rainbow. “Do you 
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want me to sit on top of you?’’ 

asked Luna curiously. The star 

nodded and jingled. She sat on the 

star and all of a sudden….it started 

to rumble and shake. VOOOOOM! 

It flew through the sky. Luna held 

on tight to the star as it went 

faster than the speed of light. She 

noticed that Estelle was leaving 

behind a tail of gold and silver 

stardust. As they were traveling 

through the Milky Way Galaxy, 

Luna could feel the fresh breeze on 

her face and it strangely smelled 

like the scent of chocolate ice 

cream with sprinkles and a 

delectable cherry on top. They 

were now approaching Saturn. 

Luna was amazed at how big and 

radiant Saturn’s rings were. She 

leaned a little bit to her left to 

reach for Saturn’s ring. When she 

captured a piece of the ring she 

opened the palm of her hand to 

reveal that it looked like silver and 

bronze glitter. The wind soon blew 

it out of her hand and out of sight. 

Now they were coming closer to 

Mars. Luna squinted her eyes to 

take a closer look. She saw how 

the sand shined a vibrant shade of 

red like a fiery flame and she 

swore she saw a metallic colored 

alien next to an emerald green 

spaceship. Now they were 

approaching Venus, but all they 

could see was a foggy sky. So, 

Luna put her head through the fog 

so she could see what Venus 

looked like. Luna couldn’t believe 

what her eyes were seeing. The 

ground was pink, the mountains 

were teal with silver snow on top, 

and the sky was a dusty shade of 

green with pearly white clouds. 

When it rained the water droplets 
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were a hazel color and tasted like 

sweet, sweet caramel. When Luna 

took her head out of the fog there 

was a great, big smile on her face 

and her hands were covered with 

caramel water droplets. Their last 

stop was the moon. Luna stretched 

her hand as far as she could to 

touch the moon. It felt like chalk 

and when she removed her hand 

she could still see her handprint 

and her hand was full of grey moon 

dust. Soon the star started to slow 

down. After a while, it stopped and 

Luna climbed off. She ripped out a 

piece of Estelle to keep so she 

could cherish that moment forever. 

She said goodbye to all the stars 

and whispered to Estelle, ’’Don’t 

worry it will grow back in no time.’’ 

She slowly climbed down from the 

stack and when her feet finally 

reached the ground the stack fell 

down onto the ground right on 

time. Luna went back to bed and 

gently placed the star on her night 

stand, it lit the room up with a 

warm yellow glow. Luna closed her 

eyes and sleepily whispered, “I’ll 

never forget this amazing night.’’ 

Sara Flores-4th Grade 
Mrs. Tina Valero 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
A Unicorn in Paris 

One night when I was getting 

ready for bed, my brain was 

daydreaming about going to Paris. 

It was bedtime so I got in bed and 

dozed off to sleep. Suddenly I 

woke up to the sound of a bird 

chirping. I looked out the window, 

not noticing the huge tower in front 

of my face. When I finally looked 

up and focused, I saw the tall, 

beautiful, outrageous Eiffel Tower 
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that I had always dreamed of 

seeing. I turned to the door and 

saw an old sign that said; 

“Welcome to the Paris Hotel.” I’m 

in Paris?? I couldn’t believe it! I 

stood there shocked out of my 

mind. I thought, “This must be a 

dream.” I pinched myself and, 

OUCH!, it wasn’t a dream. “How 

can this be happening?” I 

wondered, but it didn’t matter 

because it was awesome. Then I 

heard a Clickety! Clop! Sound. I 

thought it was a pony, so I walked 

outside the hotel and then I 

noticed it wasn’t just any kind of 

pony. It was a unicorn! I was so 

excited that I jumped up and down 

and then climbed on the unicorn’s 

back. All of a sudden she spread 

out her gorgeous, enormous, white 

wings and we began to fly. We 

took a trip around Paris. I could 

see tall, beautiful buildings and I 

could feel the breeze blowing 

through my hair. We even passed 

by the Eiffel Tower. The people 

down below looked like little ants. I 

decided to keep the beautiful 

unicorn as a pet, and I named her 

Rainbow. I loved her soft, smooth, 

white fur and the way her rainbow 

colored hair blew in the wind as we 

flew around the city. I was having 

the best day ever, in my whole 

entire life. Suddenly I noticed that 

my parents weren’t there and this 

whole time I had been in my 

pajamas. “Was it all a dream?” I 

wondered. 

Kristina Pan-4th Grade 
Ms. Rosie Ortiz 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
2nd Place 
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My Great Escape 

“I must escape this small cage. Life 

in here is miserable! This class 

makes a lot of noise and I can’t 

sleep!” Every day is the same old 

routine. East, sleep, and play on 

the same old wheel. I kept thinking 

of a plan to escape. “Maybe at 

night I can push the door open!” 

I’m a genius, no, a cute genius! 

As the day ended, nighttime came 

and sneaky little Theodore Hamster 

was planning his great escape. 

“Ugh! Now one…last….Push!” he 

roared. The door busted open. “I’m 

free, I’m actually free!” he 

exclaimed excitedly. Now let’s see 

what’s on my bucket list, shall we. 

First, ruin paper. Next, damage 

library books. Finally, ruin 

computer cords. 

“First things first, ruin paper.” So 

Theodore nibbled, bit, and clawed 

papers from the teacher’s desk. 

“That’s one thing off my bucket 

list!” Next, damage library books. 

So Theodore made his way to the 

library and climbed on book 

shelves. He was having the time of 

his life. “Okay, one last bite, YUM!” 

As he took his last bite, he started 

to get thirsty. “Oh, I have an idea! 

I’ll just quickly walk straight to the 

boy’s bathroom and take a quick 

drink out of the toilet.” As 

Theodore crawled onto the toilet 

seat, he lost his grip and slipped 

straight into the toilet, “SPLASH!” 

“Well, that was not the type of 

bucket I was talking about.” He 

very carefully crawled out of the 

toilet and shook himself off. 

“One more hour before the 

students arrive and I haven’t 

completed by bucket list,” he 

exclaimed. Theodore scurried to 
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the computer lab and started 

nibbling on all the computer cords. 

He was so thrilled to be free but 

knew his time was coming to an 

end. As he continued to nibble 

cords, he heard the sound of keys 

unlocking the door. “Oh no, I must 

head back to my cage without 

anyone noticing me.” From my 

calculations, it should take about 

320 steps to get back to class. The 

door opens and Theodore makes 

his way out of the computer lab 

and through the hallway. 

He finally makes it back to the 

class and gets back into his cage. 

“Wow, what a great experience! I 

can hardly wait until tonight’s 

adventure,” he said mischievously. 

Alexa Martinez-4th Grade 
Ms. Amelia Miranda 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 

 

The Sorcerer’s Hat 

Long ago, in a far off land, there 

lived two world famous 

archeologists who were known for 

finding jewels, mummies, and 

much more. Their current task was 

harder than anything they had ever 

faced. We will go back to when 

their journey started in the 

summer of 1937 during one of 

their quests in Egypt.  

The blistering sun beat down on 

Zach Posen and Theodore Watson, 

as they explored Egypt. “Zach, 

we’ve been searching all day and 

have not found anything, this is 

hopeless! We’re never going to find 

the sorcerer’s hat. It must not 

exist.” “Be confident Theodore” 

said Zach. After three more hours 

of wandering around to find no 

results, they grew tired and soon 

gathered their tools. As they 
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headed towards Betsy the camel, 

Theodore heard a loud thump. 

“Zach, are you all right, it looked 

like you fell on thin air,” shouted 

Theodore. As Theodore lent out his 

hand to help Zach up, he saw that 

Zach tripped on what appeared to 

be an aged piece of paper.  “What 

could this be Theodore?” asked 

Zach. “I have no idea, here let’s 

see.” Zach picked up the paper and 

it appeared to be a map. They both 

forgot entirely about their mission 

as the mysterious piece of paper 

glimmered before their eyes. 

“Where could this possibly lead 

to?” “I have no idea; it looks like it 

is leading to a sort of island.” 

“Well, we are known for being 

adventurous, why don’t we start a 

new adventure?” 

Zach and Theodore stood in their 

huge walk-in closet full of all sorts 

of things such as: jewels, watches, 

combat boots, hats, sun glasses, 

tools, binoculars, and much more. 

“Man we really need to clean this 

closet” said Zach. Their suit cases 

were ready to go for their long 

journey. The walk was long, but it 

was all worth it when they got to 

the helicopter that would take 

them to the mysterious island. The 

last thing Zach felt was extreme 

exhaustion before everything went 

black. 

I was in a sparkling room that I 

didn’t recognize, suddenly there 

was a sand storm strong enough to 

knock down the Empire State 

Building. I saw a bigger version of 

the map that me and Theodore 

saw in Egypt with a slight 

difference instead of a big X 

marking the ending there was what 

appeared to be the sorcerer’s hat. I 
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couldn’t quite connect the dots at 

first but is soon because crystal 

clear. The map was leading us to 

the sorcerer’s hat. I then heard a 

voice call my name several times 

and I felt like something was 

shaking. My eyes then opened to 

Theodore in front of me. “Hey, 

wake up we’re here” as I looked 

out the window I saw something 

incredible, there was luscious 

trees, beautiful flowers, and lots of 

exotic animals. I just couldn’t wait 

until we landed. As the helicopter 

landed I almost walked right 

outside the door before I saw a 

huge anaconda right in front of me. 

Me and Theodore waited until the 

anaconda moved out of the way. 

Even though we didn’t see any 

dangerous creatures in our view, 

we still took precaution when we 

climbed off the helicopter. We then 

walked around for a while. 

“Theodore, I didn’t get the chance 

to tell you that I think that the map 

that we saw is leading us to the 

sorcerer’s hat.” “What made you 

think that?” “Well, you see, I had a 

dream about it.” “It might have 

just been a dream.” “But it didn’t 

just feel like a dream, it felt real.” 

“It might be but we can’t say that 

it is completely true.” 

As me and Theodore were seeking 

shelter we decided it would be best 

to split up. A thought occurred to 

me as I was walking “How were we 

going to get back?” I felt my body 

sway in thin air as I got closer to 

the ground then I heard I loud 

thump. Of course, I had fallen 

again. As I looked around, I saw 

what looked like an aged piece of 

paper. I picked it up and it was 

some sort of writing in a different 
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language “It’s a good thing I 

brought my translation book” I 

thought. It was a riddle “The only 

way to find the hat is not a cat, it 

is a fly in the sky, with light and 

some might.” I thought about it 

and the only thing I could think of 

was a firefly. Then I remembered 

that I had to catch up with 

Theodore. 

Luckily when I got there Theodore 

had already set up a fire and made 

some beds out of leaves. After I 

explained everything to him, he 

said that we must begin our search 

for the sorcerer’s hat tomorrow 

and I agreed. When I woke up the 

next day, we automatically began 

our search for fireflies after a long 

time of trying to catch a firefly we 

finally caught one. The hardest 

part was that we had to find the 

sorcerer’s hat. In the first hour of 

searching we had to take three 

breaks to catch our breath and for 

the next three hours it was the 

same thing. We finally came across 

a pile of leaves that looked like an 

upside-down ice cream cone. When 

I tried to destroy the pile, my arm 

got hit. “This was no pile of leaves; 

this was the sorcerer’s hat.” 

Theodore and I put the fireflies in 

the hat and a burst of light came in 

front of us. I saw a tall, slender 

figure with a long white beard in 

front of us. “How may I repay 

you?” asked the mysterious man. 

“Who are you?” I asked. “Well, I 

am the wizard, of course.” Shock 

spread across our faces as we 

discovered that we had freed the 

wizard. I then thought about the 

question I had while I was seeking 

shelter. “Can you get us back 

home?” I asked. “Without a doubt,” 
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said the wizard as I was 

surrounded in a puff of blue fog. 

When the fog cleared I saw that I 

was in my room. We never saw the 

wizard again but Theodore and I 

lived on with the great thought 

that we freed the wizard.  The End. 

Jimmy Aguirre-5th Grade 
Ms. Raquel Herrera 
Helen Ball Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
A Visit to Mars 

I think I might be the luckiest 

person in the whole wide world! I 

will soon be entering a rocket ship 

and taking off to outer space! Can 

you believe it? Why don’t I tell you 

how it all started? 

It was an ordinary Saturday 

morning when I heard on the radio 

that 100 lucky people will win a 

trip to Mars! I was very excited. 

The rules were that 16 through 84 

callers will win the trip! I 

immediately dialed the number. 

Guess what? I was the 16th caller! 

So now I’m one of 100 people 

going to Mars on Wednesday! My 

family and I celebrated. I can’t 

wait! 

On Wednesday my parents 

dropped me off, wished me luck, 

and promised they would see me 

on television. I saw the rocket and 

my jaw dropped. Why it was taller 

than the highest building in 

Downtown! It was HUGE! It was 

gleaming in the sunlight, coated in 

luster silver. All of us winners 

boarded the rocket. We shot up 

fast. I jolted in my seat and we 

were going higher and higher 

above the ground. 

The stars were bright they glowed 

all around our rocket. I took off my 

seatbelt, I was floating! We flew in 
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the rocket past Earth and could see 

Mars in the distance. We landed 

roughly. It was a really bumpy 

land. It was completely red. I was 

standing in one of Mars’ deserts. 

We decided to go look for its ice 

lands. The ice was also red! We 

couldn’t touch it because it was too 

cold for our skin to handle. I 

looked at the sky and saw Mars’s 

two moons sitting above in the sky. 

It was incredible.  I wanted to see 

aliens, but I guess they did not 

want to see me because they did 

not come out.  They were probably 

scared of us humans. 

We finally flew back home. It was a 

really good idea to videotape the 

whole experience in space. My 

family and I watched it over and 

over again. I showed it to my 

friends and they loved it. So I 

guess I really am the luckiest kid in 

the world. 

Charlize Chavez-5th Grade 
Ms. Araceli Carmona 
Sgt. Roberto Ituarte 
Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
The Tornado 

It was a dark and stormy night in 

Kansas City. A little girl named 

Jessica turned on the T.V. just in 

time. “A massive tornado is going 

to hit Kansas City in about fifteen 

minutes. Take immediate cover!” 

the alert stated. She turned off the 

T.V. and heard a loud noise which 

she quickly recognized as the 

tornado siren. Her parents exited 

the bedroom and assured her 

everything would be alright.  

Suddenly they heard the pounding 

on the roof, “Bang, Bang, Bang!” 

They peered out the window and it 

was hailing. Car alarms began to 
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scream too, but what terrified her 

most was she saw the second time 

she glanced out the window. It was 

a funnel cloud touching ground and 

getting closer and closer every 

minute.  

They rushed to the nearest hall 

closet but it was too late. The roof 

of their house was blown off. Her 

mom wasn’t holding on tightly so 

the wind picked her up. Her dad 

desperately reached for her mom 

to pull her back down to safety, 

but it was no use the wind swept 

him up too. The little girl yelled, 

“Mom! Dad!!!” When the tornado 

disappeared, the little girl climbed 

out of the closet. What she saw 

was horrible. The entire city was 

destroyed. She sat down on the 

cement and started crying feeling 

desperate and miserable. 

Until the sirens of a police car 

heading towards her direction 

caught her attention. The police 

man asked her what happened. 

“The strong wind gust from the 

tornado blew my parents away and 

now I’m all alone. Can you help 

me?” The police man replied, “Of 

course”. He took her down to the 

police station where they called her 

grandma. Soon Grandma picked 

her up and the little girl felt hopeful 

once again. Her grandma took her 

to New Orleans where she lived 

and took great care of her.  

The years passed and she enjoyed 

every second living with her 

grandma, however, the memory of 

those last moments with her 

parents would forever haunt her.  

Miriam Marquez-5th Grade 
Ms. Rosa Hernandez 
Chester E. Jordan 
3rd Place 
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Turkey Story 

I grew up on a turkey farm with 

Mr. Click but one day he acted 

weird. I was just eating delicious 

corn when he came in my pin and 

just picked me up.  I began to 

“click, click, click.”  He put me in a 

car and drove me and three hen 

friends.  We were in here for a 

couple of hours when we stopped. 

I had a plan.  When the truck 

stopped I was going to fly out, but 

when I tried to fly, (I can fly about 

55 mph) he grabbed me and held 

on to me tightly.  He put me in a 

cold dark blue room (I can see in 

color). He put me on a board and 

pang! I was gone but I still had my 

thoughts.  They put me and my 

three hen friends in a place with a 

whole lot of other turkeys. OMG! I 

even saw my parents, but suddenly 

someone picked me up and put me 

in a metal thing with wheels and 

we went to the front of Wal-Mart 

where I was scanned, and put in a 

bag….In my mind I was “click, 

click, click, click.” I was driving 

again for a couple of minutes and 

the car finally stopped.  Some lady 

took me in a pen (house) and put 

me in warm water.  I thought I 

was getting a free spa treatment, 

but suddenly she took me and put 

me on top. She pulled up her 

sleeves and started putting stuff up 

my……. (you probably know 

where).  After, she got a brush and 

put some greasy stuff all over my 

body. I felt so scared because I sat 

there for several hours.  She 

grabbed me and put me in a big 

mouth (stove).  It was extremely 

hot and I sat there for hours and 

when I came out I looked nice and 

toasty, like I had been laying out in 
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the sun.  My skin was a brownish 

odor and the corn was all cooked.  

I looked beautiful or shall I say 

flawless.  The woman looked at me 

so strangely, she kind of licked her 

lips, but I didn’t know exactly why.   

Well, she put carrots, peas, 

potatoes, and lettuce all around 

me. I really, really, wanted to eat 

all of that, but I had no mouth.  I 

waited for quite a while, because I 

saw people. Oh and I saw my very 

good friend Mr. pig. Boy I wish I 

saw him in a better way.  He 

looked way different than I had 

remembered!  I last saw him when 

he was eating an apple. Well, at 

least he got something to eat, 

unlike me.  I also saw my BFF Ms. 

Chick(en) but she didn’t look too 

well either.  She needed to go into 

the big mouth (stove) to look 

beautiful like me, nice and toasty 

brown, yep like me!  Then I heard 

a weird noise, something like this 

(ding dong).  Other people started 

to come. That’s when I got more 

nervous and frightened because I 

kept hearing people say, “that 

Turkey sure looks Yummy!”  Okay, 

now tell me that doesn’t sound 

weird. Not only that, but they also 

kept saying “Is it almost time?” 

That’s when I started to “click, 

click, click, click,” and when I click 

five times that’s not good.  So I 

think it was time.  First the drink, 

then Mr. Pig, following after was 

Ms. Chick and finally me, a HUGE 

Turkey. “Click, click, click” I was so 

terrified I can’t believe this is. I’m 

doomed, but I knew what would 

happen. My mother told me this 

before she left me and everyone 

else. So this wasn’t new to me. Oh 

by the way OHHHHH! Click! Click! 
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Click! Someone took a huge, NO, 

NO piece of me! AWWW!  Now 

more is coming. Oh the pain does 

really hurt, but I’m still alive.  

Later, I started to see my bones, 

and the beauty left me so quickly.  

By the way, Mr. Pig and Ms. Chick 

are almost gone. I can’t believe 

how people would do such a thing 

to us…..wwwhhyy?  Now I’m 

almost gone, but I don’t feel any 

more pain. Knowing I’m inside of 

many people is weird, but it’s really 

not that bad.  Well at least I have 

my thoughts with me and only me.  

It’s really nice because I’m not 

alone in here. I can imagine 

anything, but the one thing I 

imagine is being on the farm with 

the whole family.  My mom, dad, 

Mr. Pig, Ms. Chick, basically 

everybody.  It is the best thing I 

can remember.  The End   

Mercedes Aguayo-6th Grade 
Mrs. Maria Quintero 
Montwood Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
The Pigeon 

Have you ever felt what real pain 

feels? That was the day I saved a 

small cute pigeon. I remember that 

day very clearly. How the pigeon 

felt, how its wound hurt, and how 

he was hurt. In that specific day, 

there were some reports of a 

severe storm approaching El Paso. 

At first it was not a big deal, until 

the weather started changing.  

From a sunny wet weather to a 

cold freezing temperature. I could 

hear the animals fly and run away 

to their comfortable homes. On 

that moment I felt a deep shiver 

down my spine. Birds that fly away 

and little creatures running to their 

homes can only mean something 

terrible was going to happen. I 
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soon discovered that I was right. A 

huge 1 inch-thick hail poured from 

the sky like water from a bucket. 

The hail was intense, probably the 

strongest hail that El Paso has 

experienced, and from the inside of 

our home, they sounded like big 

rocks coming from the sky eager to 

destroy and cause fear in each 

family in El Paso. The storm lasted 

for 1 hour until it finally stopped. 

When we went outside in our 

backyard, everything changed. Our 

trampoline was blown to the street, 

our small playground turned into a 

bunch of metal and our ceiling was 

severely damaged. Also, some of 

our trees were leafless, and at the 

moment I saw the pigeon. The 

pigeon was gray with specks of 

black and with big dark hypnotizing 

eyes. The pigeon was close to our 

old truck; shivering from fear and 

cold. I remember that my sister 

and I called our mom to give us a 

warm blanket to carry the small 

pigeon. After we grabbed the bird 

we carried it to a small bucket and 

put it there until the pigeon gained 

warmth. We fed the pigeon a 

couple of times. We mostly fed the 

pigeon green juicy lettuce and raw 

tomatoes for lunch. After, a few 

days he was ready to go but he 

could not fly. We figured out he 

had a harmed wing.  In one week 

the bird can gain some energy and 

finally fly away, but his life was 

coming to an end. On that same 

day we had a few incidents that 

our dog Muffin, tried to kill the 

bird. We decided to put the pigeon 

on high place so that Muffin 

couldn’t reach it.  It resulted that 

Muffin actually reached the bird, 

damaged one of the bird’s wings, 
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and some of the bird’s feathers 

were torn off. We got the shivering 

pigeon and put him into a small 

storage house my dad built. 

Unfortunately, by the third day the 

pigeon was dead. I realized by 

then it was not the dogs fault but a 

strange bacteria in the birds body. 

After all this, I said to myself, 

“Sometimes helping is better than 

ignoring problems with animals. 

Caring for animals is very 

important, because it prevents 

them from being endangered.” 

Kevin Cadena-6th Grade 
Mrs. Sara Juarez 
Desert Wind School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Penny and Johnny 

Johnny’s point of view 

Everyone has heard of Little Red 

Riding Hood, and what happened 

with the Big Bad Wolf. Let me 

introduce myself: my name is 

Johnny, grandson of the Big Bad 

Wolf. I live in Honey Lane next to 

the Forbidden Forest. My best 

friend is Penny, who people would 

have never guessed is Little Red 

Riding Hood`s granddaughter. 

Well, we used to be friends. She 

won’t say a word to me because 

she found out that my grandpa 

tried to eat her grandma ONE 

TIME! Ugh… why is that such a big 

deal? She won’t talk or text me. 

She is stubborn like a mule (then 

again, she is a red head).  

I decided to cool down my boiling 

head by walking in the forest 

because if I didn’t cool down, I 

could blow three houses to the 

ground. Penny and I usually go 

together but, as mentioned, she 

won’t have anything to do with me. 

I walked in the forest. It was icky 
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and there were fleas everywhere! I 

decided to take the short route like 

grandpa told me to. Penny would 

usually go down the safe long 

route, but whatever! I could see 

the town… or I thought I could! 

What seemed like a shortcut was 

probably a week trip to Honey 

Lane. I turned back, only to find 

more trees surrounding me on 

every side. Oh geez, I was lost! Oh 

please, Penny, help!  

Penny’s point of view 

Hmmm…maybe I was too harsh on 

Johnny. It was his grandpa who 

tried to kill my grandma, not him. 

Besides, he is so sweet and very 

sensible. On the other hand, he 

could just be using our friendship 

to try to get close to me and eat 

me! No, I know he wouldn’t do 

that. I should go apologize. I 

walked to his grandpa’s house and 

knocked on Mr. Bad Wolf`s door. 

“Hi Mr. B, is Johnny home?” I 

asked very calmly. “No, sorry, 

Penny, he went into the woods to 

take a walk.” His answer drained 

the blood from my face. Johnny 

never ever goes into the Forbidden 

Forest without me! He is probably 

lost! With a quick thanks to Mr. B, 

I dashed into the woods. I followed 

the muddy wolf prints on the forest 

floor. They led me into a tree. 

Thunk! “Ow!” Johnny wasn’t in the 

hollow. I looked up and a blue bird 

looked down. It started to chirp 

like crazy, flying as it chirped. I 

decided to follow. There was 

Johnny sleeping like a homeless 

pup! “Johnny, please… WAKE UP!” 

I shook Johnny`s fur violently. One 

eye fluttered up.  

Johnny’s point of view 

I woke up to see the friendly face 
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of Penny. “Penny, thank you so 

much!” And with that she gave me 

a quick hug and said, “I am so 

sorry…now let’s go home, you’re 

full of fleas.” So we followed the 

blue bird back to the sunny village 

of Honey Lane. I turned to Penny 

and told her, “Hey, want to come 

to my house to celebrate our 

friendship?” She giggled which 

turned into a laugh until her face 

was as red as her hair. Penny then 

said “Why, so you can eat me?” 

“Ha-ha,” I said sarcastically. We 

hugged and off we went.  

Theme: Don’t jump to conclusions 

and don’t judge people off of their 

ancestors’ past.   

Brenda Bralich-6th Grade 
Mrs. Ana Martinez 
SSG Manuel R. Puentes 
3rd Place 
 
 

The Grief 

Knock!  Knock!  As my friend 

Kathrine got up to get the door, I 

couldn’t help but feel nervous.  As 

nervous as I did when I got stiches 

for falling off my bike.  When she 

looked through the peephole I 

immediately knew something was 

wrong.  She froze with fear of 

telling me who was at the door.  I 

ran as fast as a deer being chased 

by a lion to the door.  As I opened 

it my fear turned into tears.  

Outside of my door were two men 

in uniform and medals decorated 

chests as they held American flag.  

They asked me if my mother was 

home.   I told them she’d be home 

any minute, but I could hardly talk 

through all the tears.  It felt like I 

couldn’t breathe, like I was 

shocking.  My mom pulled up in 

her black Hyundai, and ran out of 
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the car.  My mom asked them what 

happened.  They told us that there 

was a bombing and that they were 

so sorry.  My mom fell to the floor 

like she had gotten shot, and cried. 

One month later my mom and I 

were still not doing well.  My mom 

quit her job, and now she spends 

the whole day on the sofa drinking.  

I ask her why she drinks and 

pleaded her to stop.  She told me 

it’s the closest thing that takes the 

pain and sorrow away.  Soon after, 

I told her that if she didn’t get her 

life straight I would live with my 

grandma.  I knew that she 

wouldn’t want to lose me, 

considering I’m the only thing she 

has left.  She got her job back and 

started cooking to get her mind off 

things.  Today she seems to work 

harder, and focus on more 

important things until the funeral 

came.  I hated the beautiful black 

dress I wore with flower designs.  I 

couldn’t stop sobbing after they 

held the guns up and marched.  I 

could see my aunt crying at a 

distance while her daughter held 

her hand.  When we got home I 

went to my room with my dog 

Duchess.  The whole time I cried, 

thinking what would have 

happened if he had come home.  

The next morning I got out of bed 

to check up on my mom.  I opened 

the door to her room, and she 

wasn’t there.  I peeked into the 

bathroom, to find her on the floor 

with a pill bottle empty on the 

counter.  I kept trying to wake her 

up to see if she was ok, but 

nothing.  I immediately called 911 

and told them my mom was dying.  

I gave them my address and 

begged them to please hurry.  The 
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ambulance came and took her 

away, and the police took me.  It 

turns out it was a failed suicide 

attempt, but she would be fine.  

The authorities almost took me 

away from my mom, but she told 

them she’d get it together and go 

sober.  Six years later and I’m off 

to college.  My mom is helping me 

pack my photos. Smiling at every 

photo, I softly whisper to her “I’m 

ready.”  My mom got a cooking job 

and a new house.  She really 

turned her life around. I’m just 

glad she’s happy and still with me. 

Mia Griffin-7th Grade 
Mrs. Rosa Talavera 
Jane A. Hambric School 
1st Place 
 
 
Cry for help 

“No! Please! No! You have to spare 

me!” the little girl wouldn’t stop 

shouting at me. She was a Jew, 

and all Jews had to be terminated. 

I’ve been a Nazi soldier of Adolf 

Hitler for about 2 weeks now, only 

by force. My father was the owner 

of a sweets shop, and one day 

Hitler came in and demanded 

money. My father could not spare 

the only money our family had, so 

Hitler decided to take my father’s 

only true possession, Me. My 

family has never believed in killing 

any of God’s creation, but this 

completely contradicts Hitler’s 

belief. The only thing I’ve managed 

to kill was a rabid dog that got into 

Auschwitz. I love my country, but I 

can’t and won’t bring myself to kill 

all of these innocent people. No 

one deserves to be treated this 

way, even if they are of a different 

faith. “Sir? Are you going to kill 

me? If you are, just do it quickly. 

There really is no point in fighting 

fate.” I lowered the gun, and let 
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her scurry away. I turned around 

to make sure none of the others 

had seen me. I marched along, 

pretending to scope for any 

prisoners who needed 

reprimanding. As I trotted through 

the most torturous concentration 

camp there was, I suddenly heard 

loud, steady footsteps behind me. I 

stopped in my tracks and whipped 

around to see the man of death 

himself, Adolf Hitler. “Soldier,” he 

boomed. “I have been told of you. 

You seem to be of no use to killing 

anyone around her. Therefore, you 

shall be running the gas chambers 

this afternoon.” Before I could 

even blink an eye, he strutted 

away, kicking over a little boy and 

causing him to fall into one of the 

graves. He cried out for help, but 

received none. The little boy cried 

for someone to take him out of this 

death camp. He cried for mercy 

and happiness, but received none. 

This cry only caused me to realize I 

was the little boy yearning for 

peace, and no more death. The 

clock turned to 3:oo, and it was 

time for the showers. I had the 

other soldiers gather the elders 

and the children into the room 

telling them it was only a shower.  

I climbed up the ladder, step by 

step, and poured the carbon bits 

into the chamber. Before locking it, 

I noticed a hole, big enough for a 

man my size. When the front doors 

were locked, I shimmied through 

the hole, closing the chamber 

behind me. When I reached the 

bottom, I stood in the corner of the 

room against the wall to avoid 

commotion. If all of these innocent 
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people were going to die, I might 

as well die with them.  

Rebekah Kotter-7th Grade 
Mrs. Erika Cruz 
William D Slider Middle School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Beware! The Aquatic Aliens 

Eight billion years ago, a space 

ship landed on Mother Earth. The 

force upon which it landed was so 

strong, it struck Earth, killing all 

life on its surface, including the 

dinosaurs. Who, you might ask, 

could cause such a fate? Well, 

upon landing on Earth, three aliens 

scuttled out of the ship. They were 

aquamarine, all with at least three 

eyes, whether they be on the head 

or feet. But were they really feet? 

No, I think the proper word was 

tentacles, like the ones you find on 

certain aquatic animals. “Warp-a-

la-warpa, Neves Earth Owt!” said 

one seven foot alien, apparently to 

alien with three eyes on top of his 

head.” Minimini mininaw patapa, 

Neves Eerth Owt!” a three foot 

alien said to the same alien. 

“Balapagota KY ties!” the 

commander responded. They 

searched the area for any sign of 

life. When they found they were 

alone, they called in the others. 

“Waka patapa –kta!” Three million 

aliens surged out of the ship like 

water out of a high-tech aqueduct, 

and with the urgency of a hydrant. 

For years, the aliens lived on Earth 

thinking they were the only forms 

of life. That is, until one day when 

they saw a……HUMAN!!! The aliens 

were in the jungle when they saw 

it. A somewhat furry, peach 

creature with two feet and two 

hands grabbing a mango from the 

highest treetop. They followed it 
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and were lead to a small clearing 

with tiny huts. Oblivious, the aliens 

had walked into the first village. 

SNAP!!! One of the younger aliens 

had stepped on a branch. In an 

instant, a hundred humans filed 

out and ran after the aliens with 

huge fire torches. The aliens were 

frightened and ran. Soon they 

came to a river and the humans 

halted. At the time, the river was a 

dangerous mystery for humans. 

Because of the humans’ 

hydrophobia, they didn’t dare enter 

the water. 

Six billion years later, the aliens 

are living their lives off of aqueous 

products. Like aquarelles hat, they 

trade off with aliens in different 

worlds in exchange for proteins. 

Still living underwater, they have 

developed hydroponics, as a form 

of vegetation. Oh, yeah have you 

heard those stories on the news 

about people disappearing at sea? 

Yeah, those are the aliens. As we 

speak, aquatic aliens are plotting 

our downfall. 

The End??? 

Emily Montelongo-7th Grade 
Mrs. Melissa Buenrostro 
Montwood Middle School 
3rd Place 
 
 
The Tulips in the Fall 

I awoke to a room bursting with 

silence. The usual alarm buzzing 

and busy street noise had 

vanished. New York was at ease. I 

rested my eyes upon the breath-

taking view my windows had to 

offer. It was beautiful. The way the 

clouds, ever so gently caressed the 

tip of the Empire State Building, 

only to be blown away. I took a 

deep breath and exhaled breaking 

the silence.  
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At last, after harsh weeks of trying 

to major at Juilliard, spring break 

had reached its start. I, of course, 

had harsh professors assign 

unending amounts of homework, 

but for today I was free. I was free 

to relax. I was free to be at rest. I 

lifted myself from my bed and 

headed the kitchen to make tea. I 

placed my tea bag into the boiling 

water and watched the steam float. 

I fell into a daydream about how 

beautiful spring break ought to be 

back home. Topeka, Kansas would 

bloom during the spring and 

spread its beautiful tulips across 

the city. Oh, how I miss those 

colorful tulips. I was jerked out of 

my daydream by the whirling 

sound of my teapot. I poured my 

tea into a rusty glass cup that my 

mother gave me when I headed for 

college. I went back to bed and let 

my mind wonder on about home. 

"My mother is probably planting 

tulips at this time" I thought. I 

reached for my cellphone, and 

dialed my mother. An exhausted 

voice answered, "Mariana, 

sweetheart, this is Alma. I'm sorry 

but your mother is sick and I do 

not have time to chat." The line 

buzzed dead. My mother had 

Alzheimer’s Disease and had been 

checked into a home for the elderly 

about a month ago. Only at times, 

was I lucky for my mother to 

answer and remember me. Poor 

mother of mine, she was always so 

gentle and prone to the worst. 

The day seemed to stand still. The 

street beneath my apartment was 

always flooded with traffic, but not 

a single car appeared today. I 

decided to make the most of my 

free time and head to the library. It 
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was my second home. I loved 

reading novels that were 

melancholy because they made me 

feel like someone, maybe a crazy 

author out there, was far more 

unfortunate than I was. It was 

almost like I found relief in the 

sadness of books.  

I was half way out the door when I 

noticed I was still wearing my 

pajama sweatpants and my 

sweatshirt. I quickly ran to my 

closet and put on my basic jeans 

and white t-shirt along with my old 

beat up white converse. They were 

my shields from judgmental 

comments and hard stares. They 

made me invisible from the high 

society New Yorkers and regular to 

the average college students. I 

grabbed my phone and keys, and 

for the second time, headed out 

the door. 

I live on 309 5th Avenue or The 

Dylan apartments. I always hated 

the name “The Dylan” for an 

apartment building because it 

sounded too proper to me. It made 

me hesitate living there, but at the 

end of the day, I had in no choice 

to hesitate a great view for a small 

price, so I took the offer anyway. I 

live on the 33rd floor. Which 

means, when the elevator is 

broken I need a coffee to wake me 

up on the way down, and a coffee 

after I’m done, to refuel my energy 

from all those stairs. And it so 

happens that today, the elevator 

was broken. 

I jogged down the final set of stairs 

and thought about all the weight I 

must have just lost. I exited the 

building and greeted John. John 

had saved my life multiple times 

before. John always listened to my 
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problems and helped me save 

money. John to me was the 

greatest person in New York. John 

was my hot dog vendor. “You’re 

usual Mariana?” he asked. I 

thought about the 33 flight of 

stairs I had just walked and 

wanted to reward myself but my 

inner “Wanna-be-Beyoncé” took 

over. “Not today John, but have a 

fabulous day!” I finally said and 

was on my way. 

The New York Public Library was 

about 9 minutes away by foot and 

4 minutes away with a taxi. My 

mind pondered on which was more 

efficient. My legs were weary from 

the stairs so I waited around for a 

taxi. Time seemed to tic away and 

not a single mustard-yellow taxi 

cruised down the street. I knew 

that I should start walking because 

it would soon be lunchtime and the 

streets would become cluttered, so 

I did.  

I remember the first year I lived in 

New York. It was like I had gotten 

a concussion because everything 

seemed to twist and turn. I almost 

ended up in Brooklyn because I 

didn’t know how to tell the taxi 

driver to stop. But with this being 

my senior year in college, New 

York was like the palm of my hand. 

Finally, I entered the grand library 

entrance. The conversation with 

my mom’s nurse earlier reckoned 

my head and guided me to the 

“Disease” books. This section was 

mostly filled with medical students 

trying to stay afloat in a world of 

unknown diseases. I felt like an 

intruder because here in the library 

most of us have our usual seats in 

our book section. Anyways, I 

searched in the “A’s” for a book 



84  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

that could help me understand 

what my mother is going through 

and what I could do to help her. I 

found about a dozen books but 

only grabbed one because the fear 

of finding something that could say 

that my mother could die was 

mortifying to me. I headed up 

stairs to the novel section and sat 

in my usual red leather recliner 

and opened the book. “Chapter 

one: There is no cure.” Wow. What 

an optimistic view of life from the 

author. I was filled with fear for my 

mother and I couldn’t read on. My 

brain forced me to put the book 

down.  

I had already known that there was 

no cure for my mother’s disease. 

What really hurt was that a person 

who obviously spent time to inform 

someone on the disease, would 

want to start with “There is no 

cure.” As if telling you that no 

matter what you intend to get out 

of the book, you should not have 

hope. That is what made me put 

the book down.  

I’m not an optimistic person. But 

when it comes to my beautiful 

mother, I have faith that one day 

she’ll wake up and be okay like 

nothing ever happened because I 

love her that much. I don’t want to 

know that my mother will die and 

not remember who I am or what 

an amazing mother she was. I just 

don’t want my mom to suffer.  

I lay in the recliner in silence.  I 

thought about the wonderful 

childhood I had been given by my 

mother. And then it struck me, the 

fact that my mother had given up 

everything to give me what I 

needed. And now that I was old 

enough I should at least have the 
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decency to know what she needs. 

Despite every limb in my body 

telling me not to read the book, I 

picked it up and let my eyes soak 

up the knowledge. 

After finishing the third chapter I 

learned that even if my mother 

didn’t know who I was, she needed 

me. She needed her only daughter 

to be at her side. I decided that I 

had to fly home to see my mother. 

 I left the book in the shelf it 

belonged and ran to my 

apartment. The elevator was fixed 

by the time I arrived. The elevator 

seemed to work faster today as it 

rushed me to my apartment. I got 

home and dialed my mother. 

“Alma, I need to speak to my 

mother” I whispered anxiously. 

There was a deep silence and then 

I heard my mother’s nurse gather 

herself from tears and manage to 

say “Honey, your mother needs 

you” I was afraid to ask what was 

wrong. There was an endless abyss 

of answers to that question. I 

didn’t know how to feel. I licked 

my lips, wiped the tears from my 

soggy eyes and responded “I’ll be 

there first thing tomorrow. But 

Alma, don’t… don’t let her leave 

yet. She needs me.” Alma said 

what any other optimistic person 

would say and assured me she’ll be 

okay.  

I didn’t know how to feel. In a 

couple of seconds, a phone call and 

a mere disease, had just turned 

my life upside down. I couldn’t 

know how to feel.  

I lay on my kitchen counter, 

sobbing. I was thinking of how 

maybe this was God’s way of 

giving me a chance to be with my 

mother one last time before she 
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joined him. Miraculously I booked 

myself a one-way ticket home. I 

gathered my stuff and left for the 

airport right away. 

Can you imagine this? Can you 

imagine knowing that you’re about 

to lose the person you love most 

on this earth? Never to hold them 

again and never to see them 

physically again. Can you imagine 

the pain of a thousand arrows 

being stuck in your heart? 

Going through security at the 

airport made me feel vague. They 

check for weapons and other 

dangers that could harm someone. 

But our hearts are really the 

ultimate weapon. Our hearts make 

us get attached and love someone 

who one day will be taken from us. 

That is the ultimate pain. Why 

don’t they take that away from us? 

I stared out the window to see 

beautiful stars. I always thought 

the stars were beautiful. Even if 

they were just balls of flaming 

gases, they lit up the sky like no 

man made object could. That was 

beautiful. 

 I got out of the airport and the 

first thing my eyes could see in the 

early morning mist was tulips. That 

to me, was home. I headed for the 

hospital in which my mom had 

been rushed to this morning 

because she had gotten sick from 

another disease that I had no plans 

in remembering.  

I arrived and stayed parked in the 

car. “Don’t lose faith” I 

remembered to myself.  I asked a 

nurse were my mother was, and 

she led me to the room. My hands 

were shaking and my head filled 

with prayer. My mother was still so 
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beautiful from the last time I saw 

her, four years ago. My eyes cried 

again and I rushed to her arms. 

She still had the beautiful sent of 

tulips in her gray hair. 

“Mother. Its me, your daughter 

Mariana” I whispered in her ear. 

Her eyes opened carefully. “You’re 

here” she said. I was surprised she 

remembered me. She looked 

exhausted. She took my hand and 

held it in hers. “You’ll be sad to see 

the tulips go in the fall, but that 

doesn’t mean you won’t be happy 

to see them again in the spring.”  

Mariana Guzman–8th Grade 
Mrs. Kyia Whiteman 
Clarke Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
The Hunt 

A young man named Matthew 

Gray, nicked named Gray, has an 

interesting job. He works for the 

FBI Laboratory Services; he is a 

forensic scientist. His everyday life 

seemed normal aside from dealing 

with his unusual and intriguing job. 

To most people, dealing with 

forensics is not exactly what they 

would consider as their “dream 

job.” However to Gray, there could 

not be any other job out there that 

could be more perfect for him. You 

see, Gray is not your typical 

person. He is quirky, smart, caring, 

lovable, curious, and has a love for 

crime scene investigations. 

One day, Gray walked into the lab 

as if it was a normal workday 

because at the time he did not 

have any other reason to think 

differently. He put on latex gloves, 

goggles, lab coat, and grabbed the 

case file like normal. When opening 

the case file, he read the name 

“Mark Dallas.” Mark unfortunately 
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was the new corpse in the FBI 

Laboratory. Like any other case, it 

was Gray’s job to help with the 

investigation of Mark Dallas’ death. 

Though something seemed 

different to Gray about Mark, there 

was something about Mark’s 

features that seemed so similar to 

his. Gray could not help but stare 

at Mark’s photo in the file. He could 

not figure out the reason why he 

and the corpse looked so similar. 

Well, they may have looked similar 

but the difference between Mark 

and Gray was that Mark was much 

older than Gray and unlike Mark, 

Gray was alive and well.  

Days passed and the investigation 

continued.  After much hard work 

and determination by the team of 

the FBI and the FBI Laboratory 

Services, it was determined who 

the killer of the late Mark Dallas 

was. Strangely enough, poor Mark 

was killed by his stepbrother, 

Mason. Immediately after finding 

out this news, the FBI tracked 

down Mason in order to bring him 

to justice. When the FBI brought 

Mason in handcuffs, Gray 

requested that he have a word with 

Mason. Though the FBI knew how 

Mark was killed and by who, the 

FBI wanted to know why. For some 

reason, Gray got a different feeling 

about this case and he personally 

wanted to interrogate Mason.  

The moment Mason walked into 

the interrogation room, Mason’s 

eyes widened with surprise. Mason 

took notice of how Gray resembled 

Mark. The next topic that came up 

between Mason and Gray was a 

shocking topic. Mason asked Gray 

who his parents were; Gray was 

confused but identified the names 
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of his parents. Mason’s eyes 

became even wider and his jaw 

dropped leaving Gray even more 

perplexed than ever at this point. 

Mason then began to say 

something that made Gray’s world 

turn around right before his very 

eyes. Mason told the story of how 

his stepbrother had two sons; 

however, taking care of two babies 

at the time was too much for Mark 

and his wife to endure so they put 

one boy up for adoption. The 

young boy up for adoption was a 

toddler so he would not have any 

memories of his biological family. 

Shortly after being placed for 

adoption, the young toddler was 

adopted by couple. It just so 

happens that the names of the 

adoption parents were the names 

of Gray’s parents. This was so 

shocking to Gray, but this made 

sense considering that Gray did not 

look like the people who he 

thought were his parents, but 

rather resembled Mark. After 

discovering this news, Gray 

confirmed this information with the 

people he thought were his 

biological parents. 

Gray felt like his world was falling 

apart.  Everything he thought to be 

the truth was a lie. To make 

matters worse, his biological 

father, who he has no memories 

of, is now dead.  An unbelievable 

amount of hatred overcame Gray 

as he stared at the very man who 

had killed his biological father; his 

step-uncle who he never known 

before. Never in a million years did 

Gray ever think that something 

tragic like this would have ever 

happened to him. Gray felt so 

conflicted inside and many 
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questions began to run through his 

spinning head. “Where do I come 

from?  Do I have any other family 

out there?  Did they ever think 

about me?”  These were just some 

of the questions running through 

Gray’s mind.  

Work for Gray went on; however, 

he had a hard time separating his 

personal emotions from work.  

Thereafter, Gray would wake up 

every morning, look in the mirror 

and see a person full of conflicted 

emotions.  He just wanted to sleep 

his day away.  He kept telling 

himself, “Life goes on and I have to 

move along with it.” Each time 

Gray would get a new file for a new 

person’s death he had to 

investigate, he would think “Did 

you die with a secret?  Did you die 

not knowing a secret?  Did you 

have a family?” He could not help 

but constantly think of his late 

biological father and the curiosity 

of the whereabouts of his biological 

mother.  Gray also contemplated 

why his biological parents had to 

choose between two sons and 

decided to give Gray away.  Gray 

thought, “What did I ever do to 

them? I was so small and new to 

the world. Was I a mistake that 

never should have happened?  Why 

wasn’t I good enough to stay?” 

As time passed, these questions 

slowly stopped entering Gray’s 

mind. Gray allowed himself to 

grieve. It took time, but he 

separated his personal emotions 

that were affecting him in his work 

at the laboratory. He accepted 

things and life for what it was.  

However, to him, that did not 

mean he had to keep looking at the 

negative side of life. He gradually 
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learned to look at the positive. Yes, 

there are many unanswered 

questions that he has, but unlike 

all his cases involving people who 

had passed on from the Earth, he 

is alive. He may not know who his 

biological mother is and what she 

is like, but he does know for a fact 

that he has adoptive parents who 

have always been there for him.  

For Gray, they are his true parents. 

His adoptive parents loved him 

enough to call him their own.  They 

did not care that he was born to 

another couple. “Find the place 

inside where there’s joy and the 

joy will burn out the pain.”-Joseph 

Campbell 

Jennifer Muniz-8th Grade 
Ms. Valeria Lara 
John Drugan 
2nd Place 
 
 
 
 

Open Season 

It’s the year 2125 and the human 

race is nearing extinction. 

Upsettingly, each day that goes by, 

fewer humans are left living on the 

planet and their expiration date is 

soon to come. Turkeys have 

become the predator of the world. 

They use Thanksgiving as their 

excuse to hunt the few lingering 

humans of the world in the place 

turkeys once called home. The 

remaining people of the planet 

have gathered in a forest outside 

of New York City. This is the story 

of when the turkeys put people…in 

the oven.  

“Let’s go Laura, we’re going to be 

late for the hunting season!” yelled 

Larry. The two newlyweds were off 

on a short road trip outside of their 

home city of New York to hunt the 

few people left. “Ok honey, I’m just 
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pecking through the cabinet to find 

my seeds for the trail” replied 

Laura. The two of them couldn’t 

wait to prey on the last Homo-

sapiens left, as Laura and Larry 

spent months prepping for this 

day. “How fast do you think these 

monkeys are?” asked Laura. “I’m 

not sure, but with us running at 6 

miles an hour I’m sure that won’t 

be a problem.” answered Larry. A 

few hours passed and the love 

birds had reached their destination. 

These were the only two birds who 

possessed licenses to stalk the 

people in the forest. “Ok tweetie, 

it’s time to set up camp” said 

Larry. “Ok dear” replied Laura. She 

whipped out her oven, sharpened 

her knives and laid out her spices 

to prep for the meal to come. Larry 

carried all that was needed on his 

back to hunt down the primates 

which included the Remingturk 

2000, a very lethal weapon that 

would surely incapacitate the 

victims. 

Larry said his goodbyes and 

ventured off into the forest 

listening for the sounds of people 

walking. He got tired of waddling 

so he took flight using his long 

72inch wingspan to soar above the 

treetops. Turkeys, being 

omnivores, would have dreams of 

eating humans and Larry just 

couldn’t wait. As Larry glides above 

the sky, he spots a shadow 

beneath and dives downward 

towards land. Arming himself he 

then he starts to track the 

footprints of the human who he 

had seen. Sneaking through the 

forest and following the trail he 

came to find the primate sitting on 

a log. Larry pulled up his barrel, 
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aimed down the sights, and as 

sweat dripped down his 

feathers…HE GOBBLED and BOOM! 

The human was passed out and he 

returned his trophy to his loving 

wife where she made the best 

Thanksgiving dinner yet. 

The night went by and the flock 

enjoyed how karma favored them 

in the long fly. The love birds 

would remember this for 5 years to 

come because then their life span 

was over. Eventually the human 

race was extinct and the turkeys 

live happily ever after.        

Bryan Liston-8th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Jones     
SSG. Manuel R. Puentes Middle 
School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Fight 

The stench of gun smoke and 

rotten garbage fill my nostrils as I 

dig and claw at the massive pile of 

garbage that laid with other 

scattered mountains of decay and 

rubbish just like it. I cough from 

the suffocating aroma and try to 

hold my breath as I desperately dig 

deeper into the pile. “God, please, 

please, please, have mercy.” I 

whisper to myself hysterically as I 

began throwing out chunks of 

waste, not paying any heed to 

where it may land. No. Please, no. 

Not again. Just a morsel will do, 

just please, anything. For her. 

After a few moments, my hysteric 

gouging was abruptly stopped by 

the clash of my nails on broken 

cement underneath the pile. 

Frustration and delirium from my 

starvation had begun to overwhelm 

me and suddenly, I began 

pounding my fists on the piles and 

began kicking and throwing 

handfuls of trash crazily around 
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myself, cursing God and this 

godforsaken war. Why? Why did 

this all have to happen? What did I 

do to deserve any of this hell? 

“Damn you all to hell!” I scream at 

the top of my lungs, swinging a 

large bag of scum behind me, 

watching the black plastic tear, 

making the filth inside scatter all 

over the mud-stained snow behind 

me.  

In a daze, I sloppily reclined on the 

wall of the building next to me. I 

look up at the grey, snowing sky, 

huffing clouds of visible breath as I 

collect myself and try not to pass 

out from exhaustion. “God… why 

have you left us…” I breathed, 

faintly. I began sliding down the 

wall, not giving any effort to stop 

myself from hitting the floor. 

However, I snapped out of my 

gaze swiftly when I heard the 

deep, yelling voice of a man 

approaching. I laid on my stomach 

quickly and hid within the trash 

and kept quiet, holding my breath. 

“Слева! Слева! Слева, справа! 

Справа! Справа! Справа, Слева!” 

The deep voice chimed through the 

streets with hundreds of 

synchronized marching feet 

stepping simultaneously with the 

commanding voice. After a brief 

moment, the marching began to 

become softer until it was 

completely gone and the only thing 

that could be heard is my anxious, 

restrained breathing. I slowly got 

back up, being careful with my 

movements to be sure I made no 

sound. I looked up at the sky and 

saw that the sun had begun going 

down. With this, I began making 

my way out of the alley into the 

deserted street, checking around 
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myself to ensure I was alone and 

set off home. 

I walked through the streets, 

hastily, looking around for 

anymore piles of garbage that look 

promising to have scraps of food. 

The more I walked through the 

town, the more devastated and 

abused the buildings appear. Some 

were defaced with brightly colored 

graffiti with the message 

“Стоимость” written crudely across 

the building and the word “Value” 

being directly underneath it, also 

written in the same course 

manner. Posters of a crimson 

leader with a black trench coat 

with a cigar lit in his mouth were 

found everywhere on the buildings, 

usually with the man’s face spray-

painted over or his entire face 

ripped out of the poster. Upon 

coming home, I found a poster on 

the shelter I took refuge in since 

the soldiers came and raided my 

past home. I inspected the poster 

closer and read the blocky, red 

letters that had hovered above the 

familiar figure. It read, “борьба“ 

across the whole paper with the 

words “Fight” in the same bold 

fashion on the bottom of the 

poster. The figure on the poster 

was a general with completely 

black clothing with the exception of 

a red scarf and a red badge on the 

pocket of his jacket and on his hat. 

He wore a sadistic, cynical smile 

with an eerie look in his eyes that 

bothered me as I looked at the 

contents of the poster. I tore the 

poster off of the wall and crumpled 

it into a ball and threw it away 

from my home. 

I walked in the home and called 

out. “Nastya! I’m home!” After the 
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yell, tiny steps had scurried 

towards me and as the steps began 

to come around the corner, a 

blonde, long haired, girl, no more 

than ten, had ran towards me, 

slightly waddling with each step as 

the oversized jacket on her had 

engulfed her entire torso.  

“Mommy! Mommy!” the girl had 

said, eagerly to see her mother 

again. “Mommy! Did you bring 

food? I’m really hungry, mommy!” 

“I’m sorry sweetie. Mommy 

couldn’t find anything for you 

today. Maybe tomorrow I’ll find 

something for you.” The Nastya 

had looked down at her feet, 

disappointed.  

I looked down at the small blonde 

girl and patted her head softly. A 

hot sense of melancholy overcame 

me and it was followed by another 

wave of guilt. She didn’t deserve to 

be born in this world… In this hell… 

I hadn’t realized that as I was 

immersed in my thoughts, streams 

of tears began to cascade along my 

cheeks.  

“Mommy?” Nastya said delicately, 

a little worried at her mother’s 

sudden silence. 

My angel… my sweet, sweet, 

angel… Nastya… I then wiped my 

cheeks of my tears and kissed the 

child on the forehead. “Mommy’s 

going to go outside for a walk okay 

Nastya?” I made my way out of the 

small shack, not waiting for the 

child’s response, and climbed 

through one of the large holes that 

plastered the dull brick walls on the 

side of the building, seeking 

solitude to get my thoughts in 

order. I had walked out into the 

streets that surrounded my home 
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and looked over the metal 

skeletons of buildings, and 

wondered how they had looked 

before. I looked over each 

individual building and bobbed my 

head to see what was left of the 

ruins and wondered. How many 

have died and lived in that house? 

How many have seen that house 

not just as a set of brick walls but 

as home? Hot tears began to 

scorch my eyes as another idea 

had stricken me. And now it’s all 

gone. Now it’s just a pile of rubble 

like the others. This thought 

haunted me. The fact that men 

could turn such a profound 

sanctuary into a pile of brick and 

debris without thought frightened 

me and filled me with disgust and 

hatred for those revolting men. 

They don’t understand. They’ll 

never understand. They’ll never 

have to cower in alleys, they’ll 

never have to dig around for food 

like an animal. They’ll never have 

to explain to their youngest child 

what war is.  

I was alone with my thoughts for 

several moments before they were 

interrupted by the loud sound of 

alarms. Air sirens played in insane 

fanfare and I broke into a sprint 

and began to turn back to the 

small shack. “God, no, please no. 

Nastya” I was hysterically crying 

her name as I advanced pass 

buildings and ruins. “Nasya… 

Nastya…Nastya…” was all I said 

with the breath I could gather with 

each urgent step. I finally came to 

the shack and raced inside and 

came to the room where I 

expected to find Nastya. She 

wasn’t there. I then ran up the 

stairs yelling her name in a 
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trembling voice. “Nastya! Nastya, 

please answer me! Nastya!” 

“Mommy?” I heard faintly.  

“Nastya!” I walked into her room 

and found her underneath her bed, 

sobbing uncontrollably, with her 

hands covering her face. I kneeled 

down to her and tugged on her 

arms that had immediately 

extended out to me without 

command. I cradled her head and 

her body, squeezing her close to 

myself to ensure the small frame I 

held in my arms was real. The 

raving of air sirens didn’t cease by 

then, and were louder here than 

the place I wondered off to. 

“Nastya, it’s okay, it’s okay just 

stay calm, mommy’s here. 

Mommy’s here for you,” I said 

frantically as I tried to cover the 

girl’s ears.  

“Mommy, I’m scared.” She 

whimpered, hiccupping with each 

gasp of air as she continued 

bawling, burying her face into my 

breast.  

“Mommy’s not going to let go of 

you. Mommy’s not leaving you.” 

“Mommy make the sounds stop.” 

I clenched her figure closer to 

myself. I felt her clench onto my 

tattered coat and felt her shaking 

body in my arms. Outside, I can 

hear the whistling of bombs 

dropping, striking me with unease 

and anticipation for the loud clash 

of earth with steel. The sudden 

explosion made Nastya and I jump. 

Nastya began screaming for me, 

but I could only hear an 

unbearable ringing in my ears as I 

looked up with my mouth open, 

dumbly, with my eyes 

uncontrollably pouring tears. The 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  99

last thing I could hear was the 

whistling again, but this time, it 

was more aggressive and painful 

than the last. I didn’t hear the 

blast. Not even the trembling of 

the earth at the bomb’s impact had 

shaken me. I didn’t try to run and I 

refused to blink for a moment. All I 

could do, was just watch the ceiling 

above me collapse with rays of 

unnaturally godly light come down 

and overwhelm me until it was the 

only thing I could see was pure 

white. 

Laura Ochoa-9th Grade 
Mrs. Teresa Candelaria 
Americas High School 
1st Place 
 
 
Divine Madness 

Drew let out a long sigh and 

slumped down onto his chair. His 

head felt as if someone were 

hitting him with a large hammer 

over and over. Slowly, he raised 

his head to look up at the dim-lit 

room. It was littered with scattered 

books, shattered picture frames, 

and many other objects that had 

been thrown just moments before. 

