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Students with “H” after their
name were recognized with
the “From the Heart” award,
which is judged based on
creativity, passion, and
expressiveness.
Students with “W” after their
name were recognized with
the “Write Stuff” award,
which is judged based on
language, clarity, structure,
and emotional impact.
These students, as well as
the honorable mention
winners listed on the next
page, will be recognized at
the Feb. 25 “Write Out Loud”
event.
Students with no designation
after their name were
selected to represent their
school at the kickoff “Once
Upon a Time” banquet on
Feb. 23.
Thank you to the more than
800 students who submitted
work this year, and to our
partners at ACT for
evaluating that work and
selecting our winning
students.

Honorable Mention
The following students received Honorable Mention in the 2018 One Book
Two Book Children’s Literature Festival writing competition. These are
students whose work was deemed to be of excellent quality, and were
selected from the more than 800 submissions to the festival.
Thank you to our partners at ACT for evaluating the student writing.
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Faizaan Ahmad

Jack’s First Flight
It was Jack’s first flight from London to Chicago on a Boeing-747-400. Jack was eating
at a restaurant at London Heathrow Airport. While he ate, his stomach was full of lots of
butterflies because he was really nervous about the flight. They waited about two hours for the
aircraft to arrive from its previous flight. Jack slept on his mom’s lap for about one hour and 45
minutes. In the remaining time, he went on his phone and watched videos with his ear buds on.
Finally, the Boeing-747-400 arrived at the gate. Jack saw passengers from all over the world
come out of the aircraft. They waited another 30 minutes before it was time to board. Jack felt
sick to his stomach. The woman at the gate asked for their boarding passes and passports, which
Jack’s parents handed over. She said, “Thank you, and cheers.”
Jack and his parents boarded. Jack said, “This is massive!”
They all laughed. They entered the aircraft and found their seats. Jack saw all the flight
attendants and they seemed nice, so he started feeling less nervous. When everyone had boarded,
the seatbelt sign appeared. The flight attendant announced, “Please fasten your seatbelts for taxi
and takeoff.”
The family put their seatbelts on. Jack said, “Dad, I’m still a bit nervous.”
His dad replied, “It’s alright. It’s going to be great. Did you see the flight attendants?
They were nice, right?”
Jack thought for a second, and replied, “Dad, you’re right. I’m not scared.”
The aircraft started pushback and taxied to the runway. It was ready to takeoff. The
aircraft started shaking. Jack put his head on his dad’s lap. They rolled quickly and took off into
the sky. Jack felt nice and cozy. He went right to sleep for about six hours and twenty minutes.
He heard a flight attendant talking to his mom and dad about their meals. Jack asked himself,
“What’s in that trolley?”
His mom said, “Oh, honey, you’re awake. Here is your food. What drink do you want?”
“Coke, please,” Jack answered.
Jack watched a movie on the screen. After 30 minutes, he paused it and checked how
much time was remaining on the flight. It was one hour and 30 minutes. He went back to the
movie and ate his chicken and rice. After the movie, he looked out the window and saw that they
were really low. He looked at the flight map on the screen, and saw that there were only 10 more
minutes until arrival. He was so excited! They touched down smoothly. His parents asked, “Did
you like your first flight, Jack?”
He nodded a bunch of times, but said, “Tired.”
Mom and dad both nodded with agreement. The captain said, “Welcome to Chicago
O’Hare International Airport. Please keep your seatbelts fastened until we get to the gate.”
They waited for the aircraft to stop at the gate. They finally stopped and got off the
aircraft. Jack said, “That was so cool and amazing!”
He was no longer afraid of flying, and was happy that his first flight was on a beautiful
historical aircraft that will soon be retired.

