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C H A P T E R  1

Forever Asleep and Never to Wake Up
by Cindy

Memories are charming, right? I would feel the same way. I usually would just sit 
around and remember, but there are some memories I think about more than oth-
ers. For example, the death of  a beloved family member, just gone in a flash. I was 
at school one day when I was suddenly called to the office and told I would be go-
ing home. This confused me, because our family wasn’t really planning anything 
for that day. I got to the front and saw my younger brothers had also been sent. I 
also caught a glimpse of  my mother’s face. She looked like she was crying.
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What’s going on? I asked myself.

The school nurse came up and said, “Well, here they are! We hope you have a 
nice day!”

My mom gave her a sad smile. “Thank you,” she said quietly.

“Mommy,” my little brother asked, “What’s going on?”

She didn’t respond. Something is definitely wrong, I thought.

We arrived home to see the rest of  our family members crying near our grand-
mother’s bed. Then, it hit me. She had passed on. I couldn’t help but to cry, too.

The day of  the funeral arrived. My mother came into my room to pick out an 
outfit for me. It was an all black outfit, perfect to show how I felt. My family got in 
one of  our cars, and drove to the church where the funeral will be. It was quiet, 
enough to hear a buzzing fly. Nobody even dared to speak.

The church slowly filled up, and the first thing I saw were our friends and fami-
lies there to support us. I walked inside and saw my grandmother in her coffin sur-
rounded with floral decorations. Trying my best not to run, I reluctantly walked 
over. I peered in and saw her. She looked like she was sleeping, but I knew she 
stopped gasping for air a long time ago. God decided to send her up, and we all 
had to accept that.

The funeral started and we all sat down. I tried my best to hold back tears, but 
they just kept falling. I wanted to hold her soft hand, to hear her voice just once 
more.

Before I knew it, I slept through the speeches and songs, and it was time for the 
burial. My family and I got in our car once again, and drove to Santa Maria’s 
cemetery. We sat down in a row of  chairs next to where her body was going to be 
underground. There was another ceremony, and we sang songs to cherish her. My 
parents took pictures of  my siblings and me next to our grandmother.

The funeral and burial went to an end. People were starting to leave. We were 
driving away, but I swore I saw a vehicle lowering her body into the dug-up 
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ground. I told myself, Everything will be alright. I was nine at the time, so I just 
pushed it away with denial.

I went to school the next day. My friends came up to me. “Why weren’t you at 
school yesterday?” they asked.

It hurt to confess, but I had to. “Remember how I left school early to find my 
grandmother dead?”

They were able to understand with just that. For about a week, they tried their 
best to comfort me. I said thank you to them, trying to show my best smile.

After a month, I was able to get over it. It still makes me sad, though. But I 
know that when my chance will come, I’ll be able to see her again in heaven.

People might have wondered why this would be more important to me than, 
for example, going on a trip to Disneyland. My grandmother was a family mem-
ber who had stayed with me ever since birth. After an afternoon walk she took, she 
even gave me a stuffed raccoon that I named Chester (I still have him today). I 
cherished the doll all my life.

She was sent to the hospital multiple times because of  her old age and weak 
body, but before I never understood why. One day, while I was getting ready for 
school, she collapsed in front of  the entrance way. Being the little girl I was, I 
never knew she would have died so suddenly. I still didn’t understand why people 
die so much, and was so excited to have a one hundred-year-old grandmother (she 
was around ninety-two at her death).

I have grown older now, and I learned why people die. I have respected her de-
cision of  life, and I hope to see her again.
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C H A P T E R  2

The Pole
by Noah

My sister, Sara, left me at home and went to take the dog on a walk.

	 "Sara wait for me!” I yelled getting on my bike. It was a nice day outside, aside 
from the constant sound of  cars, and I could feel the cool wind across my face as I 
went faster, and faster screaming, “Wait up!” over and over again. 
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	 My eyes were watering from the speed so I could not see the silver lamp post un-
til I sped right into it. Next came pain, though it didn’t last, because shortly after 
that, everything went black.

After waking up and feeling my throbbing head, I lay against the concrete. I 
soon realized that I was missing something, and with a groan I noticed I forgot my 
helmet. Quickly, my sister noticed what had happened and came rushing back to 
check on me, and the first, and most noticeable thing she saw was about half  my 
face was blue because of  a giant bruise that pretty much divided my face in two. 
After seeing this my sister took a quick gasp and took me straight home.