There soon came a faint sound of 

footsteps, which grew louder as 

they reached the door. It flung 

open with a loud creak and in the 

doorframe stood a young, pale 

woman whose thick, raven hair 

was hardly kept back in the loose 

hair tie she had in it. Drew sprang 

up as quickly as the door opened 

and frantically began picking up 

the mess on the floor. The woman 

strode across the room and took 

his hand gently, making him drop 

the old book in his hand. Her small 

pale-pink lips curved down into a 

frown as she cupped his face in her 
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hands.   

“What is the matter, my love?” 

She met his dark brown eyes, 

which she had fallen for many 

years ago, as her thumb ran over 

the T-shaped scar on his cheek. 

Drew let out a small sigh as he 

shook his head, moving her hand 

from his face slowly. 

“It’s nothing, my dear. Just an 

argument with Charlie is all.”  

He replied as he let go of his wife’s 

hands and finished with cleaning 

the room. His wife, Stella, nodded 

slightly as she knelt down beside 

him and helped him finish with 

picking up the mess left behind. 

She knew too well how drastic the 

fights would get between her 

husband and Charlie, and didn’t 

dare question what had happened. 

In the coming weeks, the fights 

only became louder. The loud 

sounds of objects hitting the floor 

and the shouting couldn’t be 

withheld from the shut door. Stella 

attempted to block out the horrible 

noises but she was getting irritable 

and couldn’t tolerate it much more. 

Drew was never like this in the 

beginning of their relationship; in 

fact, she'd never heard of Charlie 

until a few months ago. 

The loud bang of the door 

slamming snapped Stella out of her 

thoughts and she looked up quickly 

to find Drew rushing down the 

stairs. She pushed herself out of 

the chair quickly and ran over to 

his side in an attempt to calm him 

down. He merely brushed her off 

and headed for the back door. 

Thoughts raced through his head 

as he bounded out into the dark 

night and down to the large tree in 

the backyard. He took a fist full of 
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his dark brown hair and groaned as 

he fell back against the tree. Drew 

quietly mumbled to himself as his 

eyes darted around the yard. Soon 

his gaze fell upon the back door 

where he saw Stella walking out 

into the night. The bright moon lit 

up her shadowy figure as she made 

her way across the yard. 

An aching pain grew in Drew's 

heart as he saw a taller, broader 

figure make its way towards his 

wife. He sprang up quickly in 

attempt to reach her and he let out 

a hoarse scream. Stella didn’t 

seem to notice and soon the large 

figure had her in his arms, 

throwing her over his shoulder. 

She let out an ear-piercing scream 

as the dark figure walked towards 

the dock over the black lake. Drew 

chased after the two and his feet 

pounded against the hard earth. 

He shouted for Stella, only to 

receive no reply. Drew could feel 

his heart sink as the once bright 

moon became dull from the now 

clouded sky. 

He watched as the large figure 

dropped Stella into the cold, dark 

water and leaned over the edge of 

the dock holding her under. Drew 

could hear Stella flailing around, 

struggling for air. He ran onto the 

dock only to stop and hear nothing 

but silence. The dark, hunched 

over figure did not move as Drew 

neared it, the sound of his 

footsteps on the metal dock 

breaking the silence. 

Drew looked down as the water 

was illuminated again with the 

white light of the moon. He felt his 

body grow numb and his eyes 

widen in terror— not at his dead, 

beloved wife but at the man. The 
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man who looked all too familiar, 

the man who’s dark brown eyes 

and hair gave him a dreadful 

feeling in his gut. The man who’s 

scar on his cheek was in the shape 

of a T. The man he came to know 

as Charlie. 

Desiree Lopez-9th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
She Ran Away 

Looking around the house, all the 

lights are turned on, and all of her 

toys litter the floor. Silence echoes 

throughout the halls, and she is 

nowhere in sight.  

“She ran away? I don’t 

understand; I gave her everything, 

but still she is gone. Did it not even 

matter how much affection I had 

shown? Would the outcome have 

changed if I had given more? No, I 

doubt it . . .  But then what made 

her leave?! Will I ever know?”  

“No, screaming won’t get her back. 

I have to think . . . Wait! Could it 

be  . . . that she still misses . . . 

no, no that’s impossible. Come on . 

. . think.”  

He stops dead in his tracks from 

the sharp pain from stubbing his 

toe. Swearing under his breath, 

something catches his eye. 

 “A note?”  

He read aloud:  

“I HATE YOU! WHY DID YOU TAKE 

ME AWAY FROM MOMMY AND 

DADDY? WHY! I WILL NEVER 

FORGIVE YOU!                                       

I HATE YOU . . . I HATE YOU . . . I 

HATE YOU!” 

Those same words, continuing over 

and over, covered the entire page 

as well as the back. Dumbstruck, 

he froze. Holding his breath, and 

wanting to look away, his eyes 
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would not permit it. His eyes 

darted left to right reading: “I hate 

you!” over and over again.  

He snapped. 

“It’s your fault!”  

His screams rang throughout the 

empty halls.  

“You were alone on the swings not 

a soul watching you! It’s your fault 

that you walked up to my van! It’s 

your fault, so why do you hate me 

not yourself?”  

He took a deep breath. 

Beginning to chuckle a little, he 

said, “It’s fine . . . it’s fine. I can 

always get another.”  

And with that, the door slowly 

closes behind him.     

Anthony M. Wagner–9th Grade 
Ms. Andrea Webb 
Eastlake High School 
3rd Place 
 
 
 
 

The Stars in the Sky from Your 
First Kiss are Probably Dead 
Once You’ve Read This 
 
Tick tock, tick tock. 

There is emptiness in the air and I 

can see it surrounding me—almost 

smothering me. My chair is creaky; 

the classroom is stuffy and smells 

like old pencil shavings. I can see 

the eraser dust dancing in the air 

and I am in the state of existing.  

Tick tock, tick tock. 

I am frozen in a moment of time. 

Maybe, if I don’t move, it’ll stay 

like this. I’ll stay in this classroom. 

The dust will stay elevated and 

poor cricket won’t die alone 

between the chipped bookshelf.  

Tick tock, tick tock 

Time unfreezes, and I inhale. I 

wonder how long I held my breath. 

Slowly I creep out of the tiny desk. 

How funny to find myself back in 

another one and another, and 
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another for eight hours, five days a 

week, just moving from chair to 

chair, room to room, and empty 

space to empty space.  

The air conditioner is screaming 

now. If I could scream when and 

where would I do it? Say, walking 

down a dark corridor or even up a 

lone stairway then being pushed 

violently into a wall by someone 

large and maybe older. Would I 

scream then? Who would I scream 

for? But he'll ram himself against 

me, inhibiting my speech. Either 

way, I'll try. I'm not safe. I need 

somewhere safe. I don't like this 

person kissing me, leaving bruises 

on my thighs, I don't like this 

person, but then the person forms 

a face, and we are no longer in the 

stairway. We are in a baseball 

field. The kissing is still going, but 

the feeling stays. The inner 

screeching is still going. I still don't 

want this. I'm still not safe. I don't 

like their imprint. How did I find 

myself here? Why is my stomach 

burning? Voices start to shift down 

to murmuring. How cute. How cute 

are they? They must be in love. 

Why doesn't my boyfriend kiss me 

like that? Are they staring? They 

can see me. No, I don't love him. I 

don't like this kiss but then again, 

how am I even supposed to know 

what a good kiss is like. I've never 

felt one. What are the movies even 

talking about? There is no spark, 

just flames. I don't like this. I know 

the dopamine in my brain has to 

be reacting but it’s no good. It’s 

smothering me. I can't breathe. His 

tongue has found its way in. I don't 

like it, but something is wrong with 

me. I can't move, I freeze, and it 

continues. It doesn't taste like 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  105

anything. He says he can taste me. 

What does that even mean? I'm 

numb. I'm shaking. I can't feel a 

thing in my throat. Why am I even 

here? Why does he even want to 

kiss me? Why does he want my 

innocence? 

I look up and see the stars. I don’t 

stop looking because I know I’m 

not alone because I share the sky 

with you. That fact alone makes 

me feel safer. And I know the stars 

in this sky will be dead by the time 

I write this.   The numbness has 

taken over and I'm feeling nothing, 

but it’s better than the cotton in 

my chest. That’s become numb 

too. Is this the only way to stop 

pain? Dentist, doctors, surgeons, 

everyone is numbing our body to 

make the pain dull or nonexistent. 

Is this numbness my body’s way of 

stopping the pain? This isn’t love, 

this is lust and I don’t like it. Not at 

all, and I want it to stop. I don’t 

like people touching me. I don’t 

like fingertips rubbing against my 

skin, and the only time I do is like 

a winning lottery ticket. My God, if 

I don’t flinch to touch hallelujah, 

please don’t leave me. But this is 

not one of those times. Not one of 

those people, no. It burns. Bile is 

rising, and I recoil. Stop I’m 

screaming. 

I blink. 

I’m not in the baseball field. I’m 

not in the stairway. I’m in the 

classroom, where I had last left it. 

The air conditioner is still 

screaming and so am I. 

Blink. 

Maybe if I hit my head against the 

wall hard enough, let someone put 

a bullet through my brain, I’ll 

forget. I’ll forget them. I’ll forget 
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text messages sent, I’ll forget the 

words I let slip from my tongue. I’ll 

forget all of the things I wish I did. 

I’ll forget the last pair of lips to 

meet mine. I’ll forget the times I 

lied or spoke the truth, because 

maybe if I forget, I could sit in 

class without screaming. The 

cotton would reside; the fire would 

diffuse. Maybe I can look a person 

in the eyes, without flames 

spreading to my cheeks. I can’t 

forget, even then I’d forget my 

happiness, my laugh, my moon, 

but something deep down tells me 

that feelings would never be 

forgotten…the itch I can’t scratch. 

And I wouldn’t like to forget what it 

was like to be held without 

flinching. 

I put my head down, and put on 

my sweater. The classroom is 

already warm enough but I don’t 

care. The warmth fills me with 

comfort. 

Liani Monsivais-10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 
 
The Pick Up 

It was a gloomy afternoon and the 

rain tapping at the window made it 

hard to focus on the dead body 

sprawled before me. The lifeless 

body with bruised hand prints 

around its neck was the reason I 

was here.  

The dead body was a female, and 

by the looks of it, she was young. 

Her clothes were ripped, and her 

face pallid, had her life taken away 

by a monster. Her family’s sad 

faces could already be seen when 

they hear that their daughter has 

been murdered. I began to 

investigate, looking around the 

small hotel room. I notice some 
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beer bottles, and cocaine on the 

small coffee table. Opening a 

window, I continue to look around. 

I notice a large men’s t-shirt on the 

floor soaked with blood. I began to 

realize that there was blood 

everywhere. 

Looking back at the girl, I turn her 

around to see what other torture 

she endured. I see some swollen 

red gashes running up her back, 

and blood covering the pieces of 

the shirt she still had on. I continue 

my investigation, walking to the 

other side of the room. Stopping at 

the full-sized bed, I pick up the 

white sheets now stained red and 

began to analyze what happened. 

Paintings on the floor, vault 

opened, dead girl, blood 

everywhere, I realize the girl had 

nothing to do with anything that 

happened, she was just caught in 

the crossfire.  

Knowing what I have to do, I 

collect the girls’ soul and walk out 

the same way I walked in, through 

the window up the stairway to 

heaven. Turning back, I hope the 

monster who does this gets 

caught. Taking this soul to God I 

go onto my next pick up. 

Sophia Candelaria-10th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Walker 
Americas High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
My Nightmare Rose 

She was beautiful. She was 

outstanding. Yet she was dark with 

no emotion. She . . . was a 

nightmare rose. Her appearance 

was almost like a goddess. Her hair 

was almost as dark as her soul and 

her sharp hazel eye could look 

through you like glass and pierce 

your innocent soul. And I was her 
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godly sun of life and lust. 

It all started on that summer day 

when my life came to an end.  

I met her in the garden where Lily 

and I used to spend most of our 

time. The sound of perfect silence 

was so peaceful you could just fall 

asleep right then and there on the 

grass. She stood under the 

blossom tree blankly staring at me. 

She smiled when we made eye 

contact. She walked over to me 

and held out her hand as a 

greeting. That’s how our friendship 

began.  

Our relationship was as healthy as 

the green grass in summer. We 

acted as if we had been friends 

ever since the first grade—well, 

that’s how I saw it. But to her, we 

were the colors blue and red yet to 

make purple. I had no idea what 

that meant, so I pushed the 

thought aside thinking that she 

was just joking around. Boy was I 

wrong, like the weather man 

saying it was gonna snow in July.  

Dead wrong.  

Winter came along, and it was 

nothing but pure, torturous, bitter 

freezing cold winds that beat you 

in the face. It was almost as if the 

wind was telling me something: 

that SHE was cold and bitter. That 

she was soon to make me feel dull 

and numb all over. Who is she? 

What are her true feelings towards 

me?  

Spring came at last and her actions 

were becoming demanding and 

harsh. Like a bee sucking pure 

nectar from a flower until it 

becomes wilted and vulnerable.  

And that’s exactly what she was 

doing to me.   

Every time we went out, she’d 
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cling to my arm tightly as if trying 

to say I was her property. She 

would go through my phone at 

every opportunity she thought I 

wouldn’t notice! I thought: When 

will she leave me and my personal 

belongings alone?!  

I’VE HAD IT! I couldn’t take it 

anymore! She wouldn’t stop her 

evil sins and wrong doings! She 

had gone too far now. One time 

she broke into my house and 

rearranged everything. The kitchen 

knives were missing and the 

pictures of my deceased wife and I 

were burnt and spread all over the 

floor in my room. To make things 

even worse, she carved hidden 

messages behind my bed. One 

read: “you’re my personal property 

now!” The worst part was located 

under that text. It read, “She was 

never good for you. So she got 

stabbed and went out with a bang 

and died in a patch of lilies” 

My stomach dropped . . . I couldn’t 

believe what I had read . . . stab 

and a bang. But why? Why did she 

kill her?  

I called her later that night. I told 

her to meet me in the garden; I 

said it was urgent and that I 

needed to see her face right away. 

I thought: this demon shall be 

gone forever. Tonight . . . she shall 

pay for her sins.  

There she stood, under that same 

tree like the day we first met. She 

was dressed in a black silk lacey 

dress with her hair down and 

curled.   

“So, you did come after all my 

dear?” I spoke, holding out my 

hand as she grasped it firmly.  

“Of course, you sounded so 

desperate to see me,” she said 
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with a smile.  

I couldn’t help to think: how 

disgusting, you filthy pathetic piece 

of trash.  

“I needed to see your beautiful evil 

face again. Not one day as in never 

have I forgotten your sickening 

beauty.” 

I pulled her close with our noses 

barley touching. There was a tint of 

red on her cheeks. My, my, she’s 

sensitive to romance, isn’t she? 

How naïve you are, my dear.  

“Today shall be the last day we see 

each other.” 

 “What do you me . . .“  

I stabbed her swiftly in the 

stomach. I watched her face 

whiten.  

“Oh no, you can’t die yet . . . not 

without a bang,” and I shot her in 

the chest, piercing her heart. She 

fell to the ground, lying in a patch 

of roses. I kneeled down and put a 

rose on her stomach and placed 

her hands on the stem.  

“This is familiar isn’t it? This is how 

Lily died . . . now this is how you’ll 

die. But you won’t be missed.” I 

got up and started walking off in 

the distance.  

“Goodbye forever . . . my 

nightmare rose.” 

Amber R. Molix–10th Grade 
Ms. Andrea Webb 
Eastlake High School 
3rd Place 
 

Mr. November 

During a crisp yellow evening, 

there was a dimly lit field where 

the leaves brushed the grass as 

they fell down the trees marking 

an early arrival of fall. The sides 

had broken chain link fences and 

the plants withered along with the 
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state of the entire place. Bleachers, 

where the young would break out 

and throw riots, as well as fling 

junk and shatter their gorges, now 

stayed with nothing but the silvery 

seats themselves. In the center, 

stood the area where players 

would practice their breaks and 

establish their efforts as people 

came to inspire them. Now not 

even the ground heard the 

footsteps and the pushing and the 

tumbling of them. I instead, only 

the soft and delicate whirl from the 

wind that lifted the tips of the 

grass to keep them awake. But 

there was nothing that would bring 

the place to keep the bright colors 

during an autumn day. The 

sprinklers remained off, ever since 

people abandoned the building that 

connected to the area, where 

students would learn and obtain 

their respective knowledge to 

continue and possibly serve 

something for the future. And the 

place remained abandoned for 

many cycles of years with no sign 

of a potential return, but a return 

of potential decline. 

A boy used to sprint among those 

trails of grass, keeping his eyes 

fixed over above to make the catch 

of one of several games. His legs 

marched with rapid strives, and his 

heavy and strong arms prepared to 

make a change to the team. It had 

been a well-played season for 

them, consecutive victories with no 

sign of a possible defeat anytime 

soon. Some of the people, amid 

the crowds sitting, watching the 

battle in action, pondered on about 

how incredible the plays had been. 

One would mention that the 

technique of the opposite team was 
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not enough to defend against the 

offense of the boy’s team, while 

others complained that the boys 

had taken part in some sort of 

overdose to provide them with 

enough imitated strength. Either 

way, the winning team would 

always call for the boy: the one 

that always carried his allies 

forward to the playoffs. Once 

again, the team wins by a striking 

advantage, and all because of the 

one and only Mr. November! Those 

words would be repeated in 

different ways, but they all meant 

the same: the victory was taken 

once more.  

On the other hand, stood a man. 

This man in particular, carried a 

sense of fear and lack of charisma 

at times where he remained under 

pressure. He wore his suit and tie 

every day to make him feel strong 

once again, but to no avail. For 

many cycles of years, the man had 

tried his best to return to his 

original state. Around him stood 

many other men similar to him, 

but they all had what he didn’t 

have any longer. That was, at 

least, if he didn’t think about his 

past. The man underwent a 

constant amount of failure. All he 

had from before was nothing but 

pure disappointment. Of course, 

that was only because he chose to 

believe that his entire existence 

stood before the predicament. 

Those other men would stand up 

and speak for the country, for what 

they considered to be the true path 

to prosperity among the nation. 

The man also contained that 

similar practice within, but his 

hands were prone to speaking and 

his mouth to moving. Did the man 
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face a trauma, where his life did 

not foreshow a proud memory? He 

was not so sure anymore. He knew 

that not everything he faced in his 

life was filled with defeat, but those 

moments that said so could be 

found only in the deep, unexplored 

areas of the oceans, where nobody 

bothered entering to discover; 

however, the man was assured 

that there was a chance for him to 

recover, to return back to his once 

proclaimed victory. It wasn’t that 

he was afraid of losing, but he was 

afraid of losing yet again. 

The boy had done excellent over 

his two years before college. He 

had been advanced into the varsity 

team during his freshman year, 

which filled some boys with envy 

and some girls with appeal. The 

boy had dated several girls, and by 

several there were actually many. 

He continued respectable to every 

single one, however, treating them 

with dignity and appreciation. He 

hadn’t ruined any girl’s life with his 

own will, and from that he was also 

given respect by teachers and 

parents. It came to the beginning 

of his final year in high school, 

when the principal called him over 

to his office. The boy had never 

been called over, he wasn’t a 

troublesome person. He did go 

outside and caused occasional riots 

after several games during season, 

but it never came to turn into a 

disaster where police sirens would 

surround them and enrage their 

fathers and mothers. Walking 

inside with sweaty palms, he sat 

down with the principal, who at 

first remained grim and serious. Of 

course, this was nothing but a 

tease, as out of surprise the big 
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man had offered the boy a chance 

to reach the goals he only dreamed 

about. If he did well in his classes 

and they won the championship for 

the upcoming season, there would 

be a guaranteed promise by a 

prestigious university to award him 

a scholarship that would allow him 

to play along the college’s football 

team. When first told about this, 

the boy had fantasized about how 

glorifying that would be for him. He 

imagined spectacles of light 

beaming over his face as 

interviewers and news reporters 

came over to his feet of victory. 

They would ask him what his 

inspirations were, or how he 

managed to continue carrying his 

team into such unimaginable 

triumph, where he would answer 

how it was all huge effort with 

small destiny on the side to keep 

his head up as a boy who remained 

a winner. Nevertheless, he 

remembered that he would also 

have to keep his record of grades 

up. 

The boy didn’t yawn over at the 

look of an essay or paper he had to 

work on. In fact, he would always 

take an assignment as a challenge 

to prove how determined he was to 

do his best for what he stood for. 

His family admired and loved him 

as a son for that, and even if his 

friends would shout him over as a 

drip who should always focus on 

only his physical side, they were all 

simply filled with obvious jealousy. 

That only made the boy more 

willing to do better. He took pride 

in history the most. Not only did it 

open up his eyes on how much 

antiquity it took to lead the world 

to where he was at now, but it also 
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informed him of people that were 

similar to him. He saw the figures 

of the country that led America to 

independence as a symbol of 

might, never willing to give up. He 

even wished on his twelfth birthday 

to be one of the people mentioned 

in history books, as it would make 

him proud of his achievements, but 

also proud to inspire others to 

follow in his footsteps.  

The boy also took a step in helping 

others. Whenever he had any 

spare time, he would assist his 

mother in daily chores or his father 

in cleaning the yard and doing 

heavy-lift work. After all, his father 

was a construction worker, who 

required all of the muscle he could 

get to make his job a lot easier and 

more enjoyable. He would always 

joke about how the boy was 

stronger than him, where the boy 

would take the comment as an 

extra point in his self-assurance. 

Aside from his family, his friends 

would always have things to do. 

Some were involved in 

extracurricular activities 

afterschool, and when the boy had 

no football practice, he would 

assist them in anything. Others 

would simply ask for small favors, 

whether it was handing some work 

over to other classmates, or even 

playing wingman to get his pal with 

a lady. Either way, everybody 

found themselves happy over the 

boy’s presence. All except for one, 

that felt envy for the boy instead. 

This person had been his friend for 

so long, longer than anybody else 

the boy knew and befriended. He 

wasn’t exactly the most sharing 

person, as his background came 

from a non-supportive family with 
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a poor and almost demolished 

home. But the two were fond of 

each other, going to parks and 

playing with strangers of the same 

age that became neighborhood 

friends. Those neighbors eventually 

moved out of the city, so the two 

remained even closer from there, 

at least for a while, before the boy 

had entered the football team, 

where his friend wasn’t given the 

same warm welcome. The two 

hadn’t spoken for a long time after 

a small fight over the topic, where 

the boy pointed out how his friend 

only cared about himself. The 

friend had replied on how 

abandoned he was to the point 

where he began to weep. The boy 

called him a wuss and walked 

away, assuring the friend that they 

weren’t bonded as much as before. 

And the friend didn’t take it 

anymore. He was reckless, and he 

wanted to get him back for it. 

After a small apology, the two 

began talking again, although not 

so openly at first. The boy still 

spoke to other friends more than 

he did to him, but that was the 

least of the friend’s worries. It was 

during the middle of the season, 

where the team still continued to 

win, that the friend invited him 

over for a few drinks. The two 

were, of course, underage, so they 

had to keep it a secret. The boy 

wasn’t so sure about the whole 

invitation, but he didn’t want to 

disappoint the friend and his 

relationship anymore, so he 

accepted. The two boys walked 

down to the cellar in the basement 

of the friend’s home, and while he 

took out the alcohol, he spoke to 

the boy about how he was doing so 
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well that season. The boy thanked 

him for that, but the friend was 

barely starting to speak. He let him 

know that there was no possible 

way for him to do badly, that he 

shouldn’t even bother too much 

about it anymore. He had told him 

about getting a girl or joining him 

some more, because it seemed like 

he could almost do everything at 

once. The boy didn’t like where he 

was going with this, and he didn’t 

respond. The friend started 

drinking like a mad man, and from 

the looks of it, the boy didn’t like 

what he saw. The friend became 

drunk in a matter of seconds and 

the boy wasn’t so sure about 

taking part in it anymore. He told 

the friend that he wasn’t feeling 

comfortable and that it was best if 

he just left. But the friend became 

enraged, breaking the glass of the 

drink and threatening to stab him 

with it if he tried to leave. The boy 

tackled him down and sprinted fast 

to the door, closing it behind him, 

locking it to keep him from hurting 

anybody. He quickly ran outside 

and was about to call his friend’s 

parents to say what had happened. 

But after a quick thought, he 

realized they wouldn’t have cared 

one bit, just like his friend didn’t 

care about anything. Instead, he 

went back home without letting his 

friend out, never hearing from him 

again. 

The man looked at himself in the 

mirror. He had rehearsed his 

speech for over three weeks, and 

after so much time spent 

perfecting it, the day when it was 

about to be delivered got the best 

of him. You’re up in two minutes, 

another man said when he opened 
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up the door to the room. The man 

nodded and the other one left, but 

he wished he would’ve asked him 

his opinion on what he was about 

to say. He had put every single 

word that could come out on into 

paper, but nonetheless, that didn’t 

mean anything to him now. He was 

trapped in a cage, where he would 

be exposed to many predators that 

would not eat him, but instead 

laugh at how pitiful and weak he 

was. And all he could do was watch 

them and maybe even cry. For a 

second, he recalled where he had 

gotten now, and how it was not 

correct to ruin everything he had 

worked for. He remembered 

practicing for an interview long ago 

in almost the same clothes, but 

back then more ready than ever. 

He knew that side of him was still 

deep there somewhere, yet for 

some reason it would never get to 

him. Perhaps because not only did 

he feel unsure, but he felt 

unwanted and lonesome. It 

brought back his past and told him 

of how the tables were turned. He 

laughed as he had mocked before. 

Before the second to last game, 

the boy prepared himself with all 

he had to go for. His friends 

chatted around the lockers, and 

the coach washed his face in the 

restroom before he would come 

back and they would all huddle up 

for motivation. As the boy sat 

down, he called to mind what his 

friend had told him. The boy 

always presented himself as 

modest, until now for some reason 

it came as a lie to him. After all, he 

had won every game and done 

nearly little to no slip-ups in his 

current life. He bit himself out of it 
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at first, not so sure that making 

football a simple game would be a 

good idea. It got the best of him 

anyway, as he decided to take it 

easy and just play with no 

concerns. Besides, his team would 

win in even the darkest of nights 

and the heaviest of rains. At least, 

that’s what he supposed until the 

team lost. It was a tough game. 

They said. The other team cheated. 

They also said. They’ll come back 

and take what’s theirs. The rest 

said. But none of these were true. 

It was the boy, he had isolated 

himself. The thoughts of 

carelessness became his main 

ideology, and it had cost his entire 

team the game. But he didn’t think 

about his team or his friends or 

even his family any longer: only 

himself. The boy didn’t have the 

same luck with girls anymore. At 

first they remained attached, but 

eventually his attitude shifted, 

becoming more crude and violent. 

Immediately, he was rejected and 

planted down, smacked and 

punched some times. He thought 

of himself as reckless, until he was 

told by the principal that if the 

school didn’t take the 

championship, his dreams would 

be crushed, and so would I, he said 

to himself. For a long time, the boy 

tried to bring himself back to 

normal, but it was already too late. 

The boy had lost his charm, he 

used to be carried in the arms of 

cheerleaders, priding over for his 

victorious smile. Now, he was 

huddled over as a boy without a 

care in the world. He continued 

ripping apart by staying up late, no 

longer doing his best at school, and 
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losing devotion. I don’t need luck, I 

already am luck. He told himself. 

There had come the final game, 

where beforehand, the team had 

huddled up for their final blessings, 

marching on to the big field. The 

boy had joined back with them as 

much as he could, although they 

ignored him either way. They 

would still have to hand over their 

teamwork at him in order to win, 

but there would be no conversation 

involved. The entire game was up 

to him whether to end up in the 

red carpets or cleaning them. Alas, 

the game has begun, and right 

ahead there was calamity in the 

team. The opposing side quickly 

made their first touchdown, and 

the game had only been five 

minutes in. Throughout the entire 

game, he kept on muttering words 

of profanity to stay true to himself 

and push the rest to victory. 

Drums vibrated and trumpets 

clattered in dramatic harmony, 

giving more intensity in the game. 

Two minutes before the end of the 

match, the game had tied: 28-28. 

Half of the points from the boy’s 

team came from other players, and 

the other half were, surprising to 

him, from himself. In one minute 

and forty-five seconds, the other 

team made a field goal, giving 

them the upper hand by three 

points. The boy’s team needed to 

pull off a full run straight through 

the court in order to win the game. 

Not only that, but it had to be done 

within fifteen seconds. The coach 

called a timeout and insisted the 

ball be thrown to the boy. The 

coach saw that the boy wasn’t the 

same player as before, but was the 

only chance the team had left for 
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victory. The boy gulped over the 

thought, but he acknowledged it, 

although barely. As the two teams 

prepared to kick over the ball, the 

boy recalled once more how his 

entire future would lie in this run. 

He muttered to himself not to ruin 

it for himself. And as he ran with 

the ball, he realized what he had 

said. The selfishness didn’t go 

away, no matter how hard he was 

being beaten, the goal remained 

winning for his own sake, not for 

the others. He tried his best, and 

he got awfully close to the win. 

Twenty yards… ten yards… but as 

he approached the last ones, 

something ticked, telling him he 

didn’t deserve what was coming. 

The boy had tried his best to 

become who he once was, but how 

could he? He did not fall from a 

tackle, but from his own, 

depressing trip. Not only had the 

team lost the game, but the boy 

had lost his dreams. It was a 

turning point in the boy’s life, not 

only in his continued life, but in 

finding his own integrity. And as he 

selfishly lost the game, he also lost 

himself.  

The man was called to the podium, 

where he would give a speech that 

would make others in the audience 

decide whether he was a good 

symbol for the country. The man 

had nowhere else to go; he had no 

other directions to face. He didn’t 

decide to stand up there for his 

own benefit, but because he 

wanted to demonstrate that he 

wasn’t a man of self-regard. As he 

positioned the microphone, he 

aimed himself as the Great Hope 

for the world. If he didn’t get 

anywhere with his last grasp, then 
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he would wither with the grass he 

had once stepped on. He was once 

Mr. November, but he wasn’t sure 

if he would be anymore. 

Inspired by “Mr. November” by The 

National.  

Raymond Mendoza-11th Grade 
Mrs. Cheryl Patterson 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 
 
Stunner 

She was so impossibly beautiful. I 

could almost freeze her. 

The first time I saw her, I just so 

happened to be on my way to my 

apartment, getting ready for my 

next creation. She was sitting by 

the window of some hole in the 

wall coffee shop, reading a 

newspaper, glasses sliding down 

her nose, hair falling flawlessly 

around her face. She was so 

impossibly beautiful. 

I stopped in my tracks, did a 

double take, then decided to walk 

in and introduce myself. I just 

couldn’t help it, I needed to 

introduce myself. I nearly tripped 

when I made it to her table, 

clumsily adjusting my hoodie, 

running a hand through my unruly 

hair as if that would help me 

appear suave. I didn’t care though. 

She was so impossibly beautiful. 

“Hi, *ahem* . . . mind if I sit?” I 

asked. ‘Smooth’ I thought. 

She looked up at me suspiciously, 

before a small smile graced her 

gorgeous face. “No, go right 

ahead.” 

Again, I made a fool of myself, 

almost missing the booth, but she 

found it amusing, giggling to 

herself. I didn’t care though; I 

would gladly slip off the chair if it 

made her happy.  

“So what’s your name?” I asked, 
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brushing my hair back again. 

“Odette, and what’s yours?” 

“What a pretty name for a pretty 

girl. I’m Christian.” 

“That’s a lovely name, Christian.” 

“It’s a very common name, I don’t 

think it’s as lovely as yours,” I grin 

cheekily. 

And so we carry on like this, subtly 

playing a game of twenty-one 

questions, and by the end of the 

afternoon, we can’t seem to get 

enough of each other. Or rather, I 

can’t get enough her. I even went 

as far as getting her phone 

number, a major accomplishment 

to me. At this point I’m lucky my 

own mother speaks to me, I am 

such a freak. She was so 

impossibly beautiful. 

The next day, I contemplate if I 

should call Odette and ask her if 

she’s willing to take a walk with me 

and maybe learn more about each 

other. It was interesting to meet 

someone as new and refreshing as 

she is. With that in mind, I clear 

my mind of my insecurities and dial 

her number. She picks up on the 

second ring. 

“Hello?” ‘She has such a smooth 

voice’ I think. 

“Hi Odette, it’s me, Christian? I 

was wondering if you’d like to 

spend the day with me if you aren’t 

busy, that is.” 

“Oh yes! Hi Christian, I’d love to 

spend the day with you, but I have 

a few things to take care of before 

that happens. Is that all right with 

you?” 

“That’s perfect, take all the time 

you need. Call me back when 

you’re done?” 
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“Of course. I’ll see you later!” She 

chirps, and I can almost see the 

smile on her face. 

“Bye,” I answer shortly, and hang 

up. With nothing else to do, I walk 

to the room at the end of the 

hallway and begin my work. 

A few hours later, we walk around 

the local park that every family 

seems to go to and talk about our 

lives. Hers is more interesting than 

mine.  

“So where do you work?” she asks 

gently, before stuffing her mouth 

with the kettle corn I had bought 

her. 

“Uh well it’s not exciting at all. I 

just work at a deli. Carton’s Deli? I 

usually work in the back, cutting 

meat and stuff...” my voice fading, 

embarrassed of my occupation, the 

only one I managed to stick to. 

 “Wow, how interesting,” she says, 

surprising me, because what 

person in their right mind finds a 

deli interesting? “Do you like it 

there?” 

“It’s alright, I mean it pays, so 

that’s enough for me,” I smile 

confusedly. I change the subject. 

“Where do you work?” 

“Oh I’m a dancer, ballerina, you 

know? Seems childish now that I 

say it out loud, but I usually 

perform for plays I guess. Right 

now I’m trying to get the lead for 

The Black Swan,” She says 

proudly, not at all ashamed of her 

occupation. 

“That’s amazing, I’ve never heard 

or met someone whose job is in 

the performing arts,” I gush. ‘No 

wonder she’s so impossibly 

beautiful.’ “You’re made for the 

part, name and everything.” She 

laughs, a gorgeous laugh, throwing 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  125

her head back, cheeks tinted pink 

from the slightly frigid fall wind. 

“Thank you Christian, I hope that 

wasn’t a joke.” 

“It most definitely wasn’t,” I smirk, 

raising an eyebrow at her, just to 

tease her. 

 “Do you have any hobbies? Mine is 

obviously dancing, I’m so curious 

to learn yours,” she smiles, taking 

my hand in hers, leaning her head 

on my shoulder. I nearly trip, but 

manage to hide my shock. 

“I’ve loved to paint since I was 

younger, and the idea of creating 

something absolutely beautiful out 

of the chaos of this world.” 

“How inspiring. Do you have a 

muse? Or does it all just come 

from your mind?” She asks, still 

leaning onto my body. 

“I have a muse.” 

“Who is it?” 

“You.”  She was so impossibly 

beautiful. 

The next few weeks, we had gotten 

incredibly close, spending more 

time with each other and doing 

everything together. I had also 

managed to ask her to be my 

girlfriend. I was painting more, 

creating things that I’ve never 

thought possible, all because of 

Odette.  She called a few minutes 

ago, while I was working on 

another piece, not that I minded 

anyway. 

“Come over,” I demanded, still 

trying to focus on the canvas. “I’m 

working on something new; I think 

you’ll like it.” 

“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” then 

she hung up. 

I was getting jitters, this being the 

first time I plan to ask her to go 

into the room at the end of the 



126  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

hallway, my personal studio. ‘What 

would she think of me after this? 

Would she think I’m a freak? 

Probably. Everyone else seems to 

think so.’ I shake my head to rid of 

my thoughts, getting up and 

answering the knock at the front 

door.  

“Hello my lovely,” she greets, 

kissing my cheek before welcoming 

herself in. “I brought snacks,” she 

says, shaking the brown bag in her 

hand.  

“That’s uh- great, Odette, but I 

want to show you something. I 

hope this doesn’t change your 

prospective of me,” my voice 

shakes. 

“I doubt it. What’s wrong?” she 

asks gently, taking my hand, lifting 

it to her soft lips, kissing my 

fingertips one by one. 

“Nothing, I just want to show you 

my art.” I move my hand to cradle 

her face, taking in her icy blue 

eyes and blushing cheeks. 

“Okay.” And so I move her in the 

direction of the room at the end of 

the hallway. We walk in and I hear 

her soft intake of breath, her hand 

slackening in mine, scaring me to 

no end. ‘I can’t lose her’ 

“I- I’m sorry, I knew it’d freak you 

out, if I’d have known you didn’t 

like this, I wouldn’t have brought it 

up but I think I love you and I 

don’t want to lose you, I just 

wanted you to be a part of my life, 

every bit of it. Odette please forg-“ 

“Christian, you silly man, I love it. 

I may also love you,” she says 

softly, almost inaudibly. She walks 

around the room, looking at each 

individual art piece of herself, of 

when she was at dance rehearsals, 

of when she had slipped on ice, of 
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when I had seen her the first time. 

I almost buckle under my weight, 

amazed at the gorgeous girl before 

me.  

“I thought you would hate me after 

you saw this. I thought you would 

think of me as a freak.” I bow my 

head to the floor, her scuffed boots 

coming into vision, before her hand 

lifts my head up again. 

“I would never think of you as a 

freak.” 

And so the rest of the afternoon is 

spend with her on the floor beside 

me, of me painting beautiful 

paintings, none comparable to 

Odette. She was so impossibly 

beautiful. 

The next week I take her to the 

deli, so completely attached to her 

ever since the day that I truly 

revealed myself to her in my art 

room. It was just her and I after 

the deli had closed, lovingly, 

innocently kissing each other, away 

from prying eyes. 

“I love you,” I say, “so much.” 

“I love you more.” 

“Impossible,” I declare. “Will you 

stay with me forever?” ‘I could 

almost freeze her.’ 

“I will stay with you forever,” she 

says kissing me again, as if saying 

I love you, over and over again. 

And so with that, I tug her down 

from the table, hold her hand, and 

lead her to the freezer.  

She was so impossibly beautiful. I 

could finally freeze her. 

Aurora Salazar-11th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Walker  
Americas High School 
2nd Place 
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Honesty and Its Fault 

Marcus was like every other boy in 

his grade: smart, talented, and fun 

to be around. He had even entered 

a new relationship with a really 

sweet girl, but just like everyone 

else, his mind was clouded in 

confusion. Now don't assume he 

wasn't happy; he was, but 

something was missing. His heart 

and mind understood what he 

needed, but he refused to 

acknowledge it. Life was great, 

people were good to him and he 

even began to grow intense 

feelings towards his new love. How 

could he ever mess that up? 

She was his safety, she was his 

soul, and only she had his heart. 

So why was it so hard to be around 

her? Marcus knew that in time his 

lies would only hurt her and he 

hated himself for not being what 

she deserved. As the weeks drew 

on Marcus grew distant, for his 

mind controlled his actions and his 

girlfriend began to feel left behind. 

He didn't want to lose her because 

if she left he feared she would 

never return. Therefore, just like 

many times before he pushed his 

feelings into the back of his mind 

and attempted to be the person 

everyone thought he was. Little did 

Marcus know that his girlfriend saw 

straight through his mask of shame 

and only wished he would tell her 

the truth and explain. 

Marcus had a mind consumed with 

mixed emotions of blame, pain, 

guiltiness and unworthiness. He 

knew that he had been different 

from the beginning and that in his 

heart feeling attracted to both 

genders had never been wrong. 

Many believe that such a feeling 
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accrues over time, but Marcus 

completely understood that he had 

always been that way. He was 

never conflicted about his 

emotions, but worried on how 

others would react. Marcus had 

created a respectable image for 

himself and believed that if was 

honest he would lose it all. He was 

living a lie and felt trapped under 

the pressure of truth. As much as 

he wanted to confide in someone 

he knew that his parents would 

never accept him, because no 

matter how he put it they would 

try to convince him that it was just 

a stage or moment in life that 

would eventually pass. He even 

believed that his friends would 

start to feel awkward around him, 

and that his girlfriend would never 

see him the same again. 

He loved her but couldn't deal with 

the shame he felt inside, and the 

disgust she would end up feeling 

towards him. So, Marcus decided 

that it was time, the only way to 

avoid disappointing her anymore 

was to let her go. Maybe one day 

he would have the courage to 

explain, but for now he decided to 

keep it locked away. Society would 

never accept him, the church 

would label him a sinner and the 

older generation would continually 

attempt to change him. Is our 

world one shadowed in stereotypes 

and discrimination? One where 

bisexuals and gays must hide 

themselves away from 

disapproval? In Marcus’s eyes as 

well as in many others, either you 

have the strength to overlook 

prejudice or never embrace who 

you were born to be. 



130  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

Katelynn Rivera-11th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Diary of an Incomplete Man 

December 31, 1998 

I looked at myself in the mirror. I 

couldn’t tell where the original thin 

body I had had gone—now instead 

covered by a layer of fat. Today, I 

had the absolute pleasure of 

attending a judgmental and 

hypocritical family dinner with the 

snakes I call family. As I walked 

inside the house, they all looked at 

me startled—as if surprised that I 

hadn’t died of a heart attack by 

now. I took another step, my fat 

jiggling and attempting to flee the 

brown suit three sizes too small—

the XXL store ran out of my size. I 

spent all night attempting to act as 

if I wasn’t insulted by their 

condescending stares as they 

scanned my three chins. I headed 

out three hours early. My car 

creaked and tilted as I attempted 

to fit my ginormous body inside it. 

I stared at my fat cheekbones on 

the rearview mirror... If only they 

knew how hard it is to be me. I 

have the need to fill my stomach, 

even when I know I’ve had 

enough—even when I know it is 

wrong. This constant need to have 

something in my mouth drives me 

crazy.  

They don’t understand.  

I took a sip from my coke and 

placed it back on the cup holder. I 

rested my head on the steering 

wheel and began to sob.  

Tomorrow. Tomorrow. 

January 1, 1999 

The alarm rang with a demanding 

tone. Each ring made my RING 

head feel RING like it RING would 
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explode. I slammed my hand and 

broke the clock. I yawned and got 

up. I looked at the calendar 

hanging on the wall next to the 

dirty BBQ stained plate—I had ribs 

the day before. It was January 1st, 

after the horrible night I had had 

yesterday; I assured myself that 

this year would be different. I 

would lose the weight, stop eating, 

and be respected for a change. I 

opened my front door. Black 

sweats, long sleeve exercising 

sweater, sneakers, headband, 

walkman with top inspiring songs, 

and a water bottle on my left hand. 

I looked around, the clouds hid the 

warmth of the sun, and the faint 

breeze gave me chills. As I 

stretched my legs, I thought about 

how great this year would be. How 

I would be able to finally start 

dating girls; not disgusted by the 

current fat guy I was. Maybe I 

would go out more often, I would 

join the gym too, I wou- 

Wait a second. What is he doing? 

There was a kid sitting in the front 

of my neighbor’s yard staring right 

at me. He wasn’t blinking, he just 

stared. 

 It was peculiar, but I had to focus 

on my new body. I began my route 

around the neighborhood, each 

step was hell, but it would be 

worth it at the end. I stared at the 

clouds and imagined the 

possibilities. Sweat ran along my 

forehead, thick fog forming with 

every breath I took. I was doing it! 

I could see my house as I turned 

the street corner; I almost 

completed a whole lap! I could feel 

my legs going numb but I didn’t 

care, I was a new man. As I 

approached my house I turned 
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expecting a crowd to cheer, but 

instead, I saw the same kid sitting 

quietly, now licking a cold 

chocolate ice cream. I stared in 

awe as he gave a bite to the ice 

cream cone, the melted chocolate 

staining his lips. Some of it melted 

on his fingers, and the kid licked it 

off, without breaking eye contact. I 

shook my head, no, not anymore; I 

needed to get ahold of myself. If 

only that kid would stop staring. I 

turned around and entered my 

home. 

Later that afternoon, I looked out 

the window; the kid was running 

around the driveway, tapping a 

stick on the hood of the car 

smiling. His head made a sharp 

turn and his eyes locked with mine. 

I closed the blinds in panic, jumped 

on my bed and closed my eyes. I 

couldn’t sleep that night. 

January 5th, 1999 

It’s the fourth day I go out 

running, and it is the fourth day 

the kid has sat on the porch and 

stared at me. Every day, he would 

eat something greasy. He was 

mocking me. As he filled his mouth 

with burgers, cookies, and shakes, 

I looked at him with desire—he had 

everything I wanted. I began my 

run and smiled, proud at the fact 

that I had changed, my exercise 

had changed, and my diet had 

changed. Each step hurt a little 

less. It got easier, every day I did 

it, it got easier—I hoped it would 

stay that way. But oh, how I 

longed for the taste of delicious 

delicacies in my mouth, the greasy 

slobbering traces of food in my 

fingers, the feeling of satisfaction 

as I took the first bite out of my 

meal— but the feeling of regret 
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that I would get after each calorie-

filled meal stopped my mind from 

drifting away from my new year’s 

resolution. I turned the street and 

once again approached my 

house…finally. My steps grew 

slower until I came to an 

immediate stop in front of the 

piece of junk I call my car. I 

kneeled down, took some gasps for 

air and slowly got up straight. I 

saw on the reflection of my car, 

that kid. I turned around. He was 

staring at me again, sitting on the 

curve of the driveway, brown and 

blue striped polo shirt, khaki brown 

cargo pants, brand new white 

converse. A juicy barbeque 

seasoned grease filled double meat 

extra cheese burger in his small 

hands.  

I couldn’t take it. He was luring me 

towards him.  

Today, it just looked too juicy and 

perfect. 

I approached the kid, and he 

stared at me, stoic. I sat next to 

him on the curb, laughed and 

asked why he would stare at me 

every single day, he responded 

with, “I don’t know what you are 

talking about sir. I just sit here and 

wait for mommy to get home.” I 

knew he was lying, there was no 

way he could coincidently look in 

my direction and not intend to. I 

stayed quiet and looked at him, at 

his small hands, and at his burger. 

“Don’t lie to me kid, you stalk me 

every time I go out running”, I 

stated looking at the burger and 

his greasy hands. “That’s what you 

call running?” he chuckled.  

My eyes opened with rage and 

embarrassment. 
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My stomach grumbled and 

churned. 

I felt my arms tense up; I turned 

and pushed the kid to the ground, 

his body bouncing off the concrete, 

and the burger flailing out of his 

hand.  

January 6th, 1999 

I stayed up late as I savored the 

feeling of satisfaction, the taste of 

deliciousness in my mouth at long 

last, my mouth filled with meat and 

my heart racing. I tried to eat 

slowly, but it was all too good. I 

licked my dirty fingers after I was 

done. I tossed the last bone, the 

meat cleaned out, at the pile of 

items in the corner of my 

basement. There it laid, with the 

brown and blue striped polo shirt, 

khaki brown cargo pants, and the 

dirty bloody white converse.  I 

smelled the unfinished burger in 

the trash can. 

“Next year will be different,” I 

whispered under my breath.  

Laura Zapien-12th Grade 
Mrs. Jamie Vega 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 

The Unwanted Virtue of Self-
Awareness 

“Do you consider yourself a good 

man Eli?” I asked the detective. 

 “I don’t believe in good men, 

everyone has their own agenda,” 

he responded while looking 

through me with a thousand yard 

stare I had only seen in soldiers 

with PTSD.  

I knew he was smart enough to 

know I couldn’t use this answer in 

my article and considering this 

interview’s success was the last 

thing standing between me and  a 

future at the unemployment line,  I 
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guess it wasn’t a surprise that I 

couldn’t hold back my frustration 

with his answer.  

”Do you really think I’m going to 

put that in this article, I mean what 

the hell is wrong with you this is 

supposed to make you look 

heroic?” I said as I looked at him 

whilst rolling my eyes and sighing 

in frustration.  

“I don’t feel like a hero,” Eli 

responded.  

“Well when a man singlehandedly 

solves the biggest jewelry theft 

case this state has seen then you 

tend to attract some attention, “I 

said knowing I was walking a fine 

line with this man’s ego.  

As any professional reporter would; 

I had done my research on this 

guy. It didn’t take a whole lot of 

looking up to see that before this 

case; this guy was a washed up 

detective with a bigger blood 

alcohol level than number of cases 

solved. His name was Eli Vasquez, 

a beaten down man in his late 30s 

with the IQ of a Harvard professor 

and all the wasted potential you 

could possibly find in one person. 

Eli was a stereotypical battered sad 

sack living out the rest of his days 

in a studio apartment accompanied 

only by his nostalgia and a bottle 

of liquor. Up until a few weeks ago 

he was disregarded as a “future 

suicide victim” and now he was 

being given a medal for bravery by 

the mayor himself. I had been 

warned that this guy was known to 

not be a real “people” person. He 

tended to antagonize reporters and 

disliked anybody that had anything 

to do with freedom of the press, so 

you can imagine my surprise when 

he agreed to have lunch with me. 
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Frankly, I empathized with the 

guy; I also didn’t like people very 

much.  

My thoughts about the man were 

interrupted by only his raspy voice. 

“Let me ask you something, do you 

believe in God?” he said with a 

blatant disregard for my last 

statement. 

 “Well I don’t know I guess, but I 

don’t really know what that has to 

do with this interview, “I 

responded with a squinting in my 

eyes and a curious tone of voice. 

 “Well I’ve been thinking lately, 

when I was younger all I could 

think about was where I was going 

to get my next meal, I didn’t have 

time to think about what I believed 

in. I mean what if our future is 

predetermined and we have no 

free-will like we’ve been raised to 

believe? I mean what do you do 

when you realize that we’re all 

stuck in the same cycle of life with 

this illusion that we make our own 

decisions?” he said all this while 

staring off into the horizon. 

Normally, I would be angry and 

frustrated at this kind of 

interrogative, but something about 

this man intrigued me. I mean it 

wasn’t his dark past, his bleak 

outlook on life, or the ragged way 

he chose to present himself; it was 

his pessimistic ideals and disdain 

with life that made me feel like I 

had more in common with this guy 

than I thought. I saw in him an 

older version of myself, a man with 

nothing left to lose, a man with the 

desire to feel accomplished. I tend 

to not look into my  past too much 

as it too is filled with broken 

dreams, failed relationships , and a 

series of vices to keep me from 
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losing my grasp on reality.  

“Why don’t we talk about the case 

detective?” I asked as I tried to 

move the conversation to more 

professional area. “Why don’t you 

tell me when you first heard about 

the Capri Jewelry store robbery?” I 

questioned. 

 “I first heard about the robbery 

the day of actually. I walked into 

the place with the same 

expectations I have for every case, 

lots of terrible things done by even 

more terrible people. This was 

another one of those times where I 

was more right than I expected. 

You couldn’t walk a few steps 

without stepping over blood, 

bullets, or bodies. It was like 

something straight out of a 

Tarantino movie, except this was 

real and a lot more unnerving,” he 

stated with a chillingly cold 

monotone in his voice. 

 He wasn’t wrong I had reviewed 

the case file myself and this was 

one of the bloodiest crime scenes 

in recent history. It had made 

national headlines as “The Capri 

Blood and Diamonds Robbery” and 

wasn’t suitable for younger 

viewers. Apparently, these guys 

broke in with the intent to not take 

any hostage or leave any. I guess 

the manager caught on to this and 

decided he wasn’t going out 

without a fight; he kept a 12 gauge 

behind the counter and put a 

buckshot in one of the robber’s 

chest. The manager lived a whole 

three seconds before the rest of 

the suspects focused their 

attentions on him. I respected the 

managers decision;  I honestly 

don’t know if I would’ve done the 

same, but that’s why I’m a 
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reporter and not a jewelry store 

manager. The thieves left with 

about a two million worth of 

diamonds and a whole lot less 

bullets.  

“Final body count was around 

thirteen last time I heard,” Eli 

continued with his side of the 

story. “The guy the manager shot 

was discovered to be part of this 

Neo-Nazi group based on his 

tattoos, and markings. Real 

scumbag, this guy was wanted for 

more crimes than I could count: 

murder, theft, extortion, rape, drug 

charges, and the list goes on.” Eli 

stated with an almost disappointed 

look in his face.  

“Can you tell me where and how 

you found out where the rest of 

these guys were?” I asked with a 

genuine eagerness for his answer.  

“Well they found a lighter on the 

deceased with an engraving that 

said “Kehlsteinhaus” which 

translates to Eagle’s Nest. These 

guys are astonishingly radical 

toward Hitler and apparently only 

live in these big houses up in the 

mountains, like Hitler used to 

during World War II,” he said while 

taking a drag from his cigarette as 

to calm his nerves. 

 “Can I ask how you know all this?” 

I interrogated him with the 

curiosity only a man with the 

interest in this man’s past like I 

had could have asked. 

 “Well I’m from Alabama and the 

type of place where these types of 

people are not as rare over there; 

and me being of a different 

ethnicity, I had to grow up knowing 

which parts of town to avoid,” he 

said while he looked up reminiscing 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  139

his youth.  

With an almost worried tone in my 

voice I asked, “So did you go visit 

these guys by yourself?”  

He responded with a melancholy 

tone saying, “I didn’t really know 

what to expect when I went up in 

those mountains. I think deep 

down I knew I went to those 

mountains to die and I guess in 

some sort of way I did. I was 

greeted by a flurry of insults and 

racist remarks that even a person 

like me has enough decency not to 

repeat.” 

 That led me to ask, “So what 

happened next?” 

 “You heard the stories, what do 

you think?” he asked while looking 

at me awaiting my answer. 

 I had heard the stories and I 

honestly couldn’t believe what they 

said so I told him the most realistic 

version I recalled. “I heard one of 

them pulled a gun on you and you 

dispatched him quickly. I heard 

while moving your way through the 

house you not only got clean shots, 

but that you went against a dozen 

guys that had way bigger guns 

than you,” I replied with an almost 

amused look in my face. “So is that 

story true?” I asked.  

“I decided that I would never relive 

the events of that day. I realized 

that I’d let people say what they 

want, because frankly I’d rather be 

feared than liked.” 

 “So what happened to the 

diamonds?” I questioned as I 

pondered his previous answer and 

coveted the convictions this man 

had.   

“I never saw them,” he responded. 

While I wondered over this man’s 
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ideals I realized I’d confront him on 

his mistake. “Wait in your report 

you said that you saw some guy 

drive off with them and that you 

weren’t able to follow his vehicle 

on foot,” I stated with a mildly 

concerned look. 

 He replied with “I guess I was still 

in shock, I don’t know.” 

 While I did not necessarily believe 

his answer; it did make sense. 

“Why don’t we drive to the place 

where it took place I’ll walk you 

through what happened?” he 

asked. 

As we drove toward the 

mountainside I pondered over the 

answers he had given me and 

wondered if this interview would 

save my career. In the long car 

ride that was only overshadowed 

by the deafening silence inside it; I 

could not think of a definite reason 

why this man to my left would not 

lie about a fortune full of 

diamonds. I don’t really know what 

prompted me to ask, but I could 

not hold my tongue any longer. 

“So why did you steal the 

diamonds?” I questioned with a 

blunt desolate tone in my voice 

that almost resonated inside me. 

“I didn’t do it for the money if 

that’s what you think.” He quickly 

replied.” I think I took them to get 

some measure of respect and 

reward from all the people that had 

stepped over me in my lifetime and 

thought themselves superior,” he 

continued with a disappointed look 

in his face that was confirmed only 

by a sigh. 

The car made a left turn. 

His atrabilious response shook me 

to the core. I almost didn’t ask the 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  141

question and maybe it was my 

fault for being the type of person I 

was. Maybe it was the modern 

media that led me to ask it, I 

guess I was sick of all the 

politically correct questions and 

social media driven news that had 

seemingly taken over the press. I 

had always wanted to be a 

different kind of reporter; a 

confrontational one, one that 

wasn’t afraid of asking real 

questions, or maybe I was just 

always a contrarian. This was 

always a problem for me; my 

antagonistic attitude was the main 

reason the looming sword of 

Damocles was hanging above my 

career. I had always wanted to fix 

it, but my idealistic nature didn’t 

let me. As soon as the words had 

exited my mouth I knew I had 

sealed my fate; this was confirmed 

by the response I had wanted but 

definitely didn’t need. This self-

piteous, self-analytical, internal 

soliloquy was interrupted by three 

crackling sounds and the pinching 

heat of three foreign objects 

entering my chest. As he dragged 

me out and threw me into what I 

could only assume was a ravine I 

started to set into shock. 

As the darkness faded into even 

deeper darkness and I felt the 

sneering cold command of death 

looking down on me I heard him 

say,” I have an answer to your 

question; no I don’t consider 

myself a good man. The world is 

too full of self-entitled good men. I 

know I’m a bad man, but I 

recognize what I am, and that’s a 

start.” 

As I heard this I had the dark 

realization that maybe in another 
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life; this man and I could have 

been close to something 

resembling friends. 

Alejandro Licon-12th Grade 

Ms. Melissa Walker 

Americas High School 
2nd Place 

 

Through Her Eyes 

This place is so much different 

from home. I have been here for a 

couple of months now and I don’t 

seem to get tired of this place that 

many incredible creatures consider 

a home. All these people that are 

so young living together on the 

same planet. I have seen them 

from the start. Millions of years 

ago my father created them. He let 

us, the angels by His side, watch. 

They were so small and fragile. 

They could barely figure out how to 

walk without tripping every few 

steps, especially the younger ones. 

But they evolved so quickly. They 

figured out how to hunt and 

survive in the wild. They eventually 

managed to build shelter in which 

they could live in. From there they 

kept on growing and impressing 

me. All the other angels got tired 

of them after a while. They saw the 

wars they created. They witnessed 

them turning on each other. My 

brothers and sisters lost all faith in 

them. They keep on telling me that 

I too will eventually lose interest 

and move on with my life. I 

haven’t done so yet.  

After so many years of begging my 

Father to let me come and live 

amongst them, He told me I could 

do so. He warned me though to not 

let anyone know I am an angel. 

But then again, who would believe 

me? After all what is an angel 

without wings? I can just imagine 
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the reaction of a human to my 

wings. Especially this particular 

human girl I befriended. She has 

the most beautiful smile. The type 

were her eyes shine whenever she 

finds something amusing. Her 

laughter is contagious. She is 

always there for her friends. She 

speaks of the beauty of this world 

often to herself because nobody 

seems to listen. What she doesn’t 

know is that I do listen, and with 

every word that comes out of her 

mouth I fall in love with the world 

and her a little more.  