Evelyn Bergus
Why?
Why is it that I as a woman only get paid
76 cents for every dollar a man makes?
Why is it that my non white friends get
bullied, harassed, discriminated against
just because of the color of their skin?
Why do the KKK still exist,
 is it to cause fear, worry, and misery
to those who they believe shouldn’t be here?
Why is it that because I’m white
 I get more privilege, more opportunities
than any one person of color?
Why is it that because my family earns more than some
that I am better off, and closer to success
when I didn’t even help earn that?
Why do I get more right to a college degree
than someone of the same qualifications
but with different colored skin?
Why is white the norm, the regular, the usual,
do we have to assume that we are all white?
Why is it that some white people are scared of people of color,
what makes an African American, an Asian, a Hispanic
any different?
Why is it that we fight wars
when we could just have peace
and equality for all?
Why do white people use their privilege for bad
and not to make the world a better place
 for those around us?
If people need to put others down
to bring themselves up,
something is wrong.
If you feel like someone is threatening
just because they are a person of color,
you are wrong.
Use your privilege to improve the place we live in,
not to divide it.

Josephine Bozarth

Time Shifter
The world moves alongside equality and discrimination, moving rhythmically between them,
trying to balance it all out. Many people ponder the melody of the universe, but do not interfere.
Those who are brave enough to hope for a change, to step up, they tilt this music, questioning its
heavy beat. Some tilt it without even knowing that somewhere out there, time had its eyes on
them, waiting to implant their actions into stone, and forever sway the way people look at
everything around them. Most people use many hard-working years to change the chime of the
galaxy. Me, I use magic.
Thats right, I’m a time shifter. A time shifter? You might be thinking. What on earth is a time
shifter? Are you thinking of a shape shifter? No, I’m not a shape shifter. I’m a time shifter. I can
speed up or reverse each and every little atom in the universe. I’ve had many different
adventures before, bending time and sending a ripple out, like a stone thrown at a pond. Here's
my most recent one.
Sometimes my shifting is uncontrollable, and I’ll go places never intended. This is what
happened: I was sitting in my baby blue painted room, staring at the white accents on my
bedroom door, thinking hard. Thinking about all the things that are wrong in the world, and all
the things that are right. Most of the time the line between them is unclear and foggy. But
sometimes it’s not. Suddenly the air around me began to steam and ripple. Too late I realized
what was happening. The swaying air suddenly ripped like paper, and sucked me inside.
When I came back to my senses I was sitting slumped on a bus seat, feeling slightly nauseous. I
focused on a big white sign hanging up from the ceiling. What did it say? Suddenly my vision
sharpened. It said in big black letters: “Colored Only.” All of my senses suddenly sharpened. I
saw on the row across from me a middle aged black woman sitting down. Then I realized where
I was! Rosa Parks’ bus! Which meant… that was Rosa parks! Suddenly the bus lurched to a stop
and a white man got on. I looked over at the “whites only section” which was full. “Hey, you
there!” the bus driver said, pointing to Rosa. “Let me have those seats!” I sucked in my breath. “I
don’t think I should,” she said quietly. I turned around and saw the bus driver's face turn tomato
red.”I’ll call the police on you!” “Go ahead,” she said, “you may.” In only a little bit a police
officer arrived, and the red-faced bus driver explained what had happened. The entire time I had
been staring at Rosa. She looked tired and scared, but also radiated confidence and boldness. The
officer shoved her up from off the seat, and said “You’re under arrest. Come with me.” She
looked at me, and I saw in her eyes a great sadness, yet also something else. She looked almost
happy, but in the most haunting way possible. I stood up, wanting to stop it. Rosa looked me
square in the eyes and said to me, “There's gonna be a change in the world someday. There's
gonna be a great change.” Tears stung at my eyes. I wanted to stay here, to help this poor
woman, but the air rippled in front of me, the vortex opened, and I was sucked in. Back in my
room now, I thought about what had just happened. One word floated in my head: unfair.
If you listen to the sky at night, you can hear the stars singing. Soon all of space and beyond join
in, perfectly in tune, harmonizing with each other. They sing of wonderful changes, but also of
the great, great sorrows of the past.