A few years later, I broke my nose at my friends birthday party, which was aw-
ful because I had to sit in my friends room while everyone was outside playing. 

Anyway, I went to the doctor and he said, “This isn’t the first time he has bro-
ken his nose.” We tried to remember when it happened before, and everyone in 
my family agrees that the bike incident was definitely the only time it could have 
happened before the birthday party. 

This has stuck with me because I have been told to always wear my helmet 
pretty much every day of  my life, and I guess what I’m trying to say is just wear 
your helmet. Believe me, I know you have probably heard it a million times, just 
like me, but from experience I am telling you that it’s really not worth it.     
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C H A P T E R  3

Keep Going
by Alice

 I could feel the sun rays bouncing and burning my skin. I was riding my bike 
up an aching hill with my father. I was dripping with sweat. I hated the heat. I was 
on a bike ride down to Girsh Park, and from my house that was only three miles.

	 Seventeen minutes later, when we got to Girsh Park, my dad and I bought 
some ice cream from Albertson’s. My dad went to the bathroom, so I had to watch 
the bikes. As I bit into my favorite coconut ice cream bar, I was relieved a little bit 
from the heat I was feeling. My father came back and we talked over the ice 
cream, having a good time. My dad was being super funny. He was doing his alter 
ego potato man.

	 “POTATOES!!” My dad said in his funny voice, “DO YOU HAVE POTA-
TOES!”

	 “No, but you have an ice cream in your hands.” I said in between laughs. 

	 “POTATO FLAVORED ICE CREAM!”

	 “No, pecan ice cream.”

As you imagined this conversation went on forever. With how hard I was laugh-
ing, people would have thought I was insane!

	 When we finished our ice cream, it was time to head back. We were riding on 
the gravely side of  Hollister Avenue, across the street from where those new houses 
are being built. It was quite bumpy and it was windy and hard to hear, because of  
all the cars on the road next to us. I was riding as fast as I could, so I could catch 
up with my dad, who was ahead of  me. I was not really paying attention to the 
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road in front of  me and BANG! Before I knew it, I was on the ground with a 
really bloody, dirty knee. It hurt a lot, but I was not crying. My dad was still riding. 
So, I literally screamed, “DAAAAAAAD!!!!!”

He looked back and immediately came riding back to where I was.

“Alice are you okay!?” my Dad stated in a worried voice.

“Yeah I’m fine I’m just bleeding with a dirty wound. Do we have anything to 
clean it off ?” I said sarcastically.

“No we need to get home.”

My dad helped me up and there was still blood dripping down my leg. It was so 
uncomfortable. I felt like crying, but I needed to save it for when I got home.

All I need to do is go home. Then I can cry all I want, I thought.

So, from where I was I went full speed. After a few minutes on the ride home, 
the pain started to numb out, so it did hurt as much as it did when I fell. When I 
fell my butt went down pretty hard, so it hurt to sit on the seat. Thank goodness I 
can ride standing up! This time my dad was not ahead he was next to me to make 
sure I was okay, which I was. We did not talk on the ride home, but I could tell he 
was worried, because his mustache and eyebrows were puffing up.  

When I got home my leg was as red as Snow White’s apple. My mom was 
calm, because I tripped and fell and hurt myself  all the time. She helped me clean 
it in the bathtub. It stung, but surprisingly I did not cry. She was explaining how 
she was proud of  me for being so mature, because at time I was about to go into 
third grade. Ever since then, whenever I fall on my bike I just scream get up and 
go home. I learned that no matter how much my wound hurts, I can always get up 
and walk home.

9



C H A P T E R  4

The Spoon
by Sydney

"The Spoon” is what my best friend and I call it now. We were eating lunch at Des-
tination Dance, a dance camp I go to every year, and I finished my barbecued, 
juicy, hot dog. I was still very, very hungry so I trudged over to the cafe in the 
dance studio. I browsed for a couple seconds then I decided on mac-and-cheese. 
The cashier handed me  the yellow and blue package that the mac-and-cheese 
came in. I slowly opened it and added water to the “fill here” line.
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The water was freezing. I imagined being a seal having to jump into freezing 
water like this water, as I walked over to the microwave room. I put the tiny con-
tainer of  mac-and-cheese on the brick-red counter. I was looking and looking on 
the instructions box for how long to put it in for, but I could not find it! Neither 
could my best friend, so we guessed it was about five minutes. I put it in the micro-
wave and pushed the tiny white square with a green lining and a black five.