I know it sounds insane. An angel 

falling in love with a human. That 

could never happen, my brothers 

and sisters would tell me I have 

lost my mind. But I can’t help 

myself. The way she looks at the 

world and is able to describe it 

mesmerizes me. The world seems 

so beautiful through her eyes. It’s 

as if she was reading my mind, but 

it’s so much better to hear it from 

her. Her words, just like her, are 

enchanting. My favorite of her talks 

is when we get together to go 

stargazing. She goes on for hours 

about how the stars look like 

diamonds. She is in love with the 

endless possibilities that space 

holds even though she is terrified 

of extraterrestrial life. When she 

confided this fear in me she giggled 

and said it made her laugh because 

it was quite ironic, how much she 

wanted to explore space but how 

terrified she was of what she would 

find. I could listen to her for hours 

and not get bored.  

She seems to enjoy my company 

as much as I enjoy hers. This 

makes me feel so grateful for the 

opportunity to be here. What both 
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of us seem to enjoy the most is the 

zoo. She just adores to go and 

stare at the animals. She has an 

incredible memory for that stuff. 

Every time we go she has 

something new to tell me about 

them. The last time we went, she 

sat down before the lion’s cage and 

told me that it was her dream to 

work with the animals. She said 

that nothing would be better than 

to help them feel better, or to even 

tend to their needs. Every other 

human would be terrified to have 

to work with such powerful beasts, 

but not her. The sparkle in her 

eyes and the smile that reaches 

her face tell me that there’s 

nothing else she would rather do.  

She doesn’t have many friends. 

When I asked her about it she said 

that she didn’t like to engage with 

many people because the few 

friends that she had were enough. 

She said that they were true 

friends, thus the lack of interest in 

making anymore. This made me 

think of my family back in Heaven. 

I asked her why she thought the 

world was so beautiful if it had 

such horrid things at times, even 

though I myself decided to 

overlook these flaws of humanity. 

She answered my question by 

saying that just like there was evil 

in this world, there was also good. 

She wanted everyone to feel the 

same way she did and that’s why 

she would do random acts of 

kindness such as helping a child 

find their parents or simply buying 

lunch for someone who needed it. 

That particular afternoon I looked 

at her and smiled to myself. How 

can all my brothers and sisters not 

see humans like her? She had the 
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potential to change the world, and 

she was doing so in her own way. 

She didn’t care if others noticed 

and praised her for it, she did all 

these things because they made 

her happy. Such a simple emotion 

that is often looked over. I was 

happy just to be able to share my 

time with her, time that I had to 

remember was limited for her. I 

would watch her grow and 

accomplish all the goals she set out 

for herself. With every passing 

year she would lose someone in 

her life, but I would be there 

through it all. I would be the one 

who saw her conquer the world. I 

would be the one who would see 

her grow old and die, as sad as it 

sounds. Now I could see why it was 

wrong for an angel to fall in love 

with a human, yet I wouldn’t 

change it for anything because I 

knew she felt the same way about 

me. She could see the wings I 

couldn’t show her.  

Susana Tapia-12th Grade 
Ms. Paula Woods 
El Dorado High School 
3rd Place 
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Persuasive Essays
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No Cell Phones Please 

Dear Mom, 

Did you know that using a cell 

phone while driving is unsafe and 

can be very dangerous? When you 

are on your cell phone, you are not 

paying attention to the road. 

I can get hurt or you can hurt 

other people. Even though it is 

against the law in El Paso you are 

still using your cell phone while 

driving.  

When you are driving you should 

pay attention to your driving and 

where you are going. Talking or 

texting while driving only lets you 

use one hand to hold the steering 

wheel. This can cause you to move 

the steering wheel and move the 

car to another lane. 

When you are on your cell phone 

while driving it causes you to not 

keep your eyes on the road and 

you are not watching for the cars 

in front of you. This makes me feel 

scared for my life and my baby 

sister’s life.  

Not paying attention while you are 

driving can cause you to have an 

accident. You can crash into 

another car and you can get hurt 

and hurt your precious children 

that are with you. You can also 

hurt the other people in the other 

car. Studies have shown that there 

have been many deaths on roads 

because of people using their cell 

phones while they are driving. I am 

only eight years old and Kaylee is 

only two years old, and we want to 

live a long life.   

Lives are more important than 

being on your cell phone. The cell 

phone can wait until you are 

stopped somewhere safe, but not 

while you are driving. So please 
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keep us all safe and don’t talk or 

text while you drive.  

Love, 

Jaslyn Gardea-2nd Grade 
Ms. Joana Chavez 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Playground 

Our school needs a new shade for 

the playground. We need to 

purchase a shade for our 

playground so we won’t get 

sunburned. The shade will keep us 

cooler and not hot and sweaty. The 

shade will give us more time to 

play with our friends and it won’t 

feel as sunny under the shade. The 

swings or slides won’t feel so hot if 

there was a shade. We can actually 

play on them and not get burned! 

The shade would keep the sand 

from getting all muddy and wet. 

We can play without getting all 

dirty after it rains.  

I hope our school principal 

considers purchasing a shade for 

our playground to improve our 

playtime at lunchtime. 

Kimberly Tafoya-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Tammy Watts 
Hurshel Antwine Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
I Need an I-Phone 

I would really like to persuade my 

parents to get me an I-phone.  My 

friends Atheina and Jeanette both 

have one.  I would love to own 

one. 

I could call my parents every day. I 

would be able to text them to see if 

they are okay, I would face-time 

them to see their faces.  I would 

call people for them if they didn’t 

have their phones.  I could also 

make a grocery list for my parents 

and I could help out at the grocery 

store by telling my parents what to 
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get instead of them having to carry 

their own phone.    If we took a 

trip to San Antonio my phone 

would come in handy because I 

could type in the address and I 

would give my parents the 

directions of where to go instead of 

them having to take their minds off 

the front of the cars so that we 

wouldn’t have an accident.  I could 

see what the weather is like, 

because what if there is a hail 

storm and we’re driving.  I could 

let my parents know what is 

happening.   

I would say, “I really, really think I 

should have a phone because I 

could do so many things with it!” 

I would take good care of my 

phone and keep it safe and make 

sure it didn’t break.  I would be 

very careful with it.   I would not 

use it too much because I wouldn’t 

want it to hurt my eyes.   

If my parents got me a phone I 

would help with things around the 

house, like picking up the dog poo, 

making food, washing dishes and 

helping with the laundry.  If they 

got me a phone I would scream 

“Yippy!” and I would say “Thank 

you so, so, so much!”   

I think I do very well at school and 

I get nineties and hundreds.  That 

is why I really think I deserve to 

have a phone.   

Mikaela Soto-Ruiz-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Margaret Wehrfritz 
Benito Martinez Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
Get Off That Cell Phone and 
Live LIFE!! 

Cell phones…..ever heard of them? 

Why, I’ll bet you have one and so 

does everyone in your family huh? 

If you don’t have one, have you 

been begging your parents for 
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one? (o.k., I’ll be honest, I have 

one too). These days, people are 

on their cell phones ALL THE 

TIME!!  Since the morning, I 

constantly hear RING!, Click, Click, 

Click, Click! People…..get off your 

phones!! Not only are the screens 

very bright, but the constant 

clicking noises or videos you watch 

are extremely distracting. What’s 

worse is that they can also damage 

your eyes. There are much more 

exciting things in life than looking 

down at your screen in a daze.  

I understand that phones are 

needed for emergencies or to make 

important calls. They can come in 

handy if you are in an accident or 

get a flat tire. However, that 

certainly does not mean you have 

to be on your device all the time. 

Phones were not meant for social 

media like Facebook or Instagram. 

These apps are taking over 

innocent adults and children. 

Everywhere I go there are symbols 

telling us we have to “follow” or 

“tweet” or “post” to get discounts. 

What happened to just giving us 

money off because we are the 

customers? 

Playing a sport or having hobbies 

will help you be active and forget 

you even need a cell. You can’t be 

the next Mia Hamm glued to a 

screen. Keep this in mind…a cell 

phone can’t replace the time and 

physical activity to be the best 

sports player you can be. That 

takes lots and lots of practice. 

Playing outside can also help keep 

your body healthy and active 

because nobody has time for 

diabetes! There are so many 

wonderful things in the world just 

waiting for us to explore. 
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Yes, I understand that some games 

are pretty cool, but here are some 

reasons NOT to be on the phone.  

If you play or text too much, you 

will soon need glasses. Sometimes 

glasses can bother you, and no one 

wants to be bothered. Your thumbs 

can hurt after non-stop texting. 

What ever happened to having a 

good old conversation with 

someone? Come on….Do 

something exciting! People should 

put their phones away, get off 

Facebook and plan fun activities. 

Parents, pay attention to your 

children because one day, those 

children will be in college and will 

not be around to bug you to play 

with them.  

Maybe that could be a New Year’s 

resolution for you. Well, I hope I 

convinced you to live life. 

Bye….I’ve got to go practice my 

goalie kicks! 

Anisamara Castaneda-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Veronica Collier 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Cats are the Best 

Do you know what the most 

amazing pet is? Well it is actually a 

cat. Cats are easy to take care of, 

fun to play with, and are cute and 

cuddly. There are many different 

types of domestic cats that you can 

choose from. They come in many 

different colors and sizes. You are 

sure to find the perfect cat as your 

pet. 

If you have a cat as a pet you will 

not need to take them for a walk. 

You will also do not need to give 

them a bath. Cats clean 

themselves by licking their fur. 

Cats use a litter box to do their 
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business, so that makes it easier 

for you to clean up after them. The 

one thing you do need to do is give 

them food and water, and of 

course love. 

You can have lots of fun playing 

with cats. Cats love to play with 

lasers. When you point a laser, the 

cat will chase it and then you can 

move it around and the cat will 

keep chasing it. You can get a 

piece of string and play with your 

cat. Cats don’t require you to take 

play too much with them because 

they can entertain themselves. 

They play with the simplest things. 

Cats are cute and cuddly. Their fur 

is very soft. Cats are loving and 

like to be petted. You can hold a 

cat in your lap and it will stay with 

you. You will know your cat is 

happy because it will purr.  

Having a cat as a pet will make you 

happy. They are easy to take care 

of, fun to play with, and love to 

cuddle with you. So you should 

consider having a cat as a pet. 

Hector Solis-3rd Grade 
Ms. Lisa Herrera 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Dear Two-Legged Human 

To my beloved two-legged human; 

it is I, your adorable pup, Popcorn, 

and I have a request. I saw this 

cool, new dog food on TV and I 

was wondering if you could buy it 

for me. The dog on TV looked so 

happy, and as my owner, I think 

you should buy it for me because 

food is a need. This new food has 

chicken, corn, hamburger and 

other healthy ingredients. My 

second request for you is that I 

would like one of those dog beds 
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that are pink and also a collar 

made out of diamonds. Oh come 

on! Please, just buy it for me, even 

though it costs $1,139 dollars. If 

you don’t buy it for me, I will not 

let you kiss me, cuddle me, play 

with me or even sleep with me. 

After all of the cuteness I have 

given you, I deserve this. You must 

help me. I don’t know why I’m 

worried. You can’t even survive 

one day without me. I don’t think 

my request for diamonds is too 

extreme, considering I wake you 

up every day with a wagging tail 

and extremely wet kisses. I will 

give you one day to think about my 

requests. Just remember all of the 

sticks I have fetched for you during 

this lifetime. 

Sincerely, 

Your Pup Popcorn 

Anisamara Castaneda-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Veronica Collier 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
 
England – The Place You Should 
Go 

Hullo mate! Welcome to England! 

In the future, you should go to 

England and taste the marvelous 

food, explore the fascinating 

history, and go sightseeing! 

Wouldn’t that be on the top of the 

day? 

Great Britain is famous for its 

delicious delicacies. There they call 

fries chips and chips crisps. You 

might hear somebody say 

something about tea. Having tea is 

a kind British tradition. You can 

also snack on varieties of crumpets 

(small treats), marmalade (jam), 

or fish and chips (fish and fries). 

Yum! Yum! England sure sounds 

tasty! 
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Are you obsessed with history? 

England’s history is rich, and a 

little gruesome! England was the 

ruler of several countries long ago. 

Around 1680, England was named 

one of the world’s most powerful 

monarchys, and still lives up to 

that today. Familiar with Elizabeth 

the 11th? She is the current ruler of 

Great Britain. England history is 

magnificent, but still frightening. 

The final thing I love about 

England is that it has so many 

places to sightsee at! There is Big 

Ben, Buckingham Palace, and 

Windsor Gardens. But let’s not 

forget the London Tower of Jewels! 

This is where the royal family 

keeps many of their most prized 

jewels and crowns. I believe that it 

would be an unforgettable thing to 

see all the sights England has to 

offer! 

Even just thinking about England’s 

magnificent food, surprising 

history, and amazing sightseeing 

makes me want to go there! Come 

on, you can join me on this 

unforgettable adventure! 

Emily Russell–4th Grade 
Ms. Janna Duran 
Purple Heart Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Did Anyone Say “SHRIMP”?  

Wouldn’t you agree that the 

thought of shrimp will make your 

stomach rumble? Without a doubt 

shrimp is my all-time favorite food. 

These tiny creatures of the sea will 

make you say “mmm hum” 

because of their appetizing smell 

and their exquisite taste. Once you 

eat one of these you will want to 

eat more and more. These mouth-

watering treats can make you go 

nuts!   
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There are many ways to cook these 

creatures.  You can boil them, grill 

them, bake them, or fry them. I 

prefer fried shrimp. Its crunchy 

and meaty goodness is two times 

the flavor. At first, you may think 

shrimp is disgusting because of its 

greyish unappealing appearance 

but once you try these appetizing 

sea treasure you will definitely 

change your mind. This 

scrumptious treat will make you 

burst into a happy dance.  

Believe it or not, shrimp will taste 

good no matter what. These 

mouthwatering little swimmers are 

delicious in more than a hundred 

tasty ways. They can be served 

with a side of crunchy, scrumptious 

fries or if you want something 

healthier try them with a green 

salad or steamed vegetables.     

Without a doubt, shrimp can be 

extremely appetizing. From the 

mouthwatering tasty skin to the 

many different ways these tiny 

creatures get cooked, you will 

simply love them. Beware, you 

might regret asking for too much 

of these scrumptious sea animals 

and get buried in deliciousness! Did 

anyone say shrimp? I know I did. 

Dominic Hernandez-4th Grade 
Ms. Noelle Shadrick 
Loma Verde Elementary 
2nd Place 
 

Mom’s Best 

“Mmm, delicious. How’d you make 

it?”  That’s what I said when I 

tasted my Mom’s scrumptious, 

homemade posole.  It’s the best 

food I’ve ever had!  The flavorful 

toppings and special recipe make it 

great! 

For sure, the toppings you add on 

the posole complete its flavor!  The 
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soft hominy corn, crunchy radishes 

and tasty shredded cheese are 

good on their own, but what about 

in soup?  Of course they taste even 

better and add more dimension to 

the already delicious dish!  If you 

let them sit in the soup for a few 

minutes, they will release even 

more flavor and when you taste it 

again, it will be better than the last 

and everything will blend in 

perfectly!  The cheese will become 

melted with a dreamy texture too!  

As you slurp your posole, all the 

rich flavors hit your taste buds, 

and suddenly… you are in flavor 

heaven. 

My mom’s recipe is perfect for this 

meal.  She doesn’t add too many 

ingredients in her posole, just 

enough.  That’s a good thing, or 

else it would be overdone and 

weird, like too many flavors going 

on at the same time.  My mother, 

for some reason, uses red chile 

instead of green chile.  You would 

think something is clearly wrong 

but, it actually makes it taste a lot 

better!  Wow, yummy! 

Mom’s homemade posole is clearly 

the best meal ever made!  The 

toppings and special recipe are the 

key to her success.  You absolutely 

have to try it.  If you never try her 

delicious dish, I guarantee you will 

regret that decision for the rest of 

your life! 

Sophia Gomez-4th Grade 
Ms. Noelle Shadrick 
Loma Verde Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Get Off That Couch 

February 22, 2016 

Dear Viewer,  

I have some advice for you as 

you’re sitting there staring at me 

thinking about nothing.  Stop! Push 

the off button on that remote 

you’re holding and turn me off.  

The time is now. You need to get 

up and do something better with 

your life, instead of sitting down 

and watching me all day! 

Don’t you have a family you can 

hang out with? Maybe you can sit 

with them and ask them about 

their day, or get to know them 

instead of watching me all night 

long.  I’m sure your family would 

love to hear about your day.  

You’re boring.  You don’t even talk 

to me.  All you do is sit there and 

make some grunting noises and 

put food in your mouth.  

I know you might think that 

watching movies with family, 

friends, and even your date might 

be nice, but come on! Not every 

day.  I get so tired of watching you 

stare at me with that daze look on 

your face.  There is so much to do 

and so much to see out in the 

world.  Take your family bowling or 

to the park. I’m sure your date 

would love for you to take her out 

dancing, instead of watching me 

and thinking, “This is so boring!” 

And, can you please tell all the 

boys in the house to STOP yelling 

at me? I dread Sundays when 

everyone yells at me as they are 

watching these athletes run back 

and forth.  It’s a T.V., the athletes 

can’t hear you, don’t you 

understand that? Yet every 

Sunday, you gather around me 

bringing tons of food, and you sit 
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and watch me for hours.  You yell 

mean stuff at me like, “That’s a 

bad call” or “Get Him.” Sometimes 

you’ll even throw stuff at my 

television screen. I’m afraid for my 

life and I’m pretty sure you will 

crack my screen one day.   

You flip through my channels like a 

maniac, making me super dizzy.  

You can never make up your mind 

on what to watch.  I don’t think 

you’ve ever watched a complete 

show from beginning to end 

because you’re always flipping the 

channels. Just to mess with you I’ll 

shut off the T.V on purpose.  I love 

to see you panic! 

You talk about me when you’re 

with your friends.  You’re always 

complaining that you wish you had 

a bigger screen.  Or, you insult the 

price you paid for me.  I don’t 

understand why you complain.  

You bought me.  If it bothers you 

so much, go buy yourself a new 

T.V. and give me to someone that 

will appreciate me.   

I want to thank all those people 

that respect me; like your kids who 

ask you to turn me off and go play 

with them outside, or your date, 

who wants you to take her out 

instead of watching me. They 

never insult me like you do.  

Thanks to all those people who use 

me to watch educational shows 

and the news.  I hope you listen 

and please take my advice.  Get off 

that couch! 

With Sincere Thanks,  

Your Television 

Camilla Provencio-5th Grade 
Ms. Raquel Herrera 
Helen Ball Elementary 
1st Place 
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Choose Alternative Resources  

Dear Mayor Leaser, 

Fossils fuels are some of our major 

energy sources. They are used on 

a daily basis and are a necessary 

evil. Fossil fuels are coal, oil, and 

natural gas. They are needed for 

many reasons such as to fuel our 

cars, heat our homes and to 

provide electrical power. These 

fossil fuels are damaging our 

environment. They are creating 

pollution and are a health hazard. 

We need to consider alternative 

methods to help these negative 

effects.  

Burning of fossil fuels causes 

pollution in the environment which 

we breathe in daily. These harmful 

gases cause sicknesses and can 

lead to deadly diseases. There 

must be an alternative to help our 

health issues in the future.  

Fossil fuel gases are released into 

the atmosphere, which has caused 

an increase of carbon dioxide. This 

carbon dioxide has affected our 

climate. The temperatures are 

increasing and have caused 

extreme weather events. These 

extreme weather patterns can lead 

to natural disasters such as 

tornadoes, hurricanes, 

earthquakes, and others. 

We should use alternative 

resources. We live in a desert and 

have a lot of sun so we should use 

solar panels. The solar panels 

should be placed on top of houses, 

businesses, and school buildings to 

provide electricity and heat. This 

will eliminate pollution to lakes, 

ponds, oceans, and the air that we 

breathe. Another alternative would 

be the use of turbines. We have 
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many windy days and the use of 

turbines would help to produce 

electricity in an environmental 

friendly way.   

Future generations will not live like 

we are living today, so let’s stop 

using fossil fuels and use 

renewable resources. It’s better 

and healthier for you and me.  

Sincerely, 

Brandy Hernandez 

Brandy Hernandez-5th Grade 
Ms. Irene Guerrero 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 

Want to Get Away? 

Breaks at school, such as holidays, 

are a time to spend with family and 

friends.   Whether visiting relatives 

or vacationing, Cancun, Mexico is a 

place everyone should visit once in 

their life.  It’s soothing for the 

entire family.  Cancun provides 

families with great activities, 

sceneries, and culture.  

Although people love to relax and 

nap on vacation, Cancun has a 

variety of thrilling activities. Zip 

lining is one of the many.  It not 

only causes a dry mouth, but it 

also causes the feeling of flying 

through the air.  Another is 

snorkeling.  Snorkeling gives a 

view of the world under the sea.  It 

is truly beautiful.  It is peaceful and 

all the different colors are 

unimaginable.  Lastly, Cancun 

provides a parachuting experience 

where visitors are allowed to see 

the world from above.  

Cancun is known for its 

breathtaking sceneries.  There are 

caves to explore with bats flying 

above heads and have ancient 

writings.  The rain forest is a must 

see place with its tall green trees 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  163

and many colorful plants and 

creatures.  The beaches are like no 

other.  They are relaxing with 

graceful waves. The swooshing 

sound of the peaceful beach makes 

you feel so relaxed.   

The Mexican culture of Cancun can 

be seen everywhere; most 

especially in the Mercados.  That’s 

Spanish for bargain stores.  There 

are men who carve unusual 

trinkets and make handmade 

blankets and crafts.  

Even though Cancun can be an 

expensive destination, the 

activities, scenery, and culture are 

all worth every penny and more.   

Ashley Espinoza-5th Grade 
Ms. Raquel Herrera 
Helen Ball Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
 

 

Stop the Act 

What is the point? People can’t 

understand that cheating is wrong. 

When you ask them why, they 

have no idea, and this needs to 

stop. If you cheat there are 

consequences. You will never 

learn, you waste your teacher’s 

hard work, and it gets you 

nowhere. 

If you cheat there are, for sure, 

going to be consequences. First of 

all your parents will be furious. 

There aren’t any parents I have 

met that are proud of their children 

cheating, so your parents probably 

won’t trust you. Your teachers 

won’t think highly of you. Also, 

your precious lunch time may be 

taken away from you. 

In addition to the first reason, you 

will never learn. For example, if 

you cheated on a math test that 
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means you didn’t understand, and 

didn’t study. Later on in life, you 

will have to learn it again and it will 

be more difficult. Also, you won’t 

learn what you were doing wrong, 

and you won’t be able to fix it. 

Not only that, but you are wasting 

your teacher’s hard work. This 

means that she or he will be upset. 

She or he will lecture you and 

make you do it again, even if you 

didn’t cheat. Besides, your teacher 

may already be having a bad day, 

and doing it more is just plain 

rude. 

Last but not least, dishonesty gets 

you nowhere. Think about it - if 

you cheat in college, you will get 

kicked out and no college will 

accept you. Life will just be harder 

because you didn’t learn something 

so simple. Not to mention people 

won’t really trust you.  

In conclusion, cheating is wrong 

because there are consequences, 

you never learn, you waste your 

teacher’s hard work, and it gets 

you nowhere. So don’t cheat; its 

plain wrong.  

Paola Duran-6th Grade 
Mrs. Michelle Gandara 
Ernesto Serna School 
1st Place 
 
 
Yummy In My Tummy 

The lunch bell rings and kids 

quickly fill the cafeteria. As the 

doors open, the aroma of baked 

bread, sweet, tangy chicken and 

creamy mashed potatoes fill the 

air. For some kids, the smell of 

cafeteria foods makes their mouth 

water; to others it makes their 

stomach turn. I think it would be a 

good idea to expand the cafeteria 

options in order to accommodate 

and serve more students. 
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While kids are waiting in line to 

have their food served to them, 

just the sight of the food can make 

anyone want to run the other way 

and stay hungry for the rest of the 

day. It is a very long time between 

lunch and the end of the day and 

when parents find out their 

children go hours without eating, it 

is concerning to them. Because the 

food is so unappealing, I suggest 

the cafeteria offer healthier and 

more appetizing options that will 

make students want to eat and 

that way parents do not worry 

about the health of their kids. 

An expansion of food options in our 

cafeteria would be the perfect 

solution to avoid life threatening 

allergic reactions from happening 

at school. When the cafeteria staff 

serves prepackaged food, they are 

not aware of what is in the meals 

they are serving the students. If 

the food options were fresh, 

students would know exactly what 

they are choosing and can stay 

away from foods they may be 

allergic to on their own. 

In conclusion, I feel the school 

should seriously consider 

expanding food options for 

students. A variety of food will 

make for safer, happier students. 

Lilliana Mendivil-6th Grade 
Ms. Priscilla Fo 
William D Slider Middle School 
2nd Place 
 

The Love of Giving 

The most beautiful thing in this 

world is when you see a smile on 

an unfortunate child with cancer.  

That is because their life will be cut 

short soon. 

It was a Friday morning and I 

wasn’t going to school but my 
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mom and I were watching T.V. and 

the St Jude commercials came on.  

The advertisements gave a lot of 

information about donating money 

to this organization.  I was moved 

by the children’s faces and their 

parents’ broken heart.  So I tried 

to persuade my mom to make a 

donation to save as many lives as 

she could.  At first, she was not 

convinced but I was adamant and 

she finally came through.  She 

made a donation on behalf of both 

of us and a few weeks later we 

received a letter from St. Jude’s 

hospital thanking us for giving 

those children a 2nd chance to live.  

They also send a picture of a little 

girl who wrote “THANK YOU FOR 

GIVING”.  It was such a touching 

moment that I shed some tears. 

Even though, it takes the 

willingness and the effort to give, 

those ten, twenty or thirty dollars 

will travel a long way to save many 

children.  Be considerate of others 

because you never know when you 

might need the help. 

Vanessa Gandarilla-6th Grade 
Mrs. Sara Juarez 
Desert Wind School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Reasons to Buy the PS4 over 
the XBOXone 

Looking at buying a new game 

system? Intimidated by what is out 

there for purchase? I have 

researched and will tell you – the 

Playstation 4 is a better system 

than the XboxOne. There are three 

reasons – The controller is better, 

the console itself is better, and the 

hardware is superior. 

The DualShock 4 controller is far 

superior to any other console 

controller on the market today. It 

has an amazing touchpad that acts 
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as an additional button. The 

controller has also been redesigned 

to be far more comfortable than 

the Xbox controllers. It also has a 

button on the front that interacts 

with the game and changes color 

based upon what is happening in 

the game. 

The appearance of the console is 

also superior. The Xbox console is 

a chunk of plastic that has no 

decoration, but the PS4 is amazing 

looking. It is beautiful to look at. It 

is designed to look like it has 

motion. 

The PS4 also runs much more 

smoothly than the Xbox. The 

increased framerate makes playing 

and enjoying games more fun. The 

hardware in the box is finely tuned 

to provide better computing power 

for the computations needed to 

render your favorite games in high 

resolution. The PS4 comes with a 

500GB hard drive that can be 

upgraded if more is necessary. The 

PS4 records and keeps in its 

memory the last fifteen minutes of 

your gameplay in stunning 1080p 

in case you want to upload it to 

share online. 

With all of these reasons, the 

choice is clear. You need a 

Playstation4! 

Alan Saenz–7th Grade 
Mr. Michael McLaughlin 
Clarke Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
The Fine Arts 

Fine arts should not be taken away 

from academic schedules. As a 

student, I believe that fine arts 

help me concentrate on my work 

for other classes. Fine arts allow 

students to acquire new talents, 
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learn to become sustained self-

directed learners, and it allows 

students to build character. New 

brain research shows that not only 

do fine arts improve academic 

grades it also promotes creativity, 

social development, and self –

worth. 

Students acquire new talents, 

improving their college application. 

Students that play instruments 

have noticed a raise in their 

grades. Furthermore, students who 

are in fine arts are able to 

multitask better compared to 

student that does not play an 

instrument. Student in fine arts are 

proven to become self-directed 

learners, as a result students who 

are in some type of fine arts such 

as art tend to naturally go toward 

self-directed methods of learning. 

In certain schools, they promote 

self-directed learning for their 

students. Self-directed learning 

closely fits the way artists operate 

in their independent careers. Fine 

arts allows students to build 

character, a California educator 

says “it provides students a chance 

to try out their own ideas.”  As for 

musicians, music builds self-

confidence, and a sense of 

accomplishment. They are also 

learning how to accomplish 

something from the beginning to 

end and be proud of the work they 

put in.  

To conclude, schools should not 

take away fine arts, for it can help 

academic grades, learn to become 

self- directed learners, and allows 

students to build character. By 

keeping fine arts a teacher is 

opening the doors of education to 

all of their students. Fine arts allow 
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students to be who they want to be 

not who they’re told to be, by 

making their own decisions and 

having a way to express 

themselves. 

Isabella Slape-7th Grade 
Ms.  Janet Lopez  
John Drugan School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Fine Arts in Education  

“Fine arts is that in which the 

hand, the head, and the heart of 

man go together,” quote by John 

Ruskin. Personally I believe that 

fine arts should not be withdrawn 

from education for more study 

periods. The reasons behind my 

argument is that fine arts helps 

students improve in academic 

performances, provides challenges 

to students of all levels, and 

develops higher creative thinking 

skills. Fine arts is proven to be 

mandatory in countries that rank 

consistently among the highest for 

math and science test scores, like 

Japan, Hungary, and the 

Netherlands. 

Fine arts are major keys for 

educational purposes. From recent 

studies, fine arts has been proven 

to excel academic results. In this 

past school year, a fellow 

classmate of mine had a project 

based on music and education and 

the results were that students who 

played an instrument scored a 

higher grade than the students 

who listened to music. Based on 

those results and many more 

similar experiments, fine arts does 

impact academic performances. 

Another reason is that fine arts 

offers challenges to students of all 

levels. No matter what the level of 

education is, children are capable 

of learning new things. Fine arts 
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are challenges themselves but 

more challenges lay beyond that 

point. So when a child comes 

across a difficult task, they’ll have 

as much determination as they 

need to succeed. Final statement is 

fine arts develops higher creative 

thinking skills. “Think outside the 

box” is what is commonly said to 

have creativity, but with fine arts, 

students don’t need to be 

reminded this all the time. Most 

students who excel in fine arts 

have creativity come naturally to 

themselves and often get extra 

credit towards the fascination 

about the topic of creativeness.  

If you agree with my argument you 

now understand more about why 

fine arts are important to 

educational purposes. Not only do 

they help you succeed more in the 

academic field but in real life 

situations too. Fine arts shape the 

lives of the future by expressing 

yourself in ways you cannot with 

words. With fine arts students will 

gradually excel in life because not 

only did they learn something new 

but now they will know it for the 

rest of their time.  

Zaida Palomares-7th Grade 
Ms. Janet Lopez 
John Drugan School  
3rd Place 
 

Close the Gap 

Fulltime working women earn an 

average of about 79% of what 

their male counterparts make in a 

year as of 2014 in the United 

States.  This means that women 

would have to work about 60 extra 

days to equal the pay.  Females 

should be paid as much as men are 

in their designated jobs because 

women have become more capable 

of successfully completing their 
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jobs, equal pay checks would 

support the belief that everyone 

has equal opportunities and that 

men are not valued higher than 

women, and because if the service 

outcome is the same, why does the 

gender of the provider matter? 

One reason women should be paid 

as much as men is because women 

are becoming more capable of 

doing their jobs properly and can 

compete with men because they 

are now more educated.  In 2013, 

women were 21% more likely to 

graduate college than men.  The 

graduation rates have dramatically 

increased for women so they now 

have all the prerequisite knowledge 

needed to succeed in the 

workplace.   

Another reason is that if both 

genders get paid the same, we as 

a society will be once step closer to 

being able to say that women have 

the same opportunities as men.  It 

is still easy to see that even today 

males are considered the dominant 

gender.  They are held at a higher 

status and women are not 

expected to meet the same 

standards, therefore they receive 

lower remuneration.  This shows 

that females do not have the same 

opportunities or chance of success 

so it is discouraging to young 

women hoping to soon start their 

careers.  

Lastly, the wages should be equal 

because if two people are doing the 

same job with the same 

productivity output, it is not fair 

and not logical for one to be paid 

more than the other.  A person 

should be paid based on their work 

ethics and the quality of their 
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work- not by their gender.  There 

should be no reason a woman 

providing the same service, with 

the same performance, and the 

same outcome, is paid less simply 

because “she” is not a “he”. 

In conclusion, women should be 

paid as much as men because they 

are just as capable, they should be 

given equal treatment and 

opportunities, and they provide the 

same service as men.   Women 

work as hard, if not harder than 

men, so it is not fair that their 

salary does not adequately reflect 

their efforts.  It is time for women 

to earn the same amount as men 

and close the salary gap between 

genders.  If you are in a position to 

make a difference, make sure the 

price is fair for both genders.  

People need to push equal pay and 

ensure that women know that they 

are valued as highly as men.   
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November 9, 1933 

Dear Adolf Hitler, 

Would a high ranking officer like 

you want to be called inhumane, a 

monster, or even crazy?  I 

wouldn’t.  But trust me; if you 

continue down this path, you will 

be called all these things and 

worse. 

Now, I know you believe that only 

Germans and whites are perfect 

and they should be the only 

humans alive.  But let me point 

this out, you come from Jewish 

roots.  So not only is this wrong, 

it’s also hypocrisy. 

We won’t get into that now, 

though.  Instead, let me say this: 

all humans are equal.  Whether 

they are black, white, tall, short, 

ugly, pretty or somewhere in 

between, everyone has something 

good in them.  So all you have to 

do is sit down and find it. 

Lastly, do you think you could 

survive years of hard work, very 

little food, cold temperatures, and 

next to no medical treatment?  I 

don’t think so.  In case you get any 

ideas, I suggest you re-read the 

first sentence of this paragraph 

and place your family in that 

situation. 

So, I hope you take these words to 

heart.  I hope you make smart 

choices.  I hope you continue 

painting.  And if you ever paint 

Russia, remember to include the 

snow. 

Sincerely,  

Maria Chico–8th Grade 
Mrs. Lorena Chapman 
Jane A. Hambric School 
2nd Place 
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Religion in Schools 

Studying religion helps to develop 

cross-cultural understanding, which 

is very useful in any field of work. 

Schools should teach world religion 

as an elective, because it will make 

students more open minded, 

provides questions of self-worth, 

and helps develop significant life 

skills. 

It makes students more open 

minded by teaching them different 

views of life. Through the study of 

religion, you see the way different 

cultures look at the word and how 

they believe life operates. This 

causes the views of those who are 

studying this area to change. 

It provides questions of self-worth 

by having constant moments of 

reflection. Through the different 

tales that religions offer we can 

learn many lessons that aren’t 

regularly learned through different 

means. 

The amounts of life skills that are 

possible to learn are astounding. 

The learning of how different 

cultures operate makes us more 

acceptant to change, it can open a 

world of opportunities that we just 

aren’t exposed to enough in our 

regular classes. This not only helps 

us internally, but also it helps us to 

understand the world and its 

people. 

These are some of the reasons why 

I believe that the educational 

system should include world 

religions as some form of class. So 

the next time your superintendent 

is having a public discussion, you 

should suggest this as an elective. 

You can also write cards and e-mail 

the person in charge of your 

school/district.  
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Hiram Lopez-8th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Jones 
SSG. Manuel R. Puentes Middle 
School 
3rd Place 
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Argumentative Essays
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Stratification 

Most of us, however old we may 

be, have at least a basic idea on 

how difficult the world outside our 

homes truly is. People much like 

ourselves carry their own opinion. 

More often than not, that opinion is 

a mere redundant thought directed 

towards those who stand out in a 

crowd. We hold on to these 

assumptions and think about 

people based on their appearance, 

simply because we as everyday 

people are unaware and uncaring 

as to what others are truly like. 

This is the reason why the society 

we see to this day is one full of 

unnecessary and ridiculous 

categorizations based solely on our 

appearance. 

Social class is the division of 

society based on the social or 

economic status of a person. There 

is no doubt that this system has 

been around in human history for 

countless ages, and it has still 

managed to exist to this day. 

However, this complex 

organization used to be purely 

based on one's education or 

occupation, while in today's society 

that image has shifted and moved 

to be based on other aspects of a 

person as well. In these modern 

times it has come to the point 

where mere strangers can simply 

take a look at us and immediately 

come to the decision as to where 

we belong in the hierarchy. We will 

be judged as we may, but that 

doesn't make us who they think we 

are. A clear example of this 

injustice takes place in the novel 

Light In August by William 

Faulkner, where one of the main 

protagonists is seen 
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as an outcast by countless others. 

In this story the plot takes place 

during the 1920s, a period of time 

in which Americans began debating 

over the fact that nonwhite 

immigrants that were coming to 

the United States should not have 

been allowed to settle in. 

Throughout the selection it is 

stated that people from black 

descent were frowned upon in 

society as they did not fit in, and 

Joe Christmas is no exception to 

this. Early in his childhood, 

Christmas comes to the conclusion 

that he had Negro blood, claiming 

that his father had been black. 

Most of the novel states the 

difficulty Christmas had not only in 

trying to accept his conflicting race, 

but to also learn to deal with the 

ignorant people of the community 

who saw him as nothing more than 

a mixed breed. Christmas’ entire 

journey throughout the book, 

consisted of him seeking a haven 

where he would not be judged by 

his background or forced to change 

who he is and simply be accepted 

as another human. The fact that 

Joe Christmas is believed to have 

black blood changes people's 

perspective, making him nothing 

more than an outsider in a large 

and supposedly ‘fair’ society. Even 

in the book it is not clear what 

Christmas’ true identity is, but the 

inexplicable superstition lowers his 

image in the terms of ‘social class’ 

and alienates him from the rest of 

the town. Even today, the 

alienation of certain groups is 

present. 

Since 2001, the tragic occurrence 

of 9/11 has remained vivid in all of 

our memories. On the eleventh day 
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of September, all of America 

mourns those who lost their lives 

after the horrifying event of the 

collapse of the Twin Towers in New 

York. The perpetrators behind the 

major attack were an Islamic 

terrorist group by the name of Al-

Qaeda. It is a fact that this 

historical tragedy has made a large 

impact on every one of us, possibly 

large enough to affect our 

thoughts. Much like in Light In 

August, discrimination has caused 

many conflicts among society, 

most noticeably against the feared 

and outcasted Islamic religion. 

When a traumatic event contains 

certain factors to it, thoughts can 

provoke people to start believing in 

certain impressions that the event 

held, and 9/11 is like such events. 

For years now, Muslims have 

received poor treatment here in 

the United States, and have been 

alienated from society much like 

how Christmas had been as well. 

Not only does this affect the 

followers of the religion's status as 

free Americans, but it also 

deliberately causes millions of 

people to misjudge the Islamic 

religion that is so often hated. This 

proves that even in the actual 

world, social class has negative 

effects, and many factors of a 

person or group contribute to the 

injustice of organizing the 

population from best to worst in 

terms of who they seem to be. 

Social class might not ever again 

be about our education or status 

anymore; today this represents the 

poverty, discrimination, and the 

unfairness that we have brought 

upon ourselves. We want to 

become so much better than the 



182  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

rest of the world that we ultimately 

forget what our ancestors built our 

society for. All citizens had equal 

rights, equal opportunities, but 

nevermore. Our society will forever 

be trapped in the organization of 

power and wealth that we call a 

fair system. 

Fernanda Compean-9th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 
 
Humans are Earth’s Weakness 

What is the meaning of this 

beautiful planet we call home? In 

this planet is called Earth, there 

are many different organisms from 

the biggest humans to the smallest 

of bacteria. We as humans would 

take care of this planet and be 

grateful for having it, but that is 

where you are wrong. This planet 

is being destroyed by humanity 

because, the trees are being cut 

down, oceans are being polluted, 

and it’s all because of our 

selfishness.    

Humans are driven by money, 

that’s why they cut down forests, 

destroy habitats, and drive animals 

to their extinction. Trees provide 

many things to help us live longer. 

They provide oxygen, food, water 

and a home to animals. So can 

anyone really explain why they are 

burning them down? Is there really 

a reason as to why money is more 

important than living? Sure, the 

money, the furniture, and the 

paper trees provide are nice things 

to have but, there is a million other 

ways to make them besides using 

wood. It is important people realize 

the tragedy that will happen if they 

don’t stop this. The future 

generations will live in a polluted 
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tree-less world. Think about it 

because at the end of the day you 

can’t eat, drink, or breathe money.  

Oceans, lakes, and rivers are all 

beautiful water-filled places that 

used to be so pure. Humanity has 

polluted a very large portion of the 

Earth’s water. For example, one 

cannot drink a bottle of water 

anymore without it needing to be 

purified. Humans have created 

these big factories that create so 

much toxic waste that they need to 

dispose of their chemicals. The 

problem is they dispose of them in 

the ocean. They dispose of 

chemicals in the water away from 

society thinking that there is 

nothing living there but, they 

couldn’t be more wrong. No matter 

where in the waters you go, there 

is thousands of different 

populations living there. The future 

doesn’t promise a very clean planet 

anymore and it’s all humanity’s 

fault.  

The most important thing in this 

world would be the beauty of the 

Earth’s geography and it will be 

taken away from us due to the 

selfishness of everybody who lives 

here. All anybody could do is 

simply pick up a piece of trash 

from the floor and throw it away, 

but that’s too hard. People act as if 

it is too much to simply turn down 

the pollution in the air. And this is 

all because we are too selfish to 

care about the destruction of the 

environment and help put a stop to 

it. The sad truth is, this is not an 

environment anymore, and it’s not 

even a home. Yes, the people are 

still living happy but did anyone 

stop and think about what the 

children of the future will think 



184  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

about this planet?  

In Conclusion the planet is being 

destroyed by humanity, the trees 

are being cut down, oceans are 

being polluted, and it’s all because 

of everybody’s selfishness. The 

meaning of this beautiful planet we 

call home was to be appreciated, to 

be taken care of, to be happily 

lived in, and to have a healthy 

community of people and animals. 

This was the Earth’s purpose, not 

today’s version of Earth.  

Abigail Rios-9th Grade 
Mrs. Teresa Candelaria 
Americas High School 
2nd Place 
 

Why the Library Should Be 
Open During Freshman Lunch 
at All Times 
 
At school (and especially high 

school), there are book reports, 

data, charts, and every other type 

of assignment that you need to 

type. Teachers often give you 

plenty of time to do this at home 

and at school. But what’s unfair to 

our school’s freshman population is 

the fact that the upperclassmen 

often use the library during our 

lunch period. The use of the 

library during the freshman lunch 

period is unfair to the freshmen 

because freshmen have uses for 

the library as well as the 

upperclassmen. 

Firstly, we all have different 

schedules. Everybody has different 

reading preferences and speeds, so 

some students will probably go to 

the library on their own time, 

which is lunch, in the morning, and 

after school. But since we all have 

different schedules, they can 

impact when we can go to the 

library. The band kids have to 

practice early in the morning and 
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after school, and the swim team 

doesn’t make it back for quite a 

while when they leave early in the 

morning for practice. So the 

freshmen that have these and 

other extracurricular activities may 

have only lunch to use the library. 

There’s also the matter of the 

requirement that freshmen and 

sophomores have to have a least 

one fiction book with them at all 

times. Teachers bring their 

students to the library to work on 

projects and research. How is it fair 

that the library is closed to 

freshmen but not sophomores? 

And there are also several 

computer labs and work stations 

that are scattered across the 

school that have access to the 

internet. There is really no excuse 

for the library being closed during 

lunch, except for when a class is 

checking out books together. 

Lastly, why should one and only 

one class have access to the library 

for an entire week? That’s 

completely unfair to the rest of the 

school, especially when it’s open 

during only one lunch period. 

Freshmen need to check out books 

and use the internet too. The 

library is like a little safe haven 

where all you have to do is sit in a 

nice chair and get lost in another 

world. Granted, there are people 

who take advantage of computer 

programs and websites that do 

bother other patrons (myself 

included) but they can change. A 

lot of people think freshmen are 

little dorks who don’t really matter, 

and the library can often be our 

refuge. 
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Freshmen need to have the library 

open to them more often. It’s not 

fair that upperclassmen get to use 

the advantages that the library 

offers more often than freshmen 

get to. We’re students too, and we 

should get equal rights amongst 

us. We might not get to go out for 

lunch or have as many advantages 

from the SAT or ACT, but our 

grades matter just as much as 

theirs and we should be able to 

have that help from the library.        

Anjali Aaluri-9th Grade 
Ms. Gina Droke 
Montwood High School 
3rd Place 
 

The Controversy over Dress 
Code 

Dress code has been a major 

debate facing the communities in 

our country. Young adults and 

adults are torn apart by the 

dilemma at hand. Some visualize 

the importance of dress code to 

enforce school safety, while others 

see the policy as a way to 

discourage freedom of expression 

towards students. Although a large 

quantity of students disagree with 

the policies being enforced in 

schools, when analyzing the 

opposing view point, it is visible to 

see that school dress code is 

important for several key reasons. 

Primarily, dress code is important 

due to the fact that it enforces a 

sense of equality amongst students 

while keeping in mind the overall 

safety of every individual stepping 

foot in the school. At an age where 

young individual’s brains are not 

fully developed, teens yearn for a 

sense of acceptance through 

anything possible, even clothing. 

For instance, in 1999, two teens 

went on a shooting rampage killing 
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thirteen other students. With 

further investigation, it was proven 

that the two young men were 

always seen as outcastes amongst 

their peers because of their 

fascination towards Goth culture 

and style. With simple dress 

regulations, students are seen as 

equals rather than being 

categorized by their choice of 

clothing. Thus, enforcing dress 

code is important for a school to 

strive for the equality and safety of 

all students.  

In addition, dress code has 

important positive outcomes, such 

as preparing students for the dress 

regulations of the working world. 

By developing the mindset that 

school should be a semi 

professional environment with 

minor dress regulations, students 

begin to see that dress code is 

enforced everywhere in the 

working world. More schools 

enforce that all teachers dress 

professionally to portray 

themselves as a figure of authority 

and to maintain respect in the class 

room. Students begin to see that 

even teachers should dress 

formally and that it serves a 

purpose.  

Most students disagree with the 

importance of school dress code, 

arguing that it only lessens the 

freedom of expression students are 

able to portray. However, dress 

codes can be enforced without 

depriving student’s freedom of 

expression. Simple rules such as 

wearing sandals with a strap to 

make sure you don’t fall, or not 

wearing clothing with vulgar or 

gang related signs are most likely 

to keep everyone safe, rather than 
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deprive freedom of expression 

from students. Most schools 

enforce a dress code but still allow 

for students to dye their hair 

different colors or allow for 

piercings, which is completely 

justifiable because the simple dress 

code regulations serve a purpose 

to keep every individual safe.  

To conclude, when analyzing the 

topic at hand, it is clear to see that 

dress code is a major controversy 

amongst students and adults. The 

youth stands strong on the 

argument that dress code only 

deprives student’s freedom of 

expression, however that’s not 

always the case, dress regulations 

are important to promote a sense 

of equality between each student 

to prevent categorization. Dress 

code also prepares students to 

acknowledge the dress regulations 

in the working world, that every 

individual even their teachers have 

simple dress regulations. Thus, 

dress code is important when it is 

enforced to keep students safe. 

Dress code doesn’t always have to 

deprive students of their freedom 

of expression. 

Victoria Brandao-10th Grade 
Mrs. Kim Henry  
Americas High School 
1st Place 
 

The Cold Truth 

Truthfulness is often a valued 

quality, despite its many 

repercussions. Although honesty is 

a virtue, sometimes it is better to 

bend the truth to avoid damaging a 

person’s ego and to keep treasured 

friendships. 

Common courtesy is important in 

our society and involves people’s 

ability to compliment others’ 
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attributes. If everyone spoke freely 

with no filter, people would be 

more insulting than complimentary 

and crucial relationships could not 

develop. People’s fragile confidence 

would shatter, and the already 

present problem of low self-esteem 

would claim more victims. 

Countless young adults and teens 

suffer from eating disorders and 

depression, and adding more 

criticism would only make the 

problem worse.  

Additionally, always telling the 

truth could also end up breaking 

trust between two people. With 

constant honesty, friends would 

not be able to guard each other’s 

trusted secrets. Anyone who asked 

could easily find out the most 

personal details about those 

closest to you, and that friendship 

could be ruined. Human beings are 

social creatures and rely on the 

trust of others for survival. If that 

trust was broken, people would 

lose essential relationships and fall 

into loneliness. 

If the entire population were to 

only tell the undiluted truth, the 

world would become a harsher 

place. Withholding and occasionally 

altering the truth is necessary to 

uphold social etiquette and 

maintain vital relationships.  

Alyssa Helmling–10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Honesty 

The truth will always set you free; 

a statement that holds a 

contradiction within itself. An 

individual should not always show 

candor because it could lead to 

worse repercussions than falsity 

and offending others. 
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The majority of the time people are 

better off with a convenient lie. The 

short story “Like the Sun” is a 

prime example of this concept. 

Sekhar, the protagonist, decides to 

show absolute truth towards his 

headmaster’s horrific musical 

“talent.” The headmaster is 

startled and embarrassed so he 

retracts a major favor he had given 

Sekhar earlier. If Sekhar would 

have simply prevaricated, he would 

have had a better outcome for 

himself and his headmaster. This 

goes to show how dishonesty may 

not be the right path to follow.  

One of the reasons why humans 

choose to be untruthful is to avoid 

insulting others. No one enjoys 

being told that their handwriting or 

attire is unpleasant or that the 

meal they have attempted cooking 

all day tastes awful. Many people 

are constantly put in these 

troublesome situations when they 

are asked for their opinions from 

their loved ones. People are given 

the choice of being honest or 

dishonest; and nobody likes 

offending the ones they care for 

which is why they would stretch 

the truth in order to spare their 

feelings. 

The truth’s purpose is to liberate 

someone; however it does the 

exact opposite. It puts people in 

situations where they will 

experience self restriction at its 

finest with the burden of them 

having been able to prevent the 

confinement. 

Jazmin Solano–10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
3rd Place 
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The Importance of Polite 
Speech in the American 
Community 

The value of politeness is instilled 

in people at a young age in order 

to create a properly functioning 

society. Although repetitive, 

greetings such as “good morning” 

or “how are you?” are valuable in 

American culture due to the open 

and optimistic atmosphere it 

creates. Polite speech aims to 

create both a conversation and 

connection between two people. A 

person who is polite is generally 

more well-liked because he or she 

shows charisma, respect, and a 

willingness to connect with others. 

It is a well-known fact that society 

values and sees charisma as an 

important leadership quality. 

According to society, leaders must 

understand how to be friendly and 

cooperate with any person. Being 

polite is important in order to 

obtain the good relationships a 

leader usually has. To be exact, a 

good leader must have charisma, 

and charisma is dependent on 

being polite. To have an example 

of the dependency charisma has on 

polite speech, take a look at the 

mannerisms and speech of many 

politicians. Politicians must be 

charismatic in order to rise in their 

careers, thus they must be 

constantly polite and diplomatic. If 

politicians refused to be polite, 

they would be seen as a joke and 

not particularly good at their job. 

Being polite makes a person more 

charismatic in the eyes of society, 

thus they are generally well-liked 

and well-respected, which is 

important in society. 

Showing respect towards others is 

not a bad quality to have. In order 
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to gain respect, many may say that 

you must show it first. People can 

show respect in a variety of ways, 

one of which is portraying it 

through polite speech. When 

someone attempts to create the 

brief connection of positivity 

through asking about one’s day or 

greeting them, it is a way to show 

respect to the other as an 

individual. Showing politeness 

through speech is not the only way 

to be respectful. Being polite also 

includes not asking about subjects 

the other party may not wish to 

discuss, being aware of their 

personal space, and utilizing proper 

manners.  These are examples of 

respecting the other person’s 

boundaries and ensuring that they 

are comfortable. Politeness is 

important to keep in mind when a 

person wishes to show respect to 

someone because it shows that he 

or she is considerate of the other 

party. 

In comparison to other countries, 

American people tend to be more 

open with each other, which can be 

both good and bad. This openness 

brings both politeness and discord 

among people. The discord, 

however, is not valued in society 

like politeness is because humans 

will normally wish to be on good 

terms with each other. Because 

people want to obtain primarily 

healthy and happy relationships, 

politeness is seen as important. For 

example, unlike in many movies 

“popular” people are those who are 

well-liked and well-known, rather 

than the people who are rich and 

self- absorbed. In my high school, 

the people who are considered 

popular tend to use polite speech 
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and attempt to include others in 

conversations. This makes the 

people around those who are 

considered popular feel a closer 

connection and become 

comfortable towards them. The 

openness creates a comfortable 

atmosphere around those who are 

polite, influencing the public’s 

opinion about that person. This 

portrays the value the American 

community places on polite speech 

and mannerisms. 

Being polite towards others is a 

necessary trait to have in order to 

be well-liked and respected in the 

American community. The value 

placed on politeness in society is 

one that is particularly high 

because it creates a community 

that is comfortable to be a part of. 

Without polite speech and 

manners, the connections and 

positive relationships between 

people would be almost 

nonexistent. Politeness is the glue 

that holds people and society 

together, without it collapsing in a 

heap of unhappy people and the 

disputes that occur among them. 

Sydney Newton-11th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 

Violence in Video Games to 
Blame? 

Why is it that every time a school 

shooting occurs, or an act of 

violence that costs many peoples’ 

lives, there is always a handful of 

pundits that conclude that the 

culprit(s) was influenced by the 

violence that is portrayed in video 

games? Then, naïve and ignorant 

parents follow up by confiscating 

their children’s video games, all for 
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their “safety.” This needs to stop,  

and people need to be informed. It 

is for this reason that scientists 

and researchers have begun their 

search for the truth. And their 

conclusions could not be any 

clearer. Violence in video games 

does not lead gamers to behave in 

a more violent manner than those 

who do not play violent video 

games. Instead, it serves as a 

medium to release stress/anger, 

and it teaches gamers to learn the 

difference between acceptable and 

non-acceptable behavior in the real 

world, as opposed to the virtual 

world. It is also worth noting that 

as the video game industry has 

grown, the violent juvenile crime 

rates have decreased.  

It has become known that gamers 

have found violent video games to 

help them release stress and/or 

calm their anger. Casual gamers 

find violent videogames as a quick 

release or distraction from their 

daily routines. These daily routines 

include difficult tasks, exhausting 

exercises, etc. These gamers find 

video games as a break from the 

hardships in life. But if special 

treatment is necessary, and a 

common distraction will not do the 

job, then gamers recur to violent 

video games. These video games 

step up the stress release and 

allow gamers to “blow-off steam,” 

as the brain uses violent images to 

calm down any previous images 

that might have caused an 

individual to feel stressed and/or 

have caused them to be angered. 

Another way that gamers find a 

source of tranquility is by acquiring 

victory over an adversary, or a 

group of adversaries, especially if 
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that victory comes as fruit from the 

termination of one’s opponents. 

This feeling of satisfaction is 

further emphasized if the victor’s 

triumph came as a result from 

his/her superior skills. Although it 

could be discussed that this leads 

gamers to feel rewarded from 

causing harm to others, it has 

become known that gamers, with 

full mental capabilities, know when 

they enter the limit of winning over 

another player, and causing real 

harm that will affect their 

opponent. 

Violent videogames help gamers 

know the difference between 

acceptable and non-acceptable 

behavior so that they can conduct 

themselves in real life, and in the 

virtual world accordingly. For most 

gamers, at least those with good 

judgement, it is a matter of 

common sense. Gamers know that 

one does not use videogames, 

cartoons, or movies as a way to 

learn how to behave. Just in case 

though, videogames normally 

contain a warning to the audience 

that states that some characters in 

that particular video game will 

engage in a conduct that might be 

considered toxic to certain parts of 

society. It is then up to the player 

to take that into consideration or 

not, depending on their mental 

capacity. 

It should also be recognized that 

as the video game industry has 

dramatically increased, youth-

based crimes have decreased. It is 

calculated that from 1994 to 2014, 

the gaming industry has 

experienced a boom-scale growth, 

given that it has grown 

approximately 204% (U.S. News 
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and World Report). During this 

same interval, it has become 

known that the rate of violent 

crimes among youngsters has 

decreased drastically. It is 

calculated that this drop-off has 

been of the significant amount of 

76% (ProCon.org). Many might 

ask, “How is this possible if 

violence in video games is only 

increasing more and more?” But 

the answer is really simple. Young 

people, both male and female, are 

making gaming their main hobby. 

That means that now, gamers are 

spending less time out in the 

streets, out of danger and away 

from dangerous people, such as 

gangsters and criminals. Although, 

even as violence in gamers is not 

increased, the levels of aggression 

is. This indicates that people that 

are exposed to the violence that is 

portrayed in today’s video games 

are prone to become aggressive 

and/or have their sensibility to 

aggressive behavior numbed down. 

This is often used as an argument 

to show that violence in video 

games makes gamers violent. But 

just because the levels of 

aggression are increased in 

gamers, it does not mean that 

gamers who play violent video 

games are prone to become 

criminals, or even violent people in 

the future. 

Regardless of how much research 

is made about how violent video 

games are not tied to violent 

crimes and violent behavior, 

pundits and people with nothing 

better to do will continue to blame 

the video game industry for the 

violence that is seen in today’s 

society. Finally, though we cannot 
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force others to end their ignorance, 

we can end our own. 

Works Cited 

Dotinga, Randy. “Violent Video 

Games Don't Influence Kids' 

Behavior.” Health Day News 

for Healthier Living. Web. 3 

April 2015. 

“Do Violent Video Games 

Contribute to Youth 

Violence?” ProCon.org. Web. 

23 September 2015. 

“Do Violent Video Games Really 

Cause Aggression?” Health. Web. 

18 August 2015. 

Gallagher, Michael D. “Video 

Games Don’t Cause Children 

to be Violent.” U.S. News & 

World Report. Web. 10 May 

2010.  

Stein, Linda. “Villanova Professor: 

Violent video games don’t 

cause real life violence in 

most cases.” The Times 

Herald. Web. 30 September 

2014. 

Vincent, James. “Long-term US 

study finds no links between 

violent video games and 

youth violence.” 

Independent. Web. 10 

November 2014. 