Claire Che

A Trip to China
We will begin by telling you what it looks like in Beijing. Up the streets you can see a lot of
apartments. There are lots of people so there is lots of traffic. Most people ride bikes or walk to
get to near places. There are more taxis in Beijing than in Iowa because more people live in
apartments and don’t have their own cars.
Let’s go to the Fragment Hill Park in suburban area of Beijing. Fragment Hill is so high that it
might take an hour to climb up. Many people ride cable cars to get up. Near the foot of the hill
there is a pond called Eyeglass Pond. It is called Eyeglass Pond because it is shaped like a pair of
eyeglasses. When climbing up halfway you come to a little house. [I don’t know what it’s for.]
At the top of the mountain there are lots of stores and places to buy food, water, and snacks.
Now let’s start a tour somewhere else. Our first stop is my mom’s uncle’s house. He lives in
Yangzhong on an island in the middle of Long River on a country side. They live in a big house
with two stories and lots of rooms [I never counted.] In front there I s a small creek from the
Long River. There are crabs, lobsters, and other living things. Some people wash their clothes in
the creek. They have to light a fire to cook, not like in Iowa. My mom’s uncle, my uncle, and
aunt live there. There are pets too [my mom said they are not pets.] There are a few hens, one
goose, one rooster, two dogs, and two big turtles. For breakfast I ate a sesame rice ball. It’s
round. The outside is made of sticky rice. The inside is sweet sesame filling. You eat it with a
plain tasting soup. We also eat eggs. The eggs come from the hens. I was lucky to see how a hen
laid an egg. She had a square bucket on top of a small shelf. She went up and down three times
because we were around talking too loud. She must be scared. Finally, there was one egg and it
was warm and light brown with dark brown spots. It was amazing! We gave it to my mom’s
uncle and ate it for breakfast the next day.

The trip to China was exiting. After the trip, my mom, I and my little brother made a scrapbook.
We kept many photos in it. I and my brother helped by gluing photos and drawing pictures. I
have been to many places in China and I hope I go to more next year!

Jonathan Chen

The Water Impasse

Water. The irony of water is ever-persistent. Wars have been fought, lost, and won.
Nations have risen. We, as humans, have become the most dominant life on the planet. Yet we
still have such a thing like the Water Crisis. We are the most advanced beings on Earth, and we
have the most primordial of crises. Thousands of years ago, not having enough water was
probably the norm for the majority of people. It had to be accepted. A lot of animals die without
water. Why should we have been any different? Now, in the present day, we should be different.
We have reshaped the entire world. We are the most sophisticated and powerful of living beings.
And yet, we are hindered by this water problem. On the blue planet. It’s not so simple, though.
If we look back on history, we see significant development along places with rich
resources. Places like China, Greece, and Mesopotamia. As we move forward in time, we see
these places grow in development, and eventually their neighbors grow also. Mesopotamia gives
rise to the Persian Empire. Greece gives rise to the immensely powerful European empires. The
Xia of China give rise to the longest reigning ancient civilization of all time. What about the
other places? Places like America, or Sub-Saharan Africa? Well, America gets colonized and
developed. Africa, on the other hand, does eventually get colonized, but the availability of
resources limits development. So Africa lags behind in global development. This is an example
of many places that have lagged behind in development. Now, that might not sound major, but
no development means no infrastructure. And we come back to our water problem. In developed
regions, people make new technologies such as wells, pumps, and eventually water is cleaned
through new treatment plants. Underdeveloped regions, however, don’t get all the luxury
equipment. They are stuck in time. And, as time goes on, the developed regions find out about
the Water Crisis. And that is where we, as a developed group, must help.
Now, the first problem will always be, How do we help in a region without resources?
Admittedly, it’s always going to be a problem. Unless we can just constantly bring resources and
infrastructure to places like Sub-Saharan Africa, the Water Crisis is just always going to be a
thing. To explain this problem, think about this. Say that we give a lot of water pumps, wells,
and other types of infrastructure. What happens when we leave? What happens if infrastructure
breaks? It does take money to do all this. Now, it seems like there is a really simple solution. Just
station a permanent workforce to help in Water Crisis regions. Well, this does not work. If they
are sent over there, we still have to give them resources. This is because they simply do not have
enough resources to work with in Water Crisis regions. They will also eventually run out of
infrastructure. So, the root of all of this, is the fact that the people fighting the Water Crisis are
not getting enough financial support. If we had nations focus on the Water Crisis, this could have
been solved quicker. In fact, it was probably about to happen. Until new crises to the world
showed up. New crises like terrorism and nuclear weaponry. These are now the priority. But the
Water Crisis hasn’t grown weaker. It’s still as prevalent as before. Now, the new threats should
be prioritized. But the support for fighting the Water Crisis shouldn’t weaken. That’s why we
should keep fighting. We need to keep fighting this most primordial of threats. And that is the
Water Crisis.