I realized that I did not get a spoon from the cafe when I was there, so I walked 
to the cafe and got a spoon.

“Thank you,” I said to the cashier. I walked again to the microwave room but 
at the door way I tripped, fell and the spoon in my hand went flying all the way 
into the trashcan where my friend just through away her yogurt.

“UUUUHHHHHHHHHHH” I thought  as I walked all the way back to the 
cafe, again, to get another spoon. This time I walked into the room very slowly 
then,"ding", my food was ready! I put the spoon in the mac-and-cheese and I 
stirred it. I left the spoon in the mac-and-cheese to take a piece of  tape off  my-
self—weird—and when I got back to the mac-and-cheese bowl and took the spoon 
out, it was bent 45 degrees! The mac-and-cheese was so hot that it bent my spoon. 
My friend and I laughed and laughed. We are laughing even today about what 
happened in that room two summers ago. I guess the mac-and-cheese was not sup-
posed to be in the microwave for 5 minutes. I remember to this day when I made 
microwave mac-and-cheese not to put it in for 5 minutes.  
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C H A P T E R  5

An Airplane Ride
by Elijah T.

I was in the car, it was rolling on the dark road and I could see mountains. My 
mom and sister were with me in my sister’s husband’s car. I was excited to see my 
nieces, but I was very bored during the ride. It takes a couple of  hours to get to 
LAX, and if  you choose not to go early, there will be traffic galore. I asked, “How 
much longer?”

My mom said, “45 minutes.”
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I sighed and thought,"This will take forever.”

Though I never let a complaint out of  my mouth because I knew that wouldn’t 
help. I was pondering about something to do but nothing came to my mind. When 
I found something to do, I did it for a few minutes. Then got bored again.

When I saw the airport, I was bursting with excitement because we didn’t have 
to drive in a boring car anymore. I stretched and we headed for the entrance. First 
off, it was CROWDED, there were at least twenty people in one line. I thought, 
“Ugh, more waiting, what a surprise.” We waited for at least fifteen more minutes 
before we got our tickets. 

Then we had to go to the security check. Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait as 
long as the line for tickets. I dropped my items in the basket that goes through the 
scanner and watched them roll through it. The items came out and we got ready 
to go to the waiting seats to board your airplane. While we were there, I took a 
quick gander at a lot of  stores. I love looking at them while I wait because there is 
such a variety of  them. The stores that sell novelty items are my favorite.

Then there was the announcement that we were going to board the plane. I 
was super excited. We walked through the place that leads you to the airplane and 
took our seats. About ten minutes passed. Then there was an announcement. The 
ride would be delayed about half  an hour. It was bad; it ruined our  plans to board 
the next plane. I sighed, then thought,"Could this day be any worse?”

The half  hour we had to wait was painfully long, I was sick of  waiting and 
wanted to scream. There was nothing to do. When they were starting to take off  I 
thought, “Yes!" When we were in the air there was a T.V. on the airplane. I was re-
lieved and watched it, though it had a watermark asking you to pay for full access 
and it was kind of  annoying. Later on, I couldn’t watch any more because it 
needed me to pay. So that was the end of  that.

“Now what am I supposed to do?” I thought

I looked out the airplane window, it was a beautiful view, there was the ocean, a 
navy blue, it kept me entertained for about 5 minutes. Then, I was bored again. I 
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tried to sleep, but it was impossible. The material the chair was made of  and the 
legroom made it impossible. I sighed.

When we started to land, I was excited, but disappointed because when we 
checked the time, we were going to miss our next flight. We started to get off  the 
flight and we were still far away from our destination. We had to reformat our 
tickets. We waited again for the next flight and eventually got on it. The flight was 
delayed for a little bit. I wanted to scream.

The plane started to lift off, and soon enough we were in the air. The same 
process happened again though I still didn’t complain because I knew it wouldn’t 
do me any good. We finally started to land and guess what? We had enough time 
to get onto the final flight! I didn’t have to wait anymore! We went to get our seats 
to board our plane. When we got on, I breathed a sigh of  relief. I was more re-
laxed knowing that we would be there soon. 