Fernando Fabian-11th Grade 
Mr. Robert Candelaria 
Americas High School 
2nd Place 

 

  



198  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

Do Schools Require Students 
to Live on Campus for the 
Betterment of Their Students 
or for the Money? 
 
A variety of music and hysterical 

laughter is something you might 

hear walking through a freshmen 

dormitory. Finally obtaining 

freedom away from their 

parents, many enjoy this safe, 

but fun living arrangement. 

Although this rule is not liked by 

everyone, several universities 

such as Georgetown require first 

year students to live on campus. 

Some people may think of it as a 

scam for the universities to 

make more money, but that is 

not the case. Some schools 

demand freshmen to live in 

dorms because they tend to 

keep their grades up, maintain a 

healthy mental state, and they 

start off in a secure and stable 

environment.  

Even though dormitories have 

many benefits, several families 

who pay for education only see 

this as a way to make the 

universities richer. The cost for 

room and board contributes to 

the ongoing upheaval of rising 

tuition and the build-up of 

student debt.  Marcia Clemmitt, 

the author of an article written 

on student debt says tuition has, 

“exploded 375 percent — nearly 

four times the inflation rate — 

between 1982 and 2005 and has 

been climbing 4 percent to 8 

percent annually since.” With 

tuition increases each year, 

more loans have to be taken out 

to cover the cost. Many students 

end up graduating with over 

$40,000 of debt. Not much of a 

problem back then, but 
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damaging many graduates 

today, student loan debt has 

skyrocketed to billions of dollars 

being owed to the federal 

government. Clemmitt also adds 

that, “many student borrowers 

face repayment requirements far 

more onerous than those for 

mortgage and car-loan 

borrowers,” leaving students 

weary and burdened for the rest 

of their lives.  

Is education really worth the 

debt? In an article written by 

Valerie Strauss she says, “In 

1986, a full 68 percent of 

Americans said that they viewed 

going to college as a big part of 

the American Dream.” She then 

quickly stated that, “Today, 

according to a new poll, 52 

percent, still view college as part 

of the American dream.” With 

this article being written in 2013, 

we see that this dream is slowly 

diminishing. The whole point of 

college is to obtain an education 

that can be put forth to finding 

an ideal career. With this career, 

most hope to progress and be 

able to provide for their future 

families comfortably. Although 

most students will end up 

acquiring large amounts of debt 

after they graduate, their college 

education will help them find 

jobs that, in turn, help pay off 

their debt. So yes, a college 

education is worth having, but 

the actual cost is nonsense. 

Room and board expenses can 

be seen as part of the reason of 

why college is no longer part of 

the American dream for some 

people. Most universities charge 

around $10,000 for students to 
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stay on campus, but believe it or 

not, there are benefits to this 

adversity. Although dormitories 

are a contributing factor to high 

tuition rates, many universities 

require first year students to live 

on campus because it keeps 

them focused resulting in better 

academic performance which 

replenishes the American dream.  

Although some students have no 

problem with keeping up with 

their grades, research shows 

that students who live on 

campus get better grades than 

those who don’t. In an article 

written by Paige Fieldsted she 

states the following. “A study 

done by BYU student Hannah 

Marchant shows that when 

freshmen live on campus their 

GPA’s are higher by an average 

of a tenth of a point compared to 

freshmen who live off campus.” 

With many benefits, such as 

proximity to academic resources, 

students are always able to 

study and find help. Living on 

campus allows a student to use 

the facilities such as the library 

or computer labs to do their 

homework without having to 

travel long distances. Students 

are more likely to go get 

academic help if help is right 

around the corner.  

Even though not everyone is a 

social butterfly, having social 

relations with roommates and 

classmates enhances academic 

success. In Fieldsted’s article she 

mentions that Marchant also 

states, “The social piece is a 

really big piece for freshmen and 

it is hard to focus on academics 

if they are anxious or don’t feel 
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like they’re fitting in.” By staying 

on campus, students are able to 

form relationships with other 

students in their classes and 

form study groups. A recent 

study done by Stephen 

Rybczynski and Elizabeth 

Schussler has led them to 

believe that “…out-of-class group 

study has the potential to 

increase the academic 

performance of a student…” 

When students engage in study 

groups they are able to obtain 

insight from their peers. 

Information can be exchanged 

between students, allowing for a 

better understanding. Staying in 

dorms makes it easier for 

students to find others to study 

with therefore, creating good 

study habits to enhance students 

academically.  

Admitting that most enjoy their 

college years, individuals do 

agree that some students 

struggle with the transition from 

high school to college. When in a 

big university, freshmen 

transitioning into college often 

end up lost emotionally. Being a 

small fish in a big pond can 

cause stress and lonesomeness. 

Marchant offers a solution for 

that: “the dorms have hall 

advisors and a resident assistant 

that lives with the student in the 

building so students feel like 

there in someone that they can 

go to for help…They are trained 

to spot symptoms of extreme 

homesickness, depression, and 

even suicide and can reach out 

and help those students that 

need help.” When students live 

in dorms they are able to seek 
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the counselling they need. There 

is always a listening ear to 

identify and help solve their 

problems. Counselor Jean 

Ballard Terepka shares the 

details of his occupation. 

“College counselors prepare 

students for an actual, not 

merely figurative, journey, the 

prospect of which fill students 

and their parents with both 

excitement and fear.” Students 

who live in dorms have 

immediate access to counselors 

who are there to support and 

guide them through their 

journey.  

Granted, residence halls can get 

rowdy and distracting, staying in 

dorm rooms gives students a 

chance to experiment and 

become socially connected with 

other students. In an article 

comparing college dorms versus 

apartments, Katherine Bradley 

agrees that, “The nature of the 

living situation in dorms puts 

students in touch with others on 

a regular basis.” It is only 

natural to make friends with the 

people around you especially if 

you do not have many. The 

NHHEAF Network Organization 

published an article stating, 

“Roommates will, in some way, 

share in your personal journey 

through your college years-

potentially exulting in your 

triumphs and commiserating 

with you in less glorious 

moments…” Having someone 

there to act as a friend is very 

comforting. Roommates have 

the potential to become future 

best friends after college. Living 

in an apartment can grant 
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privacy, but you end up missing 

out on opportunities for social 

interaction. Staying in dorms 

provides students with many 

resources such as companions.  

Despite the fact that most 

students look forward to being 

able to express their freedom 

and independence, staying in 

dorms helps students get used 

to this new independence. 

Dormitories start students off in 

a secure, stable environment. 

Going back to the article written 

by Katherine Bradley she writes, 

“If a student chooses to live in 

the dorm, living expenses 

including internet, air 

conditioning, water, and trash 

pickup, are included in tuition 

and can be paid by financial aid.” 

Dorms alleviate some of the 

stresses that come with being 

independent. Bradley continues, 

“However, if a student is in an 

apartment, these monthly 

expenses are obligations that are 

not part of tuition payments. 

Therefore, financial aid won’t 

help to fund living expenses.” 

When students get out into the 

real world they are unaware of 

the obstacles they are going to 

have to face living alone; bills 

and responsibility. Although 

prices may seem high, dorms, 

unlike apartments, supply 

students with the amenities 

needed to help start them off.  

Though many students look at 

college as getting away from 

home, parents still like to keep 

an eye on how their child is 

doing. Dorms give parents a 

sense of relief to know their child 

is in a positive environment. 
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Dormitories provide Resident 

Assistants who are, “there to 

enforce the rules, mediate 

disagreements, and provide 

general support for students,” 

says an article published in 2011 

on My College Guide. When 

being out of the mix of their 

child’s life, parents adore RA’s 

because they are there to ensure 

protection and well-being. This 

blog says the RA is like a, “big 

brother or sister,” that gives 

advice and helps students 

through their problems. RA’s are 

there to provide assistance, help 

students adapt to college life, 

and create a positive 

environment. Positivity channels 

success.  

With money being the last thing 

on their minds, some universities 

require freshmen to live on 

campus primarily for their 

benefit in grades, mental 

stability, and a strong 

independence. Some may think 

dorms have no benefit and it is 

all about the money, but in 

reality, dorms are essential to 

help students start their new 

lives. Universities should 

continue to require freshmen to 

stay on campus. Ultimately, the 

benefits show through the works 

of the student and continue to 

stick with them throughout their 

college career.  
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In which Evil is Good 

Abstract 

Who is the true hero of John 

Milton’s “Paradise Lost?” To find 

the answer to this question, one 

must read the poem carefully and 

come to their own conclusion. 

Many critics such as Timothy C. 

Miller and others unnamed have 

approached the controversial topic 

of this question. Unknown authors 

state that Satan is easily the real 

hero of Milton’s epic since he 

exhibits many qualities that an epic 

hero possesses. What defines an 

epic hero? The interpretations of 

these critics support the conclusion 

that Satan is the hero of John 

Milton’s epic poem, “Paradise Lost” 

by showing qualities similar to 

other epic heroes such as being a 

likeable character, showing 

kindness to his followers and 

ruthlessness to his enemies, and 

achieving his goal in the end.  

Everyone loves an epic hero. 

Stories of a courageous warriors 

fighting obstacles to achieve a goal 

make up favorites of many. But 

what is in this case, evil was good? 

Paradise Lost is an epic poem by 

John Milton, made up by twelve 

different parts, or books. The story 

is based on the fall of mankind. In 

this story, the reader reads of the 
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fall of Lucifer and his followers, the 

demons, and how he plans to take 

his revenge on God, a tyrannical 

ruler, by bringing the fall of 

mankind and taking over the Earth. 

There is a huge dilemma about 

who the hero of John Milton’s epic 

is. However, Satan is the true hero 

because he passes the trial of an 

epic hero and possesses many 

traits that these characters consist 

of, such as striking sympathy in a 

reader and being likeable, being 

generous to his followers and 

ruthless to his enemies, and 

ultimately achieving his goal.   

One of the things that makes an 

epic hero is their likeability. “To 

reign is worth ambition though in 

Hell: / Better to reign in Hell, than 

serve in Heav’n.” (Milton, 1674, 

p.p. 1952). With epic, memorable 

quotes like this one, Satan is an 

easy character to like. Through his 

speech, he justifies his betrayal of 

heaven, making us sympathize 

with his character. “The mind is its 

own place, and in itself / can make 

a heav’n of hell, a hell of heav’n.” 

(Milton, 1674, p.p. 1952). 

Something that makes Lucifer so 

likeable in this poem are his 

charismatic words and his way of 

thinking. Often memorable words 

that strike a chord within a reader 

is what helps them identify who 

they believe the hero of the story 

is. His is a mentality that strikes 

sympathy in others. Satan is a very 

appealing character due to his 

mentality and charm, however, the 

reasoning and motives behind his 

actions are also what makes him a 

likeable character in Milton’s epic.  

Satan is usually depicted as the 

antagonist, doing anything and 
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everything in his power to doom 

humanity because of his jealousy 

and menace. In Paradise Lost, we 

see a different approach to this. 

“Who now triumphs, and in th’ 

excess of joy / Sole reigning holds 

the tyranny of Heav’n.” (Milton, 

1774, p.p. 1949). The devil can be 

depicted as someone traitorous for 

abandoning Heaven, however in 

Paradise Lost, Satan refers to it as 

a tyranny, in which rule he does 

not want to fall under. Like in 

many popular dystopian novels, 

Satan resembles the hero who is 

willing to revolt against a cruel 

form of government and fight for 

freedom. “Fearless, endangered 

Heav’ns perpetual King; / And to 

proof his high supremacy [..]” 

(Milton, 1674, p.p. 1949). In this 

quote, Beelzebub, Lucifer’s right 

hand man, explains that due to 

Satan’s refusal to fall under God’s 

tyrannical rule, they have lost 

Heav’n. Though Beelzebub and the 

other fallen angels are panicking at 

this point, Satan remains firm to 

his beliefs. This goes to show a 

different approach to Satan’s 

character. An approach that sets 

him to be the hero who aims to 

end tyranny, and a hero whom 

strikes sympathy within the reader.  

With his impressing quotes and 

interesting mentality, many can 

empathize with Satan’s character 

and warm up to his ideas. “Blake 

admired Satan’s energy and spirit 

of rebellion, remarking that Milton 

‘was a true Poet and of the Devil’s 

party without knowing it.’” (“An 

Introduction,” 2000, p.p. 2). 

Though the devil may be the 

antagonist of the story, he is easily 

the most likeable, whether if he 
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was intended to be or not. A 

similar persona can be found in 

other popular dystopian novels, 

where a specific individual is the 

one to rise up and fight against an 

unwanted kingdom, and win our 

hearts along the way. “Satan’s 

arguments about God’s tyranny 

and freedom in hell, if not comfort, 

and he opposes the hierarchies of 

heaven.” (“An Introduction,” 2003, 

p.p. 2). Lucifer’s arguments about 

God’s tyranny and freedom in hell 

make sense and open the reader 

up to a different perspective that 

adds to his appeal. The appeal of 

Satan’s characters, starting with 

his beliefs, stir something in the 

reader that makes them identify 

him as a hero.  

What adds to Lucifer’s appeal is 

also the relatability of his actions, 

mentality, and beliefs. Milton’s 

depiction of the devil is believed to 

have connections to Charles I, 

making his exploration of tyranny 

in Paradise Lost similar to his 

beliefs on the tyranny of the 

monarchy. (“An Introduction,” 

2003, p.p 3). Knowing that people 

have gone through experiences in 

which they feel emotions and have 

thoughts similar to Lucifer’s, makes 

his character relatable, and thus 

makes the reader side with his 

character. Critics say, “Satan is the 

true hero of the epic: he is the one 

with the most memorable lines, 

whose character is most fully 

developed and interesting, and 

with whom we cannot almost avoid 

having sympathy.” (“An 

Introduction,” 2000, p.p.2). The 

ability to sympathize with a 

character has a great deal in 

identifying who the reader 
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identifies as the hero of the story. 

After all, if a character is 

unanimously hated, that makes 

them the villain. However, if Satan 

is cunning, charming, and 

relatable, it is a given that readers 

identify with his character and see 

him as the protagonist of the story. 

However, there is much more to 

his character that makes him a 

hero.  

One of the things that makes an 

epic hero is being a leader, and 

what makes someone identify a 

character as a leader is the way 

they treat the people that they face 

throughout the story. “Satan, 

whom now transcending glory 

raised / Above his fellows, with 

monarchal pride / Conscious of 

highest worth, unmoved thus 

spoke.” (Milton, 1674, p,p, 1973). 

Satan, who is supposedly evil, 

stands before his followers and 

rises up to the challenge of finding 

the New World, willing to risk his 

life for his followers. Since all of 

the fallen angels are too afraid to 

go in search of the rumored New 

World, Satan volunteers to do the 

task himself. “[…] I haste / To 

know, and this once known, shall 

soon return, / And bring ye to the 

place where thou and Death / Shall 

dwell at ease […]” (Milton, 1674, 

p.p. 1982). Among running into Sin 

and Death, he offers them an 

award in return for allowing him to 

cross the gates of hell. Satan could 

have easily chosen to battle with 

Sin and Death (like he was 

originally going to) to open the 

gates of hell, but instead he 

approached them in a different 

manner and took their wants into 

consideration. Through these two 
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exerts, we see Satan as a good 

leader who is generous and 

considerate of his followers. 

Though, it is not just his 

compassion towards his followers 

that makes him the hero of this 

epic.  

Satan is also ruthless to his 

enemies, driven and determined to 

bring them down and win his prize. 

“As being the contrary to his high 

will / Whom we resist. If then his 

providence / Out of our evil seek to 

bring forth good, / Our labor must 

be to pervert that end, / And out of 

good still to find means of evil […]” 

(Milton, 1674, p.p. 1950). Since 

the beginning of this epic, when his 

followers panic over losing heaven, 

Satan remains calm and expresses 

his determination to resist God’s 

rule. Satan makes a plan to take 

control over God’s rumored to be 

newest creation, proving his 

insubordination, and practicing his 

free will.  “Waiting revenge: his 

cruel eyes […]” (Milton, 1674, p.p. 

1960). Though Satan is generous 

and kind towards his followers, he 

expresses anger and resolve, his 

mind always on the task of beating 

his enemy. There is a significant 

different in the way he treats those 

who stand with him and those who 

he stands against. This goes to 

show the two qualities a leader and 

a hero possess; the contrast in his 

attitude towards his followers and 

his enemy.  

It is Satan’s leadership qualities 

and attitude towards the people he 

encounters that appeal to the 

reader and make them identify him 

as their hero. “His speech is 

stirring, and the reader can see the 

valiant leader who was able to 
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draw one-third of the angels […]” 

(“Overview: Paradise,” 2011, p.p. 

7). Through the words of 

determination and ambition that 

Satan speaks, the reader begins to 

think of him as a hero. His 

speeches are often logical, 

compelling, and persuading. “He 

appears to demands a kind of 

heavenly democracy […]” (“The 

Ways,” 1978, p.p. 11). With the 

words that he preaches and the 

way Satan motivates and 

convinces his followers to stand 

with him, the reader begins to 

believe that Satan’s acts are 

justified. A hero must do what he 

has to to win his prize and obtain 

glory. In order for Satan to keep 

the promise of his ‘divine 

democracy’ he has made to his 

followers, he must bring down 

God’s tyrannical kingdom.  

Satan possesses an ambition to 

bring down his enemies and win a 

kingdom for his followers, a quality 

that should be present in who 

appears to be the definite hero of 

Milton’s epic. “Lucifer is a 

compelling figure. Beautiful and 

brilliant, he is engaged in a battle 

against insurmountable odds, 

angry about his subordinate 

position to God.” (Overview: 

Paradise,” 1997, p.p. 3). Angry 

about his inability to have his own 

freedom in heaven, Satan is 

prepared to prove his 

insubordination to God and Christ. 

“Lucifer refuses to be subordinate 

to God or his divine son and 

decides to achieve a perverse 

revenge by seducing God’s newest 

creation.” (Overview: Paradise,” 

1997, p.p. 1). Satan’s plan to win 

the New World and establish it as 
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his kingdom for his followers and 

himself proves to show his 

newfound free will. A leader who 

treats his followers with kindness 

and generosity, his enemies with 

ruthlessness, and is determined to 

see his plans accomplished is truly 

a hero that readers want.  

At the end of the journey, the hero 

always wins. Like all epic heroes, 

Satan ultimately accomplishes his 

task and wins his battle. “Indeed? 

hath God them said that of the 

fruit / Of all these garden trees ye 

shall not eat, / Yet lords declared 

of all in earth or air?” (Milton, 

1674, p.p. 2105). Going along with 

his plan of bringing down God’s 

newest creation, Satan tempts Eve. 

He tells her that the reason she is 

not allowed to eat from the tree of 

knowledge is because if she were 

to do so she would become 

superior, and that is something 

that God does not want. “Into her 

heart too entrance won: / Fixed on 

the fruit she gazed, which to 

behold / Might tempt alone […]” 

(Milton, 1674, 2107). Eve easily 

falls into Satan’s trap and Adam 

shortly follows, marking the fall of 

mankind and making Satan’s 

mission a success. Though Lucifer’s 

mission to bring the fall of mankind 

is not praised, he accomplishes his 

task like any other hero would be 

expected to. 

After succeeding, Satan returns to 

hell, mission accomplished. 

Causing the fall of mankind, Satan 

has won his prize, Earth. “O son, 

why sit we here each other viewing 

/ Idly while Satan our great author 

thrives / in other worlds […]” 

(Milton. 1674, p.p. 2121). Before 

his return to hell, Sin and Death 
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build a bridge to earth, sensing 

Satan’s success.  “At last as from a 

cloud his fulgent head / And shape 

star-bright appeared or brighter 

clad / with what permissive glory 

[…]” (Milton, 1674, p.p. 2126). 

Among his return, Lucifer acts 

nonchalant, but announces his 

success in claiming earth. Like all 

epic heroes, Satan ends up 

accomplishing his goals and 

winning the prize in the end.  

Satan’s ability to deceive Eve 

means he has succeeded his 

original set out mission. “Satan’s 

approach is seductive because it 

builds up upon Eve’s desire to 

climb the ladder of being.” (“The 

Ways,” 1978, p.p. 31). Satan is 

able to tempt Eve. Perhaps he is 

successful in her temptation 

because she herself has a hidden 

belief about God’s tyrannical rule 

that is similar to Lucifer’s. “When 

Eve says to Satan, ‘lead then,’ she 

deserts Adam [...]” (“The Ways,” 

1978, p.p. 31). In a way, Eve’s fall 

resembles Satan’s own 

insubordination to God. Since Eve 

eats the fruit, believing that the 

tree of knowledge will make her 

equal or superior, it is very similar 

to the way Satan expresses his 

opinion of God’s tyranny in heaven. 

With Eve, falls Adam, making 

Lucifer’s plans a success.  

In the end, Satan accomplishes 

what he originally set out to do. 

“On Earth, Satan’s victory seems 

very real, for earth is now a place 

of tactics, not strategy.” (“The 

Ways,” 1978, p.p. 39). It may 

seem like Satan’s win is for 

nothing, because God plans to 

destroy him in the end, but he has 

gained his own glory and free will. 
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“Satan is free to choose his own 

path and his choice may be short 

or long, painful or pleasant, 

creative or destructive.” (“The 

Ways,” 1978, p.p. 12). Though we 

know at the end of the epic poem 

that God plans to defeat Satan, he 

is still able to live freely in the 

meantime, No matter his 

consequences, Lucifer is able to 

accomplish the task that he set out 

for himself and prove to God that 

he does not fall under his rule. In 

the end, the epic hero will always 

win his battle, like Lucifer did.  

Overall, Satan proves to be the 

hero of Milton’s epic by appealing 

to the reader, exhibiting 

characteristics of a hero such as 

kindness and ruthlessness, and 

winning his ultimate battle. Though 

in the end, Satan will be brought to 

a stop by God and his holy, better 

to die free than to live a slave. 

With this bittersweet ending, we 

can sympathize with the wonderful 

character that Lucifer was written 

to be. After all, everyone loves an 

underdog.  
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Britney Barreto-12th Grade 
Ms. Paula Woods 
El Dorado High School 
1st Place 
 
 
Happy Blacksgiving: A Satire 

Let us indulge in our capitalistic 

purchases and our gracious 

gluttony in an attempt to fill the 

bottomless voids in our hearts. 

Nothing says family like attempting 

to fit as much food into your snout 

as quickly as possible in order to 

avoid your meddling grandma 

asking you why you are still a 

single thirty year old living alone 

with a dead end job. A once 

obsolete holiday that united people 

and families by endorsing values 

such as humility, thankfulness, 

kindness, and joy has finally 

become contemporary.  Join hands 

with your grandmother, sister, 

brother or father as we thank god 

for the many things that we have 
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such as a brand new Xbox One, the 

complete Blu-ray Collection of 

Jackass, and most importantly, 

having a family—without them you 

would not qualify for Cricket’s 

family plan, cheaper line of 

iPhones!  

Additionally, last weekend the 

nation’s annual tradition of 

murdering each other in a 

celebration of our love for cheap 

prices took place on Black Friday. 

We had a record of 13,000,000 

American weaklings’ deaths as  

they failed to prove themselves 

worthy of purchasing plasma 

televisions—twenty dollars off.  

There is nothing more delightful 

than being in line for the opening 

of Best Buy, while your ten year 

old annoyingly wails, “Why did we 

leave grandmas? It is 

thanksgiving." You look into his sad 

blue eyes and whisper into his ear, 

“The Nutribullet I’ll use that one 

time of the year when I feel 

bloated is 10 dollars off." And 

slapping him for his ridiculous 

request.  

We spoke to several citizens that 

have been lined up since late May: 

"Well, his father and I are getting 

divorced and I thought how I could 

ever make up for the years of 

trauma my son will go through—an 

Xbox duh!!" 

-Sally Buchanan, local resident  

"It’s my favorite holiday, it’s the 

most time my family spend 

together!"  

-John Doetin, local family man:  

"My son Sidney was trampled but I 

found this nice pot set 30% off"  

-Beth MacAnderson, local Resident 

“Me? Black Friday shopping? Oh 
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no, I just come here to watch, my 

kids love the zoo.” 

-Gob Capile, City Council member 

"Best Buy has given me the 

privilege to work some extra hours 

on Thanksgiving, maybe I’ll be able 

to afford to buy something here 

this Christmas!”  

-Best Buy Employee #24 

We even got some words with a 

delightful nine year old girl: 

-"It’s cold."  

All in all, millions of Americans’ 

relentless efforts to satisfy their 

quench for brand new products has 

been a massive success. We’ve 

even received reports that 

residents have become bored with 

their new appliances and have 

decided to start lining up again in 

anticipation of next Black Friday. 

We might never amount to 

anything else other than a 

mundane average citizen in the 

abundant nation we live in, but at 

least we will be able to acquire 

products that fill us with enough 

want—items that serve us of no 

real value but rather make us feel 

better about who we are and 

where we are going in life. All that 

we earn, and all that we waste the 

money on, will become appliances 

that will rot on our shelves until 

they are replaced by other goods, 

the neverending cycle signifying 

nothing but the constant need for 

small goals to fill the empty lives 

we lead. 

Happy Holidays! 

Laura Zapien-12th Grade 
Mrs. Jamie Vega 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
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The Epic Hero of Milton’s 
Paradise Lost 
 
Abstract 
 
This paper explores the 

characteristics of what makes 

Satan the epic hero of Milton’s 

Paradise Lost by analyzing his 

defiant and extremely complex 

character. This paper will analyze 

Satan’s fall, his reasons for falling, 

and why many see him as a hero. 

By doing this, one can gain a 

greater understanding of how truly 

complex the fall of God’s most 

beloved angel really is, highlighting 

the oppression of Heaven through 

which Satan can be identified as 

the heroic figure. I will explain why 

Satan embodies bravery and 

rebellion when it comes to the 

opposition of a repressive God. 

Although Satan is portrayed as a 

villain by some, many others think 

otherwise. Satan is not only a  

complex character, but he 

challenges the reader’s perception 

of what is truly good and evil. 

Paradise Lost by John Milton is 

about the fall of not only mankind 

but Satan himself. It journeys 

through the complexity of his fall 

and his attempt to corrupt Adam 

and Eve in which they lose 

paradise. The epic hero in Milton’s 

Paradise Lost is Satan because he 

bravely challenges an unjust God, 

has a tragic flaw, and never gives 

up the idea that he thinks is right. 

Firstly, Satan defies the monarchy 

of heaven and rebels against God. 

“But he who reigns / the Monarch 

in Heav’n till then as one secure / 

Sat on his throne, upheld by old 

repute, / Consent or custom and 

his regal state…” (Milton, 1674, p. 

1961). Satan states that no one in 
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heaven questions God’s rule. This 

angers him because he is the only 

one who did dare to question his 

rule and challenge his injustice, 

which is why Satan rebelled 

against God. “Be it so since he / 

Who now is sov’reign can dispose 

and bid / What shall be right, 

farthest from him is best / Whom 

reason hath equaled, force hath 

made supreme / Above his equals” 

(Milton, 1674, p. 1952). Satan 

voices that God can stay with his 

unjust rule in Heaven and that it’s 

best if he remains farther away. 

Satan explains that because of 

God’s power and force, he takes 

advantage and acquires to be the 

leader. This angers Satan because 

he believes everyone should be 

equal and no one should be above 

the rest. Therefore, Satan’s 

rebellion is justified as heroic since 

he rebelled for a superior cause, 

which is to be free from Heaven’s 

tyranny. This then leads to ask 

why Satan desired to be free. 

Furthermore, Satan’s reason for 

rebelling was because he did not 

agree with heaven’s “system” and 

chooses to be free from it. “For this 

infernal pit shall never hold / 

Celestial Spirits in bondage, not 

th’abyss / Long under darkness 

cover” (Milton, 1674, p. 1961). 

Satan explains that his “infernal 

pit” cannot hold him and his 

followers for long. Therefore, soon 

he will be free just like he freed 

himself from heaven’s chains. “Yet 

not for those, / Nor what the 

potent victor in his rage / Can else 

inflict, do I repent or change, / 

though changed in outward luster, 

that fixed mind…” (Milton, 1674, p. 

1948). Although Satan has 
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physically changed, his mind and 

ideas remain the same. Therefore, 

his desire to be free is still there. 

Therefore, Satan’s rebellion was 

caused by his idea that one should 

be free and without a tyrannical 

ruler. This leads to why his 

rebellion is vindicated. 

Moving on, Satan’s rebellion serves 

for readers to see that his defiance 

is justified. “In the Romantic 

outlook, the hero of Milton’s epic 

poem became a symbol figure for 

almost everything the age valued 

most: defiance, rebellion against a 

cruel authoritarian order, 

individualism, energy and vitality, 

passion and imagination” (Vatter, 

1978, p. 102). Hannes Vatter 

justifies Satan’s heroism by 

highlighting the importance of 

having a voice against an unfair 

ruler. “This double perspective is 

relevant also for Satan since he is 

at the same time a mythological 

figure and the symbol a force 

within man’s mind” (Vatter, 1978, 

p. 103). Milton made a very strong 

and complex Satan whom many 

people view as the epic’s 

protagonist. As a result, readers 

justify Satan as a hero because he 

is an individual who opposed a 

dictatorial government in Heaven. 

This leads to the reasons why 

many think God is unjust. 

According to Satan and some 

critics, God is an unjust ruler. “He 

insists that the entire responsibility 

is with God, who ‘need not damn 

unless he likes’” (Vatter, 1978, p. 

108). Critics claim that God is 

responsible for creating evil since 

he is the one that damns, which 

can make God seem as the villain. 

“Worse still: God obviously has 
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pleasure in tormenting the devil” 

(Vatter, 1978, p. 108). Since God 

is not just, Satan has the right to 

go against him. This leads readers 

to analyze the archetype of an epic 

hero such as the tragic flaw. 

Moreover, every epic hero has a 

tragic flaw that leads to the hero’s 

downfall. In this case, Satan’s flaw 

is his pride. “But these thoughts / 

Full counsel must mature: peace is 

despaired, / For who can think 

submission?” (Milton, 1674, p. 

1961). Satan believes that 

surrendering is not an option; 

therefore, his pride gets in the way 

of him reconciling with heaven. “To 

bow and sue for grace / With 

suppliant knee, and deify his power 

/ Who from the terror of this arm 

so late / Doubted his empire…” 

(Milton, 1674, p. 1949). Satan’s 

pride will not allow him to ask for 

forgiveness because he knows it’s 

worthless. Satan’s tragic flaw may 

have consequences, one of them 

being his inability to submit. 

Furthermore, Satan’s incapability 

to submit reflects his independency 

from God. “All is not lost; the 

unconquerable will, / And study of 

revenge, immortal hate, / And 

courage never to submit or yield…” 

(Milton, 1674, p. 1949). God 

cannot will never be able to take 

away Satan’s freedom, and if God 

can’t take that away then he 

already lost. “We may with more 

successful hope resolve / To wage 

by force or guile external war / 

Irreconcilable, to our grand foe…” 

(Milton, 1674, p. 1949). Satan 

believes he can fight heaven 

forever. This shows that he is not 

afraid to stand up to him. Satan’s 

pride gets in the way of his 
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submission to God, and although it 

has consequences, he uses his 

pride as a coping method. 

In continuation, Satan uses his 

pride to avoid shame. “To cope 

with the problem of alienation, two 

solutions offered themselves: pride 

and ironic distance” (Vatter, 1978, 

p. 110). As a result of being an 

outcast from heaven, Satan uses 

his pride as a coping method. “He 

covers his suffering with pride” 

(Vatter, 1978, p. 112). Satan’s 

tragic flaw is used as a method to 

cover his vulnerability after his fall 

from heaven. Therefore, Satan’s 

separation from Heaven triggered 

him to crawl into his prideful shell 

in order to avoid embarrassment. 

This leads him not to see his own 

flaw. 

Satan’s inability to see his own flaw 

reflects back to his belief that he 

has “right pride.” “Right pride is a 

defense mechanism for the 

vulnerable Spirit after the 

experience of separation” (Vatter, 

1978, p. 112). Although Satan’s 

pride can be seen negatively, it is 

also what causes him to accept his 

fall. “Lucifer’s logical answer is that 

God is not good after all, but 

tyrannical and unloving…” (Vatter, 

1978, p. 112). Satan’s pride is 

what allowed him to see that God 

is not the merciful, loving God he 

says he is. Therefore, his tragic 

flaw is what caused his rebellion. 

This relates to Satan’s beliefs. 

Moving on, Satan’s belief that hell 

is not a place but in his mind 

shows a more psychological 

approach of him in which readers 

can see how human his flaws truly 

are. “The Hell within him, for within 

him Hell / He brings, and round 
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about him, nor from Hell…” (Milton, 

1674, p. 2003). Satan’s hell inside 

of him shows how he struggles to 

overcome it. This highlights the 

human qualities that he possesses, 

such as being doubtful and 

confused. “By change of place” 

now conscience wakes despair / 

That slumbered wakes the bitter 

memory…” (Milton, 1674, p. 2003). 

Here, Satan emphasizes on 

another human quality which is the 

realization that he might had made 

a mistake. He expresses doubt 

about his choice which is what 

most humans do. As a result, 

Satan’s struggle to overcome the 

hell inside his mind tells readers 

that his effort can be considered a 

heroic act. This leads to him never 

giving up. 

Additionally, never giving up is one 

of Satan’s most precious qualities 

because he stands up for what he 

believes in. “Better to reign in Hell 

than serve in Heav’n” (Milton, 

1674, p. 1952). This shows Satan’s 

heroic quality of expressing his 

ideas, bravely defying an unjust 

heaven. “Here at least / We shall 

be free; Th’Almighty hath not built 

/ Here for his envy…” (Milton. 

1674, p. 1952). Satan never 

changes his mind about what he 

thinks is right. Therefore, Satan’s 

perseverance is a quality that one 

can observe from any hero. This 

leads to question his perseverance 

is a heroic quality. 

Moreover, Satan never giving up is 

also a brave, heroic quality many 

heroes possess. “It is the 

realization that to use the Miltonic 

phrase, ‘the mind is its own place’” 

(Vatter, 1978. p. 112). Satan’s 

mind is the symbolical place when 
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he suffers, not hell. This is where 

Satan’s pride, bravery, and 

perseverance can be found. 

”Though he has a victor, he has no 

superior” (Vatter, 1978, p. 112). 

Satan carries his fight against 

heaven for all eternity, never 

giving up what he believes in. 

Therefore, Satan is determined not 

only to prove God unjust, but to 

keep fighting for the beliefs for all 

of eternity, which is supremely 

heroic. This leads to question what 

he fights for. 

Furthermore, Satan fights for free 

will and change. “Moral 

advancement of man could not be 

achieved without changing the 

institutions” (Vatter, 1978, p. 108). 

This applies to Satan on a more 

human level. To fight for his 

freedom to do what he pleases, he 

tries to change heaven itself by 

rebelling in a political and cultural 

level to challenge heaven’s 

government. “Milton’s Devil as a 

moral being is as far superior to his 

God as one who perseveres in 

some purpose…” (Vatter, 1978, p. 

108). Milton’s Satan shows he is 

able to try and change the 

institution he was in and be able to 

alter them in order to fight for free 

will. Satan resists the power of 

unjust institutions and as a result 

creates a new one. 

In conclusion, Milton’s epic hero in 

Paradise Lost is Satan because he 

courageously defies an unjust God, 

has a tragic flaw that every hero 

has, and never gives up on what 

he believes in. Milton’s Satan 

symbolizes defiance, love of 

individual freedom, and 

independency. As a result, it made 

readers realize the psychological 
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refinement that places heaven and 

hell in all of us. 
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If I Were a Library Book 

If I were a library book, I would be 

so squished on the shelves. 

Sometimes when kids aren’t 

careful, I might fall off.  Ouch! 

Maybe I’d be next to Pete the Cat 

or another cat, the one with the 

hat.  I would get to go home with 

lots of kids, but I would have to 

travel in their messy backpacks. I 

hope I would be a funny book with 

all kinds of giggles in me. 

I would like to have nice pictures of 

dolls or princesses. 

I hope no one rips my pages 

because that would really hurt! I 

also hope I don’t get dropped or 

stepped on. 

I like it best when the teacher 

picks me to read to the class 

because everyone smiles. 

 

Dafne Romo-Kindergarten 
Ms. Lynn Hardiman 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
1st Place 

Harriet Tubman 

Harriet Tubman was born a slave.  

She had to organize the wood in a 

stack for no pay.  She had to plant 

the seeds and water the plants.   

When the plants were grown, she 

had to pick the corn and give it to 

her master. Harriet had to work 

very hard for no pay.  She did not 

like to be a slave! She wanted to 

be free to be able to go anywhere 

she wantsed or even to own her 

own house.   

Harriet decided to run away to go 

to Pennsylvania where she would 

be free.  Her master sent his 

guards to find her but some kind 

white people helped her travel to 

the North.  To hide, she had to go 
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into the water so that the guard 

dogs would not sniff her.  If the 

kind white people would not have 

helped her, she would not have 

been able to hide and be free.  She 

finally reached Pennsylvania! 

Harriet was very happy to now be 

free but she returned to the South 

to rescue the rest of her family and 

other slaves.  Harriet Tubman is a 

hero because she was brave. 

London Terrazas-Kindergarten 
Ms. Abby Marrufo 
Loma Verde Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Insects 

There are many kinds of insects in 

our world. Some insects can fly 

and some cannot. Insects help 

plants to grow and make our Earth 

pretty. 

The strong Rhino Beetle is the 

strongest insect on Earth. Its body 

has a hard shell with soft wings 

under it. It has a horn on the top 

of its head. It uses the horn to dig 

in the ground and fight. They eat 

rotten fruit that has fallen down. 

When they eat the rotten fruit they 

help clean the Earth.  

Another kind of insects are 

ladybugs. Ladybugs help clean the 

garden. They eat other insects in 

the garden. Ladybugs can be red, 

orange, or yellow. Most ladybugs 

have black spots. They can fly. 

Sometimes ladybugs go nap in 

their flower house.  

Insects are important to our 

planet. Without insects the world 

would not have beautiful plants 

and flowers.  

Grecia Decena-Kindergarten 
Ms. Sarah Marquez 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Worms 

Do you like worms? I like worms. It 

might sound strange, but I like 

them because they are slimy to 

feel and pink. I am a girl and I like 

pink things. Worms are all 

different. Some are pink or red. 

They feel squishy and sometimes 

slimy. Some are long and thin and 

some are short and chubby. 

Worms live in the soil. They are 

born in something called an egg 

case. It looks weird! When they 

come out of the egg case, they 

begin to eat dead leaves and soil. 

They move slowly as they tunnel 

throughout the soil. When it gets 

cold and winter season begins, the 

worms hibernate. It is too cold for 

them and if the ground is frozen, it 

is too hard for them to get 

through.  

Later, when the spring season 

comes and we get rain, the worms 

come to the surface so they don’t 

drown in their tunnels from all the 

water. Worms have to be very 

careful on the surface. One of the 

enemies of worms is birds. Birds 

love to eat worms! I am glad I am 

not a bird, yuck! Worms are very 

helpful. We use them for fishing to 

catch big fish. They also create 

tunnels throughout the ground to 

help the water travel easier to the 

plants. So even if you think worms 

are ugly and slimy, they are 

helpful. 

April Vargas-1st Grade 
Miss Roxanne Pretzer 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
1st Place 
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Frida Khalo 

My librarian was amazed when she 

saw me reading about Frida Khalo. 

My teacher was surprised that I 

could read a chapter book about 

the life of Frida Khalo. For 

Halloween, I asked my mom to 

dress me up as this amazing 

woman. I admire her and I enjoy 

learning about her life. 

First of all, I love the paintings 

about herself. My mom and my 

teacher told me that these 

paintings are called self-portraits. 

She painted herself without a 

smile. She always looks beautiful 

but sad. I read that she had a sad 

life and she painted to make 

herself feel better.  

One sad day and terrible day, she 

was riding a bus and the bus 

crashed. She was standing up and 

holding on to a rod. The rod broke 

and fell, poking into her stomach. 

She also broke a leg. These two 

injuries caused her to be crippled 

and in pain for life. This sad and 

terrible day changed her life 

forever. Frida had to lie in bed 

when she wanted to paint. She had 

a mirror on the ceiling, so she 

could see what she was painting. I 

admire her for not giving up.  She 

painted even when she was in 

pain. 

She was married to another 

famous Mexican painter. His name 

was Diego Rivera. Her marriage 

was not a happy one. My opinion is 

that she did not have a happy life 

and she showed her sadness in her 

pictures. 

Frida Khalo is still remembered as 

a very talented artist who had an 

unhappy life and dressed in 

colorful, Mexican clothing with 
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beautiful braids and flowers on her 

hair. I hope that one day when I 

grow up, I can be a great artist like 

her, but I want to have a happy 

life. I want to paint “happy” 

paintings. My dream is to paint 

Frida Khalo with a big smile on her 

face and maybe she will smile in 

heaven when she sees my 

paintings of her. 

Frida Khalo inspires me to never 

give up. She is a great woman who 

inspires me when I read about her 

life because even if she was 

crippled she never gave up. She is 

my hero. 

Constanza Gavaldón-1st Grade 
Mrs. Maricela Armendariz 
Elfida P. Chávez Elementary 
School 
2nd Place 
 
 

 

A Great Inventor 

Do you know who Benjamin 

Franklin was? Do you know about 

all the great things he invented for 

us to use? Ben was a curious boy 

while he was growing up. He loved 

to read and learn about new 

things. Benjamin Franklin was a 

great inventor. He invented 

flippers, a wood burning stove, and 

glasses.  

Even though Ben loved learning, 

his father pulled him out of school 

when he was 10 years old. He had 

to get a job and make money. 

When Ben was 11 years old, he 

invented a pair of flippers that he 

put on his arms. These flippers 

helped him to swim faster through 

the water. 

Ben is also known for inventing the 

Franklin stove. This invention 

helped people to cook food and 



234  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

stay warm when it was cold. The 

stove used less wood and gave out 

less smoke. This stove gave out 

more heat than a fireplace. This 

was his most famous invention. 

Another great invention was bifocal 

glasses. Some people have trouble 

seeing close and some people have 

trouble seeing far away. These 

glasses help the people that have 

trouble seeing close and far. The 

bifocals can do it at the same time.  

Benjamin Franklin was one of the 

greatest inventors of all time. He 

worked very hard throughout his 

life. He made life better and easier 

for people. Benjamin Franklin will 

always be remembered for his 

great inventions.  

Yurissa Terrazas-1st Grade 
Ms. Mirna Portales 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 
	

The Arctic Region 

The Arctic is one of the coldest 

places on Earth. It is located in the 

North Pole. No humans live in the 

Arctic because there is no land. 

Some people live around the edge 

of the Arctic Circle.  

The people that live in the Arctic 

region are Inuit people. They have 

found ways to survive the cold 

weather. They are good at building 

boats. They use seal skin to make 

their boats. They also use the 

animal skins as coats to stay 

warm. These people use the boats 

to fish and hunt animals. Some 

people travel using snowmobiles 

where there is land to get and hunt 

for food.  

The people that live in the Arctic 

build houses out of frozen blocks of 

ice called igloos. The igloos keep 

them warm in the cold 
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temperatures. Some homes can be 

moved from place to place. They 

are tents made out of reindeer 

skins.  

Some of the animals that live in 

the Arctic are polar bears, 

reindeer, seals, whales, and sea 

lions. These animals have blubber 

to help keep them warm. Many 

other animals have white fur to 

help them camouflage in the ice. 

The polar bear has the largest 

population in the Arctic. They are 

good swimmers in the freezing 

water. They catch fish with their 

sharp claws. Their fur also helps 

them camouflage in the ice.  

The Arctic is at the very top of the 

Earth. It is a very cold and windy 

place. There is no land at the North 

Pole, but there is land and life in 

the Arctic Circle region.  

Jaslyn Gardea-2nd Grade 
Ms. Joana Chavez 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
1st Place 

The Chameleon 

The best defense a chameleon has 

against its enemies is camouflage. 

The normal color most chameleons 

is a perfect match with the color of 

the places where they spend most 

of their time. They have the ability 

to seem invisible. Chameleons who 

live in trees have long flat bodies 

that are shaped almost like leaves. 

They sit very still in the trees. They 

wait until the wind blows before 

they move, and then they sway 

from side to side when they walk. 

They look just like leaves blowing 

in the wind. They walk very slowly, 

less than ¼ miles per hour (0.4) 

km/h). This helps them to stay 

hidden. It also helps they can 

move their eyes without moving 
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their bodies or their heads. They 

can look around for prey, or 

predators who might want to eat 

them, without attracting attention. 

Many people think that chameleon 

change color to match the 

background against which they are 

standing. That’s not exactly true. A 

chameleon’s normal color is a good 

match for the place where it 

spends most of its time. The colors 

a chameleon’s skin is see-through. 

Under the top layer are special 

cells that contain different colors.  

These are red, yellow, blue and 

brown cells. When a chameleon 

changes color, it squeezes some of 

the cells and makes them smaller. 

This lets other cells get bigger. For 

example, if the yellow and blue 

cells are big and the other cells are 

small, the chameleon will look 

green. If the chameleon squeezes 

out yellow cells and makes the red 

ones bigger, it will look purple. 

Chameleons change color when 

they are scared or nervous. Male 

chameleons change color when 

they want to impress a female or 

to scare away any males. One big 

difference between similar species 

is the shape of the chameleons’ 

heads. Some chameleons hatch in 

trees instead of underground. Baby 

chameleons are about the size of 

your fingernail.   

Alexandra Gonzalez-2nd Grade  
Ms. Maria Inguanzo 
Bill Sybert School 
2nd Place 
 
 
The Constitution 

The Constitution is very important 

to me. I feel very proud of the 

United States of America for having 

this Constitution that gives us our 

freedom, and rights and a good 
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government.   

Our Founding Fathers had an idea 

about how the new country should 

be run.  They imagined people 

living peacefully without any unfair 

rules.  They wanted rules that gave 

the people of the United States 

protection.  So, they created the 

Constitution.  There are lots of 

good things in the Constitution like 

the Bill of Rights.  These ten rules 

tells us things like we have the 

freedom to express our opinions.  

It also says we the people can 

gather to have meetings or to 

pray. 

The Constitution also explains how 

the government should work.  I 

don’t understand too much about 

this, but, my parents say that it is 

a good thing that we get to vote 

for our government leaders.  Many 

countries don’t have this choice, 

and people are forced to live a 

certain way.  Our Founding Fathers 

thought about the government 

having too much power, so they 

divided the government into three 

sections.  It was smart of our 

founding father to think about that. 

With the presidential elections 

coming up, I hear adults say that 

our government is bad.  I don’t 

think it is bad.  We are not like 

Siria, Pakistan, Iran, Egypt or other 

countries.  I think we should be 

glad to have the Constitution 

because it tells us that we have 

freedoms and rights and a good 

government.  Don’t you think? 

Matias Lopez-2nd Grade 
Ms. San Juana Perez 
Escontrias Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Mystery Rattle  

If you want to find me, recognize 

my rattle. Since I’m a kid they call 

me pre-button. If I lose my buttons 

in my rattle, what makes my 

noise? It’s easy, when my hard 

shell knocks together that’s when 

you can hear my chilling sound. 

When you do hear it, you better 

run! You can find me on the 

mountains, even in the desert. 

When I’m an adult, I will be 3 or 

even 4 feet long. Sometimes I see 

8 or 10 babies born at once (it is 

not pleasant).  

My family is large and venomous. 

There are thirteen species of us 

rattlers. Our bites, however, are 

rarely fatal to humans. Our striking 

fangs never miss our prey, human 

or animal. I have other family, too. 

On the Southern Pacific side there 

are thirty species of rattle. We can 

be found under rock piles, wood 

piles and shady areas where it is 

sunny and hot. My rattle, when I’m 

alarmed, can be heard 60 feet 

away! I can make this sound for all 

my 20 years that I will live.  

Do you hate shots or love them? 

Because my bite is just like one. 

May the rattle be with you! You 

better make the right choice. If you 

pick wisely, you could walk away 

and leave me alone. If you pick 

otherwise, you will get a 

VENOMOUS bite! For the rest of 

your life you will be scared or likely 

die, your choice! And if you didn’t 

figure this out yet, I am a 60 feet 

rattle snake. I’m out to get you, so 

better watch out. 

Sienna Sanchez-3rd Grade 
Ms. Angie Mendoza 
Hurshel Antwine Elementary 
1st Place 
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The History of Hip Hop 

I was listening to the music my 

mother played the other day, yes, 

my mother, and I wondered how 

Hip Hop music came to be.  I know 

my dad frowns at some of the 

songs.  I’m not too crazy about 

some songs either, but they did 

make me wonder, how is it that 

Hip Hop began? 

Hip Hop music, also called Rap, 

started here in the United States in 

the 70’s.  A DJ named Kool Herc 

mixed songs together to create 

that unique sound.  This kind of 

mixing was played at block parties 

in New York City, especially in the 

Bronx.  Popular artists around that 

time were Grandmaster Flash and 

the Furious 5, Afrika Bambaataa, 

Kool Moe Dee and Doug E. Fresh.  

Those are just to name a few.  The 

Sugarhill Gangs song “Rappers 

Delight” became very popular in 

1979.  After that, Hip Hop was 

nationally known. 

A new kind of Hip Hop, or a second 

wave, came about in the early 

80’s.  Like my mother remembers, 

Beastie Boys, Run DMC and LL Cool 

J were very popular Hip Hop 

artists.  Later on, in the 90’s there 

were artists like Public Enemy, 

KRS-One, and De La Soul. 

Some of these groups, along with 

others, were considered to be 

singing Gangster Rap.  This is 

probably the type of Hip Hop that 

people might find offensive.  I did 

learn that this kind of Hip Hop 

focuses on the reality of a rough 

upbringing in certain areas of the 

United States. 

The popularity of Hip Hop has 

continued through the years into 

the 2000’s.  Artists like Eminem, 
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Kendrick Lamar and Drake have 

carried on with this different sound 

and type of music.  I am pretty 

sure that the legacy of Hip Hop will 

continue many, many years from 

now. 

My dad may not appreciate this 

type of music, and I understand 

him.  I, on the other hand, learned 

that Hip Hop has a history to it, 

and this kind of music means a lot 

to many artists.  So I appreciate 

Hip Hop a little more. 

Rosemary Zuniga-3rd Grade 
Ms. Fatima Chavez 
Escontrias Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Harriet Tubman 

Harriet Tubman was a very 

important lady.  If you want to 

know why she’s important, keep 

reading.  Harriet Tubman is one of 

the people we celebrate in 

February, or as we say, Black 

History Month.  Back in the 1800’s 

she was a slave just because she 

was African American.   

She wasn’t treated well by this 

mean man who was always acting 

horrible around her.  When he 

would look at her, she would say 

nothing.  The man got furious at 

her.  He barked, “Aren’t you going 

to say good morning?”  When 

Harriet didn’t reply, he got really 

upset.  He stared at her and not in 

a good way.  He said, “You better 

say good morning next time or 

you’re going to feel my whip. Got 

that Harriet!”  She still didn’t reply.  

She got very upset and told her 

dad that she was running away.  

She wanted to be free and not 

have to work all day and all night. 

She wanted to be free, so she told 

her dad that she was leaving.  Her 
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dad gave her some advice, “If the 

moon doesn’t shine, moss grows 

on the Northern side.  The moss 

will help you.”  Her dad gave her 

this advice, so his only daughter 

could be free.  So she set off on 

her journey, but it was really risky 

because the awful man could catch 

her.   

Harriet arrived at the house that 

helps African Americans escape.  

There were lights in the windows 

and a man and woman lived there.  

They made her feel like she was a 

royal queen.  The woman explained 

how they were going to help her.  

Harriet had a lot of questions but 

the lady answered all of them.  The 

man put Harriet on a wagon and 

stacked a bunch of potatoes on top 

of her.  After she was free, she 

saved over 500 African Americans.  

She finally died on March 10, 1913.  

Melanie Roman-Naciff 
3rd Grade 
Ms. Elizabeth Marmolejo 
Purple Heart Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
My Sacred Place 

As I walk into my room, I lay down 

on my bed and all my worries fade. 

I can hear the whistling wind 

blowing against the trees. My 

favorite place to be is in my room. 

As I look outside, the view leaves 

me speechless. I hear the wind, 

SWOOSH! The calming wind blows 

and some leaves fall from the 

trees. The leaves are left to roam 

the earth with the wind. The trees 

are different colors, such as gold, 

crimson red, burnt sienna and 

some have no leaves, just bony 

twigs. The infinite royal blue sky is 

crammed endlessly with clouds 

shifting into shapes.  

When I lay down, I close my eyes 
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tight and travel to a world where I 

can do anything. I travel to a world 

where you will never see pitch 

black. It is a place covered with 

colorful raspberry blue trees and 

blackish red bushes. You can hear 

the wind sing and watch the trees 

grow as tall as giants. I think of all 

of the wonderful and astonishing 

things in my day, like the sky, the 

wind and the trees. I dream into a 

whole other world where fear and 

darkness do not exist.  

This is why my room is my favorite 

place. There are so many things 

yet to be discovered. 

Sebastian Muniz-4th Grade 
Mrs. Perla Lozoya 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
 

 

The Happiest Place 

Picture this; rides everywhere you 

look. The aroma of popcorn follows 

you everywhere you go. You can 

hear the screams of people on the 

fast moving, thrill rides that make 

you want to get back in line and 

ride them again.  You can savor 

the sweet taste of cotton candy as 

you walk from ride to ride. These 

are just some of the reasons that 

Disneyland is my special place. 

My favorite thing about Disneyland 

is definitely the rides. Some of the 

rides move so fast that everything 

looks like a blur. Other rides move 

slowly so you can enjoy all of the 

beautiful sights. All of the rides are 

fun and full of surprises. You never 

know what is going to happen next 

and if you are going to turn left or 

right. For example, the Space 

Mountain ride is a roller coaster 
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that you ride in the dark. It seems 

like you are flying through the 

solar system. As you go speeding 

over hills and loops, you never 

know which way the track will turn. 

When you get tired, you can 

always sit, relax and watch an 

amazing show. The shows are full 

of colorful lights and loud noises. 

Sometimes they even have fire and 

explosions in the shows that will 

make you jump out of your seat. 

For example, The World of Color 

show takes place on a lake and 

during the show water shoots out 

from the lake, turns different colors 

and moves to the beat of the 

music. You will never get bored 

watching a show at Disneyland. 

They are so entertaining you will 

never want to leave. 

These are the reasons why I 

consider Disneyland to be a very 

special place. It is always great to 

spend time with your family, but 

it’s even better when you do it at 

Disneyland. 

Regina Gallegos-4th Grade 
Ms. Maria Gonzalez  
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary  
2nd Place 
 

It’s a Barbie World 

I love to play with Barbie dolls.  I 

have all sorts of accessories to go 

with my Barbies.  From clothes, to 

house furniture, camper, car, 

airplane, I have it all.  As I played 

with my Barbies one day, I 

wondered how long Barbie has 

been around.  I found out she has 

been around for 57 years, and she 

is not the same now as she was 

back then. 

As a fourth grader, there are many 

things I am just now beginning to 

learn.  One of them being the 



244  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

stereotype attached to Barbie when 

she first came out in 1959.   This 

little plastic figure carried how a 

woman should be dressed and 

behave in 1959.  It was all about 

fashion, shoes, looking pretty and 

that was all.  The first Barbie’s 

commercial song even says, 

“Barbie I want to be like you...”  If 

I was a little girl living in 1959 and 

saw the commercial, the message I 

would get is that I can be pretty 

and just worry about that and 

nothing else.   

My mother has explained that over 

the years many people have fought 

to break this stereotype.  Over the 

57 years, you can see Barbie 

evolving and sending a better 

message for girls.  We have seen 

Barbie become a teacher, a doctor, 

an astronaut, a surfer, and even a 

president.  This tells girls out 

there, “There are different careers 

out there and you can have any 

you want.” 

I like the fact that my favorite doll, 

Barbie, is sending a better 

message today than it did back 

then.  I can see how this is 

important.  I can see how girls 

need to be encouraged to get an 

education and have a wonderful 

career.  I know I will be taking this 

advice to heart. 

Mercedes Lopez-4th Grade 
Ms. Glenda Peterson 
Escontrias Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Philippines 

The Philippines is known to have 

more than 7,000 islands. The 

country is located in what is known 

as the “Ring of Fire.” The country 

has a colorful history being 

occupied by other countries such 

as Spain and Japan. The culture 

has developed from this. 

From this the Philippines have 

many delicious dishes of food and 

some of their own culture. Some 

favorite dishes are: 

1. Adobo: A Filipino dish that is 

cooked with meat, vinegar, 

salt, garlic, pepper, soy 

sauce and other spices. The 

meat is typically chicken or 

pork. 

2. Letchon: Pig roasted over 

coal until the skin is golden 

brown served with liver 

sauce; usually it is stuffed 

with star anise pepper, 

spring onions, laurel leaves 

and lemongrass. 

3. Halo-Halo: Finely shaved ice 

with leche flan (a dessert 

made with milk, topped with 

syrup), gulaman (Jell-O), ube 

(purple yam), saging 

(banana), kaong (sugar 

palm), beans, milk and a 

scoop of ube ice cream. 

The climate of the Philippines is 

tropical or humid subtropical based 

on where you are located. The 

Philippines is located around the 

12th parallel and is characterized 

by relatively high temperature and 

plenty of rainfall. There is plenty of 

sunshine to go around though and 

many beaches to enjoy. 
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In the Philippines there are many 

street merchants selling food. 

Some things you can enjoy are 

barbeque on a stick, quail eggs 

covered in batter, and bananas 

covered with brown sugar. 

Some merchants walk from 

neighborhood to neighborhood 

selling their goods. I remember a 

merchant one early morning 

coming to the house yelling 

“Taho!...Taho!...Taho!...” as he got 

closer and closer. He walked with a 

wood yoke on his shoulders and 

metal buckets at each end of the 

yoke containing the ingredients of 

Taho. Taho is a sweet dish made 

with Tofu, Tapioca and brown 

sugar syrup. He would make it to 

order just like going to an ice-

cream parlor in America. 

There are fresh food markets 

where you can see the people 

chopping up the meat. The food 

and seafood are very fresh. You 

can find fresh fruit such as mango, 

bananas, coconut and papaya. 

There are chain food restaurants 

like McDonalds, Jollibee, and Chow 

King. Their menus are slightly 

different than what is found in food 

chains in America. They serve rice, 

a typical Asian side dish. 