Zuzu Coleman

Sand Dollar Beach
By: Zuzu Coleman

I remember it like yesterday, that sand dollar beach.  The rocky shores and
chilling waters still flash in my memory, like a video that goes on repeat.  My sister and I
found shells, aquatic snails, clams, and a few crab.  The sky on that day was a vibrant
blue, and there were not many clouds in the sky.  The sea was like a vast plain, evergoing
and glistening in the sunlight, forever to come.  Cruisers sailed, for the world, splashing
water everywhere.
On that day, I felt so free, I had no care in the world.  The chilling water would have
bothered me, but the experience was too thrilling for me to notice that I was drenched
from knees down.  I jumped the tide and scavenged for shells - big ones, small ones,
shiny purple shells, any type of shell you could imagine!
My favorite, the sand dollar, is the one I found with wonder in my eyes.  I was looking
for the most beautiful shell I could find.  Suddenly, I saw something. A small white shell,
the kind you get in the gift shops on the beach, the ones that look absolutely perfect.  I
snatched it, faster than I did with any other shell, because I wanted it so badly.  But to
my surprise, it was different than I saw it as.  It was almost like a button to me, I didn’t
know any better.  As I held it in my hand I made a discovery, it was fragile, as if with a
squeeze it would crumble to pieces.  I dashed across the beach, flinging sand behind me
as I ran.
When I reached my mom, she told me it was a sand dollar, and as of today, it sits at my
bedside every night.  I never wanted to leave the beach, I loved it there!  But alas, I had
to leave the blue skies and shells longing to be picked up, for I will never forget, that
sand dollar beach.

Gwen Dao, Grade: 4, Age: 10
Snowy Walk
Snow is falling in the night sky. “Let’s go for a walk,” says my dad. “Sure,” I answer. “No
thanks,” says my brother. My dad snaps Abby’s pink glow collar on. “You can come too,” he
says to the dog as he opens the door to let her out. I put on my snow gear hoping to keep warm in
the below-freezing temperatures.
The snow fell slowly, softly, satisfying. As we walked by a street light I could see the snow
better than ever. I looked behind me to see our freshly stamped footsteps in the snow. As we
walked further and further away from the last step, I watched them being slowly covered up
again as new snow fell from the sky. I stuck my tongue out to catch a flake or two. I closed my
eyes, feeling it melt on my tongue as if someone was tickling my tongue with the most ticklish
feather I had ever been tickled with.
When we walked by the frozen pond we took Abby off of her leash and let her explore. Then we
continued our walk leaving Abby at the pond to run around and play in the snow.
I looked up at my dad who was looking out into the distance. Then he started walking slower and
slower until he came to a stop. He got low enough that he was on his stomach. “Get down,” he
whispered. I got down. “Look,” he whispered. I looked. There was an albino deer staring right at
us. She came closer and closer. I slowly crept up to my knees. I took off my glove and reached
out toward the deer. “Don’t-” my dad whispered. But it was too late. The deer was licking my
hand. “Wow!” I whispered. I pulled my hand away as my dad reached out his hand for his turn.
The deer took one sniff, paused, and then ran away. We laughed. Then both let out a sigh. “I
don’t think she likes me very much,” my dad joked. “How do you know it’s a she?” I asked.
“She’s a mother,” he answered. “I saw her fawn watching behind that tree.” We got up and
walked to the frozen pond to check on Abby.
We laid down on the snow and closed our eyes. “Let’s pretend we’re sleeping, and see Abby’s
reactions,” I said. We laid there silent and still. When Abby came over, she sniffed us then
playfully hopped away joining in our game. We shot up the next time she came near. We scared
her so much she jumped back. “I guess we better get heading back,” my dad said. And we
headed for home. I couldn’t wait to tell my brother about the deer! He’s going to wish he
would’ve come with us.
The End