When we got to Fort Worth, Texas, we got out of  the airport there and we met 
with my brother, Daniel. We got into his car and drove for thirty minutes. 

I loved it in Texas! Daniel’s house was amazing and we did really fun things 
such as going to different shops, going to places to eat, fishing, and playing video 
games. I won’t forget my experience there.

This experience was so memorable because it was like nothing before. The ex-
perience was definitely worth the wait and I had a lot of  fun with my nieces. I real-
ized that waiting can get you great things.
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C H A P T E R  6

Gas Attack 
by Ben R.

We had just pulled into the gas station in Europe. We were all starving which was 
clearly shown by every one groaning, “I’m hungry.” 

	 My mom, my two sisters, my grandma, and I all went into the gas station food 
mart while my dad filled up the car with gas. Inside the gas station food mart there 
was a deli-like place. We each bought a sandwich. As soon as we all got back in the 
car, we scarfed down our turkey and lettuce sandwiches which tasted so good. The 
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car we were in was a rental Volvo, a discounted upgrade from what we were origi-
nally going to get. When we got it the rental man said, “Make sure nothing hap-
pens to this car.”

	 The first twenty minutes of  the ride were smooth, but while were were seeing 
who could sing the most correct lyrics to a song the car started smelling like gas. 
Then it started running slower. 

We pulled off  to the side of  the road and called the rental place. They said they 
would call a tow truck to come pick us and the car up. We got out of  the car and 
my sister started asking in a concerned tone, “Can the car explode?” 

My dad said it couldn’t, but she kept on asking the question. We were sitting on 
the side of  this big freeway with cars blazing by at 70 mph with no sign of  the tow 
truck. We were stuck there waiting, waiting, and waiting for probably four hours 
with still no sign of  the tow truck. Finally, the tow truck came. He had this truck 
that was tiny with barely enough room to fit us all.

The driver drove us under old stone train train tracks and on freeways with 
trees on both sides the driving felt like forever, but it was probably only 45 minutes. 
We went past a bunch of  vacant countrysides which had us wondering where he 
was taking us. We finally arrived at a tiny countryside town. The man’s shop was 
next to a place where someone had goats in a pen, so our only entertainment for 
two hours was picking grass and feeding it to the goats.The problem with our car 
was we accidentally put diesel gas in the car not regular gas. After walking back 
and forth between the man’s office and outside, we finally came to the conclusion 
that the car had to have a new gas tank installed. Now that our plans of  going to a 
picturesque village on the edge of  France were gone, we didn’t know what to do. 
The man that ran the shop told us that he could call his cousin to come pick us up 
and take us to the nearest train station.

We drove past an airport on our way to the train station which was strange for 
such a small town surrounded by sunflowers. We barely made it to the ticket sta-
tion before closing time. Had we arrived a few minutes later, we would have had to 
sleep at the train station that night. We were so hungry that we got a candy bar 
from the only vending machine. When our time finally came to go outside and 
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wait for our train, a bullet train barreled by, sounding like a race car. Our train ar-
rived and it turned out it was a bullet train too. The town we stayed in that night 
was called Straussburg. The train ride to the city was about two hours long, so by 
the time we got there it was around ten at night. The only available hotel was this 
really fancy, overpriced hotel that was darkly lit and had a bunch of  chandlers and 
hallways but we didn’t care and just went straight to bed. 

The next morning we woke up and took a taxi to the only open rental car facil-
ity which was at the airport. My parents had to explain what happened to our 
Volvo and weren’t even able to tell the worker where the car had been left. After 
an hour of  waiting, we finally got a rental van and on our way to our next destina-
tion we drove through the small town we were supposed to stay in the previous 
night. It turned out to be my mom’s favorite town because it had little old stone, 
nicely-colored buildings. 