McDonalds serves the same food 

as they do in America, but they 

also serve rice, spaghetti and fried 

chicken. 

My favorite thing to eat at 

McDonalds was fried chicken and 

rice. At Jollibee it was a burger 

steak topped with mushroom and 

gravy served with rice. At Chow-

King it was Siopao; this consisted 

of dough stuffed with sweetened 
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beef, pork, or chicken with sweet 

sauce on the side. My mouth 

waters as I relive the memory of 

eating these dishes. My mother 

makes them for me at home and 

they are delicious but nothing 

replaces the real thing. 

There are a lot of different festivals 

during the year called fiestas. In 

the Philippines the culture is 

stepped in Catholic traditions 

because the Philippines were 

occupied by Spain for many years. 

Ati-atihan (a feast in honor of 

infant Jesus), Hot air balloon 

festival, Semana Santa (Procession 

of the church in penitents), Flores 

De Mayo (Celebration of flowers in 

May). 

As you can see the Philippines has 

a lot to offer. There is something 

for everybody. If you go to the 

Philippines, you are guaranteed to 

have plenty of food to eat and a 

great relaxing atmosphere and 

plenty of friendly people. 

Valerie Flynn-5th Grade 
Mrs. Paula Quintana 
Hurshel Antwine Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
The Water Cycle 

Hi, let me introduce myself. My 

name is Droptoria, and I would like 

to tell you a story.  It is an 

amazing, almost magical journey 

that goes around and around since 

the beginning of time. 

It all begins when I am resting in a 

liquid form in a collection of family 

and friends just like me.  This 

collection is found in oceans, lakes, 

streams, ponds and basically every 

place where we can gather. 

Then when the sun touches my 

face it’s like a kiss that wakes me 

up and lifts me to the sky.  
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Suddenly I am not in a liquid form 

anymore.  I am transformed in a 

gas and this change is called 

evaporation. 

Since I don’t like to feel alone, my 

friend the sun also calls my family 

and friends to gather up in the sky 

for a party called condensation.  

When we gather all together again, 

we change into a cloud, and 

sometimes a fog. 

When we’re up there, we dance 

and move and bump into each 

other, but then the party gets 

really crowded with so many of us, 

and it gets too heavy.  Then comes 

the exciting part called 

precipitation.  That is, we fall down 

from the sky.  Imagine that! We 

visit so many places such as the 

jungle, desert, valley, cities, and 

many more.  And then after that 

long journey, we finally rest again 

until the cycle begins all over 

again.  And that’s the story of my 

life as Droptoria. 

Victoria Ortiz-5th Grade 
Ms. Julia Evans 
Escontrias Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Sun, Earth, and Moon 

The sun, earth, and moon are all 

objects in our solar system along 

with many others. Our solar 

system is only one of the many 

others in our Milky Way. The solar 

system consists of many other 

things like planets, stars, asteroids, 

comets, and more. So let’s begin 

learning! 

The sun is a big ball of gas or a 

gaseous star. It is also in the 

center of the solar system. The sun 

is so big, that over one million 

earths could fit inside! It is also the 

heat and light source for earth. If 
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we were one planet closer, we 

would probably have too much 

heat and burn, but if we were one 

planter further, we would probably 

freeze. We are lucky that we are in 

the right spot. The sun has eight 

planets that orbit it and one of 

them is earth. Speaking of which, 

let’s go explore earth.  

The earth is home to many things. 

Animals, planets, and humans all 

live on earth. Earth is known to be 

the only planet with life. Earth is 

the third planet from the sun and 

we can’t live without the sun. Earth 

is a natural satellite of the sun. 

Now let’s go explore the moon.  

The moon is the only object in 

space that orbits earth. It is a 

natural satellite for earth. The 

moon takes 27-29 days to make a 

complete rotation around earth. 

Did you know that the moon goes 

through several changes, also 

known as moon phases? 

Well, now we know all about these 

awesome objects in space. Did you 

know that they all rotate on an axis 

and have an atmosphere? Well 

maybe next time, I’ll explore more. 

Until then, enjoy these lovely 

objects that our Solar System has 

to offer. 

Destiny Medina-5th Grade 
Ms. Hillary Marquez 
Sgt. Roberto Ituarte 
Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
Virtual and Verbal Aggression 

Studies have shown that in 2014, 

one out of every four American 

students stated that they had been 

bullied at school. Violence and 

bullying is all around us. We may 

not notice, but it is. People will say 

and do hurtful things because they, 

too, are hurt. It begins from the 
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very first day we walk into a 

kindergarten or preschool 

classroom. It starts off 

insignificant, like when other kids 

would make fun of you for coloring 

outside the lines, but it only grows. 

Before you know it, you are getting 

laughed at because of your race or 

skin color. People do not 

discontinue their actions or know 

when to quit until it is too late. 

School is meant to be a safe 

environment, but there is only so 

much that teachers and staff can 

do to stop and prevent the 

aggression. 

People will witness other people 

getting bullied, but will just laugh 

along because they assume it is 

“cool.” They are unable to see that 

each rude comment or gesture will 

begin to slowly tear that person 

down. Like a piece of paper, once 

wrinkled or damaged, it will never 

be the same for the bullying victim. 

It is extremely frustrating that 

people feel the need to pull others 

down in order to bring themselves 

up. Children nowadays are more 

exposed to violence and aggression 

with their video games and “funny” 

television shows. In addition, 

adults contribute to this by 

allowing children to have harmful 

sources of entertainment at the 

tips of their fingers. However, if we 

all take just three seconds a day to 

do as little as complement 

someone’s shoes, slowly but 

surely, we can all truly make a 

difference. 

Paulina Gonzalez-6th Grade 
Mr. Mario Luevano 
Sun Ridge Middle School 
1st Place 
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No Smoking, Please! 

Imagine a world where you didn’t 

smell tobacco. Imagine you didn’t 

have to run and throw up after 

smelling tobacco, or where no one 

got cancer because of it. I think we 

should ban smoking. Smoking is 

harmful to all living things, it 

tempts teens to smoke, and it is 

addicting. 

First of all, smoking is harmful to 

you and those around you. 

Smoking can cause lung cancer. 

Although it is bad for you, it can be 

worse to those around you because 

they are inhaling the air filled with 

smoke. Smoking also causes a 

shortage of breath and makes you 

get tired easier.  

Secondly, teenagers are tempted 

to smoke. This doesn’t come with 

any benefits because it will affect 

their health. It makes them look 

older than they actually are and 

they don’t look as appealing. About 

30% of teens die due to smoking 

related illnesses. 

Lastly, smoking is addictive. The 

nicotine is addictive, and it’s what 

makes it hard to stop smoking. You 

might also get irritated after not 

being able to smoke for a while. 

I think we should ban smoking. 

Smoking is a hazard to yourself 

and those around you. Younger 

people will be tempted to start 

smoking. Lastly, smoking can turn 

into a dangerous habit and an 

awful addiction. 

Jose Delgado-6th Grade 
Mrs. Dora Cooper 
Bill Sybert School 
2nd Place 
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Technology:  Good or Bad? 

“I fear the day that technology will 

surpass our human interaction. The 

world will have a generation of 

idiots,” Albert Einstein once said.  

Technology has overthrown our 

world. Is that a bad thing? Many 

people believe so. IPhones, 

computers, television, iPads, and 

many forms of technology that we 

have in our households may be 

keeping us from interacting with 

the world outside of the screen. 

Drawing us in with vibrant colors 

then hypnotizing us with tiny 

working pixels.  

Social media, a form of electronic 

communication that keeps people 

from actually speaking to one 

another, is one of the many mind-

rotting forms of technology. 

Americans 18 years and older 

spend about 3.2 hours a day using 

social media. Why spend three 

hours a day online when you can 

walk over to your friend’s house 

and have a face-to-face 

conversation with them?  However, 

I never said using technology to 

communicate was a bad thing. 

Phones and other devices help our 

world a lot. Say you have an aunt 

who lives in California; you’re 

obviously not going to drive 900 

miles to have an hour chat. You 

would call or Face Time with them 

to catch up.  What I am saying is 

that it’s wrong when you spend 

more than an hour chatting with 

your friend who lives two houses 

down. Or when you spend 2 hours 

stalking people on Instagram and 

strolling through the endless posts 

on Facebook.  

Another electronic device that 

keeps our mind trapped in an 
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endless time bubble are the ever 

so addicting video games. Video 

games are one of the main forms 

of entertainment these days due to 

their mesmerizing graphics. A child 

will sit down to play a new video 

game, thinking they will only be on 

for about an hour. Three hours 

later the child finds himself/herself 

still staring blankly at the large 

screen in front of his face.  From 

the extremely violent, “Call of 

Duty” to the games that challenge 

our skills like the classic “Pacman,” 

video games have kept people on 

the screen for more time than 

needed.  

All of these reasons do add up, but 

there is one more that matters a 

lot. Cost. How much money have 

you spent on phones, apps, Xbox, 

Wii, video games, television sets, 

and many other appliances? And 

what do these do for you? They 

keep you and your children from 

going outside and interacting with 

other living things. Money doesn’t 

grow on trees, so why spend it on 

small pixelated electronics when 

you can go out and watch a movie, 

play in the park, or even going 

bowling? 

Although our society is fast paced 

and advanced, everyone must 

remember to stop and look at the 

pros and cons of technology and 

how it affects our lives. Everything 

is good in moderation. I hope that 

after you have read this you will 

make a choice to not completely 

abandon the face-to-face human 

interaction that you have in your 

life.   

Sydney Erales–6th Grade 
Mrs. Mandy Porras 
Rafael Hernando Middle School 
3rd Place 
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The Other Side Of The wall 

Imagine walking into the journey 

of life, when a brick wall suddenly 

appears in front of you. While 

many people will turn around and 

walk in the opposite direction, only 

the ones who climb to the other 

side will enjoy the hidden rewards. 

Life isn't only about straight lines 

and smooth curves. Sometimes, 

sharp turns and points appear and 

may change your direction, but 

only if you allow it. Sometimes, 

these sharp points and turns 

appear since birth, the start of life. 

The famous composer Ludwig Van 

Beethoven experienced this 

predicament. Since the start of his 

life, his hearing was very bad, and 

got worse as he got older. This 

couldn’t be easily overcome, as he 

lived in the period between the 

1700s to the 1800s, so he couldn't 

get successful medical attention. 

His hearing condition made a high-

pitched, loud ringing sound in his 

ear that blocked and prevented 

him from hearing music. This made 

it even more difficult for him to 

create it. It would seem as if a 

nearly deaf person would be the 

last to become one of the most 

famous musicians in history, but 

Beethoven's tenacious behavior 

brought him to being just that.  

As his condition worsened, he 

didn't give up. He did whatever it 

took to continue making music, 

even if it included placing his ear 

on the piano to hear and feel even 

the slightest sound of a vibrating 

note. He eventually succeeded in 

becoming the musician wanted he 

wanted to be. We should thank him 

for the transition from classical 

music era to the romantic, and 
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continued his life as a virtuoso 

musician despite his hearing 

problems. He continued making 

beautiful music until his death in 

1827. 

Beethoven wasn't the only highly 

significant historical figure to 

overcome a challenge. There was 

also the world famous composer 

Pytor Ilyich Trachaikovsky. Since 

the start of his life in Russia, he 

had to overcome the obstacles of 

war, depression, and violence. At a 

young age, he was traumatized 

after he got separated from his 

mother to go to a boarding school 

and developed depression. It 

worsened after he turned 14 

because he heard his mother died. 

These would be very large obstacle 

to overcome, not only to him, but 

to anyone else in the world. Not 

only that, but there was also the 

Second World War that got in his 

way, following the invasion of the 

Soviet Union. Trachaikovsky’s 

challenges were even larger than 

Beethoven’s, but despite that, his 

music continues inspiring people all 

over the world who are facing the 

challenges that he once did. Music 

was actually what brought him 

perseverance. Every single note 

from symphonies were an attempt 

of his escape from misery. To face 

the hardships in his life, he did the 

only thing that freed him from the 

horrible world he was, living and 

bring at least the slightest feeling 

of happiness. That would be music. 

During the 1900 and the Soviet 

Union, a communist form of 

government was made. This form 

of government is ruled by people 

with a unlimited power, meaning 

there is nothing or nobody that can 
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stop them from passing a law. 

Obviously, this resulted in 

limitations in the expression of 

ideas. This meant you could not 

say whatever you wanted; paint 

the art that you wanted, or even 

compose music. Just like the 

composer Dmitri Shostakovich. He 

had a big love for music as a child 

and dreamed of creating beautiful 

compositions just as the other 

famous musicians of his era. As he 

got older, he tried fulfilling those 

dreams. His music was very good 

and became successful, if only it 

wasn't for the Russian government. 

They said that Shostakovich’s was 

not allow a country, as he could 

only compose specific types of 

music. The government ended up 

banning all his music to be heard 

and prohibited him from composing 

more. This would seem as an 

obstacle, right? Not for him. He 

rebelled against the Russian 

government, composing music the 

total opposite of what they 

allowed. He created loud and 

infuriating pieces that showed what 

he really felt. Although he was 

arrested, his actions let him to 

being a very famous composer and 

made people learn that you 

shouldn’t be held down by what 

other people say. 

Many people around the world 

enervate at the actions of these 

brilliant geniuses whom, without a 

doubt, changed the world and its 

ideas. They showed us that 

hardships can be conquered with 

something they love, and that 

resilience is important if the barrier 

continues and is too high to be 

climbed. However, the rewards are 

on the other side, and only the 
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ones who never give up to pass are 

the ones who enjoy them.  

Source: 

www.lvbeethoven.com/Bio/Biograp

hyLudwig.html 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pyotr

_Ilyich_Tchaikovsky 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dmitr

i_Shostakovich 

Roussel Acosta-7th Grade 
Ms. Victoria Ballesteros 
Ensor Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
“Night” Eliezer’s Strength 

The memoir takes place during the 

Holocaust in Auschwitz and 

Buchenwald in many concentration 

camps. The book is based in 1944-

1945, near the end of World War 

two. The time affects Eliezer for 

when they are thrown into the 

camps. It’s summer and they could 

be outside without dying of 

frostbite. Near the end of the book 

it is finally winter, and he is trying 

to stay alive in the cold but for only 

a couple of seconds he wanted to 

die. The setting is mostly in 

concentration camps and there 

they have to stay healthy so they 

won’t get killed. Eliezer and his 

father’s attitude change once the 

cold comes. Since his father was 

giving up, so did Eliezer. 

Eliezer is easily a dynamic 

character. Eliezer at the beginning 

is very religious but as the story 

goes on Eliezer says that his god 

had died from him. At the 

beginning, Eliezer loves his family 

and nearing the end he’s thinking 

about letting his father die so he 

can move on. Eliezer finds out by 

another character that sometimes 

it’s easier to let go than hold on, 

and he finds out that it is true in 



258  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

the end to his family. Once they 

were in the concentration camps, 

Eliezer’s father was crying and 

saying everything he felt. Since 

Eliezer had never seen his dad cry 

or show any emotion, he was 

relieved for that. He was able to 

tell Eliezer that stuff but at the 

same time he was scared because 

he felt like his father had been 

broken. 

Eliezer’s faith is perfect. It’s 

absolute and from the break of 

dawn to dust he would be studying 

and praying his religion. While 

being captured and taken to the 

camps, his religion beliefs’ start 

depleting. In the concentration 

camps when he’s seeing the baby 

and adults getting shot or thrown 

into a fire he states, “Never shall I 

forget those flames that consumed 

my faith forever… Never shall I 

forget those moments that 

murdered my God and my soul and 

turned my dreams to ashes.” That 

is saying because of what he has 

experienced he no longer believes 

God is real. Eliezer also loses hope 

in the people around him. After the 

things he has seen, Eliezer 

struggles making sense and 

trusting the people around him. He 

struggles to even communicate 

with his father. Eliezer sometimes 

wants his father to pass on.  

There is a symbol right in the title 

night. Night is mostly thought of 

fear and when you’re at your 

worst. Night is mentioned when 

Eliezer’s father tells the family that 

the Jews are being deported. He is 

shocked and loses power of his 

emotions and doesn’t know how to 

feel. Another symbol is fire, for fire 

is known as a powerful weapon 
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that can hurt and damage a lot of 

people and things. Fire is 

representing the power the Nazis 

have over the Jews and can hurt 

them anytime they wanted. Fire is 

also a meaning of light, and light 

can be signal that there is 

someone there and maybe even in 

charge and that’s what Madame 

Schuchter was meaning when she 

kept on yelling fire, fire, fire.  

Eliezer writes the story with a 

serious, mournful, and honest 

meaning to it. Eliezer doesn’t try to 

sugar coat some of the things that 

happen. He writes what he felt and 

experienced. In most of the story, 

he is talking about part of his souls 

dying and crying for his very ill 

dad. Eliezer is never happy or has 

enough joy to smile in all of the 

text. Eliezer only has joy when he 

is finally free, and he is receiving 

his Noble Peace Prize. Eliezer is 

also truly honest. He doesn’t 

change the text to make it more 

PG. Eliezer writes down exactly 

how he felt or saw no matter how 

bad it was.  

Eliezer loves his religion, so much 

he even gets himself a teacher. He 

stops studying when his teacher 

gets deported and that is a start to 

where he loses belief. When Moishe 

the Beadle, Eliezer’s teacher, 

returns, he tried telling people his 

story of what happened to him and 

everyone else, but they don’t 

believe him. That is a mistake, for 

they would all experience the same 

thing Moishe the Beadle did. When 

they got captured the men and 

women were separated and Eliezer 

loved his mom, so he had to deal 

with the pain with his father. The 

more Eliezer experiences, the 
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weaker he gets. Eliezer is just a 

teenager at the time and does not 

have a lot of life experience to deal 

with the pain and sight of death or 

loss. Eliezer struggles to stay 

strong throughout the whole story.  

Ironic things happen in the story 

and some are more than others. “I 

have more faith in Hitler than in 

anyone else. He alone has kept his 

promises, all his promises, to the 

Jewish people.” Eliezer was yelling 

at the man wondering why he 

cared about Hitler so much and 

that’s what he relied within the 

infirmary. I think this is a dramatic 

irony, for Eliezer is trying to make 

his point with opinions and the 

man comes at him with facts and 

that helps Eliezer believe he might 

make it out alive. It is important, 

for when he heard that after that 

he is eager to get out of the 

infirmary and leave with his father 

and the other group. “Three days 

after the liberation of Buchenwald I 

became very ill with food poising. I 

was transferred to the hospital and 

spend two weeks between life and 

death.” This is situational irony 

because he was just eating food for 

he was starving and was expecting 

to get sick by it. This is important, 

for it says that he spent 2 weeks 

between life and death, and if 

Eliezer would have died, this story 

wouldn’t have been made and with 

poisoning inside of him, he was 

very weak he could barely do 

anything so was incapable of doing 

his job, and he was losing body 

strength in total.  

Ethan Marquez–7th Grade 
Ms. Nishna Esparza 
Socorro Middle School 
2nd Place 
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Relationship Goals 

Relationship goals aren’t just for 

the teenagers to put on their 

“selfies.”  Relationship goals are 

basically what type of relationship 

you want to be in or the person 

that you want to be in a 

relationship with.  All ages have set 

this goal and didn’t even know that 

they did it. 

For example, young girls are 

always setting a goal.  They watch 

a Disney princess movie and then 

they want to end up just like 

Cinderella and Prince Charming.  

They expect to grow up and live 

happily ever after with a prince.  Of 

course they realize it won’t 

happen, but they still set a 

relationship goal.  When I was little 

I always hoped Peter Pan would 

come to my window, and we would 

live happily ever after in Never 

Land. 

Whenever I watch a romantic 

movie, I expect to end up just like 

the main character and fall 

hopelessly in love.  Deep down I 

expect to end up in a perfect 

relationship.  Although I know it 

won’t be a happily ever after, I still 

expect it to be like a fantasy.  Not 

all relationships fail, but there is 

very little chance of it being a 

perfect relationship.  For example, 

in the “The Vow” the characters go 

through a tragedy and still they 

end up together.  They may not 

have a perfect relationship, but you 

can tell they are madly in love with 

one another.   

I thought only girls set relationship 

goals, but that isn’t true because 

even boys set a goal.  They may 

watch a TV show and say “I wish I 
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could marry someone like Selena 

Gomez.”  That is setting a goal.  

Most boys set a goal but not in a 

good way.  They may say they 

never want to end up dating a girl 

that is tall.  I think boys see a 

relationship in a negative way.  

They go for the looks and not for 

the personality, but that is just my 

opinion. 

Everyone has set a goal for 

themselves at least one time in 

their life.  I’m not going to lie, I 

have set many relationship goals, 

and I have not reached any of 

them.  I may reach them in the 

future but for now my goals are all 

fantasies.  I want a relationship 

like the one my parents have but 

that is just a wish.  It will probably 

not come true.  My parents have 

their goals for me, and I’m scared 

my husband won’t reach their 

expectations, but who knows.  I’m 

still twelve. 

Madison Hill–7th Grade 
Mr. Bret Green 
Jane A. Hambric School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Disappointment 

Could you imagine a world without 

disappointment? As good as it may 

sound, if our lives were to be this 

way, we wouldn’t be exposed to 

new opportunities. Furthermore, 

these “disappointments” faced day 

by day may help you grow even 

more passionate toward your 

purpose.  

Opportunities hit us from all sorts 

of directions, and disappointments 

are a big provider. They grant a 

new outcome that may bring new 

learning experiences for your 

benefit. Moreover, these surprises 

can lead to a completely different 

outcome, but allow for a new 
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bigger and greater surprise to pop 

out. Before you know it, new 

opportunities will be knocking at 

your door in no time. 

The obstacles we face day by day 

allow us to grow more and more 

passionate toward a desired goal. 

Once a disappointment hits, we are 

able to reflect over our actions and 

find ways to achieve greater 

things. Additionally, you are able to 

see how much you truly desire 

your cause to go perfectly. For this 

we are driven to strive for better, 

and won’t give up until that goal is 

accomplished to its fullest.  

Once we are able to see the 

positive sides to disappointments, 

there will be an infinite number of 

possibilities, ready for new 

beginnings. For then we will strive 

for the task to be accomplished at 

its best. 

Nireyda Rodriguez-8th Grade 
Mrs. Mandy Porras 
Rafael Hernando Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
The Secret Annex 

Throughout World War II, 

multitudes of people went into 

hiding to avoid its many 

complications. Many of those 

people were Jewish, as they were 

the mainly targeted religious group 

by Hitler and his army. Hitler's 

main goal was to rid Germany of 

any ethnicity other than pure 

Germans, those with platinum 

blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. 

Within this elongated period of 

turmoil, there was a family of the 

Jewish religion, known as the 

Franks. The Franks endured many 

obstacles for survival and even 

though they did not all survive, 

their story did.  

The Franks were a family of four: 
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the parents; Otto and Edith; and 

the sisters, Margot and Anne. The 

beginning of the war did not pose a 

significant threat, but as the time 

traveled on, more and more 

obstacles manifested. The main 

problem was that the Franks were 

Jewish, and in power were the 

Nazis. The Nazis were holding an 

anti-Jewish decree. The Franks 

inhabited Holland, which later 

would be invaded by the Nazi 

party. 

As if the preceding threats were 

not enough, more followed. 

Knowing sooner or later the family 

would either be captured or forced 

into hiding, they sent the majority 

of the furniture to those of the 

trusted, possibly a close friend or 

family member. This was in 

preparation of what was soon to 

come. After all, he did not wish for 

the Germans to possess their 

belongings. 

Mr. Frank’s thoughts were mostly 

“what if” and thus, prepared for 

action, but did not plan on it until 

an immediate notice. His 

office/workplace building with 

given to his close friend Mr. Kraler 

and Mr. Koophuis for safe keeping. 

It would be readily available for 

them to become denizens of, if 

necessary. 

Within this building of course 

employees, in which were 

fortunately loyal to the Frank 

family. The employees who knew 

were the loyal helpers, of course. 

These people included Mr. Kraler 

and Koophius as well as Miep Gies 

and Elli Vassen. These individuals 

would provide countless amounts 

of support to assist with the 

maximum comfort for the citizens 
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of the secret annex. 

The only factor they gave the final 

motivation for the Franks to leave 

the residence was a call up notice. 

This call up notice was not for Mr. 

Frank as it would have been 

expected, but for the 16-year-old 

daughter Margot. She was being 

ordered to leave for the 

concentration camps. At that 

moment's the family knew the 

sand of the hourglass had run out, 

and it was time to escape into the 

depths of Mr. Frank’s workplace. 

The Franks had inhabited the 

cramped hiding place with the von 

Dan and a dentist known as Mr. 

Russell. Compacted into a few 

floors of rooms the Franks were 

eventually captured and three 

fourths of the family lived the 

entirety of their life in the camps. 

Mr. Frank was the sole fortunate 

sole survivor of the horrendous 

conditions and circumstances, 

facing disease, the separation from 

his family, and other debt. Yet he 

emerged alive, without any 

immediate family. The Franks 

endured a terrible struggle and 

unfortunately, did not withstand 

the venom that was Hitler's cruel 

wrath. The true test of adversity is 

to keep the story alive and that 

was the true gift from this tragedy. 

SOURCE: 

Frank, Anne. Anne Frank: the Diary 

of a Young Girl. Trans. B.M. 

Mooyaart. New York: Bantam, 

1993.  

Anne Frank's Tales from the Secret 

Annex: Anne Frank, Gerrold van 

der Stroom, Susan Massotty 

Jennifer Chavez-8th Grade 
Mrs. Rhonda Odell 
Ensor Middle School 
2nd Place 
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Trying New Things 

Many times people cannot 

experience the full and true 

wonders of life. Although many 

people take a step out of their 

comfort zone, many times one step 

is simply not enough. However, if 

they took one great leap, maybe 

those people could face such 

wonder and excitement in life. To 

many this is simply a dream, but 

dreams can always come true 

when you get up and out of that 

restraining comfort zone. Trying 

new and wondrous things is a 

simple resolution to this conflict. 

Three ways to break free of the 

comfort zone is to try new food, 

experience world cultures, and to 

greet new people. 

Firstly, trying new food is a 

remarkable way to exercise the 

willingness to explore new 

concepts. Eating is known to ignite 

the senses. Igniting the senses can 

expand the human brain to want to 

try things it has never done, or to 

experience things it has never 

experienced. After continuous 

attempts at learning that food 

substances never devoured can 

taste magnificent, the particular 

person will be more willing to try 

new substances, edible or not 

edible. 

On the other hand, experiencing 

new cultures can have an equal or 

increasing effect. Most people have 

heard the saying “People with 

multicultural experience are more 

creative.” This is because those 

people have a wider range on how 

they think. “Getting out of the 

comfort zone” is not exactly just 

“doing stuff,” it also involves 

learning about new information you 
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Jacqueline Tumarin-8th Grade 
Miss. Valeria Lara 
John Drugan 
3rd Place 
  

have not known from before the 

adventure began. Learning about 

new cultures is as much as an 

adventure as it is a learning 

experience. Learning about 

different governments can lead a 

person to the path of a lawyer or 

even possibly a country’s leader. 

Proving the point that a cultural 

experience is definitely a factor to 

increase worldliness.  

Lastly, greeting new people can 

kindle a spark of imagination, 

creativity, and success. That is, if 

you meet and greet friendly and 

intelligent, influential people. The 

way the human anatomy usually 

works is copying and observing 

other humans to fit in. For 

example, if a lion acted like a duck, 

it will most likely won’t survive. 

This is the same in comparison to a 

human being. If the crowd that 

individual spends time with is kind, 

then that person will probably be 

kinder. Same to when it comes to 

experiencing new things. Say, if a 

colleague talked about his or her 

adventure to the Bahamas and 

described it as an unforgettable 

adventure, you would probably 

want to go to the Bahamas. This is 

how greeting people with 

adventures can make you want to 

try new experiences. 

In conclusion, trying new food, 

experiencing new cultures, and 

greeting new individuals can all 

lead to a happy and always-

thrilling life; therefore, we should 

always try to break out of that 

confining comfort zone. We must 

break free of it, not wait around 

until someone delivers a key. 
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The Beast 

Humanity stands at a fine line 

between civilization and savagery, 

and the fact that we all have a 

‘beast’ within, as William Golding is 

trying to express in his novel Lord 

of the Flies, explains why the group 

of boys stranded on an island 

struggle with fighting against their 

human instincts. Throughout the 

book, it is shown how most of the 

boys believe that such a beast 

does not, in fact, exist and they 

allow chaos to take over their 

makeshift society through fear and 

aggression, and with the isolation 

and power that they all felt at 

some point eventually the scale 

tipped, causing most of them to 

turn toward depravity. 

The way the overall theme is 

portrayed within the novel is much 

like the way society actually is 

during the war, which is presumed 

to be World War III, that this story 

supposedly takes place in. One 

great aspect of this fact is the fear 

that goes through the minds of 

people during such horrifying 

events. Since the very outset of 

the story, the boys have all felt 

mildly afraid at some point, and 

even when the rumors of the beast 

were dismissed as nothing more 

than ridiculous thought from the 

littluns, that fear has stayed, 

gradually engraving itself into their 

heads. The very thought of 

something unknown lurking around 

on the island, undetected, and 

equally unpredictable is what 

began the uneasiness between the 

boys, but what Simon says in 

chapter five proves that not only is 

this fear driven by the unknown, 

but by the minds of the boys 
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themselves: “Maybe there is a 

beast … Maybe it's only us” (89). 

The rationality that the bigguns 

once had practically disappears 

within the course of weeks simply 

because the fear is only known 

inside their heads. It grows more 

and more real inside with each 

passing day, slowly taking its toll 

and leading the group into great 

disorder. Many types of fear 

consume the only civilization left 

within the boys, from the fact that 

they’re trapped on an island with 

little to no hope for rescue, to a 

murderous animal running freely, 

the dread that begins to cloud their 

heads, the fear of what could or 

will await in the future is what 

turns into the disorder we see 

towards the end of Lord of the 

Flies. Fear, however, does not just 

lead to destruction and 

irrationality; this provocative 

feeling takes many paths in its 

course, and it can lead to power 

over others, or more importantly, 

aggression. 

Jack, as one of the main 

characters, represents an 

important role in the plot of the 

novel, and as such, the fact that he 

is the first of the boys to show 

significant signs of violence 

represents how far a person will go 

due to this aggression. The slight 

sense of superiority and control 

Jack exhibits in the beginning of 

the story was what eventually 

caused him to turn to savagery. 

When Jack began to disobey the 

rules to appeal to his own 

intentions, others followed, afraid 

of what it was that lived on the 

island, and shortly after, the group 

split. Aggression, fear, and the 
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little rationality that was left finally 

divided the small society that they 

had. Even when Ralph decided to 

try and fix the situation, matters 

only got worse as the group of 

boys in Jack's tribe began a 

ritualistic and more sinister-like 

dance than before, showing how 

everyone has already turned to the 

dreaded savagery. And in the 

midst of the frenzy, the boys 

manage to mistake Simon for the 

beast as he suddenly appeared 

from the forest. Jack's group began 

to bash and claw at Simon with the 

intent of killing the ‘beast,’ 

ultimately ending in Simon's death 

and the end of all order as we 

know it. The reason for this 

outcome, however, makes 

complete sense. Jack let the fear 

consume him, leading to his 

aggression, savage nature, and 

eventual overthrow of Ralph as 

leader, but from the beginning Jack 

always showed interest in being 

the one in charge. He felt that he 

had enough qualities of being 

leader from being the head choir 

boy before being stranded, and 

desired the power to make the 

rules and punishments on the 

island, he wanted the power. 

As an incredibly important element 

in the Lord of the Flies, power is 

obviously one of the story's 

themes, but in the starting point of 

the book, power was a simpler 

concept. It used to be shown as 

the abuse from the bigguns that 

the young littluns had to go 

through. Later on though, that 

sense of vigor that the bigguns 

once felt eventually turned into the 

power struggle that we see 

between Jack and Ralph. The way 
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both boys acted as leaders clashed 

with one another over and over 

again throughout the course of the 

novel. Because while Ralph grows 

to become a better and more 

mature leader, Jack turns into a 

more chaotic person, using the 

shared fear over the beast to rule 

his group, making it their common 

enemy, and thus the only thing 

keeping the savage group 

together. As a matter of fact, Jack 

is not the only one who has taken 

advantage of his power, another 

character who truly represents the 

darkest side of humanity has done 

this as well, Roger. Almost 

immediately after joining Jack's 

group, the sadistic and bloodthirsty 

side of this antagonist is fully 

shown in various ways. From 

throwing rocks at Henry to killing 

Piggy, in chapter twelve it is clear 

by the way that Sam and Eric 

wanted to warn Ralph about Roger 

that he truly had become a beast 

himself. ‘You don't know Roger. 

He's a terror.’ ‘And the chief-

they're both-’ ‘-terrors-' ‘-only 

Roger.’ ” They both forewarned 

Ralph of the control Roger has over 

everyone due to his incredibly 

violent ways, unlike Jack who only 

wanted to be the leader and hunt. 

Roger uses the amount of 

sovereignty he has over the boys 

to release his incredibly aggressive 

impulses and watch in delight as 

others suffer. No other example of 

what power can cause is better 

than Roger himself, but the 

actuality is that this scenario, along 

with the various others, couldn't 

have been avoided, not with the 

fact that they are all, again, 

trapped on a completely deserted 
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island.  

The utter lack of adult leadership 

and supervision on the island is 

what lead to the decision of Ralph 

becoming the leader of the group, 

but the lack of enforcement on the 

rules most certainly sent the boys 

in the wrong direction. The 

incredibly thin structure they 

attempted to make did nothing to 

halt the advancement of the tribe 

turning to savagery, and not only 

was the isolation present in the 

novel physically, it was also shown 

mentally. When Simon and Piggy 

were killed mercilessly at the 

hands of Jack and the rest of his 

group, Ralph felt himself become 

desolate and hopeless. Including 

towards the finale of the Lord of 

the Flies, Ralph still felt horrible for 

the “ ‘the fall through the air of the 

true, wise friend called Piggy.’ ” 

The Lord of the Flies has many 

elements in its overall theme, but 

all of these are clear aspects of 

humanity. It goes to show that fear 

can drive one to aggression, 

thirsting for power or becoming 

completely isolated in our own 

savagery, but with enough care, 

our inner beasts can stay inside. 

Even if it does seem like we are all 

corrupted, civilization still thrives 

after the “ ‘end of innocence, the 

darkness of man’s heart.’ ” 

Fernanda Compean–9th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 

Challenges 

Don’t wait for opportunity to knock 

on the door, you kick the damn 

door down, and introduce yourself 

to the son of a gun. Don’t you ever 

wait around for opportunity to 
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come your way in life because if 

you really want it, you are going to 

get yourself up and go get it 

yourself. You need to face those 

challenges so you can get the 

background, the knowledge of 

what to do when you come upon it. 

Facing hard challenges within our 

lives can be a good thing for us 

because if you are to overcome it, 

you now know how to go through 

next time it occurs, or if you are to 

fail with it, you now know what to 

expect the next time it occurs. 

A reason trying to accomplish 

those hard challenges you come 

across in life is good for yourself is 

because every person who ever 

lived had to learn through 

experience. You can be taught 

everything there is to know about 

life and its challenges, but you will 

never really fully understand it 

until you experience it yourself. 

Accomplishing it puts more 

knowledge on your side, 

knowledge that can be taken to 

conquer another challenge you 

may run into in the future. Believe 

me, it works. And it will help out a 

lot later on. A good example of 

that is none other than the man 

himself, MLK. As a child growing up 

during times of serious segregation 

within the country, he took it all. 

He lived through it and learned 

from it. He saw that in those times, 

you had to stand up for your right, 

and take it to the white man, but 

peacefully. Those challenges 

molded him, turned him into the 

kind of man he was. He conquered 

all the hate and all the violence, 

and turned it all into a movement 

that would be remembered in the 

books forever. MLK never sat 
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around and waited for someone to 

do something about it all. He went 

out and did it himself, because if 

you want something done, to 

change, then you are going to get 

it done. He took all the blood, the 

hatred, and he used it to his 

advantage because he knew 

exactly how to attack such a 

situation. That experience he 

gained from it was the key to his 

work. 

Now, I do get that not every 

challenge we face, we are going to 

succeed in. We are going to fail 

eventually, that’s just how it is. 

But, from that failure, we grow 

from it. When you look at it, you 

win either way in those challenges 

you face. You get to see what to 

expect, like that challenge gave 

itself up. You know what to do 

differently next time, or at least 

what not to do. Another great 

example of this point is the 

baseball legend himself, Jackie 

Robinson. That man could play 

baseball like he created it. But 

what stopped a lot of his 

recognition was the fact he was a 

black man in a white sport. And let 

me tell you, the amount of 

aggression people threw at him 

was unbelievable. He suffered so 

much violence and hatred from 

everyone, even his own team 

mates and umpires, he would 

sometimes snap back. But 

snapping back only brought him 

bigger problems, instead of getting 

it fixed. He tried the same thing 

over and over again, even though 

it got him the same results every 

time. So from all that time, he 

learned a few things, like how 

exactly to fight back, and that was 
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to not fight back at all. Only thing 

he had to do was what he did very 

best, and that was play baseball. 

Jackie Robinson went through so 

much trial and error on fighting 

back with the severe segregation 

issues that he nearly lost it all. It 

wasn’t until it hit him one day that 

the way to fight back the issue, 

wasn’t to fight back at all. But 

instead to take it, and ignore it, 

and play baseball. And that’s what 

he did. From that he went on to be 

in the Baseball HOF, delivered a 

message to the nation that 

impacted it greatly that things 

changed throughout, and he was 

remembered not only because he 

was a black man, but because he 

will forever be a baseball legend. 

So whether you conquer the 

challenge, or fail to do so, you still 

win in the end. Just like the saying 

goes, “The more knowledge you 

can gain, the more power to you.” 

And how do you gain that power? 

Not by sitting around waiting for 

something to happen, but by 

getting yourself up and doing 

something about it. Running 

towards that challenge and facing 

it, whether you fail or not. It all 

leads to experience in the end, 

which leads to solutions, which 

leads to success. Facing hard 

challenges in life will help you, but 

only if you face it yourself, and 

look it right in the eye. Not when 

you wait for it to come to you, 

because by then, that very 

challenge is going to be something 

you just can’t handle, and break 

you. If you want something done, 

something to change, something to 

work for you, get your lazy butt to 

doing it. No one is going to hold 
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you by the hand later on in life and 

do your dirty work for you. Life 

itself will beat you to your knees 

and keep you there if you let it. 

Don’t ever let life come after you 

because it’s is going to be ugly. 

Get up, and charge right at it, and 

win that fight. And never stop until 

you do so. 

Emilio Quezada-9th Grade 
Mr. Gerardo Saucedo 
Pebble Hills High School 
2nd Place 
 

Mockingbirds 

It is a sin to kill a mockingbird 

because they do not deserve to be 

killed. The same way people should 

not be harmed or bothered if they 

did not do anything. The 

“mockingbirds” in Maycomb help 

other people, and they do not 

cause destruction. Three particular 

mockingbirds are Calpurnia, Boo 

Radley, and Tom Robinson. 

Calpurnia is a colored woman who 

cooks for the Finch family. To Jem 

and Scout, Calpurnia is more like a 

nanny. Cal had been with them 

“ever since Jem was born.” Aunt 

Alexandra does not appreciate her 

help as much as Atticus and the 

children. Alexandra was angry 

when Scout mentioned the fact 

that they had been to Cal’s church. 

When Atticus’s sister suggests they 

“do something about her,” Atticus 

states that Calpurnia won’t leave 

“until she wants to.” Atticus also 

believes that Cal has tried to raise 

the children “according to her 

lights,” and he is okay because 

“Cal’s lights are pretty good.” All 

Calpurnia does is help and care for 

the family. 

Boo Radley is a man who would 

rather live inside of his house alone 

than interact with other people. 
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Jem and Scout are very familiar 

with Boo as the “Radley Place” is 

only “three doors to the South.” 

The children have also grown up 

with the “neighborhood legend” 

about Boo. Arthur Radley does 

nothing and gets fear from 

everyone. Scout realizes that Boo 

is a mockingbird when Sheriff Tate 

lies and says Bob Ewell died on his 

own because telling the truth 

would “be sort of like shootin’ a 

mockingbird.” Tate also lies 

because “all the ladies” would go 

“knocking on his door.” Atticus and 

Heck Tate don’t want to do this 

because they know that Boo 

Radley would rather live with his 

own satisfaction than to be 

rewarded by the county. 

Tom Robinson does help other 

people from outside of his home. 

He “picks for Mr. Link Deas” in the 

fall and wintertime. Tom “had to 

pass the Ewell place to get to and 

from work” because there was not 

another way he could go. Tom says 

something about Mayella and how 

“she’d have a little somethin’” for 

him to do whenever he passed by 

during his testimony. He wasn’t 

even paid for his hard work. The 

ultimate reason he helped Mayella 

was because he “felt sorry for her.” 

Tom really was just at the wrong 

place, at the wrong time. 

“Seventeen bullet holes” were 

found in Tom’s body the day he 

died. Yes, he was an escaping 

prisoner, but they shouldn’t have 

shot him seventeen times. Tom 

was innocent, convicted, and then 

killed. 

There are mockingbirds 

everywhere just trying to get by. 
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Of course, they do not cause 

destruction or harm. They just help 

and care for others like Calpurnia, 

Boo Radley and Tom Robinson. 
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Alliana Alvarez-9th Grade 
Mrs. Teresa Candelaria 
Americas High School 
3rd Place 
	

Daisy Buchannan: The Great 
Gatsby 

“Whenever you feel like criticizing 

any one” he told me, “just 

remember that all the people in 

this world haven’t had the 

advantages that you’ve had” is 

advice Nick Caraway, the narrator 

of The Great Gatsby, received from 

his dad. The Great Gatsby, 

published in 1925, is a novel that 

takes place in the Roaring 20’s, 

where the main character, Jay 

Gatsby, spends his life trying to be 

worthy and reunited with his love, 

Daisy Buchannan. After reading the 

novel, many despise the character 

of Daisy, seeing her as selfish and 

a gold digger; however, we should 

follow Nick’s dad’s advice and take 

into consideration all the factors in 

which Daisy exists. Daisy 

Buchannan is a charming, 

materialistic, but trapped woman in 

the 1920’s. 

Daisy Buchannan has a charm that 

allures most men, and it is 

described various times throughout 

the novel. For example, when Nick 

first meets his cousin, Daisy, he 

describes her voice as “the kind of 

voice that the ear follows up and 

down, as if each speech is an 

arrangement of notes that will 

never be played again” (Chapter 
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1). Here we can see how Daisy has 

a fascinating thrill in her voice 

“that most men …[find] difficult to 

forget” (Chapter 1). Similarly, 

when Gatsby and Daisy meet for 

the first time, Nick describes a 

moment when “[Daisy] said 

something low in [Gatsby’s] ear, 

he turned toward her with a rush 

of emotion. [Nick thinks] that the 

voice held [Gatsby] the most, with 

its fluctuating, feverish warmth, 

because it couldn’t be over 

dreamed --- that voice was a 

deathless song” (Chapter 5). Daisy 

is often described as “the king’s 

daughter, the golden girl” (Chapter 

7), and always represented in 

white, like an angel walking on 

earth. Her voice is like that of a 

siren’s: pleasant to the ear and 

hypnotizing. Her whole self was a 

promise “that there were gay, 

exciting things hovering in the next 

hour” (Chapter 1), and it is thanks 

to this unique charm that Gatsby 

was driven to achieve all he did. 

Just like Daisy charmed men, 

money and materialistic matters 

equally charmed her.  This could 

be demonstrated in Chapter 5, 

when Daisy first goes to Gatsby’s 

mansion and is amazed by “that 

huge place over there.” She is 

impressed by Gatsby’s new 

acquired possessions and was even 

moved to tears when Gatsby 

showed her his shirts, for she had 

“never seen such beautiful shirts 

before.” This shows how the 

material matters were incited to 

ignite a kind of attraction towards 

Gatsby once again. He had now 

what he was missing five years 

ago; lavish amounts of money. To 

further prove my point, Gatsby, 
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well aware of Daisy’s reasons and 

likes, confronts Tom Buchannan 

telling him that “[Daisy] only 

married [him] because [Gatsby] 

was poor” at the time when they 

first met (Chapter 7). Throughout 

the novel this point is proven true, 

for “they [are] careless people, 

Tom and Daisy --- they smash up 

things and creatures and then 

retreat into their money… or 

whatever it was that kept them 

together” (Chapter 9). In the 

materialistic city of New York, 

where this story takes place, we 

learn that comfort wins over love. 

As any woman living in the 1920’s, 

Daisy Buchannan is trapped in a 

patriarchal society. As an upper-

class woman at the time, Daisy is 

expected to be a pretty possession 

of a man. One of Daisy’s most 

famous quotes is about her 

daughter’s birth, when she 

comments that she is “glad {her 

baby is] a girl. And [she] hope[s] 

she’ll be a fool --- that’s the best 

thing a girl can be in this world, a 

beautiful little fool” (Chapter 1). 

Many have taken this particular 

quote as nonsense and offensive 

when on the contrary, she is only 

wishing the best for her daughter. 

Daisy hopes her daughter will be 

indifferent to the outside world so 

she won’t have to go through the 

same pain Daisy had to endure and 

be blissful.  Gatsby was Daisy’s 

first true love, and ever since he 

left her to join the military, a piece 

of her changed forever. “She 

wanted her life shaped now, 

immediately --- and the decision 

must be made by some kind of 

force --- of love, of money, of 

unquestionable practical that was 
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closed at hand” (Chapter 8). She 

did not mind anymore in what way 

she got it, but she wanted 

structure and security in her life, 

and that is what Tom brought. This 

point is also proven in Chapter 4, 

when one day before Daisy and 

Tom’s wedding, she is found 

“drunk as a monkey” with a letter 

from Gatsby she had just received. 

Its unknown content altered Daisy, 

making her take off the $350,000 

necklace Tom had given her 

saying, “Take ‘em downstairs and 

given back to whoever they belong 

to. Tell ‘em Daisy’s change her 

mine. Say ‘Daisy’s change’ her 

mine!” Under the influence of 

alcohol, Daisy speaks her mind, 

realizing she is marrying the wrong 

man; the man she does not love. 

However, half an hour and a bath 

later, when the alcohol had 

subsided, “[she] walked out of the 

room, the pearls around her neck 

and the incident was over,” she 

was going to do what she was 

raised to: marry the rich man. 

Daisy’s presence in The Great 

Gatsby was that of an oasis in a 

desert; it served as an impulse to 

achieve greatness. But once the 

goal was reached, the illusion was 

over as well as the life. She is 

Gatsby’s major motivation to 

succeed but is often judged for not 

stepping up to Gatsby’s image of 

her. She “tumbled short of 

[Gatsby’s] dreams --- not through 

her own fault but because of the 

vitality of his illusions” (Chapter 5). 

Just like Daisy, we are all made up 

of positive and negative traits and 

one should not overshadow the 

other, for they all make us who we 
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are, not entirely good or bad, but 

human.  
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Bonesetter’s Daughter 

It has been said that what we 

value can be determined only by 

what we sacrifice. After reading the 

novel The Bonesetter’s Daughter, 

the reader can infer by Ruth’s 

sacrifice and surrender that she 

values love and family. 

Wherever a sacrifice is made, it is 

often to benefit someone else or 

yourself. In this case, Ruth 

sacrificed living with Art and his 

little girls to live with her mother. 

Once Ruth found out her mother 

had Alzheimer’s, she began to 

worry to the point that she thought 

it was no longer safe for her 

mother to live alone. She sacrificed 

everything about her day, changed 

it all to make her mother her 

center of attention. While she lived 

with her mother, more of the novel 

unfolded. We see how Art truly and 

deeply felt about her and the 

contribution to the theme of the 

story. 

A surrender, a wave of the white 

flag, is most common in today’s 

society. Whether it is a personal 

surrender or a political surrender, 

everyone has given up at one point 

or another. Ruth has given up what 

seems to be her right to speech. 

This right to speech was taken by 
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her insecurities and by the family 

“curse,” which when she was 

younger. For a reason no one could 

explain, Ruth yearly lost her voice. 

When she became older, instead of 

waiting for something to happen, 

she took a vow of silence for a 

whole week every year. She 

surrendered her voice to the curse. 

Not only did she surrender to a 

superstition her mother came up 

with (this family curse), she 

surrendered to her own mind. The 

novel explains, “A former boyfriend 

had once told her she made life 

more complicated than it was, and 

after they broke up, she was so 

horrified that his accusations might 

be true that she made it a point to 

be reasonable, to present facts, not 

complaints.” Here, because of a 

command that hit her so deeply, 

she became insecure and others 

came to see her this way. She 

surrendered by no longer speaking 

her mind. In the novel, as the 

story goes on, she never 

complains, never stands up for 

herself. She rather goes on doing 

nothing, doing what others tell her 

to do. 

Ruth’s character is entirely made of 

things she changed about herself. 

This adds to and changes the 

ending of the story. Sacrifices and 

surrenders cause large effects to 

characters and plots of the novel.  

Ruby Armendariz-10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Jay Gatsby: The Great Gatsby 

“The parties were bigger, the pace 

was faster, the shows were 

broader, the buildings were higher 

the morals were looser, and the 
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liquor was cheaper” (The Great 

Gatsby).  The twenties were a time 

of jazz, prohibition, and dancing, 

which certainly made them a time 

to remember. And as they say, if 

the shoe fits, wear it. In the book 

The Great Gatsby, F. Scott 

Fitzgerald creates a character 

named Jay Gatsby that perfectly 

portrays the roaring twenties, and 

without a doubt, he is a character 

who the shoe fits perfectly. Gatsby 

is a very mysterious, self-

confident, and overly optimistic 

character.  

Jay Gatsby is a man of mystery.  

No one truly knows who Gatsby is. 

Not even those that claim to truly 

knowing him could say they knew 

that, “James Gatz was really, or at 

least legally his name. He had 

changed it at the age of 

seventeen” (Chapter 4). When 

Gatsby changes his name, he 

creates a new persona to leave 

behind a part of his past that he 

evidently doesn’t want others to 

know of.  He himself might 

remember, and never forget this 

part of his life, but he wants to 

make sure others never know of it. 

When the readers find out that his 

real name is, James Gatz, and not 

Jay Gatsby, they begin to question, 

who this so called Gatsby truly is.  

Gatsby had many guests at his 

parties, but none of them were 

friends; the people of West Egg all 

looked for a place to party. During 

the first party that Nick goes to at 

Gatsby’s house, Jordan talks about 

Gatsby with acquaintances, as they 

argue over who Gatsby is. 

"ʻSomebody told me they thought 

he killed a man once.’ A thrill 

passed over all of us. The three Mr. 
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Mumbles bent forward and listened 

eagerly. ‘I don't think it's so much 

that,’ argued Lucille skeptically; 

‘it's more that he was a German 

spy during the war.’ One of the 

men nodded in confirmation. ‘I 

heard that from a man who knew 

all about him, grew up with him in 

Germany’” (Chapter Three). In this 

conversation, it is clearly exposed 

that even the people that attend 

Gatsby’s party don’t know who he 

truly is. Inclusively, some of the 

guests couldn’t identify Gatsby if 

he stood before them. Why would 

someone throw such big parties for 

strangers?  The real question is, 

where does he get his money from 

to throw all these lavish parties?  

During a conversation that Nick 

and Gatsby have, Nick “asked him 

what business he was in he 

answered, ‘that’s my affair’ before 

he realized it wasn’t the 

appropriate reply ‘oh I’ve been in 

several things’ he corrected 

himself’” (Chapter 5). After reading 

Gatsby’s response, and taking into 

consideration the nervousness with 

which he replies to the question, 

the reader can infer that he 

probably, doesn’t get his money 

legally, especially under a time of 

prohibition. It is simple actions like 

these that seem to add more to 

our mystery man. 

Besides being a mystery man, 

Gatsby is very self-confident. He 

usually knows what he wants and 

seems to believe things will always 

go his way.   We later learn that 

"Gatsby bought that house so that 

Daisy would be just across the 

bay" (Chapter 4). Gatsby truly 

knew that he wanted Daisy to be a 

part of his life again, and he knew 
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he’d manage to get her back 

because he loved her. Gatsby 

really was confident that he would 

get Daisy back, and he was willing 

to do everything that it took to 

make sure he would, even if that 

meant having to purchase the 

house across the bay, and throw 

lavish parties that everyone would 

attend to just to catch her 

attention. Part of Gatsby’s self- 

confidence comes from the positive 

outcomes of his parties. During the 

parties he threw, “he half expected 

her to wander in ...” (Chapter 4).  

Gatsby’s parties were very grand, 

and many people showed up, 

creating in Gatsby the self-

confidence needed to believe that 

he would someday be reunited with 

Daisy. Gatsby didn’t really care 

about the parties.  The only reason 

he threw them was in hopes of 

catching her attention from across 

the bay. It was Gatsby’s same 

confidence that allowed him to 

believe he could do anything that 

he set his mind to. “"You can’t 

repeat the past,” said Nick to 

Gatsby. “Can’t repeat the past?" 

Gatsby cried incredulously, "Why of 

course you can!"” (Chapter 6).  He 

knew that he could make anything 

happen; he just simply had to work 

for it. He was very confident, which 

is why he dreamt of a life with 

Daisy. He was so in love with her, 

or at least the idea of her, that he 

worked up his life as a poor young 

teen into a rich man in order to live 

his life beside her. Gatsby’s 

mystery shows up once again 

through his highly- raised 

confidence, he believed he was 

indispensable, at least he raised 

himself to this point, creating 
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mystery for the reader regarding 

where all of his confidence came 

from. 

During his life as “James Gatz,” 

Gatsby lived a very poor life and 

dreamt of having more wealth, and 

since a young age, he became very 

optimistic.  He hated his parents 

because they were poor; in fact 

“his imagination had never really 

accepted them as his parents at 

all” (Chapter 6). However, it was 

because of how much he loved 

Daisy, and being aware that she 

couldn’t marry a poor boy, that he 

always kept a positive mindset, 

and managed to grow out of 

poverty. It took Gatsby eight years 

to grow out of poverty, and during 

this time he grew up with the idea 

that Daisy would still be there 

when he came back. During his 

time at war, Gatsby stays 

optimistic and chooses to believe 

that Daisy will leave whatever life 

she has for him. He later comes to 

find out that she is married to Tom 

Buchanan and expects her to leave 

her life with him. In fact he “wants 

nothing less of Daisy than to go to 

Tom and say, “I never loved you” 

(Chapter 6).  It’s amazing to think 

that Gatsby’s optimism has put him 

in a position where he expects a 

woman that he left to still be in 

love with him eight years later. 

Gatsby no longer truly knows 

Daisy. It may just simply be that 

he is not so much in love with 

Daisy, but in love with the idea of 

her. His optimism leads him into 

this because he stays in love with a 

girl that he knew eight years ago, 

forgetting to acknowledge that that 

girl has changed, and may no 

longer exist. “He wanted to recover 
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something, some idea that had 

gone into loving Daisy” (Chapter 

6). Gatsby goes into war in love, 

and his overly optimistic 

personality keeps him thinking that 

she will still love him eight years 

later, but when he returns he 

comes to find that it is not true. 

She has formed a life, and Gatsby 

in return seems to go into shock, 

or some kind of denial when he 

faces reality. This left him truly 

only in love with the idea of Daisy. 

It is because he is in love that 

Gatsby is a mysterious, self-

confident, and overly optimistic 

man. It is being in love, or at least 

the idea of it that makes him The 

Great Gatsby.  Gatsby shows us 

that it is okay to dream, to fall in 

love, and give all you have for the 

one you love, especially in a time 

like the roaring twenties, a time 

where anything, “even Gatsby 

could happen” (Chapter 4). 
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Rhetorical Strategies Used by 
Dr. King 

In response to the rampant racism 

in America, the Civil Rights 

Movement emerged as a way to 

achieve social and political equality 

for all. Many men and women 

within the Civil Rights Movement 

chose to fight inequality through 

the use of nonviolence, including 

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., one of 

the most prominent civil rights 

activists known today. Although 
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nonviolent and justified, many civil 

rights protests garnered criticism 

for being “untimely” and 

“disruptive.” In King’s “Letter from 

a Birmingham Jail,” King uses a 

myriad of tones and weaves 

through different patterns of 

syntax in order to validate the 

timing of his nonviolent protests 

against the unfair political and 

social treatment of minority groups 

in American society. 

Throughout his letter, King shifts 

tones in order to support his 

argument. Within the first 

paragraph, King utilizes a polite 

and complimentary tone. The 

commendations King gives to his 

critics, such as referring to them as 

“men of genuine good”, establish a 

feeling of mutual respect between 

the two parties, giving the 

argument more stability as King 

proves that although one may 

criticize him, he will show the same 

respect towards them as he would 

with anyone else. As the letter 

goes on, King brings in various 

other tones, such as sarcasm and 

irony to not only question the 

validity of his previous 

compliments, but also to prove 

that the arguments of his critics 

are not sound. As a counter-

argument to the belief that a man 

who does not live in Birmingham 

has no right to become involved in 

Birmingham’s business, King 

combines an allusion to the 

“prophets of the eighth century” 

and “Apostle Paul” with the ironic 

tone seen in his reference to the 

prophets’  “home towns” to prove 

that he, just as anyone else, has 

the right to “carry the gospel of 

freedom” in any place he so 
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desires. The allusion and ironic 

tone invalidates the perception of 

his critics that King is merely an 

outsider that disrupts their 

community unjustly, as well as 

portrays King in a respectable light 

by comparing himself to multiple 

biblical characters, revered by 

many. One of the most prominent 

tones seen in the latter half of his 

letter is the tone of disappointment 

for all those he thought would 

support him, but failed to do so. 

King expresses his past wish that 

the religious leaders of Birmingham 

and the white moderators would 

realize the morality of his cause 

and offer support, however, as that 

did not happen, his dreams were 

“shattered.” King conveys this 

deep disappointment in the 

sentence “perhaps I was too 

optimistic; perhaps I expected too 

much.” This disappointment is a 

powerful rhetorical strategy as it 

may be seen as a call-to-action for 

those who do not agree with the 

injustices, however were never 

encouraged to act on those beliefs. 