Jordan Gamia

Samantha Glass

Soldier and Daughter
She thought the world was over
Him gone so far away
She cried and cried till quiet
Swept her away
She remembered those wonderful moments
Him and her together
Always knowing the solid truth
He’d keep loving her forever.
She tried to go on without him
Though she knew it would be hard
Until she realized she could stay with him
Forever in her heart
Then one day she looked out her window
Still deep in her misery
She saw a car returning
Could it truly be?
He got out, his eyes shining
His smile brought back her blurred memories
Of all the time they’d spent together
Warm and smiling, happy
She ran to him
Tears and laughter brimming
There was one sweet moment
Father and daughter reunited!
She had thought the world was over
With him gone so far away
Now she finally felt
The crack in her heart had mended
Love and hope can ease your heart
In a time of sadness
No matter how hard it is,
Hope can be found in many ways

How I Feel About Food

Mae Knights

Food is complicated.
We all have opinions about food, and we don’t always agree.
My opinion?
If I could, I’d eat a strict diet of mac and cheese, tortellini,
(no sauce)
and mandarin oranges.
I don't like mushrooms, asparagus and especially not pickled herring.
I don’t like pickled … anything.
I like peppers, but not when they’re raw.
Small carrots, but not big carrots.
I love to eat Nutella sandwiches.
I love sweet peppers--but not if they're cooked.
Pepperoni pizza is good, but only if it doesn't have pepperoni.
I absolutely love milk.
I’d say that out of my whole family I drink the most milk, and I am the smallest.
I like sugar. I’m not at all picky about that.
I will eat brown sugar, granulated sugar, and especially powdered sugar
Did I mention, I eat these sugars straight?
Well, I do, even though I’m not allowed.
My mom and I have different opinions about that.
If I could invent a food, I would invent a sugar that is healthy for you, so that
everyone could be satisfied.
It would come in all of the sugar flavors, brown healthy sugar, granulated healthy
sugar and my favorite, powdered healthy sugar.
Then my mom and I would let me eat straight sugar, I hope.
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Olivia Mitros

The Rainbow
Once upon a time there was a rainbow that was 7 years old because it had 7 colors. Each year
represented a color. In the red year it was apple-picking year. The rainbow picked 7 apples. In
the orange year it was leaf year. In leaf year the rainbow jumped in a leaf pile 7 times. In the
yellow year, it was sunny everyday. The rainbow played. The sun had 7 rays. In the green year
there was green grass everyday. There were 7 yards of grass. In the blue year, the rainbow
jumped 7 waves in the ocean. In the indigo year, the rainbow slept 7 months of that year. In the
violet year, there was a picnic party with only grape items. The 7 foods were grape fruit snacks,
grapes, grape juice, grape jelly, a grape salad, grape lollipops, and raisins. One day, a leprechaun
named Greeny came and every 7 years she brought a pot of gold. The rainbow and the
leprechaun ran and ran and ran!! The rainbow decided that every time the leprechaun came it
would be called St. Patrick’s Day!!!
The end.