The tone plays a significant part in 

the impact this letter has on the 

audience; however the tone relies 

heavily on another rhetorical 

strategy used, the diction. 

In this letter, King expertly weaves 

through a variety of syntax and 

diction that solidifies his argument 

that his protests are justified. With 

refined diction such as “cognizant” 

and “interrelatedness,” King’s 

argument becomes more 

sophisticated and well-dressed, 

justifying his actions in a mature 

fashion. Pathos and parallel 

structure are often blended with 

the dynamic combination of syntax 
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and diction in order to further 

establish his reasoning for the 

“disruptive” protests he leads. In 

one particularly compelling 

sentence, the choice of parallel 

structure and solemn diction, such 

as “when you are harried by day 

and haunted by night by the fact 

that you are a negro...when you 

are forever fighting a degenerating 

sense of ‘nobodiness’,” portrays to 

the audience why King feels the 

need to fight for civil rights 

wherever he can, all while 

appealing to their sense of 

humanity and emotions. King even 

counters the opposition for 

breaking the law by using the 

same rhetoric of parallel structure, 

compelling diction, and appeal to 

pathos, stating that breaking an 

unjust law is much more “just” 

than waiting for a “‘more 

convenient season,’” and allowing 

unjust laws to exist is. With this 

statement, King sends his critics’ 

back their own words to discredit 

their hesitation for breaking unjust 

laws, and explains to them, 

through a metaphor, his belief that 

although something is the law, if it 

is unjust it becomes “dangerously 

structured dams that block the flow 

of social progress.” As a way to 

denounce the accusation made that 

he is an “extremist”, King utilizes a 

mix of clever diction and allusion. 

King chooses to utilize the word 

extremist in a complementary way, 

stating “was not Jesus an extremist 

for love… Was not Amos an 

extremist for justice.” Although 

originally meant as an insult, King 

uses the word “extremist” in a way 

that not only shifts it into being a 

compliment, but also establishes a 
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persuasive form of ethos, 

comparing himself, once again, to 

biblical and revered characters.  

In his “Letter from a Birmingham 

Jail,” King utilizes multiple 

rhetorical strategies in order to 

persuade his audience that he does 

have a right to protest, even if it 

may be seen as “untimely” and 

against the law. Although criticized 

by many for bringing violence and 

tension to society, King continues 

to defend his actions, rightfully so, 

with expert skill in oratory and 

writing. Through King’s alternating 

tones and clever usage of different 

patterns of diction and syntax, the 

message he is sending is clear to 

his audience: “justice delayed is 

justice denied.” 

Sydney Newton-11th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 

The Jungian Approach and 
Criticism on Frankenstein’s 
Themes and Archetypal 
Characters 

Frankenstein, or “The Modern 

Prometheus”, is a landmark novel 

that exemplifies the Romantic and 

Gothic literature era, as well as 

portraying an interesting aspect of 

psychology within its text. Indeed, 

there are many styles of 

psychology to analyze this book 

and this does not just include the 

analysis of the themes but how it 

correlates to the decaying of both 

Frankenstein and the creature’s 

development into just a shell of 

vengeance with no hint of 

humanity seen. To truly 

understand and see this evolution 

of these characters, the Jungian 

Approach or Mythological Approach 

observes the many stages a person 

takes to develop into an individual 
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that reflects upon their melding of 

the subconscious and conscious 

decisions that ultimately creates 

the whole self. Another aspect of 

Jungian Approach is the idea of the 

Hero’s Journey that reoccurs in 

literature becomes deconstructed 

from both Frankenstein and the 

creature’s journeys having a 

conclusion that derives from the 

individuation process. Another 

aspect of Jungian Approach is how 

society creates archetypes of 

fictional characters and how it 

represents society’s current 

darkness. 

C.G. Jung  (1980) has stated 

within his own collection about the 

effect and importance of the 

anima:  

Thus from the very beginning, from 

the son’s earliest childhood, the 

mother was assimilated to the 

archetypal idea of the syzygy, or 

conjunction of male and female, 

and for this reason appeared 

perfect and superhuman. The latter 

quality invariably attaches to the 

archetype and explains why the 

archetype appears strange and as 

if not belonging to consciousness, 

and also why, if the subject 

identifies with it, it often causes a 

devastating change of personality, 

generally in the form of 

megalomania or its opposite. 

(p.67-68) 

In short, he is explicitly stating 

that a mother figure is an 

important part of a male child’s 

development to understanding 

feminine traits and forming a 

personality that understands 

compassion both in the 

subconscious and conscious mind, 

and this ultimately creates a non-
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empathetic personality within the 

creature from having a “motherly” 

attachment from the DeLaceys and 

even the attention he sought with 

his creator, “Have I not suffered 

enough, that you seek to increase 

my misery?...Everywhere I see 

bliss, from which I alone am 

irrevocably excluded. I was 

benevolent and good; misery made 

me a fiend. Make me happy, and I 

shall again be virtuous” (Chapter 

10). After losing his own figure to 

admire, he loses the part of the 

anima to be empathetic and gains 

a sense of power from murder with 

a new personality of anger and this 

causes him to murder William, 

Victor’s younger brother, which in 

turn makes him elated because the 

anima contains his ego and losing 

that aspect makes him become a 

monster that everyone has claimed 

beforehand. On the other hand, 

Victor having a strong matriarch in 

his life, creates a personality that 

is often melodramatic and overly 

emotional from simple situations to 

tragedies or basically, a man with a 

mind ruled by emotions. Moreover, 

he is just the opposite spectrum of 

the creature and this creates a 

never ending conflict because their 

flaws of emotion and human nature 

are polarizations that surely 

foreshadows that the novel will end 

with a resolution of both of their 

demise.  Another component to the 

anima is the shadow, which is the 

shadow of a person’s mind that is 

the unseen aspect within a 

personality and is largely negative 

but holds the process of creativity 

and society’s pool of darkness. This 

applies to Victor’s dark obsession 

of creation that manifested his 



298  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

madness and morbid 

inventiveness, which ultimately 

creates an interesting duel 

personification of a man of intellect 

but with an oversight of insanity. 

The creature’s darkness within his 

own persona becomes the negative 

aspect of the shadow due to 

experiencing mankind’s wickedness 

and trickery, ”Thanks to the 

lessons of Felix and the sanguinary 

laws of man, I had learned now to 

work mischief”(Chapter 16). 

However, his development from 

the former naive version of himself 

is more of an example of how 

being exposed to acts of cruelty for 

such a long time can lead to an 

individual like the creature to start 

reciprocating these mal deeds 

because it is the only human 

aspect he has ever seen. 

Essentially, Frankenstein is the 

journey of dehumanization and 

self-discovery. 

Moreover, the Hero's Journey is 

another part of the Jungian 

Approach that can be derived to 

literature and more importantly, 

the individuation process. 

According to C.G. Jung (1980), 

individuality happens within minds 

by piecing together the fragments 

of all parts of the persona: The 

anima, shadow, and conscious self 

(p. 275). Even more so, Knapp 

sees it as"...self-education to 

accept the dualities of life, its 

torments as well as its pleasures, 

to lessen its extremes" (Knapp, 

1984, p. 73). Fundamentally, this 

links with the Hero’s journey, albeit 

a deconstruction of the structure 

itself and follows the psychological 

development instead of the well 

known format. The journey 
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contains twelve steps but for the 

sake of space and more notably, 

only combine and ignore some 

steps. Primarily for Victor, his 

family is comfortable and he talks 

about his background and was 

born in Geneva and held a family 

name that was distinguished. This 

makes the readers feel comfortable 

and even sympathize with the 

horrible that befalls him with the 

creation of the creature that he 

himself states as a  “...catastrophe, 

or [sic] delineate the wretch whom 

with such infinite pains and care I 

had endeavoured to form?” 

(Chapter 5). Many of the steps 

combine like the threshold of the 

second act of the story, obstacles, 

and the refusal to call because of 

Victor’s development from fear, to 

sympathy, and finally anger 

towards his creation that leads him 

to realize that his supposed fear of 

his creation has been 

overshadowed by his own passion 

for revenge.  To overcome his fear 

of the creature and cast away his 

personality, Victor’s “reward” is the 

appreciation of nature or the night, 

technically a Romantic element but 

psychologically, is a mechanism 

that keeps the mind sane when he 

thinks about his beloved ones 

during,  “...the hope of night, for in 

sleep I saw my friends, my wife, 

and my beloved country…[and] 

was dreaming until night should 

come and that I should then enjoy 

reality in the arms of my dearest 

friends” (Chapter 24). This shows 

that within a brink of sanity, he 

starts escaping reality by only 

focusing the happy parts of his 

past, meaning that he is coping 

with these fantastical situations. 
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The final events of the journey is 

the resurrection and the elixir of 

life. Victor does not get to live in 

his tale but his life will affect 

Walton’s ambitions and prevent 

another story of tragedy with his 

warning, “Learn my miseries and 

do not seek to increase your own" 

(Chapter 24). An analyzer of 

literature, Kirk J. Schneider (1993), 

sees the creature’s journey in a 

more horror view and states that 

the story represents hyper-

expansion, which is based on three 

levels that leads to an individual to 

embrace chaos. The first level is 

exploration, the second is 

ambition, and the final level 

determines a creator’s damnation 

from his own creator. Interestingly, 

this term in psychology is often 

associated with how the human 

mind interprets horror stories and 

the novel displays these levels 

subtlety to give the readers an 

uncomfortable sense of ambition 

going wrong.  So, the creature 

learns and explores about his 

cognitive senses, he is essentially 

experiencing the first level, he 

states to Victor, “ A strange 

multiplicity of sensations seized 

me, and I saw, felt, heard, and 

smelt at the same time; and it 

was, indeed, a long time before I 

learned to distinguish between the 

operations of my various senses” 

(Chapter 11). The second level 

describes his eventual, “...eternal 

hatred and vengeance to all 

mankind” (Chapter 16) and even 

feeling fury towards Victor for even 

creating him so carelessly and 

causing him to commit heinous 

deeds, “Accursed creator! Why did 

you form a monster so hideous 
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that even you turned from me in 

disgust?” (Chapter 10). In the end, 

of the hyper-expansion concept, 

not only is Victor afflicted with his 

damnation of his death but this 

also extends towards the creature 

for choosing to be evil and 

ultimately becoming the menace 

his creator expected of him. His 

suicide, in his own eyes, is the only 

way he can redeem himself from 

his actions, “Polluted by crimes and 

torn by the bitterest remorse, 

where can I find rest but in death?” 

(Chapter 24). 

 In the end, Frankenstein is 

not merely about the tragedy of a 

young man against his creation 

poisoned by the rejection of 

mankind, but the inner battles 

faced to understand themselves 

and the situation they are 

entangled from the faults and self-

intersecting path that they 

themselves created and must deal 

with the consequences. Observing 

this story through the eyes of a 

psychologist leads to a depressing 

tale, an even slight hope of 

understanding of our own persona 

and appreciation we have for the 

family that has influenced us 

through their own experiences and 

accumulation of society. The 

importance of the anima becomes 

the conflict of having to lose love 

and becoming a shadow with the 

creativity for the destruction of 

man. The components of the mind 

does not merely exist to be for our 

acquiring of knowledge but as 

better said by Schneider, "Our 

fears of darkness, sickness, the 

weather, and so on refer, at 

bottom, to our dread of 
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consciousness in a cosmic sense, 

or of the Self archetype" 

(Schneider, 1993, p. 10). Truly, 

the inner self of man is our 

greatest enemy. 
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Cesar Chavez’s Rhetorical 
Strategies 

Cesar Chavez, a labor union 

organizer and civil rights leader, 

writes about nonviolence being a 

crucial strategic move to win any 

contest. Through compare and 

contrast, cause and effect and 

pathos, Chavez persuades his 

readers to fight their battles 

through nonviolent actions; the 

outcome of such actions would gain 

“the support of millions who have a 

conscience and would rather see a 

nonviolent resolution to problems” 

(25). 

Chavez opens with a great example 

of a nonviolent leader, Dr. Martin 

Luther King. He explains to us that 

Dr. King’s actions inspired the 

philosophy and strategies of the 

farm workers’ movement. Many 

farm workers’ mindsets were fixed 

on “nonviolence is more powerful 

than violence,” (12) but if they 

were to resort to violence, “there 

would be a total demoralization of 

the workers” (20). Chavez then 

compares violence to nonviolence 

saying nonviolence attracts the 

attention of another nonviolent 

individual who is yearning for 

justice, creating a chain-reaction 

throughout the workers, resulting 

in nonviolent actions rising up, 

leaving violent ways to rest in the 

midst of an alternative solution. 

Chavez continues by telling readers 

that violence does not provide a 

permanent solution and farm 
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workers will not benefit from acting 

with violence. “The people of the 

land are the ones who give their 

bodies and don’t really gain that 

much for it” (79). Moreover, the 

idea of violent solutions contrasts 

what many advocates for Civil 

Rights leaders believed in. To go 

back and act in violent ways would 

not only destroy the lives of many 

farm workers who hunger for a 

change in social equality, but as 

well as destroy the progress made 

by many martyrs who believed that 

the nation can once again unite as 

one. 

Chavez further connects with the 

readers using cause and effect to 

demonstrate what will happen if 

they choose to use nonviolent or 

violent solutions. If we use violence 

“victory would come at the 

expense of injury or perhaps 

death” (67). If violence is the only 

resolution to winning a battle, the 

victory will come with 

consequences. Not consequences 

to the wealthy, but to the poor, the 

workers. After the victory through 

violent ways, Chavez states, “We 

would lose regard for human 

beings” (70). Furthermore, they’ll 

lose their sense of life and justice 

and our strength. Violence does 

not offer a permanent solution. 

Once the victory wears off, another 

violent solution will be offered, and 

so on, consequently always 

suffering from violence. 

Nonviolence, on the other hand, 

gives people the opportunity to 

stay on the offensive side and gain 

the likes and respect of many 

others. Nonviolence will 

revolutionize the idea of a “battle” 

and through these actions, farm 
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workers will rise up to the occasion 

and win any battle that they are 

faced with because of the support 

they have from many others that 

sympathize with “the poor 

struggling nonviolently against 

great odds.”(28). 

Through emotional diction and pity 

towards the farm workers, Chavez 

uses pathos to persuade his 

readers that nonviolence is 

stronger than violence. At the 

ending of his article, Chavez 

finishes trying to provide ways in 

why nonviolence would be a 

greater solution to the Civil Rights 

Movement and further tries to 

influence readers to stand with the 

lower class and help them fight. 

“We learned many years ago that 

the rich may have money, but the 

poor have time” (91). Chavez 

closes his article telling readers 

that farm workers might spend the 

rest of their lives waiting for justice 

to come because at this point 

“there is nowhere else to go” (89). 

Cesar Chavez, a civil rights leader, 

connects with his readers in a more 

emotional way to gain their 

support as well as provides 

examples in way violence can hurt 

the nation. Rhetorical strategies 

such as compare and contrast, 

cause and effect, and pathos all 

help readers understand the 

importance in acting in nonviolent 

ways. “The American people and 

people everywhere still yearn for 

justice. It is to that yearning that 

we appeal” (30). 

Chavez, Cesar. “He Showed Us the 

Way.” Maryknoll Magazine, April 

1978. 
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The Weight of Image 

Thomas Hoccleve’s “My Complaint” 

is a poem filled with vast internal 

struggle within the speaker; 

throughout the passage he fights 

with society’s classification of his 

questionable mental state. The 

speaker identifies and accepts his 

previous lack of mental stability, 

while embracing his regained 

intellect. However, his health is not 

the focal point of the poem, rather 

the opinion of his fellow friends and 

neighbors. The poem is a constant 

battle between the speaker’s initial 

reaction to prove his reasoning and 

what society has labeled him as, a 

deranged person. Hoccleve’s poem 

“My Complaint” focuses on the 

obsession the protagonist 

accumulates of what society 

perceives him as, and how this 

preoccupation of external 

perception can consume an 

individual. 

Society can be a jungle where 

conception, rumors, and 

assumptions are major determining 

factors to the outcome of an 

individual. This is evident in the 

poem as the speaker finds himself 

struggling to prove his stability in 

order to be welcomed again 

amongst friends, family, and 

neighbors. It becomes apparent 

that the speaker values the opinion 

that his community holds of him as 

he says, “No wight with me list 

make daliaunce. The worlde me 

made a straunge countinuance” 

(Hoccleve 361). His celebration of 

his newfound health is short lived 

as the preoccupation of his societal 
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image clouds his mind and 

overtakes his thoughts. The 

exploration of society’s complexity 

and, “the individual’s need to be 

socially accepted” (Bertolet 270) is 

evident in the excerpt as Craig 

Bertolet observes in “Social 

corrections: Hoccleve’s La Male 

Regle and Textual Identity,” that 

the protagonist internally battles 

with his want to be viewed as 

normal. The speaker grapples on to 

his sanity while attempting to 

regain relationships with people 

without enabling their already 

doubtful idea of him. Karen Smyth 

takes note of this doubt in 

“Reading Misreadings in Thomas 

Hoccleve’s series,” carefully 

observing how the fixation on 

normality is a correlating and 

enveloping idea within the speaker 

that “reflects on a time in the past 

when he was ill, the change to his 

present state of mind, and whether 

others will judge him on his past” 

(Smyth 4). The value that the 

speaker places on his opinion of 

others is dense, sitting heavily on 

his mind and lingering throughout 

the contemplation and reflection of 

the poem.  

Throughout the piece, in several 

instances where the speaker is 

confronted with situations in which 

his patience is tested, emotional 

restraint is taken on the speaker’s 

behalf as he perseveres on his 

quest to blend in. The speaker 

begins to mold himself in a manner 

that makes him seem common. 

“Hoccleve the poet uses his poem 

to argue for a textual identity more 

in keeping with the acceptable 

practices, or habitus, of 

‘freendes’”(Bertolet 271). Even 
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though he feels there is nothing 

psychologically wrong with him, 

the speaker feels the need to 

mimic the dormant characteristics 

of others in order for them to 

discern him as “whom Goddis 

strook is acceptable” (Hoccleve 

368). Fixated on the idea that he 

should be viewed as ordinary, this 

mentality taints his personality.  

The constant eyes watching the 

speaker’s every move burn, 

seeping into his consciousness, 

tearing his confidence to shreds. 

His continuous internal strife to 

prove his stability shackles him, 

“Answere amys, beste is hens hie 

faste, For if I in this prees amys 

me gye, To harme wole it me turne 

and to folie” (Hoccleve 363). The 

need to carefully calculate his 

every word and every move to 

avoid seething judgment beats him 

down into a submissive pattern. 

This transition into compliance 

correlates with the idea that 

Bertolet shares as he observes the 

manner in which society can force 

and individual to unforeseen 

change in personality when saying 

“how social acceptability appears 

and how one creates an identity 

that is socially acceptable” 

(Bertolet 269). The speaker finds 

himself faced with a “competition 

of multiple time perceptions” 

(Smyth 7); these perceptions are 

the heavy judgment that 

suppresses his individuality and 

that of his friends’ lingering minds 

in the mental instability of his past. 

The societal challenge that the 

speaker finds himself in changes 

and morphs his personality into 

one completely unlike his own, one 

that he hopes will make him more 
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appealing and in the end more 

acceptable.  

The speaker’s need and emphasis 

on acceptance grows progressively 

through the poem. So much so 

that he declares, “And lete hem out 

han me made to sike. Hereafter 

our Lorde God may if him like. 

Make al myn oolde affeccioun 

resorte. An in hope that wole I me 

comforte” (Hoccleve 369). Wishing 

for his insanity to find a home 

within him again in hopes that 

maybe this will aid him in 

belonging once more. The 

continuous obsession of health is 

supportive of the idea that “Health, 

then, is a social construct rather 

than a physical one” (Bertolet 

273). Bertolet means to 

communicate that health is not so 

much physically restricting rather 

social, health plays a valuable role 

in the quality of social interactions. 

The manner in which an individual 

is approached can greatly depend 

on the state, disabilities—in this 

case mental—can create a cloak 

that prevents a healthy social 

relationship from being 

established. The speaker’s 

desperation is reflective as he 

prays for the return of his sickness, 

that way at least he can be sure of 

where he belongs socially.  

The unraveling of the poem occurs 

and the speaker’s hopeful prayers 

develop into prayers for a kind, 

welcoming death. The speaker’s 

tone throughout the concluding 

stanzas are not angry, rather 

sorrowful and desperate for an end 

to the internal suffering, “Thanke 

of myn elde and of my sicknesse. 

And thanke be to thin infinit 
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goodnesse And thi yiftis and 

benefices alle, And unto thi mercy 

and grace I calle” (Hoccleve 369). 

The speaker speaks to his God 

drenched in desolation, warily 

asking for a merciful end to his 

agony. Jerome Mitchell is 

observant of this in his article “The 

Autobiographical element in 

Hoccleve” when he states: “his 

difficulty in being accepted once 

again by his friends, his hear 

surrender of himself to utter 

despair, and his final religious 

solution” (Mitchell 276). That final 

religious solution that Mitchell 

warmly refers to is the graceful 

death that the speaker calls for. In 

the end, the speaker’s compulsion 

and absolute want for his friends 

and neighbors approval was 

overpowering and overbearing in a 

manner that would diminish his 

personality, eventually enveloping 

him completely. 

Hoccleve’s poem is one that is 

anything but a happy ending, it 

entails sadness and sorrow and the 

complexity of a societal worries. 

The poem is a profession of how 

the externality of an individual can 

greatly affect the social 

interactions and social perceptions, 

the work is a realistic depiction of 

“brooding on the misery of the 

world, the capriciousness of 

Fortune, and his own emotional 

turmoil” (Mitchell 270). The 

speaker mourns throughout the 

development of the poem, 

yearning for the eyes of his friends 

and peers to be cleared so that 

they can view him in an equal 

manner, without reservation. 

However, no matter how hard the 
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speaker dreams and aspires to 

remain in the present, his ill past is 

consistently recalled and the 

wounds are opened up once more. 

This lack of growth and engulfing 

obsession with perception eats 

away at the speaker’s personality, 

ultimately leaving no trace of the 

hopeful voice, only retaining a 

hollow shell of what society has 

eaten up. 
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Genetic and Mechanical Human 
Enhancement:  
Moving Forward In Human 
Evolution 
 
What is a human enhancement? 

“Human enhancement refers to 

endeavors that are designed or 

used to restore or improve human 

performance, thus overcoming the 

current limits of one’s human 

body” (Davidson). To give an 

example of what might be an H.E. 

(Human Enhancement), take any 

of the superheroes in comics and 

movies. Imagine having the same 

super power as Spider-Man, 

climbing up walls and scaling 

buildings.  The military is already 

researching a special glove with 

stick-properties so strong that it 

could help a special ops agent 

simply climb up a wall and 

deactivate them when they are not 

in use. However, this is only one 

example of humans becoming 

more advanced with technology 

and the beginning of improving the 

human body. But, is it safe, 

efficient, and most of all, ethical? 

Today the use of enhancers already 

exists, the birth of modifications as 

well. Many people take 

supplements to grow their hair 

faster, become more alert, and 

even help them to sleep. Some 

people use plastic surgery and 

Botox to reduce the effects of 

aging while others replace lost 

limbs with mechanical ones. But, 

what if we could take it one step 
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closer to making ourselves better 

rather than replacing a leg with an 

equally efficient leg? “We now 

know enough about biology, 

neuroscience, computing, robotics, 

and materials to manipulate the 

human body, reshaping it in our 

own image” (Lin). One colossal 

contributor to H.E.’s is the military. 

“Defense-related applications are a 

major driver of science and 

technology research” (Lin). Their 

research to becoming efficient, 

better with receiving information, 

and completing missions with no 

risk of human life helps them excel 

at creating new concepts and 

technologies. Some concepts are 

already being studied and used in 

the military such as using 3D 

simulation technology, allowing 

soldiers to control robotic soldiers 

half way across the world. Concept 

drugs allow soldiers to take special 

enhancers to reduce the need to 

rest, reduce stress, and can erase 

a soldiers mind to prevent PTSD 

(post-traumatic stress disorder), 

and further into the future the use 

of replacing limbs and body parts 

with stronger ones are very 

possible thanks to the discovery of 

man-made organs that can now 

function like a natural ones. We 

should take these concepts and 

ideas and, when the time is right, 

implement them into society such 

as the work force and civilian use.  

To most people the use of H.E.’s 

marks a huge step in human 

evolution, while other see it as a 

threat to human life itself. “The 

first manifestation of this hostility 

resulted from the use of 

performance enhancements in 

sports in the 1950s, especially 
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steroids and amphetamines” 

(Mehlman). A concern with genetic 

modification would be its use in 

sports as well as other competitive 

situations. “Sixteen-year-old Jesse 

lost her arm in a farm accident. 

Surgeons attached a mechanical 

arm that Jesse can control as if it 

were her "natural" arm. At a 

summer picnic Jesse discovered 

that, with her bionic arm, she has 

uncanny accuracy playing 

horseshoes. Is it okay for Jesse to 

compete in the annual horseshoe 

tourney where prize money can be 

won?” (Risch). “Research from the 

Massachusetts College of Liberal 

Arts in the United States has 

estimated that up to 16% of 

students in the U.S. use cognitive 

enhancers to improve performance 

in exams or for particular essays or 

projects” (Kelland). Why shouldn’t 

these students use cognitive 

enhancers? It allows them to learn 

more and improve in school all the 

while devoting more information 

and research to unearthing new 

ideas to the world. Another major 

concern would be natural and 

unenhanced human safety. The 

unenhanced people may feel afraid 

and threatened by enhanced 

humans allowing them to turn 

hostile towards each other sparking 

conflict between enhanced and 

unenhanced. The ethicality of 

enhancing ourselves also raises 

many arguments. Is it fair? Is a 

question that those who oppose 

H.E.’s would ask? The nature of 

H.E.’s is to improve human life and 

not just one human, some in 

different ways than others. Many 

say that using genetic enhancers in 

terms of changing a unborn child 
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genetic makeup and how they will 

perform in life before it is born is 

“playing God” in which we create a 

human to our liking and can modify 

ourselves as we se fit. Then the 

argument becomes about religion 

and how we should either ban, 

regulate, or allow enhancement 

use throughout the U.S. or even 

the world.  

To those who are afraid of 

innovation, then yes, these 

concerns could be a major 

disadvantage if inequality was 

instigated, if a battle between 

enhanced and unenhanced had 

broken out, and if most people 

stuck side by side to their beliefs 

and practices. However, looking at 

these focusing on protecting the 

unenhanced humans, setting up 

rules and regulations, and allowing 

science and human evolution to 

move forward could result in some 

long term benefits. Let’s take for 

example the 9/11 terrorist attacks; 

it was a devastating attack on the 

U.S. Trade Center and took 

thousands of lives,” however, it 

motivated the U.S. to increase 

security and install metal detectors 

and allowed us to move forward in 

security from there. So how will we 

prepare for the worse and avoid 

having these problems? The 

government would have to regulate 

civilian use of enhancements and 

military use of enhancements. 

Enhancements should only improve 

one’s cognitive abilities which 

include the use of certain drugs 

and can also include DNI, direct 

neural interfaces, “Perhaps the 

most astounding enhancement 

technologies that have begun to 

enter the realm of reality in recent 
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years are devices that interact 

directly with the human brain.” 

(Oremus), which brings an easier 

way of securing certain 

enhancements. Imagine installing a 

chip into your brain that allows you 

to download updates to be a 

human calculator or access the 

Internet just by thinking about it. 

It would be safe because it is only 

an access of information making 

the learning process in schools 

faster, being able to be more 

efficient when out in public or at 

work, and it is safe because  it’s all 

cognitive and not physically 

threatening to other people. 

However, there are still some steps 

in technology that we would have 

to take in order to even get to 

something as advanced as a direct 

interface of the brain. Now will this 

be fair to others who can’t afford 

it? Well, owning a device such as 

this or even a genetic enhancer is 

much like owning a computer. 

There can be different types and 

qualities that come in various 

prices, but in the end it’s all the 

same. The only difference between 

this enhancement and a phone is 

its power to turn information into 

memory quickly. Now, on the 

terms of genetically modifying 

ourselves; is it playing God? God 

created life, we are not creating 

life, we are simply altering 

ourselves much like how 

caterpillars transform into 

butterflies. We are simply altering 

ourselves to improve ourselves.  

In conclusion, many people are 

afraid for the future and change 

whereas the brave ones challenge 

the human body and its limits for 

the benefit of the future. It’s 
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evolution. As time goes on, we 

reproduce and reproduce, making 

one generation stronger and 

smarter, but there is only so far 

flesh can take us. Altering 

ourselves and becoming a more 

elite race is the goal of human 

evolution. We’ve changed from 

cave men to the modern day 

human. Moving forward is the next 

step in our evolution as a human 

race, so it’s not a matter of if we 

become more advanced or if we 

continue improving ourselves.  It is 

a matter of “When” and “How.” 
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Bronte’s Beckoning for Gender 
Equality 
 
Victorian England’s social structure 

was largely shaped by its male 

dominance despite the fact that it 

was governed by a female 

monarch. Like its preceding eras, it 

was a time where women were still 

not able to enjoy much social 

liberty or autonomy whereas the 

males had the freewill to do as 

they pleased. One female who had 

to deal with these injustices was 

Charlotte Bronte and she 

audaciously attacked them in her 

notable novel Jane Eyre. In Jane 

Eyre, Bronte utilizes seasonal 

paradoxes and the issue of 

marriages to assert her theme of 

the necessity for feminine freedom 

of action and mind from undue 

patriarchal oppression.    

Charlotte Bronte utilizes an ironic 

twist on the expectations of the 

archetypal occurrences of seasons 

in order to portray the injustice of 

male antagonism and the unjust 

incidents that can happen as a 

result. For instance, when spring 

arrives in Lowood during Jane’s 

first year the school is ravaged by 

Typhus disease which kills a 

majority of Lowood’s pupils: “While 

disease had thus become an 

inhabitant of Lowood, and death its 

frequent visitor… that bright May 

shone unclouded over the bold hills 

and beautiful woodland out of 

doors” (79). Traditionally, spring is 

thought of as a season of rebirth 

which brings rejuvenation to 

everyone and everything around it, 

but in this instance spring brings 



320  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

death and adversity in the form of 

Typhus. This case also reveals 

more in that the reason for the 

high mortality rate during this 

spring is the negligence and 

malnourishment of a male figure, 

Mr. Brocklehurst. Therefore, it is 

evident that Bronte is alluding to 

the inconsideration of masculine 

society to its female 

contemporaries as such an act 

caused the death of a plethora of 

innocent girls.  

The second seasonal paradox in 

the novel is when summer has just 

reached England when Jane’s 

marriage with Mr. Rochester is 

ruined. Summer is a season where 

nature does not prohibit one from 

enjoying the fruits and joy of life as 

the days are longer and the 

weather is favorable. On the 

contrary, Jane is unable to enjoy 

her marriage and its subsequent 

happiness because there is an 

obstacle in her way that goes 

against the norm of summer and 

that obstacle is none other than a 

male figure, this time Mr. 

Rochester. Jane cannot marry 

Rochester because he lied about 

being an eligible bachelor and was 

never straightforward and honest 

about his first marriage to Bertha 

Mason. Evidently this barrier, 

posed by a male, goes against the 

archetypal idea of summer and 

prohibits Jane from enjoying the 

fruits she wishes to. Clearly, 

Bronte reveals that if male 

oppression was not present, the 

traditional symbolic happiness of 

spring and summer would occur for 

females, but unfortunately that 

was not the case in Victorian 

England. Bronte does not stop here 
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with the issue of marriage; in fact, 

she spends a great deal of the 

novel to further criticize the 

institution. 

The concept of marriage and when 

one should get married is a pivotal 

point of discussion in the novel and 

is an issue Jane has to deal with on 

a number of occasions. During the 

Victorian Age marriages in the 

nobility were largely instruments to 

improve one’s monetary and social 

status and thus were arranged 

rather than being decided on love. 

Bronte condemns this aspect of 

marriage when she portrays the 

marriage between Bertha Mason 

and Edward Rochester: “I found 

her nature wholly alien to mine; 

her tastes obnoxious to me… I 

found out I could not pass a single 

evening nor a single hour of the 

day with her in comfort” (308). 

This marriage was arranged by the 

parents of Mason and Rochester 

because both families were wealthy 

and prestigious and thus marrying 

their children was considered 

“ideal” and “beneficiary.” Of course 

that never happened since both 

could never get along with each 

other and Mason ends up going 

mad due to mental illness.  

On the contrary, the ideal marriage 

Bronte embraces is the marriage 

between Rochester and Jane at the 

end of the novel. At this point Jane 

is quite wealthy due to the 

inheritance from her uncle and is 

quite an enlightened individual who 

has learned a great deal from 

many difficulties in her life. This is 

ideal as opposed to their originally 

intended marriage because at this 

point Jane is independent and 

wise, so she does not have to rely 
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on Rochester. In fact, it is the 

other way around since the blind 

and weak Rochester is dependent 

on Jane and her guidance. 

Therefore, it is evident that Bronte 

believes that a woman should not 

marry until she is equal, if not 

superior to her spouse. 

Jane Eyre was a very revolutionary 

and unique novel for its time and 

was a feminist success. The issues 

it tackled were often shunned and 

kept quiet by of course males who 

were enamored with social 

dominance. The novel’s heroine is 

a simple character and reflects the 

everyday female which adds to the 

power of Bronte’s feminist theme 

since a regular woman could 

garner the power and courage to 

be as successful as Jane. 

Nevertheless, Bronte’s use of 

unconventional seasons and 

relationships as an indictment on 

traditional marriage most 

effectively conveys her feminist 

themes and is among the many 

reasons for the novel’s immense 

power longevity.   
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Letters
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Dear Backpack 

Dear Backpack, 

Help! I’m a prisoner in this dark 

and icky place. I’ve been put in 

here with all sorts of disgusting 

things! The hard, rectangular 

things, I think they’re called books, 

are scrapping, crinkling, and 

crunching me! Oww! The juice box 

is dripping on me and smearing my 

words. The stinky PE shoes are 

making me sick! Please let me out. 

I need to be nice and neat to turn 

in to the teacher tomorrow and 

now I’m a mess! Help, please! 

Fondly, 

Homework 

Diamond Rivera-1st Grade 
Ms. Lynn Hardiman 
Escontrias Early Childhood 
Center 
1st Place 
 
 
 
 

Circle of Sunshine 

Dear Circle of Sunshine, 

I am writing to you to congratulate 

you on your new job. It must be 

really hard to get up very early and 

shine your bright smile everyday. 

The good thing is that you do not 

have to ride very far to work 

because your heaven home is close 

to your job. Hope your cousins, the 

moon, stars and Mars, are doing 

good. Have you been practicing 

your dance moves to the song 

raindrops or the thunderstorms? I 

also want to thank you for helping 

the world on giving us your 

brightness every morning. Your 

yellow, orange and sometimes red 

brightness gives us all a bright 

smile when we wake up every 

morning.  

Your Friend,  

XXXXX XXXXXX 
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Karina Corona-1st Grade 
Mrs. Rachel Thomas 
Myrtle Cooper Elementary 
School 
2nd Place 
 
 

Snuggle Buddy 

December 25, 2015 

Dear Snuggle Buddy, 

I was praying and praying for a 

special girl who would care and 

cuddle with me at night. I was so 

excited to get out of the box that 

Santa gave to you at the Christmas 

party. Your face was so surprised 

when you saw me. I couldn’t wait 

for you to stuff me at the Build-A-

Bear store. You were such a sweet 

girl when you picked out a shiny, 

red, heart for me. I loved when 

you made a special wish for me. I 

felt warm inside me when you 

rubbed the heart on your head and 

kissed it and put it inside of me. I 

was so happy. Then when the girl 

asked you if you wanted me soft or 

hard, you picked soft so we could 

snuggle together. After I was so 

joyful when you chose the pink, 

blue, and purple dress. Then you 

named me Snowflake! I love my 

name! Finally you took me home. I 

am a lucky dog to belong to you! 

Love, 

Snowflake 

Danielle Nunez-1st Grade 
Mrs. Alicia Miramontes 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
Dear Maiya, 

Ok listen up Missy. I quit! First, 

you go peeling off my brand new 

wrapping paper, not cool girl! Next, 

you broke me and it hurt my pink 

color bones. Last, you mixed me 

with black crayon and he thought it 

was so funny. Well not to me, you 
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have to do something. Please!!! 

Back to you, you still chew on me 

and that’s gross. No wonder I have 

so many chew marks. You better 

snap out of it.  

Your naked mixed broken chewed 

friend 

Pink Crayon 

Maiya Salaiz-2nd Grade 
Ms. Erin Mata 
Paso del Norte School 
1st Place 
 
 
Aliens 

Dear Mr. Alien, 

I wanted to ask you some 

questions about you, like what 

planet do you come from? I also 

wanted to know if your skin is 

really green. What color is your 

blood? Is it green, too? What about 

your spaceship. Is it shaped like a 

skinny doughnut without a hole in 

it? I really want to know if you are 

real or not? I also wanted to know 

where you live, whether you live in 

Mars, the moon, Jupiter, Saturn or 

Pluto. I think it would be the moon 

because I think you guys like to 

hide in the craters. I only hope that 

you’re not the only alien. I hope 

you’re not. 

Sincerely, 

Ruben 

Ruben Escajeda-2nd Grade 
Mrs. Angie Soto 
H.D. Hilley Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Healing Helper 

Dear Nurse Sarah, 

I am very thankful for having you 

as my school nurse. You help all 

the kids at school when they get 

hurt or when they are sick. You 

always try to make us feel better.  

You work very hard because your 

office is always full of kids. I know 
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that sometimes you don’t even get 

to eat lunch because you are 

taking care of kids. You have a 

very caring voice, and you always 

have a smile on your face, which 

also helps us to feel better.  

It is because of you and how hard 

you work that I want to be a nurse 

like you when I grow up. You have 

shown me that a nurse is a very 

caring person that loves to help 

people feel better.  

Thank you for taking care of all the 

kids at school. You are a very 

special person. 

Thank you, 

Marielle Rubio 

Marielle Rubio-2nd Grade 
Ms. Paula Estrada 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
3rd Place 

 

 

 

February 9, 2016 

Dear God, 

Please help me. I want to ask you 

if you can help me and my family. 

My parents decided that they 

needed to separate and now my 

dad is gone. When my mom and 

dad fight I get scared someone is 

going to get hurt. I feel that I 

should always get a 100% on 

everything so that I don’t worry my 

mom or dad. I try to be perfect 

and I’m hard on myself. I don’t 

want them to get mad at each 

other because I get a bad grade. I 

wish that they would not fight in 

front of my brother and me. It also 

hurts me when my brother cries 

because he is only 4 and does not 

know what is going on. I don’t 

want a stepmom or stepdad 

because I will never love them as 

much as I love my real parents. I 
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feel that I need to love them even 

when I don’t want to. When I hear 

them fight my heart breaks. It 

makes me sad because that’s when 

we should be spending time 

together. I really hope and pray 

that my mom and dad get back 

together. I don’t know if you can 

help them or me. I will continue 

praying every night and I’ll be 

positive and hope for the best. 

Sincerely, 

Hopeful 

Felicity Sanchez-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Nellie Hernandez  
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 

October 12, 2015 

Dear United States Defenders, 

I am honored to be writing to you.  

I wanted to say thank you.  You 

see, you helped from this country, 

the United States.  This country is 

like this because you helped keep 

it free and united.  Without your 

help, this country would still belong 

to England.  Remember that time 

when you helped in WWII?  You 

helped make a big change during 

this war.  If you, the United States 

defender, had not been involved, 

Germany would have taken all of 

Europe.  You even got an award for 

this from France, the Statue of 

Liberty.  You have done a lot, not 

just for our country, but for the 

world.  I am very proud of you, our 

country’s defenders.  I think you 

are very, very important. 

Sincerely, 

J.R. 

Jason Rebollar-3rd Grade 
Ms. Maria P. Licon 
Escontrias Elementary 
2nd Place 
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Sorry 

Dec.  18, 2015 

Dear Mom,  

I wanted to write this letter to tell 

you that I am really sorry that your 

brother died so close to Christmas.  

I can’t imagine if anything 

happened to any of my loved ones.  

I want you to know that I will 

always be by your side to make 

you feel a little better.  Always 

remember that he will live in your 

heart. 

Love,  

Your daughter 

Mia Munoz-3rd Grade 
Ms. Maria Aguilar  
Chester E. Jordan Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
 

 

 

March 30, 2016 

Dear Real Dad, 

I want to know how you look 

because you left me when I was 

little. It has been 10 years since 

you left, and I’m going to turn 11 

soon. All I want is for you to see 

me and I want to know all about 

you.  It is important to know that I 

am your only child, and it is hard 

to live without you. My step dad 

and mom are the only ones who 

take care of me.  I also have 3 

brothers and 1 sister. I’m the 

oldest brother in the family. You 

would be proud of me because I 

take good care of my brothers and 

sister. I also like football, just like 

you do. That’s what my mom told 

me. And I am good at it! My 

number is 21 and the coaches call 

me BeastMode. My dream is to be 

an NFL player one day. I want you 
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to know that my name is JB. I was 

supposed to have your last name, 

but I am rally special to you 

because I love you.  

My greatest wish is that someday I 

will get to see you, dad.  

Love, 

Your Only Son 

Jacob Balderrama-4th Grade 
Mrs. Tina Valero 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Complaints 

January 20, 2016 

Dear Zoe, 

Hi! I’m your math journal. I am 

writing to you to tell you my many 

complaints. My first complaint is 

your sloppy writing and work. I 

know what you are thinking, “What 

do you mean?” Well, you are 

always using up all of my paper 

when you are working in me. You 

are so unorganized and very sloppy 

when doing your math problems. 

My second complaint is your 

multiplication. I’m not saying that 

it is bad. I’m saying it just needs 

work. My third and final complaint 

is you forget to write important 

things about math when you run 

out of time. I really hope that you 

can change your ways and fast! 

Your angry friend, 

Mrs. Math Journal 

Zoe Hendrix-4th Grade 
Ms. Patricia Camarillo 
Hurshel Antwine Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Sleepover, Please! 

Dear Mom and Dad, 

Please let me have a sleepover!  It 

will be just two or three friends.  

Fine, more like ten friends, but I 

promise we will behave.  I know 

my last sleepover didn’t go so 
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smoothly.  By the way, I’m sorry 

about the lizard that ended up in 

your bed.  His name is Lindo, and 

he loves to cuddle up in comfy 

beds.  You do have the comfiest 

bed of all, so technically, it was 

your darn soft and cuddly bed’s 

fault. 

I promise that we will try to keep 

quiet and let you sleep in peace.  

Just keep in mind that I did say 

“try.”  This sleepover is a very big 

deal for me.  All of the cool fourth 

grade girls will be there.  It will be 

the sleepover of the year!  It will 

mean a lot to me if you say yes, 

and I will never forget you let me 

have such a special night with my 

friends.  Please???  

Love,  

Your daughter 

P.S. Lindo might come, too. 

Gabriella Enriquez-4th Grade 
Mrs. Maggie Rivera 
Elfida P. Chavez Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 

My Special Place  

Dear Grandma and Grandpa 
(Compita), 
 
Do you know of a place you 

consider special? I know I do. To 

me that place is your house. It is a 

very special place in my life. It’s as 

important to me as a banana is to 

a monkey. The things I have 

learned to enjoy are the ear 

splitting screams I hear the 

moment I walk in the front door. 

This isn't as bad as you might think 

because the sources of these 

sounds are my siblings and 

cousins. My siblings and cousins 

may be crazy, some may consider 

them annoying, and they may get 

me in trouble sometimes, but 

that’s just the thing that makes our 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  333

family unique. We may be loud and 

crazy, but we are family, and we 

love each other no matter what.  

Also, the variety of smells at your 

house fill my nose and either make 

me say “yum” or “yuck.” The smell 

coming from the kitchen when you 

are cooking smells delicious, most 

of the time. I like the smell of the 

AirWick plug-ins you have all over 

the house, but they are no match 

against the foul stench of dirty 

diapers that often penetrate the 

house. Gross.   

Above all, this wondrous place is 

where many of my memories have 

taken place, such as Christmas, 

Easter, Thanksgiving, and 

birthdays. This includes watching 

music videos or movies in the 

family room, enjoying family meals 

in the kitchen and playing in your 

back yard.  

This wonderful place would not be 

the same without you both. You're 

what makes it our “family 

headquarters.” It is our haven. I 

spend most of my time at your 

house, which does not only hold 

sentimental value but is also 

beautiful because of Compita’s 

work on it. He has worked very 

hard over the years to make it the 

cool, neat place it is today. I can’t 

think of another place in the world 

that I’d rather be. I hope your 

house stays standing tall for many 

years to come so that we may 

continue to make many more 

memories together.  

Love, 

XXXXXX 

Richard Anderson-5th Grade 
Mr. Andrew Mijares 
Myrtle Cooper Elementary 
School 
1st Place 
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Law School Dream 

Dear Harvard Law School, 

I am a fifth grader at Mission Ridge 

Elementary in El Paso, Texas. I am 

very interested in attending 

Harvard Law School in my future. I 

live in a small Hispanic community. 

I don’t have much where I live, but 

my community and I have a very 

big heart.  

I know that your school is located 

in Massachusetts and is a top 

ranked law school in the United 

States. I would want to attend your 

school when I get older because I 

would like to be a top-notch 

lawyer. I know that attending 

Harvard Law School will make me 

one of the best lawyers. 

Attending college is very important 

in order to be successful when you 

get older. All my teachers have 

inspired me to go to college and 

select a good profession. Nobody in 

my family has earned a college 

degree, and I have the desire to be 

the first. 

I know a lawyer needs good 

leadership skills. I am currently on 

the SWAT Team at school. SWAT 

stand for Students with Advanced 

Technology. Being on this team 

allows me to demonstrate 

leadership qualities. I am also in 

UIL for dictionary skills. Not only 

do I have good leadership qualities 

but I am a great student in my 

class and currently have straight 

A’s. 

I thank you for your time, and I 

would greatly appreciate a Harvard 

Law School souvenir. This souvenir 

would remind me of my future goal 

to become a Harvard graduate and 

a top-notch lawyer. 
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Sincerely, 

Brandy Hernandez 

Brandy Hernandez-5th Grade 
Ms. Irene Guerrero 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Dear Grandpa, 

Grandpa I am writing this letter to 

you even though you are no longer 

here on earth. It’s been a year 

since you passed away and I have 

missed you, too much in fact. You 

are no longer in pain and 

heartbroken from my Grandma’s 

death. You were a piece of my 

heart that has been bruised since 

your death. Now I know the feeling 

of losing a close family member, 

especially one that I looked up to 

and had the same artistic skills. 

But I feel comfort knowing you are 

now in Grandma’s arms. 

I find myself thinking a lot of all 

the things you are going to miss. 

First of all, I want to continue my 

dream as an artist which I learned 

from you. This hurts the most since 

I wish you would be there by my 

side if I ever get an award for my 

drawings. Second, you will miss 

out on my graduation. I know you 

won’t be there in person but 

spiritually. I would have loved to 

have seen your adorable face as I 

receive my diploma. I guess I am 

selfish for wishing you were here 

by side forever. Eventually my 

heart will stop hurting. I don’t think 

the bruise will ever go away, but I 

will continue to write to you. I feel 

better when I write. 

LOVE YOU! 

Arlene Torres–5th Grade 
Ms. Ana Mendoza 
Hueco Elementary 
3rd Place 
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Treble Clef Partners 

March 23, 2016 

Hello fellow treble clef partners,  

Throughout my life as a bass clef 

instrument, I have noticed that 

within an entire music class, treble 

clef instruments normally take up 

at least one third of the class, 

while there are several bass clef 

instruments available, and 

somehow, a single treble clef 

instrument section surpasses the 

bass clef sections. So today, for 

the first time in music history, I will 

stand up for all those poor 

instruments that normally get 

neglected by several musicians, 

like cello, bass, trombones, 

baritones, tubas, violas, horns, 

saxophones, and several more, 

because all instruments and all of 

their respective clefs should be 

equal. That is why today I propose 

to you three simple suggestions, so 

that for once, the treble, alto, 

tenor, and bass clef can finally be 

equal, with none surpassing the 

popularity or abilities of the other: 

to limit the amount of treble 

instrumentalists, thoroughly 

explain most aspects of the specific 

clef and instrument for young 

musicians to wisely choose the 

instrument that they won’t regret 

later on, and to progress by skill 

and difficulty.  

Starting off, limiting the amount of 

treble clef musicians would help 

the sound of most musical pieces 

mainly because it would balance 

out the tune and would not be 

incredibly high pitched and 

squeaky. Also, after learning a 

certain treble clef instrument, a 

student may be able to 

comprehend that it isn’t very easy 
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to play that instrument and that 

person was better off choosing 

another instrument. Considering 

the fact that most students in 

orchestra choose violin (or in band 

a lot of people chose trumpet for 

the beginning of the year), it would 

take a lot of practice for everyone 

because if one of the many people 

mess up, it is likely that everyone 

messes up. 

Next, I would like to suggest that 

all instruments must be thoroughly 

explained and described before a 

musician ends up choosing an 

instrument that he or she may 

later regret choosing. This is 

because some people can get 

annoyed by the positions or end up 

not liking the high or low pitch the 

instrument produces. In addition, 

some people would just pick the 

violin or trumpet because it’s the 

only instrument they know. 

Lastly, I would like to ask for 

instrument teachings to progress 

by skill difficulty and not off a book 

with several musical pieces. The 

reason for this is that it may be 

unfair that when practicing a 

musical piece that has different 

notes based on the instrument. For 

example, the violin section may 

have to continually pause and use 

several different notes together, 

while the cello section just plays 

open d’s and a’s for over 4 

measures in a row. It isn’t fair for a 

section having to learn new notes 

and another section plays notes 

they already know. 

Anyway, I hope you hear me out  

and help all the instruments feel 

the same. 
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Sincerely, a humble bass clef 

(a.k.a. Ricardo Chacon) 

Ricardo Chacon-6th Grade 
Mrs. Linda Gutierrez 
John Drugan School 
1st Place 
 
 
Dear Self Letter 

Dear Self, 

“It’s not fair! It shouldn’t have 

been her”! These are words that 

came out of your mouth not too 

long ago. Your grandmother 

passed away, but it later made you 

realize what to be grateful for: 

hard working parents. They keep 

you healthy, sheltered, and they 

are wonderful mentors. 

First, they keep our bellies full and 

satisfied with proper food. They 

also keep medicine handy for when 

we get ill. Any broken bones or 

major sicknesses are dealt with in 

the blink of an eye. 

Next, they give us shelter. They 

shelter us both physically and 

emotionally. We always have a roof 

over our heads. Emotionally, they 

make sure we know we are loved. 

Mental stability will never ever be a 

concern. 

Third, they are amazing mentors. 

They teach us it’s better to be safe 

than sorry. They are both in 

incredibly challenging jobs and 

show us that everything won’t 

always be handed to us. They 

support our choices and decisions, 

and they let us know if we are 

making the right ones or not. With 

that in mind, they also teach us it’s 

never too late to have fun. We are 

always on our toes! 

All in all, I am most grateful for 

irreplaceable parents. They keep 

our health in check, shelter us, and 

are perfect people to look up to. I 

truly am lucky to have them; I am 
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so privileged.  

Sincerely, 

Me 

Doris Avila-6th Grade 
Mrs. Dora Cooper 
Bill Sybert School 
2nd Place 

 

Dear Barrio 5 

(In response to Dona Tona by 
Louie Bigfoot Rodriguez) 

Dear Barrio 5, 

My name is Doña Toña and I have 

lived on 19th Street for a very long 

time.  I came here from Mexico 

with my traditions of helping 

people who feel sick or need help.  

I have a daughter named Maria 

and a grandson you all named 

Little Feo.  I have lived a long life 

and my face shows it with my 

many wrinkles and my smile.  I 

prefer to use herbs and candles to 

help people when they are sick.  

That is why I am a curandera. 

When I walk around the 

neighborhood, most of you stop 

and stare at me.  I stare back 

because I don’t know why you are 

looking at me so weird.  Most 

people from the barrio will call for 

me when someone they love is sick 

and the doctor’s medication hasn’t 

helped.  This makes me feel good 

to be needed and be able to help.  

When your family members feel 

better, you will say it is the 

doctor’s medicine that cured them, 

but I know it is my herbs that 

cured them.  I wish I would be 

recognized for the work I do to 

help everyone.   

This barrio is my home.  I have 

lived here many years and know 

everyone who lives here.  I don’t 

know how to show affection by 

hugging or saying I care but I show 

it by taking care of my community.  
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I am willing to help my neighbors 

when they are sick.  I use my old-

fashioned remedies to help my 

community and it makes me feel 

good to do this.  

Sincerely, 

Doña Toña  

Zeke Gonzales-6th Grade 
Mrs. Maria Quintero 
Montwood Middle School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Staying All Natural 

Dear People who are Insecure 

About Themselves, 

Believe it or not, everyone has a 

spark of beauty in them. Although 

it may not be up to your standards, 

it is still there. Whether you see 

the beauty in your eyes or not, it 

shouldn't give you a desire to 

change your looks using cosmetic 

surgery, especially in your teen 

years. 

Staying natural and not engaging 

in cosmetic surgery allows you to 

be freer and open with your body. 

Showing your scars and natural 

marks tells others that you are a 

strong individual. Being natural 

also enables others to see you 

along with your natural glow. 

Cosmetic surgery will fully change 

your appearance, allowing most to 

see you just as artificial beauty and 

never looking past it.  

In today's world, there is a set 

image that people are expected to 

live up to. Yes. We constantly see 

this image, but we decide whether 

we abide by it or not. It is not 

always better to look or act like 

society's expectation or ideal image 

because everyone is different. If 

everyone looks and acts like this 

image, there wouldn't be any 

unique individuals or leaders. Don't 
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try to look like society, just focus 

on being you. 

Out of all age groups in your 

lifetime, your teen years are set for 

you to make your statement. 

Without cosmetic surgery, you are 

open to letting others know who 

you are, not allowing cosmetics to 

define you. In your teenage years, 

you haven't fully developed yet. 

Therefore, you are changing your 

outward appearance before you 

see your actual end result. Your 

outward appearance shouldn't 

define you, but your inward 

appearance should. 

As of now, a majority of teens only 

care about outward appearances 

and have very little thought for 

inward beauty. Teens should not 

be allowed to engage in cosmetic 

surgery. Without cosmetic surgery 

others are able to focus on what's 

beneath your beauty. Meanwhile, it 

will build confidence in yourself, 

while making your statement. 

 Best regards, 

 Confidence 

JahSandra Barnett-Jones 
7th Grade 
Mrs. Melissa Buenrostro 
Montwood Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
To My Beloved Sun 

Dear Sunshine, 

Your radiant energy gives me life 

and allows me to make 

photosynthesis and stay alive. I 

appreciate your love for me. 

Without you, I couldn’t live. When 

your light energy shines on me, my 

chlorophyll can’t help but turn 

green. I know sometimes we fight, 

and you hide behind the clouds. All 

I want is to see your face, 

whenever you come back out after 

a long argument. I go through 
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transpiration and water vapor 

comes out of my stomata. Please 

don’t think I’m weird because it’s 

difficult to express my love for you. 

I understand you can’t give me 

everything in order for me to go 

through photosynthesis, so you 

send humans to provide me with 

carbon dioxide. With all your gifts, 

my organelles make chloroplast, 

which helps me make glucose. 

Thank you for the sugar baby. In 

return I try to blow you oxygen 

kisses, yet we are so far apart they 

never reach you. I turn your light 

energy/love into chemical energy 

for my survival.  

Love, 

Rose 

Cassidy Gaytan-7th Grade 
Mrs. Elisa Ontiveros 
Ensor Middle School  
2nd Place 
 

Choices 

Dear Fellow Students, 

Making choices at our age can be a 

little intimidating. I want to share 

an important experience with you 

about when I had to make a tough 

choice. 

The bright beaming lights struck 

me and the five other performers. 

It seemed like the butterflies in my 

stomach had turned to birds. The 

heavy performance dresses caught 

wind as I spun around, at last I 

shouted “Ole!” Being in the 

Spanish club in my middle school 

was terrifying along with exciting. 

Getting to travel for three hours 

was a privilege, but I would not 

have gotten to experience this if I 

had not changed my mind. 

“Spanish club sign-ups today after 

school,” this rattled over the 

ancient school speakers. I had a 
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dilemma. Should I play basketball 

or join Spanish club? I had chosen 

basketball. I would be point guard. 

My friends begged me (more like 

annoyed me) into being in Spanish 

club, so I did. At my school both 

are considered sports. Sometimes 

we would have to leave school 

early to perform, stay after school, 

and arrive before school. This was 

all worth not being in any other 

sport. I enjoyed learning the 

choreography and most 

importantly the costumes, hair and 

makeup. I now know two 

traditional dances from Mexico. Not 

to mention, we travel to San 

Antonio, Texas to perform for a 

festival. We had around 500 guests 

to entertain in San Antonio. Also, 

we performed at local events. Our 

Spanish club became Facebook 

famous (locally). If I were to join 

basketball, I would not have had 

this marvelous experience. I have 

no regrets about choosing Spanish 

club over basketball. 

Sincerely, 

A Satisfied Student 

Brianna Bustillos-7th Grade 
Ms. Laura Pon 
Sun Ridge Middle School 
3rd Place 
 
 
Bring Us Malala 

To Whom It May Concern, 

I am aware about the matter at 

hand which is that our principal 

wants to invite a celebrity speaker 

to our school to talk and interact 

with our student body.  I am also 

well aware that who this celebrity 

guest speaker will be is undecided.  

After carefully considering and 

doing research, I thought of the 

ideal person; she needs no 

introduction, Malala.  
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Malala?  Would she even have 

time?  Why her?  Why not a 

professional athlete or actor?  

Along with the Noble Peace Prize at 

seventeen years old, who has a 

book, is an activist for women’s 

rights for an education, and is one 

of the most influential people with 

a documentary, “He Named Me 

Malala,” on the way, who better 

than Malala? 

Groaning. Moaning.  Complaining.  

This is what most, if not all, my 

ungrateful peers do because they 

are privileged to attend school.  I, 

myself, am also guilty of this 

behavior.  We all need her to help 

us, to give us a wake- up call, on 

how lucky we are to have the 

privilege to go to school.  In her 

village, women going to school or 

even learning, being literate, or 

being educated was frowned upon.  

She was shot in the head for being 

educated and nearly left this world.  

However, through this tragedy, I 

hope my peers and I could have 

the opportunity to open our eyes 

and see how fortunate we are, so 

the moaning and groaning could 

end.  

Many of us, nowadays, are well 

aware of what is the right thing to 

do.  However, fighting for what is 

right is something not many of us 

know how to do or when.  I’m not 

referring to the occasional “I need 

another dollar back in change” or a 

topic of small value.  I am referring 

to the fact that we, students, need 

to find a voice to fight for what is 

right such as confronting a bully, 

acceptance, etc.  I feel Malala 

could help us find this voice, for 

she inspires many.  She fought for 

what was right, which is giving 
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girls equal opportunity to be 

educated just like boys. 

“You are never too young to make 

a change.”  This is a common 

phrase we students hear.  Many of 

us, if not all, aspire to change the 

world for the better because it is 

our generation after all that will 

run our world.  Malala did make a 

change, and it was a change that 

opened the eyes of the world.  If 

that’s not “a big deal” be sure to 

keep in mind the fact that she is 

still a teenager.  If anyone can 

prove “you are never too young to 

make a change” it would be her. 

In conclusion, I feel that if you 

were to invite a celebrity speaker, 

it should be Malala, not an athlete 

or actor.  She is sure to be an 

inspiration for all and remind us 

how lucky we are.  After all, after 

being shot by the local Taliban for 

going to school, she became an 

advocate for education.  If you will 

ask yourself, “Why her?”  

Remember what you should be 

asking yourself is “Why not her?” 

With Great Pleasure, 

Student 

Sarah Eckenroth-8th Grade 
Ms. Rebeca D’Antoni 
Montwood Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 
January 13, 1934  

Dear Hitler, 

I know that you are upset that 

Germany has to pay for the war 

but killing Jews is not the way to 

go.  Yes, I know about your plans, 

and I want you to think hard about 

whether killing Jews is the right 

thing to do.  Would it solve 

anything? 

God put humans in the world to 

live in peace and happiness, not to 
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murder each other out of anger.  

What I am saying is: How would 

you feel if you were in the Final 

Solution Plan?  Many people will 

witness their family being burnt 

before their eyes.  I know that you 

recently spent Thanksgiving and 

Christmas with your family, so 

think about you not being able to 

do that anymore and being lonely 

in a corner thinking about your 

sisters and brothers starving to 

death--being cremated. 

Every human will eventually die, 

whether it’s painful and lonely or 

with family at their side.  You are 

deciding that fate for thousands of 

people, which isn’t fair.  I know I 

would love to spend more time 

with my family at my 

grandmother’s house around the 

Christmas tree.  No one deserves 

to have those moments and 

memories stolen from them.  Why 

don’t you enjoy the time you have 

with your family rather than plan 

deaths.  I hope you don’t get 

offended by my following 

comment, but you’re the reason 

God stays in heaven living in fear 

over what he has created. 

I truly hope that you listen to my 

words of advice and be the hero of 

the story not the villain.  Listen to 

your heart and don’t let your anger 

take you over and never forget to 

do the right thing.  

Forever in Your Mind,    

Stephanie Newberry-8th Grade 
Mrs. Lorena Chapman 
Jane A. Hambric School 
2nd Place 
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Letter to President Obama 

January 4, 2016 

Dear President Obama, 

I have recently read your article 

based on Solitary Confinement on 

The Washington Post. I have to say 

that I really am impressed on 

having someone looking into this 

issue that has been ongoing for 

many decades and now more than 

ever is the best time for that. 

Thankfully, you have strived to fix 

this issue that this country does 

not need. “‘Every human person is 

endowed with an inalienable 

dignity, and society can only 

benefit from the rehabilitation of 

those convicted of crimes.’ We 

believe that when people make 

mistakes, they deserve the 

opportunity to remake their lives.” 

This quote from your article shows 

what a great country we were 

meant to be and should strive to 

be until the very end. 

In class we have seen a 

documentary called “The Gray 

Box.” It shows the insight of the 

criminals’ minds, what they felt like 

and what they feel now that they 

are free. It shows how some find 

their inner talent, their real selves; 

others go mentally insane, they 

don’t want to live, where they are 

coming to the point where they 

can’t stand their place and take 

their lives. I agree with your 

decisions in making the option of 

solitary confinement the very last 

option available and taking away 

this option entirely to juveniles in 

crimes taken around the nation. I 

believe that solitary confinement is 

really unnecessary in this world 

because as humans, we have to 

put ourselves in other’s shoes and 
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clearly you have by, explaining 

how we couldn’t easily let go 

something inside that grows, you 

can’t let it out to anybody because 

there is nobody to let it out to.  

The United States is a nation of 

second chances, but the 

experience of solitary confinement 

too often undercuts that second 

chance. 

With Great Pride, 

Lia Rodriguez-8th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Jones 
SSG. Manuel R. Puentes Middle 
School 
3rd Place 
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Scripts



350  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  351

The Green Little Monsters  

INT. BEDROOM – DAY 

ZOOM IN OF FRANK’S FACE AND 

INTO THE NOSTRILS 

NARRATOR 

I’m going to tell you a story. A 

story for all to know: one about 

little green monsters that live in 

your nose. These are not any 

ordinary monsters, they’re very 

helpful. 

INT. FRANK’S NOSE  

MONSTER 1 

Breathing seems to be normal. 

MONSTER 2 

His blood pressure is very good. 

(Alarm sirens) 

MONSTER 3 

Uh oh, we have an emergency in 

the nostrils. Everyone duck and 

take cover!!! 

GREEN SLIMY LIQUID RUSHES 

THROUGH THE SET. RESIDUE IS  

LEFT IN THE SET. 

MONSTER 3 

Well, it seems to be we have a 

very high mucus issue in both 

nostrils. Alright boys, let’s get to 

work and help Frank out with his 

booger problems. 

ALL MONSTERS 

Let’s do it! 

CUT 

INT. FRANKS ROOM 

FRANK 

Oh my lord! I have a serious fever 

right now. I better get some rest. 

INT. FRANKS NOSTRILS - NIGHT 

TIME  

MONSTER 2 

All right, good job boys. Nice and 

clean for our old pal Frank. Great. 
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MONSTER 1 

Great work, everyone. Now all we 

have to do is give our best friend 

some germ-killing liquid and Frank 

will be in tip top shape in no time. 

EXT. FRANK’S HOME (SNORING 

SOUNDS IN BACK GROUND) 

NARRATOR  

The next morning Frank woke up 

with a perfect temperature, all 

thanks to the help of the Monsters. 

THE END 

Ricardo Coronado-9th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 

Party 

INT.CLASS.DAY 

Kaela: I agreed to attend my class 

reunion for one reason only. To see 

Flynn. The hottest, coolest guy in 

high school. This was going to be 

my big chance. It SO didn’t turn 

out like I planned…  

SEVERAL HOURS EARLIER 

Duff: You actually came.  

Kaela: I said I would.  

Duff: It only took you five years. 

Kaela: I've been busy.  

Duff: You’ve got to fill me in on all 

the details of life in New York. But 

not now. We've got serious 

partying to do.  

Kaela: Don't you have to do 

reunion planner goodness stuff? 

Duff: Yes, but I've delegated. The 

only thing on my schedule right 

now is a drink with an umbrella. 

Kaela: (Deny it, admit it, and 

change the subject) I just want to 

see if he is as good looking as I 

remember. Duff: He was your high 

school crush. They only get fatter 

and balder.  

Kaela: It's going to be so weird to 

see everyone tonight. 
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Duff: Anybody who stuck around is 

pretty much the same. Most of 

them come into the bakery. 

Kaela: Do they ever mention me? 

Duff: You’re so paranoid. Why 

would your name come up when 

ordering cupcakes?  

Kaela: Do you think people are still 

laughing at me? 

Duff: That was five years ago. No 

one remembers.  

Kaela: I remember. It’s why I left. 

Duff: Don’t go to the dark place. 

Show me what you’re wearing 

tonight.  

Kaela: I couldn’t make up my 

mind. Something classy, something 

hip or something sexy. Does this 

scream “Successful New Yorker?”  

Duff: It could use more cleavage.  

Kaela: I don’t want to be mistaken 

for a Franklin twin. 

Duff: Suit yourself. Let’s go. Happy 

hour’s calling my name. Hurry up I 

am thirsty. 

Nichole Cano-9th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 

Trick Or Treat 

Background Info: Emilio has just 

passed away from a tragic incident 

and runs into an Angel who tries to 

help him towards that we all see at 

the end of the tunnel. But when 

the Angel digs deep into Emilio’s 

past, Emilio snaps and lets out how 

he really felt. At the end, Emilio 

realizes that the light isn’t what he 

needs, but revenge for those who 

made his past a living hell by 

giving them the living hell he lived 

through for oh so longs. 

---------------------------------------

--------------------------------------- 

(Lights on stage go dark, 

screeching tires ring out and a 
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sudden thud, then tires screech of 

into distance, lights slowly come 

back on) 

Emilio: Whoa! That car came out of 

nowhere! So much for looking both 

ways when crossing the street. 

(Emilio walks on) 

Emilio: (shudders) Oh lord it got 

chilly. I can’t feel anything. 

Everything just seems… numb. 

(Walks under street light) 

Emilio: Maybe the heat coming off 

this light will heat me up. 

(Chuckles) What the heck am I 

saying? That isn’t going to work. 

My lord Emilio, you really are 

stupid. 

(Looks down at ground and is 

puzzled) 

Emilio: What the heck? Where’s my 

shadow?? 

(Emilio panics and comes to 

reality) 

Emilio: (pause) I’m dead… I’m 

actually dead…  

(Runs towards incoming car and 

passes right through it) 

Emilio: (yells) WHOA! Now I can do 

that stuff and seem totally cool! 

(Blinding light appears and when 

focused, an Angel appears) 

Angel: (softly) Hello there child; 

you seem lost. 

Emilio: Lost? I’m good, thank you. 

I know exactly where I am. I don’t 

need an Angel telling me what I do 

and don’t know. 

Angel: (laughs) Do you really? 

Child, all isn’t what it seems 

anymore. This isn’t the world you 

know it as anymore. This is the 

world based on the decision all 

must make when they find 

themselves here. All must make it, 

but at their own pace. 
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Emilio: (puzzled) Decision? What 

are talking you about??  

Angel: (sighs) See, this realm as a 

waiting room. A room for those 

who don’t know where to go and 

what to do. My job is to go to each 

and every one of them to help 

them understand what is going on 

and to make that final decision. 

Emilio: Look, I get that. It’s like 

another purgatory. What I want to 

know is what that damn decision 

is. 

Angel: (pauses) Whether you 

choose to follow me towards the 

light to something much more than 

you and I… or go the other way 

towards the darkness on your own, 

becoming an enemy to my kind. So 

I suggest you walk with me, 

considering what you’ve been 

through. 

Emilio: What the heck is that 

supposed to mean? 

Angel: I’ve seen you when you 

walked with the other mortals. You 

were facing battles nobody knew 

about and you kept to yourself 

about it, expecting people to come 

to the aid of somebody who never 

calls for it, you do nothing about 

it… 

Emilio: [aside] You all have to 

understand that not much can 

upset me. I’m a pretty chill guy 

when it comes to most things. But 

when you call me out on my 

struggles in life, and you make it 

seem like I’m going through 

something that anyone can go 

through without suffering a scar, 

now that will push me over the 

edge real quick. Don’t you dare 

open your mouth about it if you’ve 

never gone through it yourself or 

understand where I’m coming 
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from, alright? I will not take that 

from anyone, not even an angel 

from above. 

Emilio: Shut up! Shut the heck up! 

(Pauses) You just don’t understand 

a darn thing about it. People 

mourn when they see the animals 

caged up at night, left with nothing 

but their thoughts and tears. The 

animals cry every night for 

affection, company of another, 

hope that there is a reason to 

continue living in such a land 

running of hatred, violence, and 

living sin. You all mourn hoping 

they will be okay as you walk past 

the cages, going on about your life. 

You really want to mourn over 

something? You really think it is 

bad looking inside the cage?? Just 

imagine looking outside of it. To 

watch people walk around with 

smiles on their faces that they 

deserve somehow. And yet I had to 

live life by putting a fake smile 

on... Not even a darn smile I can 

afford emotionally. So why can’t I 

deserve that? Why can’t all the 

others deserve that?? Now that I’m 

out of that darn cage, I can finally 

be free with myself. I can go about 

getting what I deserved for so long 

that others just loathed in. 

Angel: You should’ve prayed for a 

key (pulls out key from under 

cloak) you must understand that 

God gives his roughest battles to 

his toughest soldiers… 

(Emilio cuts off Angel) 

Emilio: (Barks) Don’t give me that! 

The fact you waited for a darn 

prayer from me is pathetic! You 

just stood there watching and did 

nothing! I don’t want a darn 

lecture about this anymore after 

knowing this. You guys always 
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have one for everything don’t you? 

I won’t take it, heck no! 

Angel: (calmly) Are you making 

your decision? 

Emilio: I wasted my whole life 

being trapped within the cages of 

my soul and sitting there watching 

others loath in all they want. I’m 

simply going to start returning the 

favor, starting with the ones who 

put me there. 

(Sudden silence on stage. All 

background sounds turn down.) 

Angel: As you wish, but do note 

that from this moment on, we are 

to be sworn enemies, for I am the 

guide towards the light, and have 

no choice but to condemn you to 

the gates of hell. 

Emilio: (chuckles) Oh believe me, 

you’re not going to want to meet 

with me any time soon. So I 

suggest you keep to guiding the 

others and stay out of my darn  

way. 

Angel: So be it fool. You will regret 

this. 

(Lights dim out as Emilio walks off 

into darkness with thunder and 

lightning)  

Emilio Quezada-9th Grade 
Mr. Gerardo Saucedo 
Pebble Hills High School 
3rd Place 
 
 
 
Where To?  

Scene 1 

In a small town of Huntsville, 

Texas there is a small quaint 

household. It is quite humble and 

can be overlooked by any 

passerby. Inside you can find Leslie 

screaming her lungs out with her 

mom beside her holding an object 

in her hand.  

Leslie:   Are you out of your mind? 

Get away from me. 
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Mom:  You know that you have to 

do this, right? 

Leslie:  I know I don’t have to do 

anything I don’t want to. 

Mom:  Come on Leslie, you know 

what happens if you don’t take 

these pills. The clinic prescribed 

you to take these every 6 hours. 

Leslie:  But… I want to be 

conscious of what I do.  

Mom: It is not like you would do 

any better without them. Here! Do 

whatever you want. (Mom tosses 

the pills at Leslie’s bed and leaves 

the room) 

Leslie: (to herself) Uh, I know I 

have to take them… but I can do 

without them. I’ll just put them 

here. (She hides them in a nearby 

drawer) 

Suddenly a knock is heard at 

Leslie’s bedroom window. She 

looks out to see who it is and finds 

that it is Danny. Danny is a friend 

that Leslie has known since 

kindergarten. He only seems to 

appear when she feels lonely.  

Leslie:    (sarcastically) Look who 

came to his yearly visit. 

Danny:   Relax! You should be 

happy I’m even here.  

Leslie:    I guess I’ve been feeling 

kind of down lately. Mom hasn’t 

stopped those bad habits. 

Danny:  You would think that 

people would stop doing drugs at a 

certain age but apparently they 

don’t. 

Leslie:   Yeah. She doesn’t care 

about me. She even wants me to 

take some of these… (She stops 

abruptly because she knows Danny 

would side with her mom) 

Danny:  Some what?  

Leslie:    Nothing, forget about it. 

Why did you decide to show up to 
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my house? 

Danny:  I had a feeling you needed 

me, and it’s been a while since I 

have gone to the lake. I was 

wondering if you would like to go 

with me.  

Leslie:   Sure! I just have to sneak 

out. My mom would lock me up if I 

asked her. 

Danny:  Alright let’s go!  

Scene 2 

(Danny and Leslie are now at the 

old abandoned lighthouse. There is 

a lake placed perfectly under it.) 

Danny:  Ahhh! Fresh air and old 

memories. 

Leslie:   This is my favorite place to 

be. 

Danny:  I know; that is why we 

came. I only came here because I 

know you wanted to. 

Leslie:   Stop being so cheesy. 

Danny:  Sorry, I got too into the 

moment. 

Leslie:  (teasingly) It’s okay, just 

don’t let it happen again. 

Danny:  Hey, I’ve got an idea why 

don’t we go for a little swimming 

competition. 

Leslie:  Why? Do you want to lose? 

Danny: I’m very confident I can 

win this round. 

(Both of them strip down to their 

swimsuits. They brought the 

swimsuits along because they 

knew something like this would 

happen. They swiftly jump into the 

lake.) 

Danny:  Ready? Set. Go. 

(They both rapidly take strokes 

across the lake. Leslie is in the 

lead.) 

Leslie:   Another loss for Danny 

Cruz. I can’t even fathom that you 

thought you were going to beat 
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me. 

Danny: I like your smile. Don’t 

ever lose it. 

Leslie: You make me smile 

Danny…Danny? 

(Danny seemed to vanish 

incredibly fast. He is nowhere in 

sight) 

Leslie: Danny? Danny don’t play 

with me like this. Where did you 

go? Please, please come back. 

Katia walks by the lake every day, 

but today she notices that Leslie is 

frantically splashing around. It is a 

weird sight, and she approaches 

her with caution. 

Katia:   Leslie, are you all right? 

Leslie:  (walking out of the water) 

actually I am not feeling too good. 

I just lost Danny. I feel like he’s 

playing around with me. He must 

be hiding around here somewhere. 

Katia:   Danny? Danny Cruz. Is he 

the one you are looking for? 

Leslie:  Yeah, why? 

Katia:   You haven’t let him go, 

huh? He passed away 3 months 

ago. 

Leslie: Nope. No that can’t be! He 

was here a second ago. He was 

here, I swear. He walked with me 

here. He was! He was!  

Katia: Take it easy. Come here I 

know you haven’t been right in the 

mind since- well, let’s take you to 

your mom, so you can be safe. 

Leslie: I’m not safe there. I just 

have to find Danny and everything 

will be fine. 

Katia: You’re trapped in your mind. 

You have to go home. 

Leslie runs. She runs till she can’t 

feel her legs anymore. She doesn’t 

want to go home because she is 

conscious enough to know if she 

goes home a nightmare awaits. 
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Her mom would be on drugs and 

probably do something 

unforgettable. Then again she 

doesn’t know if anything is real, 

like Danny. She now looks at her 

surrounding and is placed in the 

middle of nowhere. She lays down 

in the cold floor. 

Leslie: (whispering) I need help. 

Conscience: You should have taken 

the pills. 

Leslie: But I don’t want to be like 

my mom. She lives off pills. 

Conscience: They would have 

helped.  

Leslie: I’m better here. The cold 

floor gives me more warmth than 

my home. 

Concience: If you really want to 

feel better close your eyes. 

Promise me that. 

Leslie: Promise. 

 

Scene 3 

Danny: You didn’t lose your smile 

Leslie:    I did there for a while. 

Danny: I’m happy to have you 

here with me now. 

Leslie: I’m not going anywhere 

anymore. 

“When someone you love becomes 

a memory, the memory becomes a 

treasure.” -unknown 

Desiree Acosta–10th Grade 
Dr. Marie Raley 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 
 
Fidelity 

CHARACTERS 

RAVENNA, a distant, playful girl in 

her late teens 

ELRIC, a usually whimsical and 

merry young man in his early 

twenties 

(A grassy meadow between the 

edges of a forest and a fenced 
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property, not far from a bustling 

town in Somerset, England. It’s 

around or about three o’clock in 

the middle of May 1818. All is 

peaceful, birds can be heard 

chirping and the sounds of the 

bustling town can just be heard in 

the distance when suddenly a loud, 

piercing scream cuts through the 

noise. The air holds silent and still 

with suspense for a few moments 

until the young lady Ravenna runs 

out of the forest from the left, 

followed by the young man, Elric. 

The suspense goes away as the 

audience realizes the two are 

merely messing around.) 

RAVENNA (Laughing, as Elric gets 

closer and closer to catching her)  

No! You won’t get me! 

ELRIC (Laughs) 

Oh, yes I will! 

(Elric traps Ravenna between his 

arms, lifts her up briefly and sets 

her down) 

ELRIC (Exhales loudly, out of 

breath)  

See? Told you I could. 

RAVENNA (Sarcastically)  

Hmm, well, good job. You’ve just 

about accomplished everything. 

(Elric sits down in the grass and 

pats the ground next to him for 

Ravenna to sit down on. Ravenna 

takes out a glass bottle with water 

from her bag and hands the bottle 

to Elric) 

RAVENNA (snickering at Elric’s 

breathlessness)  

You should probably drink some. 

(Elric takes several drinks of the 

water before offering it to 

Ravenna, who shakes her head.) 

RAVENNA (As she sits down) 

So, what was it that you wanted to 

talk about? 
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(Elric, who has worn a broad smile 

up until this point, suddenly grows 

very serious. Ravenna furrows her 

eyebrows as she sees this, she is a 

bit shocked to see him so out of 

character.) 

ELRIC (Quietly) 

Ravenna, I haven’t really told you I 

was sorry for your loss. 

(He pauses, and swallows) I… am 

so sorry about your father. 

RAVENNA (expression lightens, 

chuckles softly)  

Oh El, its fine. I know you’re sorry. 

You knew him very well, so I know 

you felt pain as well. 

(Elric shakes a bit as he lowers his 

head and closes his eyes tightly. 

He moves his hand over to hold 

Ravenna’s but is interrupted as 

Ravenna shifts positions to look at 

him more directly.) 

RAVENNA (gentle)  

El, it was a year ago. He’s been 

gone, and it wasn’t your fault. We 

have other things to worry about. 

(Elric’s serious mood seems to 

break, he lights up.) 

ELRIC (Laughs)  

Like all the dares and the bets, 

right? 

RAVENNA (smiles)  

Yeah! I honestly didn’t believe you 

would catch me just now. I guess I 

owe you money. 

ELRIC (Suddenly nervous but still 

smiling) Well, speaking of daring 

me to do something… I spoke to 

your uncle yesterday. I, uh, asked 

him for his blessing… and he said 

yes. We can get… married. 

RAVENNA (still smiling the same 

way, unamused) 

Really? That’s great. 

ELRIC (Nervously)  

Would you be my bri— 
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RAVENNA (Interrupting him, oddly 

happy, as if sarcastically) 

Sure! 

ELRIC (quick to respond after)  

Great!... So… so, if we’re going to 

be, you know, married, we 

shouldn’t have any secrets. 

RAVENNA (Offended, Low and 

Cold) 

What are you saying? 

RAVENNA (angry now) 

Look El, I love you, but if you don’t 

trust me already, why in the world 

would I want to marry you? 

ELRIC (Shocked at her strong 

reaction)  

NO! NO, not you!  

(Scared) I mean me. 

(Ravenna calms down, her face 

unreadable.) 

ELRIC (Trying to calm himself 

down)  

Look. You and I have been great 

friends because we share opinions 

of the world. We both think that 

our monarchy is very oppressive. 

RAVENNA (with a calculating 

expression, trying to figure out 

where he is going with this)  

Yes… Perhaps you shouldn’t say 

that so loud, but… go on. 

ELRIC (Still nervous) 

So, ever since all the gossip spread 

about the king, people have been 

stirring, and some have formed 

resistance groups. 

(Ravenna narrows her eyes, but 

says nothing.) 

ELRIC 

Ever since they passed the new 

regulations controlling all of our 

farm output, I…  

(He trails off, almost unable to 

continue) I joined one of the 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  365

groups. 

(Ravenna’s eyes widen suddenly, 

she knows what he is going to say 

next.) 

ELRIC (Nervous but passionate in 

what he says)  

And… your father, was a king 

appointed delegate. If the crazed 

French were able to rebel, why 

can’t we? We needed to send a 

message, and the contingency of 

the resistance throughout the 

country is doing the same thing. 

We want to reform the country, 

with as little bloodshed as 

possible… but that still requires 

sacrifices. 

(Ravenna covers her mouth with 

her hand, her face covered with 

shock and sadness) 

ELRIC 

I killed your father. 

I know what I did is horrible, but 

you know that the king will only 

bring death to the people. If the 

lives of our future kids are to be 

safe, we need a better 

government. I know you agree 

with me. Certain sacrifices have to 

be made, you always say that. 

(Ravenna begins to sob, covering 

her face as she falls onto Elric’s 

shoulder. He holds her as she 

cries, comforting her.) 

RAVENNA (crying softly)  

I understand… I still love you. 

(They stay that for a few minutes, 

until Ravenna stops crying and 

they get up and hug each other) 

RAVENNA (wiping away the last 

few tears, but smiling)  

What are we doing? We’ve just 

gotten engaged, we should be 

celebrating! 

ELRIC (Relieved she understands) 

Good idea. What do you want to 
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do? 

(Ravenna stares at the tall fence of 

the private property a few yards 

from where they sat.) 

RAVENNA (with a sneaky smile)  

We should go into Cain Shepard’s 

land. The gate isn’t locked. 

(Elric looks over to the gate to 

see.) 

RAVENNA (longingly)  

Remember how I always used to 

dare you to go in there when we 

were younger, but it was always 

locked and too high for us to 

climb? Please? 

ELRIC (Smiles dashingly and 

responds fearlessly)  

Anything for you my dear! Think of 

it as a wedding present! 

(Elric strides over, opens the gate 

carefully and steps in. Both of 

them giggle as Elric steps inside 

the dark and murky property, and 

looks around as Ravenna walks 

toward the gate. Elric abruptly gets 

a weird feeling in his stomach and 

turns to see Ravenna closing the 

gate, locking it. He moves back 

over to the gate and places his 

hands on the iron bars.) 

ELRIC (nervously stuttering again 

but hopeful it’s just Ravenna being 

playful)  

Ravenna? Wh- why did you –did 

you lock the gate? 

RAVENNA (She sighs)  

Oh, you know, part of the dare.  

(She pauses, her expression all 

business now.) You’re right. I 

agree with you on just about 

everything. (She looks Elric in the 

eye). That reckless king will be the 

death of us. 

(Elric is still confused, but his 
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expression lightens as she agrees 

with him.) 

RAVENNA  

But… 

(Elric begins to feel the weird 

feeling in his stomach extend 

through his body. The pain courses 

through him. He feels so sick, he 

falls on his knees, hands still 

holding the iron bars of the gate 

for support. Ravenna kneels to 

stay on his eye level. She turns 

head her to the side, her 

expression entirely calm and 

almost bored.) 

RAVENNA (Dark and cold)  

I had a hunch from the beginning. 

You’re so impressionable. I knew 

you would have succumbed to 

those extremists ideas. I couldn’t 

just let you live knowing it was you 

that killed my father.  But I didn’t 

know for sure, so I waited. I was 

prepared to give you the antidote 

of the poison you drank earlier, but 

you confessed, and now that I 

know it was you (she pauses, 

continuing in a low and bitter 

voice) you won’t live to see 

another day. 

ELRIC (Scared and in denial)  

Ravenna, you know it wasn’t 

personal! I didn’t want to kill him! I 

had to! I love you! I wanted you to 

be happy! 

(Elric begins to seize up and falls 

over form the poison. He looks up 

at Ravenna one last time, her 

beautiful smile gazing down at 

him) 

RAVENNA (Her expression turns 

livid and forbidding.)(Growling)  

Then you shouldn’t have killed my 

father. 

THE END 
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Vivian Myers-10th Grade 
Mrs. Kim Henry 
Americas High School 
2nd Place 
 

Something I Had to Tell You.. 

Act I, Scene I 

[Enter Ayşe, Sarita, Amber, and 

Jean tagging along behind them as 

they're walking in the empty 

hallways during lunch] 

Amber: So, Noemi's totally got a 

secret right? She's acting pretty 

weird about stuff lately. 

Sarita: Wow, you noticed it, too? 

Ayşe: Yeah, Amber is right, I think. 

This time it's not a lie like when 

she said she passed the chemistry 

test with a 100 because you 

memorized everything. 

Amber: Well, you didn't pass it 

either. We both failed it, and we 

sat next to each other in Saturday 

school and did absolutely nothing. 

Ayşe: Hehe, guess not. But still, 

Noemi's been acting quiet around 

us, like she can’t trust us or 

something. 

Sarita: She’s on our team though. 

I mean, of course-she can have her 

secrets, but she doesn't have to be 

so nervous when she's with us. 

Jean: She doesn't take my tosses 

anymore. She seems too scared to 

even play volleyball with us. [They 

are ignored by the rest of the 

group] 

Sarita: Oh yeah! She sits on the 

bench a lot! Maybe she has a 

personal problem? 

Amber: Maybe we'll just have to 

wait. Or I'll ask her at practice. 

[She shrugs.] 

[Everyone looks at her in silence.] 

Sarita: Hey, let's just wait for her. 

She'll probably tell us when she's 

ready. 
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Amber: Or...I could literally just 

ask her during practice. 

Sarita: Don't be so nosy; she's our 

friend. I bet there's a reason why 

she hasn't told us yet. 

Amber: What about after practice? 

That's like, better than during. 

Sarita: [she grimaces at her] 

Okay...I mean...still rude 

but...okay... 

Ayşe: Sarita, I can tell you just 

wanna be the one to ask her and 

know first. 

Sarita: What? Haha, no way...I 

wouldn't be mean to her like 

that...I want to know and all but... 

Act I, Scene II 

[Exit Ayşe, Amber, Jean, Marlene, 

and the rest of the volleyball team 

after bidding each other farewell. 

Sarita and Noemi stay behind in 

the practice gym.] 

Sarita: Hey, Noemi. 

Noemi: Uh...hey, what's up? 

Sarita: Nothin' much. But I have a 

question for you. 

Noemi: Sure? Go ahead. 

Sarita: What are you hiding from 

everyone? 

Noemi: [Noemi is taken aback from 

Sarita's bold question. She looks 

nervously to the side.] Well...I 

don't really... 

Sarita: So you don't want to talk 

about it? 

Noemi: Um...I'd rather tell 

everyone all at once. 

Sarita: Oh. Well, you could tell me 

and have me spread it on. 

Noemi: Eh...I don't feel too 

comfortable about that. 

Sarita: But, you do have a secret, 

right? I'm not just annoying you? 

Noemi: I suppose? When you put it 

like that, I guess. 



370  Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write

Sarita: Ok great! You should tell 

the team tomorrow after practice. 

Noemi: Wait! I'm not ready to just 

tell everyone! 

Sarita: Well...as soon as possible. 

Noemi: [She hesitates.] Maybe? 

Sarita: [She flashes her dual 

thumbs up.] Cool! Alright, see ya' 

tomorrow! [She runs out the gym] 

Noemi: Um...yeah... 

Act I, Scene III 

[Enter Marlene, Noemi at morning 

volleyball practice the next day. 

The rest of the team is out 

jogging.] 

Marlene: [she starts tossing a 

volleyball in the air 

absentmindedly.] Everyone is 

starting to notice what's been 

going on, you know. 

Noemi: Yeah...I'm not good at this 

kind of thing. 

Marlene: You should just tell them! 

We're all friends. [She puts the 

volleyball away.] 

Noemi: I want to, but how do I 

bring it up? What if they don't take 

it well? 

Marlene: I think I took it pretty 

well when you straight up told me 

that day. 

Noemi: It's different when it's you. 

Marlene: [crosses arms] That's not 

a reason to just avoid telling your 

friends something important like 

that. You have to tell the rest of 

the team some day. 

Noemi: I'm just...really nervous. 

You're one thing because you're 

just different, and maybe Jean and 

Sarita would be ok with it since 

they're nice but...what about 

everyone else? What if Rachael's 

not ok with it or Jean's actually evil 
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and won't like me anymore and 

won't send tosses to me or-- 

Marlene: Okay, relax! I understand 

how scary it might be but...you've 

got to stay composed. Do you want 

me to tell them instead? 

Noemi: No, I've got to do that on 

my own. But I just don't know 

how. I think writing them a formal 

letter would work. 

Marlene: [smiles nervously] See? 

You've...got most of it. 

Noemi: Marlene? 

Marlene: Yeah? 

Noemi: Thanks. For helping me, 

that is. 

Marlene: Oh yeah; no problem. 

Good luck with everything, yeah? 

Act I, Scene IV 

[Enter Noemi, Ayşe, Haneul, 

Sarita, and Marlene, all sitting 

down at a lunch table and talking.] 

Ayşe: ...Ok so, you guys, look at 

this meme Amber sent me 

yesterday. [She pulls out phone to 

show the others a two panel comic 

that includes the phrases "itty bitty 

baby" and "twinkie house"] 

Haneul: "Habeeb it"? 

Ayşe: Yeah. [She just grins at the 

other] 

Haneul: Okay... 

Noemi: So, where's Amber? 

Ayşe: Lunch detention. Again. I 

think this time some boy tried to 

cut off a bit of her hair and she hit 

him? I'm just hearing the 

dramatized versions so far because 

I'm pretty sure they took away her 

phone. 

Noemi: Oh, I see...will she be here 

for practice? 

Ayşe: To be honest, I don't think 

she'll be here for practice for a bit. 

She's been getting into fights more 
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and more, but they're never her 

fault. Either way, she gets in 

trouble. 

Noemi: Ah...I was kinda hoping-- 

Sarita: What were you hoping? Are 

you finally going to tell everyone? 

Noemi: Um...no, I wanted 

everyone to be here but they're 

not. 

Haneul: Wait, tell everyone what? 

Noemi: Eh...something... 

Ayşe: Yeah, what is it? 

Noemi: It's something...personal. 

I'd rather tell everyone at once so I 

don't have to explain it a bunch of 

times. 

Ayşe: Ok sure, I see. [Haneul also 

nods beside her] 

Noemi: Haha...yeah... [Marlene 

eyes her from the side and raises 

her eyebrows as to suggest 

something] 

Sarita: Wait wait; let me see the 

meme too! 

Act I, Scene V 

[Enter Marlene, Noemi, Ayşe, 

Amber, Sarita and the rest of the 

team sitting on the side benches. 

Noemi is standing in front of them 

nervously.] 

Noemi: You're all gathered here in 

front of me because-- 

Amber: Please don't start off like 

that. You sound like a politician. 

Noemi: Yeah, besides that, I need 

to tell everyone something. 

Sarita: So that thing you haven't 

told anyone yet? 

Noemi: Um, yeah. I've wanted to 

tell everyone but had no idea how 

to word it without being plain 

about it. 

Ayşe: You can just be plain with it, 

ya' know. 
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Noemi: Um, ok. Well you see-- 

[Noemi's phone goes off in her 

pocket] Oh, sorry, this won't take 

too much time. It's just my 

brother. [She answers the call and 

greets in German] 

Noemi: Did I get any texts from 

mom or dad? Earlier they said they 

were going to the store but that's 

it. Why, what's wrong? 

Amber: Whoa, did something go 

bad? Noemi, what happened? 

Noemi: Isaak, what do you mean 

mom and dad were in a car crash? 

Isaak! 

Laura Trujillo-10th Grade 
Ms. Martina Morgan 
El Dorado High School 
3rd Place 
 

The End 

Sam: Are you ready? 

James: For what? The world to 

end? Of course I’m not ready! 

We’re all going to perish!  

Sam: What if we were to live? 

Don’t be such a negative Nancy, 

bro.  

James: I doubt we’re going to live. 

And I’m not being a “Negative 

Nancy.” If anything I’m being a 

“Realistic.. Rodney.” 

Sam: Bro, you’re a negative 

Nancy. 

James: Look, these are probably 

our last hours together before total 

global destruction.  

Sam: These may be our last hours 

together, right now. But we’re 

going to make it. If the Earth 

explodes, we can always live on 

Mars or something! 

James: No, you idiot! We wouldn’t 

be able to live on another planet. I 

don’t know how you’re still being 

positive even though we’re all 

going to die in like two hours.  

Sam: You wanna know how I do it? 
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I just don’t worry about the little 

things in life. 

James: Are you kidding me?!? This 

is no something little! This is a 

huge deal!!!  

Sam: Fine! Be a little-- 

All of a sudden, the roof of Sam’s 

house collapses. Sam and James 

don’t have much time to get out of 

there. 

James: Holy s***. 

Sam: Look how beautiful the sky 

looks!  

The sky is a tangerine color with 

pink infused to it. 

James: That’s the sky of Hell. 

Sam: A beautiful Hell. 

James: Sam! Pay attention! We 

need to get our stuff and get the 

hell outta here! Before we know it, 

a tree will knock us down and wipe 

out both of us.  

Sam: I thought we had plenty of 

time? 

James: 2 hours is not plenty of 

time. Get your stuff and let’s go. 

Sam and James head out to look 

for another house that isn’t 

completely destroyed. They finally 

find one. 

James: Sam, just knock down the 

door. Don’t be scared. 

Sam: I’m trying to. I’m very 

interested to see what kind of 

people are living behind this door. 

James: Okay, well, you’re not 

trying hard enough. 

Both Sam and James knock down 

the door to find nothing. 

James: Well obviously, there’s no 

one here. Just grab the canned 

food and we’ll split. 

Sam and James are looking 

through the pantry until suddenly 

they hear someone.  
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Sam: James! Did you just hear 

that? 

James: Yes, just be quiet and hide. 

Sam is hiding behind the kitchen 

counter and sees giant cowboy 

boots walk across his eyes. 

Suddenly Sam is picked up by his 

shirt collar and held against the 

wall.  

Ace: What the heck are you doing 

in my house?  

Sam: Sir, please put me down. 

Sam continues to beg Ace not to 

hurt him. James sneaks up on Ace 

and jumps on his back and starts 

to hit him. 

James: Let go of Sam! 

Ace pushes James off of him and 

drops Sam on the cold tile floor.  

Ace: Ya’ll just messed up.  

Ace carries Sam and James to his 

attic.  

James: Do you have any idea that 

the world is going to end? 

Ace: Why, yes I do. 

James: And you’re going to spend 

your last hours torturing us? 

Ace: Yup. 

Sam: James, everyone’s different. 

James: Sam, shut up! 

Ace throws them on to chairs and 

ties them up. James and Sam look 

at each other. Ace leaves the 

room. 

Sam: Is this how it’s gonna end? 

James: I guess so. 

Sam: No. I refuse to let it end like 

this. We’re gonna get out of here. 

James: How? 

Sam: Remember how I took that 

Magician’s Code class? 

James: Yeah… 

Sam: Boom! I’m free. 

James: How did you-- 
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Sam: No, time for questions!  

Sam unties James. James and Sam 

start to look for a way out.  

Sam: James, look! There’s a 

window. Let’s go. 

Sam gives James a lift to get out 

through the small attic window. 

James is out and is trying to give 

Sam a hand until suddenly Ace 

comes running down.  

Ace: You’re not leaving! You are 

going to sit here and suffer with 

me! 

Ace grabs Sam by the legs and 

James runs to get out of there. 

James is right down the block. Ace 

ties Sam back up again and doesn’t 

leave the room. There is nothing 

but pure silence. 

Sam: So about what you said 

earlier… 

Ace: Don’t talk. 

Sam: Why are you suffering? 

Ace: Don’t act like you care. 

Sam: You’re right. I don’t. I’m just 

trying to make small talk. 

Ace: Exactly. 

Sam: So why are you suffering? 

Ace: Well, my wife just passed a 

week ago. We were supposed to 

watch the world end together. And 

now she’s gone and I’m alone. 

Sam: Well no… what’s your name? 

Ace: Ace. 

Sam: Well, Ace, you’re not alone. 

You could watch the world end with 

my bro and me but you chose to 

torture us and make us suffer.  

Ace: You’re right. Ya’ll didn’t 

…deserve this. I’m sorry. 

Ace unties Sam and lets him go.  

Sam walks up the stairs to enter 

the attic. 

Sam: Come with us. 

Ace: To where? 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  377

Sam: I don’t know. Wherever the 

world will look more beautiful while 

it’s blowing up. 

Ace: I know the perfect spot. Go 

grab your friend and get in my 

truck. 

Sam and James get into Ace’s 

truck. They are both sitting in the 

back while Ace drives. 

James whispers to Sam. 

James: So where exactly are we 

going? 

Sam: I have no idea… 

James: What if he’s taking us to a 

desert to kill us? 

Sam: I hope not. 

James, Sam, and Ace arrive at 

their destination- the Hollywood 

mountains. 

Ace: Isn’t this a perfect spot to 

watch the world blow up? 

Sam: Actually, it is! 

James: Yeah good job, Ace! 

James, Sam, and Ace walk to go sit 

down by the Hollywood sign.  

Sam: I can’t believe I’m being 

realistic right now. The world is 

really going to end, huh James? 

James: Yup… 

Ace: Well, at least we’re all not 

alone. Thanks guys for not letting 

me be by myself. I really 

appreciate it. At least I get to see 

my wife soon. 

Sam: Yeah James, maybe we’ll get 

to see mom… 

James: I hope so… 

Sam: Time? 

James: 10 seconds. 

Ace: Let’s count down. 

James, Sam and Ace: 

10..9..8..7..6..5..4..3..2.. 

James: 1..  
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Maddie Arellano–11th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 

Encounter 

FADE IN: 

EXT. BAR – NIGHT 

The guys go out for drinks to help 

their friend Logan get over a messy 

divorce. 

INT. BAR – COUNTER – NIGHT 

RICHARD, the best friend of Logan, 

tries to boost his confidence about 

the divorce. 

LOGAN, still unable to get over his 

divorce with Layla after two 

months. 

RICHARD 

It’s been two months since the 

divorce, Logan. It’s time to move 

on.  

LOGAN  

I don’t think I can, man. I don’t 

want to. Everything just happened 

so fast. Things were said, things 

were thrown, and papers were 

signed. But I wasn’t thinking 

clearly. I thought it was what I 

wanted. At the time, it seemed 

right.  

RICHARD 

Come on, enough already. Let’s go 

and meet some sexy ladies.  

LOGAN 

You know, sometimes it feels like 

you’re not even listening, man.  

RICHARD 

Yeah, yeah, yeah. What about that 

blonde over there? Purple top.  

LOGAN 

(glances over his right shoulder) 

Nah, blonde’s not really my style.  

RICHARD 

Okay, what about her, cutie in the 

blue tank top? 
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LOGAN 

No.  

RICHARD 

Okay, so I’m guessing “hot” is not 

your style (he chuckles). 

Enter DARRYL, a friend to both 

Logan and Richard. 

DARRYL 

(comes in drunk) Du- du- du- 

dude! What about dat gurl over 

der! She’s fiiiinnneee. She’ll take 

your mind off Layla. Go on! 

LOGAN 

Nah, man. I don’t think I should. I 

don’t wanna bother her.  

DARRYL 

Go and show her a hella good 

time! (he pushes Logan over to the 

girl) 

GIRL, confused as to why Logan 

just approached her, annoyed that 

he might be another player. 

GIRL 

Can I help you? 

LOGAN 

(stares for 5 seconds) 

GIRL 

Um, hellooooo? 

LOGAN 

Oh, sorry. You’re just really 

beautiful. 

GIRL 

(scoffs) And you’re really drunk.  

LOGAN 

Can I buy you a drink? 

GIRL  

(holds out the drink in her hand) I 

think I’m good, thanks. (turns back 

to the tables) 

LOGAN 

Can I at least get your name? 

GIRL 

(turns back to face Logan) I don’t 

know. Why do you want it? 

LOGAN  

Because.  
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GIRL 

Because what? 

LOGAN 

Because I wanna get to know you. 

You seem like an independent 

young woman, who won’t take no 

bulls*** from anybody. You look 

brutally honest. A challenge, if you 

will, and I would like to tackle that 

challenge. (realizes what he just 

said) Not like that. Oh my God, I 

am so sorry. I should probably just 

walk away right now, huh? 

GIRL 

(laughs) No, I thought it was 

funny. Challenge accepted. (she 

sticks out her free hand) Kaylah. 

LOGAN 

(shakes hands with her) Kaylah. 

Nice to meet you Kaylah, I’m 

Logan.  

(Kaylah and Logan keep talking 

and get to know each other for 

about half an hour) 

RICHARD 

Dude! Layla’s here! She just 

walked in, she’s looking for you. 

LOGAN 

Layla’s here?! Where?!  

KAYLAH 

Who’s Layla? 

RICHARD 

His wife. Wait, I lost her! She was 

by the door and now she’s gone.  

LOGAN 

She’s my ex-wife. 

LAYLA 

(comes in from behind) Ex-wife? 

No, we’re still married. (smiles at 

Logan) I’ve missed you Logan. 

(Logan, Richard, and Kaylah turn 

around, and there is an awkward 

silence before they try an untangle 

this mess) 
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Brianne Williams-11th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Immortal 

Inspired by Mary Shelley’s 

Frankenstein 

FADE IN: 

EXT. IN A DARK STREET- STORMY 

NIGHT  

A single lamp post illuminates a 

small portion of the dark street. A 

tall FIGURE stands hidden in the 

dark as the lightning flashes in the 

background. The silhouette of a 

woman is seen leaving a box and 

runs way. Sudden gunshots are 

heard.  

The MONSTER, the tall figure, 

steps out into the light, his face 

hidden by a thick hood, and 

examines the area for the origin of 

the sounds, fearfully.  

THE MONSTER 

(anxiously) 

Has he finally caught up to me?  

The Monster starts to step out of 

the light. An infant begins to cry in 

the background, and the Monster 

freezes as it begins to get louder 

and louder. The MONSTER turns, 

looks around for the origin and 

lands his eyes on the box left by 

the corner of the street in an alley, 

out of the rain. The MONSTER 

begins to walk towards the source 

with unnerving curiosity. He 

crouches near the box, the infant 

still crying.  

THE MONSTER 

(Astonished) 

How could this be? How could this 

be that a child in perfect condition 

be abandoned...  

The MONSTER looks around to see 

if it was a mistake that someone 

had left the infant, but there is no 
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one. The infant continues to cry.  

THE MONSTER 

(Anguished) 

Rejected by his own and left 

behind, much like I.  

The rain begins to fall harder and 

the wind begins to blow, wetting 

the crying infant, causing him to 

cry louder. The MONSTER moves, 

shielding the infant from the rain. 

The lighting flashes in the 

background in the background and 

illuminates the Monster's grotesque 

face covered in scars. The Infant 

stops crying and stares at the 

Monster. Transfixed by the infant 

the monster leans down the hood 

of his cloak and covers his face 

again. The Infants starts to fuss 

and amazed the Monster uncovers 

his face. The Infant ceases and 

smiles. He reaches in to touch the 

infant and the child grabs his finger  

THE MONSTER 

A pure being, an unprejudiced little 

creature, who knows nothing of 

deformity or evil or a monstrosity 

like me.  

The Monster looks down at the 

infant sadly, as the infant 

continues to play with the 

monster's fingers.  

THE MONSTER 

(Melancholy) 

Where is your family, child? Have 

they left you here to fend for 

yourself?  

The infant coos playfully; the 

Monster's eyes soften. Suddenly a 

scream is heard and the Monster 

jumps up; startled, the infant 

begins to cry. Footsteps are heard 

and the silhouettes of a group of 

men are seen running towards 

them.  

MAN (O.S) 



Socorro Independent School District 2015-16 Literary Anthology - Play Write  383

He's here! Find him!  

The shadows disperse and The 

Monster turns to run away, but the 

Infant begins to cry louder.  

THE MONSTER 

Hush, child, or He will discover my 

whereabouts.  

The Monster tries to quiet the child 

as he gently picks it up, timidly, 

afraid that he will break it. The 

Infant ceases crying and looks up 

at the Monster’s bare face.  

THE MONSTER 

There child, be still.  

The Monster rocks the infant, still 

inspecting their surroundings and 

the Infant begins to gurgle in 

delight. The Monster looks down 

and the Infant yawns, smiling at 

the Monster as his eyes begin to 

well up with tears.  

THE MONSTER 

(Tearfully) 

Oh, sweet child! So pure and 

innocent, kind and so full of love! 

Love which was deprived from me! 

Love that I no longer deserve!  

The Monster begins to put the now 

sleepy Infant down, but the Infant 

fusses, making noticeable noise.  

DISSOLVE TO:  

EXT. A LIT STREET NOT FAR FROM 

THE DARK STREET CORNER  

A figure stands with his back 

turned, in a dark brown riding coat 

and turns slowly as he hears the 

Infants fussy noises.  

VICTOR 

An infant?  

Victor turns around completely, 

standing tall with rounded glasses 

on his wrinkled face and messy, 

graying hair, walking towards the 

source, as it gets louder. He 

arrives at the ---  
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DARK STREET CORNER  

THE MONSTER (O.S) 

Shh. Shh. Child be still.  

Victor turns the corner and finds 

the Monster's large back towards 

him. The man freezes in shock.  

VICTOR 

(Smiles maniacally) 

You.  

CLOSE UP TO MONSTER’S FACE  

The Monster stops rocking, a look 

of horror on his face.  

THE MONSTER 

(Fearfully whispers) 

Victor.  

Victor begins to walk slowly 

towards the Monster, as the 

Monster’s eyes start looking around 

for an escape.  

VICTOR 

(chuckling) 

I knew I would find you. It was 

only a matter of time.  

THE MONSTER 

I know.  

VICTOR 

So why do you run? If you had 

stayed, we could have done great 

things!  

THE MONSTER 

No.  

VICTOR 

(Scoffs) 

No? You would no longer be 

despised as a monster, but revered 

as a hero! A hero who helped 

conquer death!  

The Monster slightly turns his head 

to glimpse at Victor, then looks 

down at the sleeping infant in his 

arms and shakes his head.  

THE MONSTER 

No. I cann--  

VICTOR 

(Cuts off the Monster enraged) 

No!?  
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Victor walks rapidly to the Monster 

and grabs his shoulder in an 

attempt to make the Monster face 

him, but he doesn't budge. Victor's 

face begins to turn red with anger.  

VICTOR (CONT'D) 

(Yells) 

Listen here! I am your creator! You 

are nothing more than an 

abomination, a monster! And you 

will obey me!  

Startled by his loud voice, the 

infant cries loudly. Confused, Victor 

tries to get in front of the Monster, 

but the he shakes him off, and 

Victor stumbles to the ground. The 

Monster soothes the infant and 

Victor is dumbfounded.  

VICTOR (CONT'D) 

(Shakily stands up) 

Where did you obtain that! Did you 

steal it, you heathen!  

THE MONSTER 

(Turns to face Victor, with a 

somber expression looking down at 

the Infant.) 

He was abandoned. (Looks back at 

Victor) Rejected like I was. Will you 

take him? Surely you will not reject 

one of your own.  

The Monster begins to walk 

towards Victor, meaning to hand 

the infant to him.  

VICTOR 

No! I do not want that, it is of no 

use to me!  

Victor rejects the infant in the 

Monster's arms by pushing it away 

making the Monster almost fumble 

the infant.  

THE MONSTER 

(Appalled, cradling the child closer) 

You would reject one of your own 

for a monstrosity you created! 

What would your precious Elizabeth 

say!  
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VICTOR 

(Enraged) 

Elizabeth is dead! You killed her! 

THE MONSTER 

Your Elizabeth is dead? What? 

VICTOR 

Oh, don't act so surprised. You 

were there on my wedding night! 

The Monster steps back.  

THE MONSTER 

No! This isn't possible. I did not- I 

was- 

VICTOR 

You killed her! 

THE MONSTER 

(tortured) 

I did not kill her! I could not! 

The infant fusses in the Monster's 

arms, as he tightens his hold on 

the infant, like a man grasping at a 

life line when he falls overboard.  

THE MONSTER (CONT'D) 

I felt what was left of my soul 

tremble and crack as I stole the 

breath of your blood! In my rage I 

became what you all desired. A 

monster!  

VICTOR 

And that you are!  A vicious blood 

thirsty monster! An abomination! 

The Harbinger of death!  

The Monster looks defeated as 

Victor says this.  

THE MONSTER 

(weakly) 

I know. I know. I am the monster 

your heart fears. But I have 

already vowed to never harm 

another--  

VICTOR 

(scoffs) 

Vow? What weight does a vow 

from the spawn of Satan carry? A 

vow? Ha! Do not make me laugh.  
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The Monster sighs, sadly.  

VICTOR (CONT'D) 

Come with me! Then you will never 

be a harm to humans again! You 

can be their savior.  

THE MONSTER 

No, I've seen what you've done for 

your goal. Those who have 

"volunteered." More will suffer if I 

agree to become your specimen.  

VICTOR 

They were sacrifices for the 

betterment of human kind! So that 

we need no longer fear death!  

Victor begins to get into an 

explanation of why The Monster 

should come back with him, but he 

is completely unaware of all that 

goes on around him. The Monster 

looks sadly at Victor as he turns to 

walk away, but then he hears the 

sound of a gun cocking.  

VICTOR (CONT'D) 

Where do you think you're going?  

The Monster turns around only to 

come face to face with the barrel of 

a revolver. Victor now stands 

among side a group of men who 

look at the Monster menacingly.  

The Monster grips the barrel with 

his inhumane strength and bends it 

back. The men become surprised 

and fearful. In this confusion, the 

Monster begins to flee. Angry, 

Victor procures a weapon from one 

of his companions and begins 

shooting at the Monster.  

The Monster groans in pain as few 

stray bullets hit him. The infant in 

his arms still sleeps soundly, 

unaware of the danger.  

CUT TO:  

EXT. THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN  

The Monster escapes and is 

nearing a forest. The Monster is 

breathing heavily and in pain. He 
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collapses in front of the forest, 

being mindful of the sleeping infant 

in his arms.  

THE MONSTER 

(in pain) 

I knew that this day would come. 

Finally I can rest in--  

The infant cries and the Monster 

looks at the child.  

THE MONSTER (CONT'D) 

Someone will find you. I cannot 

take care of you. I will corrupt you, 

or…perhaps… 

The Monster caresses the infants 

face and the child ceases crying 

and smiles at the Monster. 

Sabrina Vazquez-12th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
1st Place 
 
 
 

 

The Gun 

SCENE 1 

Setting: In Jewels’s room, Jewels 

sits alone with a terribly sad look 

on her face. When Dot, her sister, 

walks in, Jewels’s face changes 

completely. Dot gives Jewels a 

head nod and Jewels begins 

speaking.  

JEWELS: (begins pacing back and 

forth) You know everyone I talk to, 

platonic or intimate, eventually 

leaves me. I mean come on; in 

first grade my best friend stopped 

being my friend because I quote, “I 

was a stinky poo-poo head.” All my 

life, I thought it was everyone else. 

I never took responsibility for my 

actions, but now it seems as if I 

have no one. My boyfriend, who on 

the contrary was never really my 

boyfriend at all, left me, and my 

best friend, who just like my 
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“boyfriend” was probably never 

really my best friend at all, 

dropped me just as easily as the 

gum on her shoe. Maybe I am a 

stinky poo-poo head. Maybe I’m 

just a person who is better off 

alone. Maybe people don’t leave 

me because they want to but 

because I force them into it. I’ve 

been making a conscious effort to 

change, with no change, so I have 

to ask myself do I really want to 

change? (Jewels stops pacing and 

stares at Dot). 

DOT: You think too much about 

this. At least you have me and 

mom. (Sounds slightly annoyed) 

JEWELS: But you and mom are just 

simply not enough. It’s like I want 

more people in my life, but I don’t 

know how to keep them there. The 

only reason you and mom don’t 

leave me is because we’re family. 

(Walks away from Dot & sits down 

on the floor with a mildly sad look 

on her face) 

DOT: Actually the only reason me 

and mom don’t leave you is 

because you’re the only one in this 

house who actually cleans. Without 

you we’d be living in filth. (She 

makes a small chuckle) 

JEWELS: (Doesn’t take joke lightly 

and now is slightly angry) Oh, 

because that is exactly what I need 

to hear right now, Dot.  

DOT: Jeez, man, you need to 

lighten up! So what you have no 

friends? Look at us talking right 

now. I would rather have no 

friends than one hundred fake 

friends. Be grateful for what you 

have. You have a bright future 

ahead of you, a roof over your 

head, food to eat, and water to 

drink. Stop looking for the 
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negatives; happiness is entirely up 

to us.  

JEWELS: (ponders on Dot’s 

statement and realizes it is 

incorrect) Isn’t the quote 

“Happiness is entirely upon 

ourselves” by Aristotle? 

DOT: (stands up in frustration) See 

this is what I’m talking about! No 

wonder you have no friends! You 

are so negative and no one wants 

that kind of energy around them! 

You would rather be right than look 

at the facts before you! Seriously, I 

can’t sit here anymore and listen to 

you wallow in your own sadness. 

(Dot leaves Jewels’s room and 

slams the door to her own room. 

Suddenly Jewels hears strikingly 

loud music blaring from across the 

hall. She realizes how alone she is 

and bursts out in tears, then runs 

across the hall and bangs on Dots 

door.)  

JEWELS: Stop blaring that loud 

music. I’m trying to wallow in my 

own sadness here! 

(She realizes Dot is not listening, 

retreating back to her room. She 

has utter sorrow in her eyes. She 

paces back and forth in her room, 

contemplating something. With 

Dot’s music still blaring, she closes 

her door. After this, she reaches 

for a box under her bed and pulls a 

gun from the box. She stares at it, 

contemplating if whatever she is 

thinking about is work it.)  

JEWELS: I just don’t know 

anymore… (Just as she is about to 

load the gun, Dot walks in.) 

DOT: Oh, oh my god.  

SCENE 2  

SETTING: JEWELS is on the couch 

crying hysterically, while DOT is 
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next to her still in confusion about 

what she has just witnessed. New 

Character MOM is introduced. 

JEWELS: Please don’t tell mom! 

She’ll be so disappointed, and you 

know that look she gets when she 

is disappointed. I can’t see her like 

that again. 

DOT: (doesn’t know what to say) 

Jewels, I love you; you’re my baby 

sister, but I need to know what 

happened in that room.  

JEWELS: (she says nothing but just 

cries harder than before) I don’t 

know what just happened, okay! I 

have no one and I thought no one 

cares if I were gone, and then you 

walked away and I just… I… I acted 

on impulse. 

DOT: Why was that gun there? 

Mom doesn’t even own a gun. I 

don’t understand how you got that. 

Where did you-  

JEWELS: (cuts off DOT) It was 

Dad’s, okay. 

DOT: (astonished) Dad’s? Dad has 

been gone for years. You’ve had it 

for that long? 

JEWELS: I took it from him when 

left. It was still there in his drawer, 

so I took it. I don’t know why he 

left it there, and I don’t know why 

I took it. It had one bullet left. It’s 

the only thing I have this is his. 