Violet Mowrey
South East Junior High
7th Grade
Blind Colors
I stumble down the steps of my new school. It was the first day, and it was awful.
Everyone acted like I was a baby. They spoke to me loudly and clearly and in a sweet voice, like
I was stupid. I hate being judged. Just because I’m blind doesn’t mean I’m dumb.
And anyway, during the crash my sight wasn’t the only thing I lost. I lost my dad. Isn’t
that more important than one of my senses will ever be to me?
“I’ll be right there, Abi!” Mom calls when sees me staring straight ahead, blankly, at
nothing in particular. I know my stare creeps people out. That’s all they see when they meet me,
I guess. That’s why whispers trail me through the hall and the voice people use when speaking to
me is all fakey fakey nice.
I guess I wanted people to look past my milky, sightless eyes and into the rest of me. To
see that maybe once I was truly happy, and maybe once I had tons of friends and a dad and a
home in a town far away from here. And I guess today, maybe I just wanted people to see me as
what they would have seen me as a year ago, before everything had shifted my orbit and tore my
carefully constructed life into little pieces. Maybe I wanted to feel welcome, to fit in.
But that’s not how life works.
Mom guided me over to her truck. She didn’t say anything. She didn't even ask me how
my day went. She just lifted one of her hands from the wheel and rested it on my leg. That was
enough for me.
When I get home, I went straight to my bedroom. And I think about that feeling stirring
inside me. It’s something other than sadness, frustration, and anger. It’s a longing. A longing for
colors. A longing for sight and for vision and for art and for painting.
I wish I could let loose all those colors trapped in my mind, blind to the world. I wish I
could let go of all those blind colors.
I take a sheet of paper. I dip my brush in one of the jars, not caring what color it is,
imagining it’s some sort of aqua, and touch my brush to the paper. I start out timidly, making a
few cautious strokes, and then begin to get faster and more confident and happier as I go on. I
never actually switch colors, but in my head each stroke is in another vibrant shade. I add purples
and teals and greens and yellows and scarlets and turquoises and oranges. When I’m done, I
probably have a mess, in a dark shade of green or maybe a jet black, but to me, it’s a vivid
masterpiece. Something only I understand. Some sort of special secret.
I stick the painting under my bed. I’ve forgotten, for the moment, about the crash and
Dad and school and my blindness. I’ve finally found a way to free my feelings. And let my blind
colors out into the world.

Head in the Clouds

Willa Ohlmann

Once upon a cloudy time, there was a girl named Willa. She always daydreamed in school,
especially during math. One day her teacher assigned her to work on her math facts, but she
started daydreaming. Mrs. Clements stopped by Willa’s desk and gently said with a smile,
“Willa, are you daydreaming again? Your head is always in the clouds.” Little did Mrs.
Clements know that Willa really did have her head in the clouds! Willa glanced down again at
her math facts page and as the numbers squished together, she was swept away to Cloudopolis.
But it wasn’t just her head in the clouds; her whole body was there!
Willa was lying on a cloudy bed when a cloud lady greeted her, “Hi, Willa! My name is Candy
Cloudy, and this is my daughter, Clara Cloudy. Welcome to Cloudopolis.”
Clara had long, poofy white hair, eyes that swirled like a thunderstorm, and a floofy pale, pink
dress. It flounced as she glided along the cloud toward Willa.
“Would you like to come see all of the cloudy sights in Cloudopolis?” Clara Cloudy asked, her
voice sounding like wind swishing through a field of tall grass. Willa’s head was feeling a bit
cloudy, but she nodded.
The first stop along the journey was the beauty shop Cumulus Cuts. The motto was “We’re a cut
above the rest.” Clara chuckled, “I thought you might want to get fluffified!"” Being fluffified
meant three things: Willa had to wash her hair under the small thunderclouds in the shampooing
area, walk through tornado alley to add “poof”, and end by being pummeled with white powder
and wrapped in a pink, wispy dress. “That was fun,” Willa giggled as she twirled around in her
poofiness.
Next, Clara whisked Willa away to the Cloudy Cups Café. "You should try the thunder cakes,"
Clara exclaimed. Willa had a lightning bolt latte and they were on their way again. “Next stop,
the library,” Clara said with a wink.
Clara and Willa floated over soft clouds, bouncing on them like billowy trampolines. When they
bounced into the library, Willa gasped as books gently floated by – this library had no shelves!
Willa smiled ear-to-ear and plucked a book out of the air. Clara smiled at her, “You look like you
are on Cloud 9.” Willa had never heard that expression, but she certainly was happy – she loved
books.
Suddenly there was a lightning crash and a thunderclap, followed by a distant whisper, “Willa,
Willa,” the far-off voice said. All of a sudden, Willa popped her head up, and her addition and
subtraction problems stared back at her. Willa hung her guilty head. “I am so sorry that I was
daydreaming. I will finish my math.” The next problem on the sheet was 42 minus 33. Willa
stared at it for a second and then exclaimed, “9! Cloud 9!”
Mrs. Clements shot Willa a puzzled look. “Mrs. Clements,” Willa said, “Don’t you think it is
okay sometimes to have our heads in the clouds?”
She winked, “Yes, Willa."

Clay

By Klara Racevskis

Plastic.
Cold. Shiny. Lifeless.
Forced into shape by society,
To be similar to all the other pieces.
Very hard to recreate
Once it has been hardened.
Disrespecting and destroying the environment
And most of the Earth.
A large amount of the population has a personality like plastic.
Trying to be someone they’re not, just so they can fit in.
Now,
Imagine how beautiful the Earth would be
If all of our personalities Were like pieces of clay.
Different textures, colors, sizes.
Different strengths, different flaws.
Each one a unique masterpiece.
Moldable to our own whims,
Free to be whatever they want.
Respectful of the Earth.
As long as clay is always changing
At the world’s warm hands,
It will never harden.

Olivia Rantanen

Katiya the Kitten Fairy
Clara and her best friend Lily went in the pet store. There were lots of pets. Their favorite was
the sparkling kitten. It was so pretty. It had fairy dust on it. Then a fairy came out. “Hello girls,”
she said in a sweet voice. They were so excited. It was a fairy.
Katiya the kitten fairy had to find a golden feather. It had purple and silver stripes on it. They
were made with fairy dust. The ice castle had a glass container that held the golden feather with
purple and silver stripes that was sparkly and pretty. The sparkles were fairy dust. They had
purple, gold, and silver dots on the fairy dust. The stripes were gold and silver with purple dots.
She turned Lily and Clara into fairies with her wand. They didn’t have wands because they
weren’t real fairies. They were helping them. They looked for the feather.
When they got there, Katiya told them that there is danger. The people that lived there had magic
ice power. So they had to be careful. They flew over their heads. They got to the glass cage.
They were so excited. They tried to get it out, but it was too heavy. So Lily and her best friend
Clara told Katiya a good idea. They weren’t big enough to lift it so they asked Katiya if she
could turn Lily and Clara back into humans so that they could lift it. So Katiya did. Lily
distracted the people while Clara got the feather and when they were done Katiya turned them
back into fairies.
They went to Katiya’s sisters and they brought Clara and Lily with Katiya. They got a great
necklace that had baby animals with their fairy. Each one had a heart shaped in the animal’s face
and swirls for the fairy dust.
The End.

Khalil Walker

The Grit interview
My teacher Ms.Hester had my class do a grit project. According to Angela Duckworth,
grit is having perseverance and stamina over a long period of time. We had to pick someone who
had a grit goal and ask them questions about their life. This is a story about someone having and
showing grit. First Quarter:
I was warming up to have an interview with Ms.Farrey. Ms.Farrey was an amazing fourth
grade teacher! Ms.Farrey’s real name is Maddie. I chose Ms.Farrey because she is a really nice
teacher and she was my fourth grade teacher last year. Second quarter:
She came to get me from Ms.Hester’s room. When I saw her through the window of
Ms.Hester’s room I stopped what I was doing immediately. When she came in the door I felt like
my heart stopped beating for eleven seconds. I stood up and walked with her. When we left the
room she asked me, “Where do you wanna go?” So I just shrugged like normally. Let’s go to my
room.” She beamed. So we went in there and I was so nervous but, not that nervous. Halftime:
 I started to Interview her. I asked her the first question, “During your life so far, what has
been one of the biggest goals you were able to achieve?” Then she asked me, “Well, I have two.
Do you want me to talk about basketball or becoming a teacher?” Of course I responded with
“basketball”. So she started explaining, “I loved basketball so I thought I wanted to be in the
WNBA.” I listened carefully so I could write down almost everything. So, now I felt less
nervous. I asked the next question. “What did you have to do to accomplish that goal?” She
answered,“I had to join different teams, go to the court everyday, and make 600 shots, and 100
free throws.” I looked shocked as ever. So I wrote it down. Halftime was almost over so I had to
hurry. Next question. “Where did you get your inspiration?” “At first I wanted to be a
cheerleader but I was too tall. My mom started taking me to basketball games. So I got it from
the women's basketball games.” she explained I kinda zoned out but I got most of it, she asked
me is she saying too much. So I replied with a “No.” So I asked the next question. “Were there
any obstacles in your way?” She answered, “Yes! I thought I wasn’t fast enough and I started to
want to quit.” I was confused because I knew that Ms.Farrey was really fast. It was 3 minutes
until halftime was over. “Did you ever think about giving up?’’ “Yes, I thought I was not fast
enough to play my position.” she said.It was down to the last question, I just had to say but I was
a little scared but, I was alright. Third quarter time!
“When you achieved that goal how did it help you in life?” I finally asked. She thought
for a moment. “I felt proud that I was able to play basketball and help other students learn how to
play basketball.” I finished with a thank you. Fourth quarter: We shook hands and We walked
back to Ms.Hester’s room and she told me, “I’m gonna get you to talk to me someday.” I just
laughed. And that’s the end of the game. It was a hard game but I won it.That’s how my
interview went with the amazing Ms.Farrey. Now I think I can achieve any goal I set.