(Keys jingle and the door opens, 

mom walks in and noticed all the 

commotion unfolding in front of 

her.)   

MOM: What is going on in here? Is 

everything okay? 

DOT: Mom… I… um… we’re- 

JEWELS: (Cuts off DOT again) It’s 

just boy talk you know.  

MOM: But why are you crying so 
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much?  

DOT: Because…  

JEWELS: It’s just bot talk Mom. 

Everything is okay. 

MOM: Um, okay, I don’t remember 

any boy then. Well, what do you 

guys want for- 

JEWELS: (cuts off mom once again 

and grabs DOT and pulls her to 

JEWELS’S room) Okay, we gotta, 

mom! 

DOT: What are you doing?! 

JEWELS: You can’t tell mom!! 

DOT: Jewels, I need you to tell 

mom.  

JEWELS: Dot, please.  

(DOT sits on the bed still not able 

to process what has happened, she 

is contemplating telling mom for 

not.)   

SCENE 3 

(It is Dot and Mom lying in Mom’s 

bed watching television. Mom is 

completely unaware of what has 

happened previously, and Dot is 

about to tell her. Meanwhile, 

Jewels, who is across the hallo, is 

having a self-evaluation in her 

room. 

DOT: Mom… 

MOM: (seems slightly 

uninterested) What? 

DOT: Um… well… I need to tell you 

something, but I don’t know how. 

MOM: What’s wrong? Are you 

okay? (Focused on her) 

DOT: Yeah, yes. I’m fine. It’s 

Jewels she- 

MOM: She what? 

DOT: I think she wants to- (scene 

pauses in that section with Dot and 

Mom, continues with Jewels.) 

JEWELS: (has the box where the 

gun is in her lap, staring at it) Do I 
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really want to do this? Nothing 

seems worth it anymore, not 

getting out of bed, not going to 

school. I try. I really do, but it’s 

getting harder and harder every 

single day. Eventually, I’m afraid I 

won’t have anything left to give. 

I’m afraid one day I might- 

DOT: (continues where she left 

off)… hurt herself. 

(Mom looks confused, as Jewels 

never showed any type of signs of 

self-harm). 

DOT: She begged me not to tell 

you, but she has a gun. Its Dad’s, 

but she has it under her- 

MOM: Woah, where is all this 

coming from? How are you so sure 

of this? Have you seen the gun? 

(seems to have too many 

questions that’s she’s able to say 

at once) 

DOT: She was venting to me, and 

she was being dramatic. So, I 

walked away, then I felt bad, so I 

went back, and she was holding 

the gun, just, just staring at it. 

(Mom jumps out of bed and runs 

out of the room). 

DOT: Mom! Mom! Where are you 

going, please don’t do this! 

(Dot begins to cy, not holding 

everything back. Just as Mom is 

about to walk into Jewels’s room, 

the commotion going on stops and 

the characters pause. Jewels 

resumes. She says nothing, but 

sighs. She is alone.) 

JEWELS: No more. No more. 

(Jewels loads the gun and presses 

it to her head. Mom resumes and 

runs onto the Jewels side of the 

stage.) 

MOM: Jewels, give me the gun 

right now. 
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JEWELS: Mom, no, I can’t. Not 

anymore. I can’t. 

MOM: Sweetie, please. We all love 

you so much; anything that 

happened, we can get over it. I 

promise, okay? 

JEWELS: Mom, I don’t even know 

what to do anymore. I don’t 

understand why. 

MOM: It’s okay, honey. It’ll be 

okay. Just give me the gun please? 

(Jewels considers it for a while, but 

finally hands the gun to Mom. Mom 

smiles with joy and with Dot 

watching it all, relief flushes to her 

face. When Jewels sets it down on 

Mom’s hand, it misfires and shoots 

mom in the chest.) 

DOT and JEWELS: Mom! 

(Mom falls to the ground and 

Jewels crouches over Mom with 

Dot behind her. Curtains close.) 

Jacqueline Sierra–12th Grade 
Mr. Richard Helmling 
Montwood High School 
2nd Place 
 
 
Your Last Goodbye 

 (At curtain rise: The scene begins 

on a city street at night, devoid of 

anything aside from a single 

payphone. A girl wanders the 

street, confused.) 

Ashleigh- (Looking around.) Where 

am I? This street doesn’t look 

familiar at all… what street is this? 

Oh my god, my parents are gonna 

kill me if I have to call them this 

late! 

(A man, Daniel, walks down the 

street across from where Ashleigh 

is at, not noticing her. However, 

when Ashleigh sees the man, she 

calls out to him, but he doesn’t 

respond.) 

Ashleigh- Sir! Sir! Can you please 

help me? 
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(The man continues walking as if 

he didn’t hear Ashleigh calling out 

to him.) 

Ashleigh- Please, sir! I need to 

know where I am! 

(The man is still walking down the 

street, almost offstage at this 

point.) 

Ashleigh- Do you at least have a 

phone so I can call my parents? 

(The man stops and turns toward 

Ashleigh.) 

Daniel- (Slowly.) Did you say a 

phone? 

Ashleigh- Yes, sir. 

Daniel- I don’t have a phone on 

me, but there is a payphone over 

there. (Motions toward the 

payphone at upstage left.) 

Ashleigh- I don’t have any money, 

sir.  

Daniel- I can offer you what I 

have. (He gives her two quarters 

from his pocket.) 

Ashleigh- Thank you, sir. I don’t 

know how I can repay you. 

Daniel- All I ask is that you use 

your call wisely. I only have a few 

coins left. 

Ashleigh- Sure thing. I’m just 

gonna call my parents, and they’ll 

pick me up here, on… do you know 

what street this is, sir? I didn’t see 

any street signs anywhere. (She 

goes toward the phone, and as 

she’s going, Daniel tries to stop 

her.) 

Daniel- I’m sorry, but I don’t think 

your parents are going to pick you 

up here.   

Ashleigh- Of course they will. Why 

wouldn’t they? (She picks up the 

phone). 

Daniel- You don’t remember how 

you ended up here, don’t you? 
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Ashleigh- No, but that shouldn’t 

matter (She gets the coins, but 

before she puts them into the coin 

slot). 

Daniel- Ashleigh- 

Ashleigh- (She puts down the 

phone, in shock.) How do you 

know my name?  

Daniel- The only way you could 

have ended up here… 

Ashleigh- I’m lost, I know that! 

That’s why I need to call my 

parents! 

Daniel- You must understand… 

Ashleigh- Understand what? 

Daniel- There is no good way to 

say this, but you’re… you’re dead. 

Ashleigh- I’m... dead? 

Daniel- That’s why you’re here. 

That’s why you don’t know where 

you are, and why there’s no one 

else in sight. 

Ashleigh- I can’t be dead! I 

would’ve remembered if I died! 

Daniel- Don’t worry, it’ll come back 

to you soon. It takes a while for 

everybody. 

Ashleigh- How would you know? 

Daniel- Because I’m here to help 

people on their way to the afterlife. 

Ashleigh- Are you crazy!?  (Daniel 

shakes his head.) So I really am 

dead then? (Daniel nods. Beat.) 

Why did you stop me from calling 

my parents? 

Daniel- You only get one phone call 

before I have to send you on your 

way. You have to use it wisely, so 

take all the time you need. 

Ashleigh- I see. So are you a…?  

Daniel nods.) So you know how my 

parents are doing, don’t you?  

Daniel- I’m not supposed to say 

anything about it… 
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Ashleigh- Please, sir! I need to 

know! 

Daniel- It’s better if you don’t… 

Ashleigh- I don’t care! Just tell me! 

Daniel- (Sighs.) Alright. It’s three 

in the morning, and you haven’t 

come back home. Your parents are 

worried sick, and they’re doing 

everything in their power to find 

you. But when they do… 

Ashleigh- They’re going to find out 

that I’m… (Beat.) They’ll never get 

over it! I was their only daughter!  

Daniel- You’re starting to 

remember! Think harder: do you 

remember anything that happened 

tonight, the reason why you’re 

here? 

Ashleigh- (Thinks about it for a 

while.) I remember I was with… 

Eric that night. My boyfriend. It 

was a date… well, not really. We 

just hung out with a couple of 

friends at his place and had a 

couple of drinks. It was only a few 

drinks, though. Later that night, he 

drove me home and… (She looks 

around.) And then… it all happened 

so fast and… I remember! I 

remember this street! This is 

where… his car… crashed. Fallen 

Hero Lane. (Beat.) Where’s Eric? 

(She starts to frantically look 

around again, searching for Eric.) 

Daniel- If he’s not here, then that 

means… 

Ashleigh- He’s alive! He’s alive! 

Daniel- Well, I wouldn’t say that… 

Ashleigh- What do you mean? 

(From upstage right, Eric enters 

running up to Ashleigh. He 

embraces her, tears welling up in 

his eyes.) 

Eric- Ashleigh! Oh my God, 

Ashleigh! I was looking everywhere 

for you, and when I couldn’t find 
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you, I thought the worst. I thought 

you were dead. 

Ashleigh- Eric… we are dead. 

Eric- I know, your parents are 

gonna kill you when they find out 

we’ve been out drinking- 

Ashleigh- No, Eric. We’re actually 

dead. As in… deceased. 

Eric- No no no no! It can’t be! I’m 

so sorry! This is my fault! Now I’ll 

never see them again! 

Daniel- So you got your memory 

back? 

Eric- I think so. Everything seemed 

blurred at first, but then it all came 

back to me. The beer, the car, the 

crash. Every horrifying detail. 

There was no way I could’ve hoped 

to survive, but I kept denying that 

I was dead. But you, Ashleigh… (To 

Ashleigh.) Who is this? 

Ashleigh- I don’t know his name, 

but he told me that we have one 

phone call before he sends us on 

our way. 

Eric- Phone call? To whom? 

Ashleigh- Anyone, I guess. But we 

only get one. 

Daniel- It’s one call for each of 

you, so here you go, Eric. (He 

gives Eric two quarters.) Use it 

wisely. 

Eric- How did he know my name? 

Ashleigh- I was freaked out when 

he knew my name too. He’s an- 

Eric- Oh, I see. (Beat.) So who do I 

call? What am I gonna say? 

Ashleigh- I don’t know.  

Eric- And if we’re dead, then what 

will this one phone call do? 

Daniel- A lot more than you know, 

if you call the right person. 

Eric- But who? If you know more 

than we do, then can’t you tell us? 

Daniel- That’s one thing I can’t do. 

You have to decide for yourself. 
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Ashleigh- What are we gonna do? 

Eric- The only thing we can. (Eric 

thinks about it for a while and then 

tells Ashleigh-) I know who I’m 

gonna call. 

Ashleigh- Who?  

Eric- My parents. I know I told 

them that I wouldn’t be back for a 

while, but you know them. They’re 

probably worried sick. 

Ashleigh- Yeah. I’ll leave you to it.  

(Eric goes to the payphone and 

before he calls, he turns to 

Ashleigh and says-) 

Eric- Ashleigh… 

Ashleigh- Yes, Eric? (Eric starts 

sniffling, about to cry.) 

Eric- I love you. Never forget that.  

Ashleigh- I love you too, Eric. 

(Ashleigh and Daniel walk to the 

edge of the road, away from the 

payphone, at stage right.) 

Eric- (Eric can no longer hold back 

the tears he has been fighting. He 

puts the two quarters that he 

received from Daniel in the slot, 

picks up the phone, and begins his 

call.) Hello? 9-1-1, I need to report 

an accident. The driver crashed his 

car in the middle of the road. The 

driver is dead, but the passenger is 

unconscious. Please send an 

ambulance as soon as you can. I 

don’t think she has much time left. 

Please save her. Where did the 

accident happen? Fallen Hero Lane. 

Yes ma’am. You’ll send them right 

away? Thank you. (He hangs up 

the phone.) I love you, Ashleigh. I 

always will. Goodbye for now. 

(Daniel goes up to Eric.) 

Daniel- Come, Eric. We have to go. 

Eric- I know. (They start to exit at 

stage left.) 
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Daniel- You know, not many people 

use their phone call as wisely as I’d 

hope them to. But Eric, you’re not 

like them.   

Eric- Do you think she’ll be okay? 

Daniel- I’m sure she will, thanks to 

you. (They exit. Shortly after, 

Daniel comes back for Ashleigh.) 

Come Ashleigh, you have to go, 

too. 

Ashleigh- But what about my 

phone call? 

Daniel- You won’t be needing it 

where you’re going. 

Ashleigh- But you promised- 

Daniel- Ashleigh, you’re… alive. 

Ashleigh- I can’t be. Isn’t that why 

I’m here? 

Daniel- Eric didn’t call his parents.  

Ashleigh-Why did he lie to me? 

Daniel- He didn’t want you to 

worry. He called an ambulance. He 

saved you. Right now, as we 

speak, you’re in the hospital- 

unconscious, but alive. You’ll wake 

up in a few hours, and this will all 

be like a bad dream to you. 

Ashleigh- But what about Eric? Is 

he okay?  

Daniel- They couldn’t do anything 

for him. He was already dead when 

they arrived. 

Ashleigh- He used his call for me? 

(Daniel nods his head. Ashleigh 

starts to tear up.) 

Daniel- He wanted you to live, 

even if that meant losing you.  

Ashleigh- Will I ever see him 

again? 

Daniel- When it’s your time, you 

will. 

Ashleigh-(She looks off to stage 

left, where Eric left.) Goodbye, 

Eric. I won’t forget you. 

Daniel- Are you ready to go back? 

Ashleigh- I’m ready. 
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Daniel- Then let’s go. (They exit 

stage right. The lights fade out and 

the curtain closes.) 

David Fernandez-12th Grade 
Ms. Katerina Lopez 
El Dorado High School 
3rd Place 
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Personal Narrative
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I am… 

I am….a foster care child. I’ve been 

a foster kid since I was very 

young. My birth mother and I had 

to stick to one another because we 

only had each other. Her brain was 

a little off, so it was up to me to 

keep us a family. Several times it 

felt like I was the adult, and she 

was the child.  

Some of the earliest memories I 

have is trying to get us ready for 

our “visitors.” I really didn’t 

understand at the time who they 

were. Every day it seemed as if 

there were different “guests” 

coming to check on us. As I grew 

older, I realized they were not 

guests; they were CPS workers. 

They always asked TONS of 

questions, and at first it was very 

scary. As time went on, I learned 

to deal with it because I 

am….courageous. 

I had to grow up very fast and take 

care of lots of things kids my age 

didn’t have to worry about, but 

that was the life I knew, so it 

wasn’t hard. Cooking for my mom 

and me was always an adventure. 

Every day was a challenge to 

create different meals with the 

little food that we had. One lunch 

that was constant was little tacos 

that I came up with all by myself.  

I always wondered why a young 

person like me would have to do 

that. I am…a survivor. 

Several years later, I found myself 

being removed from the only home 

I knew and placed into various 

foster care homes. Each one was 

not home to me. They never 

seemed to suit me. I had a wide 

range of emotions from happy to 

sad. Glad because each new home 
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came with a hope that I would be 

adopted, toys to play with, and a 

family to help me. Depressed 

because each household never 

seem and quite right. Toys were 

left behind, and no happy ending. 

Unfortunately, none of these places 

I could ever call “home.” I am….not 

giving up. 

Three years ago, I met the people 

who would be life changers! They 

not only took me in, but gave me a 

place to actually call “home.” They 

got me to interact with lots of 

people and gave me the help I 

desperately needed. Not only did 

they offer me a home, but taught 

me manners and how to be 

responsible. This is where my love 

of reading comes from.  

My parents told me to practice 

reading until it became fun. Every 

chance I get, you will see my nose 

in a book instead of my nose in 

chocolate. I’m reading at a very 

high level thanks to my present 

home environment. My parents 

have given me a family who I could 

love and who loved me back. They 

will never give up on me and that 

means the world to a little kid like 

me. Although it hasn’t been easy 

for us, and we’ve have had tons of 

up’s and down’s, we’ve worked 

hard and gotten through all of it 

together. 

I am…. not angry for the things 

I’ve had to overcome because 

those experiences helped me. I 

am….finally going to get adopted 

and be the person I was meant to 

be.  I am...NOT A QUITTER! 

Manuel Nevarez-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Veronica Collier 
Dr. Sue Shook Elementary 
1st Place 
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A Strange Dream 

One Saturday morning I woke up 

startled. I had one of the strangest 

dreams ever. This was my strange 

dream.  It was a dark night when a 

boy named Bobby was walking 

with his dog Billy. They suddenly 

saw a strange looking house. It 

looked very old. There were boards 

on the windows, and the roof was 

caved in.  

Billy was curious so he went into 

the house and started to explore 

and sniff around. They didn’t know 

that the house was magical. All of 

a sudden, Bobby saw two rings 

with special markings. He put one 

on Billy’s tail and one on himself. 

Then “ZAP!” They became invisible, 

and they couldn’t be seen. They 

could only see each other. They 

noticed that they were trapped in a 

graveyard. Then Bobby found a 

piece of paper and a pencil. He 

started writing a letter to his 

parents asking for help. He wrote: 

Dear Mom and Dad, 

Billy and I went into this strange 

old house and found some magical 

rings. We put them on, and we 

became invisible. Please help us! 

We are really scared and want to 

get back home.  

Sincerely, 

Your loving son and dog. P.S. 

HURRY! 

I heard a knocking, and I didn’t 

know where it was coming from. I 

heard it again and a voice said, 

“It’s time to get up.” I opened my 

eyes and saw my mom. I looked 

around, and then I realized it was 

just a dream.  

I will remember that dream 

forever. It seemed so real. There 

are times when I’m at school and I 
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can’t help but think about the 

dream. I will make sure my dog 

Billy and I never go into a strange 

house. 

Jesus Flores-3rd Grade 
Ms. Lisa Herrera 
Mission Ridge Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Pain in My Heart 

The ambulance got to the school, 

and I could hear the siren. I felt 

scared that she wasn’t okay. I saw 

her on the floor, so I got nervous 

and started to bite my nails. I saw 

Mrs. Hernandez, the nurse, Mrs. 

Kaiser, and the security guard in 

the room.  My friend, Jasmine, was 

having a seizure. She looked like 

she was asleep.  It was like the 

lights went off in her head. Her 

body was moving and shaking on 

the floor. Her eyes would close and 

open, and she would keep on doing 

it. She would keep blinking really 

fast! I saw Mrs. Hernandez and the 

nurse talking to her, but she 

wouldn’t respond. I just felt pain in 

my heart because my friend was 

hurting. Mrs. Hernandez told us we 

had to evacuate the room. I 

wanted to help her, but instead I 

just started crying. I felt like I 

couldn’t do anything about it. 

When I was in the other classroom, 

I couldn’t get her out of my mind. 

It was really hard because she is 

my friend, and I thought that 

wasn’t coming back to school. I 

would miss her greatly if I didn’t 

see her again. It was time to go 

home. As I was walking outside, I 

saw the ambulance again. I started 

to cry. I felt like she was my sister, 

and I felt pain. I wanted to tell 

Jasmine that she made my days at 

school a better place. She needed 
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to get better so that we can be 

friends and play again because she 

is a wonderful little girl. I love her, 

and I miss her.  

Sofia Mendoza-3rd Grade 
Mrs. Nellie Hernandez  
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
3rd Place 
 
 
First Place 

Have you ever won a trophy for 

dancing? One as tall as a 

skyscraper? One so shiny that it 

looks like it’s made of gold? Picture 

me holding that eye caching trophy 

that says, first place winner. I 

know you’re probably wondering 

how I won THE trophy. It all 

started on March 1, 2015. It was 

almost time for the team, and me 

to go on stage and perform. I was 

so emotional because it was the 

first competition of my life. Before 

we performed, I remembered one 

of the sayings my instructor told 

me, “Focus, follow one course until 

successful.” Right after I imagined 

him saying that, it was time to 

perform. When I stepped on stage, 

I couldn’t see anything. All of the 

lights were on the team. When the 

music started to play, the crowd 

fell silent. After the dance, I 

couldn’t breathe. We all had sweat 

running down us as if we had just 

taken a shower. After we finished, 

the group took a photo with are 

instructor. The photo looked 

amazing. After a couple of hours, it 

was time for the awards ceremony. 

I was really nervous, now that we 

would find out if we won or not. I 

thought that we did well enough to 

get 2nd place, but right when I 

heard 1st Place, I jumped up for 

joy. I had no idea that we were 

going to win. Our instructor was so 
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proud of us. He said we did a 

fantastic job. The team took a lot 

of pictures with the trophy. We 

also had an amazing time at the 

competition. Have you ever won a 

trophy for the first time doing your 

favorite sport? 

Jordan Todd-4th Grade 
Mrs. Sandra Conde 
O’Shea Keleher Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Cancer 

If there would be anything in this 

world I would love to make sure 

that nobody had to suffer with the 

evil disease of “CANCER.”  This 

disease is one of the ugliest 

diseases there can be for kids to 

have to live with. The pain is just 

UNBEARABLE. I know this because 

I am a “SURVIVOR” of the 

monstrous disease. 

You don’t want to even begin to 

know what it is to live with this evil 

disease in your body. It takes you 

away for friends, family and even 

school. I don’t understand why 

GOD has us kids having to go 

through something like this. I 

understand that the man upstairs 

will not give you obstacles unless 

he knows you are strong. I guess I 

was one of the many kids that 

were chosen to live through this 

experience and let me tell you it 

was one of the hardest things I 

have had to face on. Just being 

isolated from friends because 

doctors would tell my parents that 

kids carry a lot of germs, and my 

body was not ready to fight 

everything that kids would carry. 

My family had to be very careful 

when they would get close to me, 

and if they had any symptoms of 

illness, they were not allowed to 
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get near me. My body was not 

going to fight any kind of diseases 

because that is how strong my 

medication was. My defenses were 

low and anything could send me to 

the hospital and even threaten my 

life. The thing was that because of 

the medication and my body not 

having the immune system to fight 

a simple cough, I was not able to 

attend school. In a way that was 

not too bad since one of the effects 

of the medication was to lose my 

hair.  Having to go to school being 

bald was embarrassing because all 

the little girls would have long hair 

in the new ways of braiding or in 

pony tails. That was a self-esteem 

issue for any girl to be bald; your 

hair is your way of expression 

since we have to wear uniforms to 

school. 

Having to be in remission has 

made me see life in a very different 

way. I enjoy going to school and 

find that when my friends are 

fighting I try to find the middle 

ground to be okay with each other. 

Life is too precious for us to live in 

anger and not see what is in front 

of us.  I can actually say that I 

have beaten cancer and anything 

that comes my way will be a piece 

of cake “I Hope.”  

Melody Rangel–4th Grade 
Ms. Cindy Covarrubias 
Hueco Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Haunted House 

“Ahhh!” that was the terrifying 

sound coming from inside the 

haunted house.  As I tipped toe up 

the line, I got goose bumps. “You 

are up next,” said a man in a 

zombie costume. Will I survive? I 

asked myself.   
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I couldn’t help but feel butterflies 

in my stomach.  My heart was 

beating like a basketball. Boom, 

boom, boom! As I looked down at 

my legs, I noticed they were 

shaking like an earthquake.  

As I plotted inside the house, I felt 

something touch my hair.  When I 

looked back, no one was there.  

“What was that?” I whispered to 

myself.  Instantly, I heard a 

“Craasshhh!” As I turned around, I 

saw shattered glass all over the 

floor. Desperately, I began to 

speed up my pace.  I just wanted 

to get out! At that moment I saw a 

shadow, but in a blink of an eye, it 

had disappeared! As I squinted my 

eyes, I detected a bright light.  Is it 

the door to freedom? I asked 

myself.  I began to run down the 

hallway, but without a warning a 

fake zombie popped out from one 

of the doors. “AAAAA!!!” I 

screamed.  I reacted quickly and 

punched his face and continued to 

run.  He tried pulling me back and 

yanked my shirt.  I thought I was 

going to have a heart attack, but I 

managed to escape! As I quickly 

stepped out from the haunted 

house, I felt relieved.    

I don’t think I’ll ever forget that 

moment when I entered the house 

of terror! I’m still frightened and 

terrified when I recall those scary 

moments that the zombie was 

trying to attack me and pull me 

back.  With that, I sure hope that 

I’ve learned my lesson, and I never 

go through that again! 

Krisilyn Corral-4th Grade 
Mrs. Angelica Rodriquez 
Ernesto Serna School 
3rd Place 
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Vision Quest 

Have you ever seen the movie 

Vision Quest? If you have, you’re 

familiar with the scene near the 

end where the main character, 

Louden Swain, was wrestling and 

everyone was cheering Louden on.  

That same feeling of excitement 

and support that Louden felt is 

exactly what I experienced on Feb. 

14, 2016, at the El Paso Wrestling 

Regionals.  

On this day, I had already wrestled 

several guys.  I won and lost, so I 

had locked in 3rd place with a pin, 

and I was challenging the 2nd place 

wrestler for his 2nd place title.  It 

was a wrestler that I had recently 

beat, 11-2, in a previous match.  

Right before the challenge match, 

my heart was pounding and my 

blood was rushing. All I could think 

of was that this was it. It was 

match time! 

I stepped onto the mat. Boy, was 

this kid tall! He had grown a couple 

of inches from the last time we 

wrestled. I wondered how could I 

beat him. Sure enough, within the 

first minute, he took me down and 

scored 2 takedown points! It was 

2-0.  I let his size get to me.   

In the second period, this kid took 

me down again! The score now was 

4-0. My parents and sisters were 

cheering me on. I could hear them 

vaguely, yelling my name in the 

distance. It was enough to give me 

confidence to manage a reversal 

and gain control of my opponent. I 

gained 2 reversal points.  The 

score now was 4-2!  

In the third and final period, my 

opponent gained control.  At this 

point, there were several more 
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people cheering me on. I could see 

many more people by the mat, 

yelling and cheering.  Were they 

cheering me on, or were they 

cheering my opponent?  It didn’t 

matter because by this time, I 

gained momentum, hit my inner 

switch on, and gained 2 reversal 

points! The score was now 4-4! 

This was the end of the third 

period. In wrestling, there are 

three periods, or you go into 

overtime if you’re tied. This was 

one of a few times I had wrestled 

into overtime. So, we began and 

continued challenging for second 

place! 

We were in neutral position, 

staring at each other with hunger 

for second.  Neither one of us 

looked like we were going to give 

in.  I took up the challenge! We 

wrestled and took shots at each 

other. We wrestled with might and 

strength. Neither one of us gave in. 

The excitement filled the gym. 

More people circled our mat and 

cheered louder! My opponent and I 

continued to wrestle; standing up 

each time each one of us threw the 

other down. We beat up on each 

other.  

Over time after over time, the 

cheers grew stronger and louder!  I 

kept trying everything from A-Z, 

trying to remember what my 

coaches taught me at practice.  I 

didn’t want to lose hope but I 

couldn’t get out the pin! The little 

amount of hope inside of me was 

fueled when I saw my team, The 

Wildcats, and my coaches, yelling 

for me! At this point, we were into 

the 3rd overtime period. I had 

become physically tired and 
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wanted it to be over. I was on top 

position to wrestle and felt 

relieved. Although, it is not so easy 

when you are super tired! I was 

trying to juggle two things at once, 

keeping him down and trying to pin 

him. Time was running out, and I 

couldn’t think of anything to do. I 

let time run out, so I could try 

again in the next period. 

We went into two more overtimes! 

At one point I took notice of what 

was surrounding me. I had my 

entire team cheering me on around 

the mat! It was such a great 

feeling to see the floor where we 

were wrestling at.  On one half, 

there were all the parents and 

wrestlers from one team, and on 

the other half, you could see the 

Wildcats wrestlers, coaches and 

parents cheering me on! I was 

inspired by them all.  I didn’t give 

up, this was MY vision quest 

moment! I just needed to get out 

of my opponents hold to win this 

match!  

The whistle blew, and I tried to 

stand up. I tried everything from 

the switch, sit out position, 

scrambling but nothing worked. I 

tried using all of my strength and 

wrestled with all my heart, but 

nothing seemed to work.  I went 

out of bound with just 4 seconds 

left. The clock stopped; and I went 

to my coach feeling exhausted. He 

told me how to gain two points, if I 

made the move correctly. I went 

back to my spot, hearing inside of 

me “Eye of the Tiger,” trying to 

motivate myself to win. I was 

determined! The whistle blew, and 

I went towards my opponent and 

gave it my all. 3…2…1…0!  I 
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couldn’t do it! I wrestled till the 

end with all my heart, but couldn’t 

pull off a win!  

We shook hands and the referee 

raised my opponents hand to show 

he had won.  I was so tired that I 

didn’t care at that very moment 

that I had lost! I knew I had tried 

my hardest, and I knew I had left 

it all on the mat! My vision quest 

moment didn’t end like the movie, 

but it was still a triumphant 

moment for me because I wrestled 

with heart, determination, and 

strength. 

After the match, everyone was 

telling me how awesome the match 

was and how great I wrestled.  

Yes, they all hoped I had come out 

the winner, but saw how I never 

gave up.  Even my opponent came 

to me and said, “That was the 

hardest match I ever wrestled!”  I 

brought out the best in him, too!  

Even though I didn’t win, I was 

very proud of what I had 

accomplished.  We should all 

experience our own vision quest 

moment! 

Ismael Serrano-5th Grade 
Ms. Esther Bellah 
Loma Verde Elementary 
1st Place 
 
 
Memories of My Dad 
    
Many people won’t understand 

what it feels like to lose a loved 

one.  Imagine that loved one being 

your dad. When my dad died, I 

was four years old, and I 

remember it like it was yesterday.  

That day my world crumbled, and 

the entire Earth just ended. To this 

day, I’m not really sure how he 

died, but I’m sure my mom will 

one day tell me. I am always 

scared to ask my mom how he died 
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because I know she will cry.  I 

believe he died in a car accident, 

and for now, I will continue to 

believe that until my mom tells me 

something differently.    I was so 

much more attached to my dad 

than my mom, so it’s been really 

difficult for me, even though I am 

already 10.  

Remembering my dad makes me 

joyful and miserable at the same 

time. When I think of him, I always 

lock myself in my room to bawl, 

and I often bawl myself to sleep. 

Not a night goes by that I don’t 

dream of him.  My dreams are 

mostly about him serving in the 

army. I remember about a time 

that he came back for Christmas, 

and it was early in the morning.  

He hugged me and kissed me to 

death and told me I will never 

leave you. I can still smell the 

scent of his clothes.   I also 

remember him picking me up from 

school and taking me to my 

favorite restaurant, McDonalds, to 

enjoy their delicious food. He 

would always play tag with me and 

hide and go seek, and I can 

remember looking back as he 

chased me and looking at his 

smile. That is an image I always 

remember. One evening we went 

to the movies, and my dad got me 

all the snacks I wanted. He would 

take me to the Hello Kitty store, 

and I got a big crayon set with 

markers and everything you can 

imagine. That was really special to 

me.  

Being in school and missing your 

dad is the worst.  When I was in 

3rd grade, and it was about the 7th 

week of school, I remember just 

bawling in class.  Mrs. Hernandez 
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asked me, “What’s wrong?”  I told 

her I had remembered a dream 

about my dad, and she did the 

usual. She sent me to the 

counselor’s office, so I could talk 

about how great my dad is.  In 4th 

grade a girl named Karina said 

something mean about my dad, 

and I was so angry I wanted to 

punch her. The counselor talked to 

me and let me know everything 

was going to be OK.  Now that I’m 

in 5th grade, I feel a little better 

without him, but at the same time, 

I really miss all of the memories 

we could have created. 

I know he’s always around and still 

taking care of me.   One day, after 

school, I went home and went 

outside to play with my bike.  I 

was riding along when the weirdest 

thing happened.  The front tire 

twisted, and I could feel myself 

falling.  But I didn’t fall.   Instead, I 

felt someone grab me and pulling 

me back up. I know that someone 

was my dad. I got so scared; I 

rode home, threw my bike in my 

garage, and went running to my 

room to bawl once again.  I stayed 

in my room all day thinking about 

what had happened.   

I keep my dad’s memory in my 

heart, and I will forever miss him.   

Alexa Del Rio-5th Grade 
Ms. Raquel Herrera 
Helen Ball Elementary 
2nd Place 
 
 
Broken Heart 

Dad, I miss you very much. You 

are the best father that anyone 

could have ever wished for. You 

will never be forgotten because 

you will always be in my heart. 

From heaven, you watch over me 

and protect me. These are the 

words that console me day after 
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day. Let me tell you the beginning 

of my heartache and this horrible 

nightmare that I wanted to wake 

up from. 

My dad has been the best role 

model for the past 10 years of my 

life. Never had he let me down and 

he had never disappointed me. 

Last year during the summer, he 

unfortunately passed away, but 

this was not the beginning of my 

nightmare, only the cause of my 

broken heart. This nightmare 

began the day my dad’s stomach 

began to hurt while at work. The 

following day he would be going to 

the doctor where he would find out 

that he had colitis. This disease 

caused my dad severe abdominal 

pain but was able to control it with 

medication and a special diet. 

Everything was back to normal, but 

the pain returned, and this time it 

was worse. He went back to the 

doctors who were worried since he 

only had about 15% of blood in his 

body. After more analysis the 

doctors saw that he had a huge 

mass in his pancreas and believed 

this was the cause of the loss of 

blood, so they decided to operate. 

Once they opened him up they 

realized that this mass was a 

cancerous tumor that had spread 

to all the organs and couldn’t do 

anything for him. Three days later 

after the operation on June 28, 

2015 at 1:00 AM my heart broke. 

My father’s heart could not take all 

this pain, and he died. Since then, 

every morning hoping to wake up 

from this nightmare, I pinch myself 

but realize it is not dream. When I 

open the door to my parent’s room 

and see my mom asleep by herself, 

I know this has not been a dream. 
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I was able to make a lot of 

wonderful memories during his 

time on earth. I only wish for one 

more memory and one more day. 

So make sure that you love and 

appreciate your love ones, terrible 

things can happen in an instant 

and you can be stuck in a 

nightmare. 

Jammy Gonzalez-5th Grade 
Mrs. Erika Pineda 
Hueco Elementary 
3rd Place 
 

 

The Kiss Goodbye 

Even though the sirens from the 

ambulance flickered and boomed in 

the silence of the night, I hardly 

noticed them. My mother grasped 

my arms and shoulders as she 

tried with all her might to hold me 

back. However, her efforts didn’t 

work, for I had broken loose. I 

zoomed to the stretcher, with 

rivers of tears streaming down my 

volcano red cheeks. She looked 

like a corpse, as if her soul had 

lifted to the heavens. My great-

great grandmother, Margarita Cruz 

Sendejo, had a severe stroke. As  

the EMS staff pushed her crippled 

body into the ambulance truck, I 

gave her a kiss on her cold 

forehead. That seemed to be my 

kiss goodbye, before she was sped 

to Connally Memorial Hospital in 

Floresville, Texas.  

It began on a bright and early 

Sunday morning in the year of 

2013. The birds were chirping 

miraculously and the tortillas were 

heating on the stove. My family 

was visiting in my parents’ 

hometown of Floresville, Texas. I 

had school the next day and my 

parents had decided that we better 

be heading out soon. But, my 
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great-great grandmother, Little 

Momo, was telling all the children 

stories from her past. There was 

no way we were going to shoot 

that down! My dad prompted me to 

get a little more information on the 

little ole’ woman that sat in the 

fluffy recliner, considering she was 

95. He said that I might want to 

write a story about her after she is 

gone to share her breathtaking 

experiences with kids around the 

world! Little Momo spoke,” I was 

born June 20, 1918, in Floresville, 

Texas, as the daughter of Juan 

Cruz Sr. and Linda Flores Cruz. I 

grew up and survived the hard 

knock life with my one sister and 

two brothers. I began to work in 

the fields once I learned to walk 

and talk. I learned to ride horses 

with my father when I was just five 

years old. I lived in different 

ranches and attended school up to 

the fourth grade. My love of horses 

drove me out of school and pulled 

me more towards my field work in 

South Texas and later Michigan. In 

my teenage years and adult life, 

you could find me at local dances 

every night. That’s where I met 

your great-great grandfather, Pete 

Sendejo. We had five children, 4 

daughters and 1 son…” All of a 

sudden, I couldn’t understand Little 

Momo. She began to have slurred 

speech and when she tried to point 

with her right hand, her body 

didn’t budge. Her eyes were 

blinking faster than the speed of 

light. I immediately ran to the 

landline to call 911 before it was 

too late. 

My cherished kiss to her frigid 

forehead was the last 

remembrance of love between 
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Little Momo and I. She spoke her 

last words to me, telling her story, 

before she gasped her last breath 

on August 8, 2013. 

Little Momo only lasted about a 

week in Connally Memorial 

Hospital. She was paralyzed on the 

right side of her body, had slurred 

speech, difficulty swallowing, or 

dysphagia, and poor cognition, or 

decreased memory and mental 

processing skills. This information 

of my great-great grandmother 

was shared by me at Little Momo’s 

funeral, up at the altar at Sacred 

Heart Catholic Church. Even 

though I didn’t live the perfect 

suburban lifestyle with the rich 

relatives, a stay at home mom, 

and the white picket fence, I am so 

blessed to have been a part of 

something bigger and better! I had 

the honor of being the fifth living 

generation of my paternal family 

tree. The times that I spent with 

Little Momo, whether it was playing 

Loteria or tidying up the house, will 

always be cherished. We knew we 

didn’t have all the money and cars, 

but there was one thing we had 

that the wealthy people of the west 

side didn’t have. We shared true 

love and laughter. 

Little Momo was a beloved mother, 

grandmother, great grandmother, 

great-great grandmother, and 

friend. May you rest in peace Little 

Momo; say hello to Jesus for me 

and inform him that I will be 

knocking on heaven’s door 

someday.  

“Blessed are the clean of heart, for 

they will see God.” – Matthew 5:8 

Caitlyn Peña-6th Grade 
Mrs. Linda Gutierrez 
John Drugan School 
1st Place 
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Bullying Has Affected Me 

Bullying and violence is 

everywhere. People might not 

notice it, but it happens all the 

time. It happens when name-

calling gets out of hand. If you see 

bullying, you need to put a stop to 

it. Even if you are not involved, if 

you are witnessing it, you can also 

get in trouble because you did not 

stop it. It is never right to be mean 

to each other. We are taught to 

treat each other as family at 

school. Unfortunately, that does 

not always happen. 

Bullying for me started in the fifth 

grade when I moved here to El 

Paso. I came from New York, and I 

knew nothing. I was missing some 

education. The math and reading 

we were learning here in class was 

a lot more advanced than what I 

learned in New York. The teacher 

and my friends would talk about a 

STAAR test, and I had no clue what 

they were talking about. They said 

it was a very important test for 

Texas and that if you did not pass 

the test, you did not get to go to 

the 6th grade. That made me very 

nervous, scared, and sad. It made 

me feel worse because the people 

started making fun of me. No one 

wants that to happen to them. 

When it was time to take the 

STAAR test, I failed all of them. 

One of my classmates was making 

fun of me for not passing the 

STAAR test the first time. She was 

calling me dumb and calling me 

many hurtful names. It especially 

hurt that she teased me because 

my first language was Korean and 

that I was bilingual. Many students 

were bilingual in my school, but 

not English and Korean. The 
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problem grew bigger and bigger, 

and she involved other girls who 

started making fun of me. I held in 

my sadness. I did not want to tell 

the teacher because I was scared 

of the girl finding out I had told. 

But one day my teacher found out 

what had been happening and how 

I was being bullied. He put a stop 

to it immediately. My teacher 

helped me. I asked myself, though, 

how many more kids are being 

bullied and no one knows? How 

many students do not tell anyone 

how they are feeling and holding it 

in like I did? 

Some people can ask, “What does 

bullying look like?” It can be calling 

someone names, being mean to 

someone, or isolating them. Some 

of the effects of bullying is that the 

person being bullied can feel sad. 

There can be deeper emotional 

consequences to being bullied. So 

how do we stop the cycle of 

bullying? Tell an adult! Things can 

get out of hand, and if an adult 

does not know what is going on, 

they can help. Do not make the 

same mistake that I did by not tell 

anyone. If you are being bullied, 

let an adult know immediately. 

Bullying has to stop! 

Elizabeth Yang - 6th Grade 
Mrs. Gina Sierra 
Sun Ridge Middle 
2nd Place 
 

The Eye That Ruined My Day 

I was always the type of kid that 

never thought about bullying. Then 

one day as I was standing under 

the trees where my brother and I 

wait for our parents to pick us up, I 

saw something that changed me. 

It had been a good day at school. I 

had gotten good grades, and I had 
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fun. This was maybe the best day I 

ever had! I was standing around 

talking to my friends and 

everything seemed normal. Out of 

nowhere, I felt a gentle tap on my 

shoulder. I turned around and to 

my surprise, I saw my brother. I 

felt like my heart stopped. My 

brother’s right eye was black! His 

small cheek seemed to be blown 

up like a ball. His eyes began to 

well up when he saw me. 

Meanwhile my heart was melting 

as he told me that a kid sat on his 

eye because he did not catch the 

ball in softball. 

When he finished his story, my 

mom pulled up and saw my 

brother’s eye. He explained to her 

what had happened and my mom 

broke out in tears. My mom parked 

the car and got down. She went 

inside to talk to the principal. The 

principal was concerned, and she 

promised that she would talk to the 

boy who caused my brother harm. 

Little by little my heart grew with 

rage. That is when I saw the boy 

who had hit my brother getting in 

his car. He saw me and what I saw 

was fear in his eyes. That is when 

my heart snapped. The boy who 

had bullied my brother, the kid 

who I hated with all my heart, had 

problems of his own. He was afraid 

of his parents!  

From that day on I think about 

what people are capable of doing 

to others because of what they 

have suffered themselves. 

Ricardo Hinojos-6th Grade 
Mrs. Belinda Arnold 
Sun Ridge Middle School 
3rd Place 
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No Title 

I am walking to school and realize 

that someone is following me. I 

make another turn and hide in an 

ally as the stranger walks past. 

Then it hits me. I know this 

stranger; I have talked to this 

person. Why was he here? Why 

now, did he have to be here?  

“Daniel?” I call out in confusion. 

He turns around and smiles. He 

doesn’t say anything as he comes 

up to me and hugs me. I 

immediately hug him back  

“Julie.” He says, “I-“. He stops 

suddenly. 

“Daniel? What’s wrong” I say as I 

push myself away from him. 

“I’m sorry.” He says and starts to 

walk away. 

“Daniel? Daniel!” I scream after 

him. 

I jerk awake and try to gather my 

bearings as I gasp for air. Daniel 

was gone and I know that. So why 

can’t I accept it! How do you 

accept that your best friend is 

dead? That he committed suicide? 

How do cope with the fact that 

your best friend was depressed and 

you didn’t even know it?  

“Julie, are you are you awake?” My 

mom says as she peeks in my 

room. She sees the tears 

streaming down my cheeks and 

says nothing. “You need to get 

ready for school. You’ve missed to 

many days as it is”  

“Mom, I don’t think that I can do 

this,” as I sit up in my bed. She 

comes closer to me and sits next to 

me. I lean into her as she hugs 

me. 

“I know, honey. It will get better as 

time goes on.” She gets off my bed 
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goes to the does and says, “Your 

dad is going to be leaving in 

twenty minutes, so be ready.” 

As soon as she closes the door, I 

get out of bed and head to the 

dresser. I didn’t make it half way 

before I collapsed on the floor. My 

body racked with sobs. How do 

people do this live life like nothing 

has happened? How do I just 

continue life like nothing 

happened, like my best friend 

didn’t die? I don’t know how to 

cope with it. I loved him, and he 

left me. I got the letter that he 

wrote me before he…. I can’t even 

finish the thought with out sobbing 

harder. I start reading the letter 

for what seems to be the millionth 

time.  

My dearest Julie, 

Julie, I hope what I have done has 

not made you doubt my love for 

you. I will forever love you in this 

life and the next. You have proven 

to me that life is not horrible as I 

thought. You were the light of my 

life you taught me what it was to 

be a regular teenager. You taught 

me what it was like to dream about 

the future. I cannot tell you why 

did what I did. Just know that I will 

forever love you. 

Your Best Friend, 

Daniel  

P.S Stay away from Robert. He is 

dangerous. 

Hailey Best-7th Grade 
Ms. Marsha Schwartz 
William D Slider Middle School 
1st Place 
 
 

Speak Up 

It was the perfect, fall day: bright, 

orange leaves scattered the 

sidewalks, and there was a slight 

warm breeze. Little did I know that 
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this perfect day wouldn’t last very 

long. 

Screams, yelling, “You’re it!” and 

laughter. Yes that’s right, you 

guessed it folks! This was recess 

time for all of the first-graders! I 

had gone outside with my friends 

Grace, Yasmen, Emma, Lily, and 

this other girl that just became our 

friend, Sarah. I was immersed in 

deep conversation with Lily about 

Hannah Montana when out of 

nowhere Sarah said, “You’re so 

annoying Emily! Go away! We don’t 

want any babies in our group.” 

KAPOW! It was like a fresh punch 

in the stomach. I swiftly ran to the 

farthest piece of playground I could 

find and crouched under it. 

Meanwhile, everyone was having 

fun and no one noticed the girl 

hiding under the slide with a river 

of tears streaming down her 

already soaked face. I had spent 

the whole recess there. When I got 

home that day, I recapped 

everything to my aunt, who was 

also my best friend in the whole 

wide world. “What should I do?” I 

asked her after I was finished. “At 

school, whenever your uncle or I 

got bullied, I would tell them that 

what they were doing wasn’t right 

and that they needed to stop. I say 

you need to speak up. Bullies keep 

on going if you don’t tell them to 

stop.” The next day, I walked up to 

not-so-confidently-strutting with 

my noodle limbs to Sarah. “Sarah, 

I don’t like how you treated me 

yesterday. You were very mean, 

and you hurt my feelings. You need 

to stop it.” I said in a firm voice. I 

was startled to find was my own. 

Before I knew it, my friends had 

backed me up and Sarah backed 
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off. 

As an only child, I grew up never 

needing to speak up for myself, so 

bullies were definitely a first. 

Therefore, with that said, I am glad 

my aunt helped me find the right 

solution. This has had a 

humongous impact on my life. In 

years to come, I spoke up against 

more bullies. From now until 

forever, I will roar louder than a 

lion before I stay quiet in the face 

of a bully.     

Emily Montelongo-7th Grade 
Mrs. Melissa Buenrostro 
Montwood Middle School 
2nd Place 
 

Under the Knife 

“Deep breaths,” I nervously 

addressed myself. The doctor 

dressed in sky blue robes calmly 

placed an anesthesia mask on me. 

After that, my body began to chill 

like a mid-winter night. A team of 

surgeons dragged me onto the 

stretcher and rushed me to the 

operation room. “She needs this,” I 

thought. “She will die without my 

kidney.” I kept drifting in and out 

of sleep on the way there. I saw 

mouths moving, but no sound. 

Then, BAM! The anesthesia hit me 

like a school yard bully, and I was 

out like a light.  

After what seemed like mere 

seconds later, I woke up. My eyes 

were so blurry, they were like a 

morning fog. Suddenly, a blurred 

figure stepped into the room. After 

squinting my eyes for a bit, I 

figured out who it was. It was the 

man who performed my surgery. 

He informed me that my surgery 

went fine and that I could see my 

friend immediately. My face lit up 

brighter than the sun, and I took 
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up his offer. 

As I walked into the room, my 

friend greeted me graciously. We 

hugged and talked about what we 

remembered. It was if two peas in 

a pod got separated and then 

reunited again. Before I left, we 

thanked God for our future.  

In the waiting room before my 

surgery, I felt like the transplant 

was mandatory for me. She was 

my best friend, so I had to. I hope 

she always remembers what I did.  

Liam Bennet–7th Grade 
Mrs. Gloria Arias 
SPC Rafael Hernando III 
Middle School 
3rd Place 

 

Overcoming a Hardship 

Throughout life we face many 

hardships and obstacles, and we 

often conquer them. However, 

sometimes finding the answer and 

overcoming a hardship is like 

finding a needle in a haystack. 

Although it seems impossible, with 

hard work, determination, and 

support anything is possible. 

OCD, or obsessive-compulsive 

disorder, is an anxiety disorder in 

which people have unwanted and 

repeated thoughts, feelings, ideas, 

and obsessions that make them 

feel driven to do something. At an 

early age, I started developing 

OCD. I repeatedly washed my 

hands and feared contamination. If 

anyone but me touched my 

belongings, I would not be able to 

concentrate unless I sanitized it 

exactly three times. I would often 

isolate myself from others and 

followed a strict routine that had to 

be impeccable. If I could not do 

something perfectly I would have a 

panic attack. Eventually, my 
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parents started to realize that it 

was out of control and unhealthy 

for me, so I did what I thought was 

best and tried to hide it from them. 

Hiding my OCD was the worst thing 

I could do now that I look back at 

it. When I was stressed or had 

panic attacks, I did not have my 

parents or family there to help me 

through with it. After many failed 

attempts to overcome it, I grew 

ashamed at myself for not being 

able to control it. I thought I was 

crazy since the other kids at my 

school did not behave the way I 

did. Sooner or later, I gave up on 

myself. I felt as if I had lost all 

control over myself and was acting 

on compulsions. At school my focus 

was on the things that were 

bothering me such as crooked 

posters and other uneven things. 

Other times I could only think 

about all the germs and bacteria 

on my desk. Another thing I did 

was after finishing my math 

homework, I could not carry on 

unless I checked it exactly three 

times. 

One summer day, I became 

frustrated that I could not fix my 

hair without any bumps or 

imperfections. As a result, I began 

having a panic attack. My mother 

came into my room worried and 

trying figure out what had 

happened. I was mortified that she 

had to find me like that. After 

explaining to her why I was crying, 

she looked at me differently. I 

thought that my mom thought I 

was crazy, but instead she hugged 

me and said everything was going 

to be alright. About two weeks 

after the incident, I went to a 

doctor’s appointment. During that 
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appointment my mom asked for a 

referral for a psychiatrist. The 

doctor asked me questions, such 

as ‘Do you ever panic or cry when 

you feel you don’t have control 

over something’? At the end of the 

appointment my mother was 

handed the referral with a list of 

recommended psychiatrists. 

Immediately, my mother made 

another appointment with Dr. De la 

Torre. 

I felt uneasy about visiting the 

psychiatrist because I was 

embarrassed, but I realized that it 

was my only option to get better. 

During the visit, I was asked 

personal questions. The doctor 

explained what kind of OCD I had 

and said that whenever I 

experienced doubt, I responded to 

it as if it were danger. She also 

said that no matter how hard I 

tried, I would not be able to get 

over it without help. After many 

visits and having the support of my 

family I started to change my 

perspective. I understood that I 

cannot, nor do I have any control 

over what happens.  

I was also dependent on myself 

while trying to overcome my OCD. 

I started making changes in my 

daily behavior which helped me to 

some extent accept imperfection 

rather than resisting it. The more I 

accepted, the less I fought with 

myself. I gradually learned how to 

expect the unexpected and how to 

deal with it. I became willing to 

accept risk and having to stop 

seeking reassurance from myself 

and others. I also started trying 

new hobbies such as baking and 

playing sports to keep my mind off 

of the compulsions.  
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From my experience, trying to 

overcome OCD was probably the 

hardest thing I’ve ever done. To 

this day I am still trying to conquer 

OCD. I have come to accept my 

imperfections and I am happier. I 

do not expect to conquer it in a 

certain time limit because I realize 

that I have no control over what 

will happen in the future. My 

advice for anyone trying to get 

better is that you cannot do it 

alone, I tried shutting it out, but it 

only got worse.  It will also take 

time and determination. It’s been 

almost a year since I started to try 

to get better and it’s also been 

hard trying to resist the 

compulsions. You have to run and 

face your fear bot run away from 

it. 

 
 
 

Sarahi Bracamontes-8th Grade 
Ms. Lynda Robbins 
Paso del Norte School 
1st Place 
 
 
The True Me 

When I was in second grade, I 

adored school. I also didn’t know 

much about the social world. My 

only wish at the time was to be 

popular. I wanted everyone in the 

school to know my name and want 

to be my friend. I wanted to be the 

envy of the second grade 

community. The only problem was, 

I didn’t know how to do that. It 

seemed to me that, like kings and 

queen, popular kids were born, not 

made.  

And then I thought, what if the 

popular kids were smart? Well, this 

led to a whole week of 

contemplation and speculation on 

my part. In the end, I concluded 

that that indeed was the reason 
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the popular kids were well known 

among their peers, and so I 

resolved to be smart, too. I 

remember trying harder than ever 

before on homework assignments 

and checking my work three or 

even four times on tests. I didn’t 

have to force myself to read, as 

that was the very thing I enjoyed 

doing the most, but on everything 

else I did my best to make it 

something I excel at. 

This led to me becoming what I 

like to think of as the DSP 

(Designated Smart Person) of 

school. Everyone in my grade level 

knew my name, and I was, as I 

had hoped, the envy of the second 

grade community. All of the second 

grade teachers knew me because 

of my extraordinarily high grades 

and excellent behavior in class. I 

was, if you will, a goody two-shoes 

teacher’s pet. 

But I was never popular. Sure, I 

was smart, well-known, friendly, 

but I never had a flock of children 

following me around, existing to do 

my bidding like other popular kids 

did. In fact, I don’t ever recall 

having a group of friends at all in 

my elementary years. At lunch, my 

teachers had us line up in the 

cafeteria in alphabetical order and 

had us sit only with kids from our 

class. For other kids, their best 

friends never failed to save them a 

seat-one that would otherwise be 

taken up by an unwelcome bottom.  

As for me, well, I was always stuck 

at the edge of the table, 

surrounded by kids whom I either 

didn’t know or didn’t like. Nobody 

saved a seat for me. Nobody 

seemed to have a care in the world 
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for the little girl who always sat at 

the edge of the table, eating lunch 

quietly until she went outside to 

play, during which time she hopped 

from group to group, hoping 

somebody would take her under 

their wing and invite her to sit with 

them at lunch the next day.  

I discovered then that as hard as I 

tried, never in a million years 

would I be a cool kid. I was a nerd, 

nose stuck in a book at most 

times, head down in class working 

happily on the assignment before 

me. I was different for one reason: 

I liked learning. In today’s society, 

people who enjoy learning are 

outcasts-oddballs, if you will. 

Everyone knew who I was, knew 

what I was known for, what I had 

achieved-but they never knew the 

true me-somebody desperate for a 

shoulder to lean on, somebody who 

wanted a true friend with whom to 

share my happiness and sorrows. 

Of course, there were other kids 

just as smart and well behaved as 

I was, but the difference between 

me and them was that they were 

popular. They had a group of 4 or 

5 kids sitting with them at lunch 

and going everywhere they went. 

They were cool and smart-both 

things I had always wanted to be. 

That was six years ago, and that’s 

still the way it is. I’m smart and 

friendly, but I’m not popular. In 

fact, to the cool kids, I’m their arch 

enemy, since I’m the complete 

opposite of what they are. 

A lot of people don’t know about 

my past and how I came to be who 

I am today. But now you know. 

And, after writing this story, I now 

know something too. I realized that 
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being a “cool” kid isn’t all it’s 

cracked up to be. Yes, cool kids are 

popular, but that doesn’t make 

them nice. Or smart. Or anything, 

really. They’re just popular, period. 

They feel themselves to be above 

everyone else for no apparent 

reason.  

So maybe I’ll just stick with being  

nerd. 

Adriana Montoya-8th Grade 
Ms. Rebeca D’Antoni 
Montwood Middle School 
2nd Place 
 
 

Coaster Cowardice 

The wait shortened and my anxiety 

rose as we slowly neared the front 

of the line.  There were about 

fifteen thrill-seeking amusement 

park goers ahead of me and my 

cousin in line to ride the most 

intimidating and unnerving 

rollercoaster ride in Busch 

Gardens. 

I had no previous intentions to be 

in the situation that I was currently 

in.  I have always disliked 

rollercoasters, but when my friend 

recently told me about when she 

rode one, and it broke down and 

stopped while they were at the top 

of the first drop, it worsened.  

Since hearing that story, my dislike 

for rollercoasters has evolved into 

fear.  My cousin, Claudia, knew of 

my fear but still wanted me to 

accompany her on the ride.  In 

order to persuade me into doing 

so, she offered me a bribe I 

couldn’t possibly resist. 

So here I was, my stomach in 

knots with my cousin laughing at 

my evident uneasiness.  “What’s 

wrong? You look like you’re going 

to throw up!” she joked. 
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“Be careful,” I answered, “I just 

might.”  Soon enough I was being 

seated and we were receiving 

instruction to keep our hands and 

feet inside the car at all times.  I 

was slightly shaking and only 

negative thoughts ran through my 

mind.  What if it breaks down? 

What if the safety bars 

malfunction? What if I actually 

throw up!? Suddenly, we lurched 

forward and began our trek.  I 

could feel my fear building, and it 

quickly escalated to terror.  I 

greatly regretted my decision to 

follow through with this. 

I glanced over at my cousin for 

reassurance, but she looked just as 

scared, as I myself, felt.  “You 

okay?” I asked. 

“Yeah, are you?” she said. 

“No, not really,” I replied. 

I was grateful that the rollercoaster 

started out slow, but then the first 

drop came into view, and I tried 

not to look or think about it. We 

began climbing the first lift hill, and 

fear bubbled in my chest as I could 

feel gravity pulling down on me.  

At this point, it would be a relief if 

the rollercoaster were to stop 

working. 

We reached the top of the drop, 

and I shut my eyes tightly as my 

fear peaked.  I could feel the car 

ever so slowly inching its way 

forward over the edge.  The next 

thing I knew, we were plummeting 

towards the ground.  My heart 

leaped into my stomach, and I 

could feel my loose hair being 

pulled back by the wind.  I was too 

scared to release a scream.  I was 

filled with the same deep-seated 

petrifying feeling throughout the 

entire ride. 
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When it finally ended, I was 

overcome with relief.  “You see,” 

Claudia grinned, “it wasn’t that 

bad.”  I looked at her in disgust. 

From then on I knew not to be 

pressured into doing what I know I 

shouldn’t, and to also not believe 

my cousin because after all the 

struggle that I went through, she 

didn’t feel the need to hold up her 

end of the bargain.     

Vanessa Lopez-8th Grade 
Ms. Melissa Jones 
SSG. Manuel R. Puentes Middle 
School 
3rd Place 
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