Andreas Warren
“Could you tell me about your grave?” A small boy about the age of eleven stared up at
me with calm inquisitive eyes. He was the youngest one in the graveyard, everyone had said. I
looked back at my grave. It was covered in jewels. Those were my family members. Their ashes
compressed into pretty little things. Now they were bound here to this land. Around the
headstone stood a lavish bed of roses. Some obscuring the view of my epitaph: (Rob Roy
1918-1990 Wrote His Life Away). Next to the unkempt roses was a small peach tree. There was
no need for this tree because the dead needn’t eat and all those who mattered most to me were
dead. “I don’t think so, young man.” I put my hands on my hips, but the boy persisted with
pleading eyes and deep intonation in his voice, mightily distorting it into a whiny plead.
“Please! You are the greatest writer alive!” The boy’s latter statement was untrue, for
neither of us were alive. But he didn’t catch himself in his twisted usage of words.
“No, I think you have yourself mistaken. Perhaps you are talking of the great Lewis
Carroll, or some other legendary poet. Edgar Allen Poe?” I tried to avoid talking of my career
with other ghosts of the graveyard who had been alive during my great writing excursions. What
they didn’t know was of the excruciating pain that had laced my living years. What they didn’t
know was that my life was far from perfect. I had millions of fans and groupies, but they could
never make up for the missing increments of my life. Of my picture. Like when you try to put
together a puzzle but you can never find the center piece. That frustrating feeling of
incompleteness. That was what I had experienced for what felt like forever. I had found the
perfect angel of a girl, but alas that didn’t turn out. I got in a lifetime fight with my parents, and
my grandparents (who had always been there for me) were gone with the wings of time. My
siblings and I almost never got along. With no one to turn to, I headed straight toward the only
thing in my life that wasn’t a crumbling heap of dust and sorrow. Literature.
“No sir, I am not mistaken. I want to talk to you, Rob Roy.” A glimmer in his eyes. In
that instant, I vaguely remembered being a boy. The memories were suppressed under layers and
tests of time. Now I understood what this boy was feeling.
“I want to know about your grave,” he repeated.
“My grave, eh? Ever notice how it’s the loneliest one out here? About a good twelve feet
away from the other graves.” At this, the small child looked around and nodded.
“That’s because you’re special and you stand out.” I grimaced and slowly nodded.
“And you see those gems on the front of my stone?” I pointed, continuing. He inspected
closely. “Those are my family. Pretty, huh?”
“Yes, sir.”
“What’s your name?” I asked bending down to be more at his height level.
“Will. My name is Will.” Will puffed out his chest, obviously proud that his hero had just
asked his name. I sighed. Was I going to keep telling the same lies in death that I had in life? I
hadn’t wanted any of this. I watched with a sultry glance as Will bounded off to tell the other
boys of the graveyard about his encounter with Rob Roy, the greatest writer of all time.
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