The “So What” of  this story is you will always get where you need to go, no 
matter how long it takes or crazy it is. This memory is important because It re-
minds me of  how fun and crazy our trip though Europe was. 
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C H A P T E R  7

   The Adventurous Ride 
by Angelica

Would we make it in time? We were rushing off  with our luggage in our hands 
and hoping we weren’t going to be left behind. We made it to the ship and we saw 
how the ship crew threw our bags. In my mind, I was thinking they are being so 
rude throwing our bags like there were a sack of  potatoes. Just getting on the ship 
and putting on sunscreen was our first priority. 
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	 The sun was as hot as fire, boiling your skin. On the ship ride to and from 
C.I.M.I I could hear the movies playing which were Alvin and the Chipmunks and Big 
Hero 6. I saw friends and students from other schools buying junk food in the left 
corner. I had brought my own food from my house, I wondered why they would 
waste money on junk food when they could have brought their own snacks.

	 People were sitting on seats, booths, chairs, and even the floor. My friends and I 
sat at a booth. We were sharing food when we noticed that some of  us weren’t feel-
ing so good.

	 We asked the ones who were’t feeling well, “Are you okay? Does your head hurt? 
Take a deep breath—it will help you.”

	 "We think that you should go upstairs to feel the wind and see if  it is better.”

	 Downstairs we weren’t the only ones not feeling good. Most people downstairs 
were sleeping, having headaches, and looking at what was outside the windows. As 
I went up the stairs, water sloshed all over me. The ship was moving so viciously 
on the waves that I almost fell many times.

	 Finally, I was up on top, looking at the water and the bottled nose dolphins swim-
ming right next to the ship. Everyone was getting their phones out to get pictures 
of  the dolphins while they were jumping, getting in and out of  the water, and just 
being adorable. A bad thing about being on top was that there weren’t many 
places to sit, so we had to find where to sit quickly before it was gone. People got 
wet from the wind carrying the water.

	 "I hate this, and eww,” were common things everyone was saying.

	 "Who needs a barf  bag?” the worker would say while he was walking all over the 
ship.

	 Some teachers said, “Oh this kid, David, just threw up in the bathroom.”

	 Afterwards what I heard was gagging and my friends saying, “ Paulina, just let it 
all out.”

	 Others saying, “OMG that is making me want to throw up.” ( GAGGING AND 
GAGGING )
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By the time we arrived at the Island Paulina, my friend, had thrown up four 
times and some other people from my school at least one time either in a barf  bag 
or in the bathroom.

When we were getting off  the ship I heard Juan Carlos say, “On the way back 
home I am not going on that ship, I will call a helicopter or something.”

Everyone was saying, “I’m with Juan I am not going back on that ship.”

And most of  us were saying, “ I agree, that was the worst ride ever. I hated it.”

This was a memorable and once in a lifetime trip for me because I got to learn 
new, interesting things and got to do new things with my friends by my side. If  you 
are wondering if  you should go on a school trip I would say just go you will not re-
gret the times there because most of  your friends will be there, you will learn new 
things and even make new friends. Either way you will have memories lots of  good 
ones and unfortunately some bad ones as well. For example, a good memory that I 
had was getting the chance to go snorkeling and kayaking but a bad memory was 
how cold the water was when you enter the ocean. Have fun wherever you go, and 
try to make the best out of  it. Live your life to the fullest. 
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C H A P T E R  8

Exploration on Steep Hills
by Enrique

Bam! Was ours cabin’s door being closed. When I came out you could feel the hot-
ness of  the day at Camp Whittier. The sun shined as bright as a volcano’s magma 
and wherever there was shade you could still feel the suns intentions to burn you. 
Our leader said, “Hello group, Today we will be going on a hike.” 
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	 We started off  by hiking on a trail he knew well. The trail was a little steep, but 
we were going up the steep trail and I got to the top with my leader waiting for the 
rest of  the group to come up.

	 By being too busy talking to us about rock formation and native stories, he real-
ized that the trail he always knew about wasn’t the trail we were on. He then de-
cided to keep on going toward the trail to see if  that trail can take us back to 
camp. I quickly felt like something was going to happen if  we continued on the 
trail. I looked behind me finding that some people were scared so, I let them go in 
front of  me so they wont be scared and rather be with the leader and after the peo-
ple that were scared pasted me I was left in the middle.

	 We walked until our leader stopped and noticed a steep hill covered with slippery 
and rough leaves. Our group leader went down the steep hill first then we had to 
go but since it was steep we had to sit down and slide. I was in the middle of  the 
line after the student in front of  me went down it was my turn. Fear struck my 
heart violently and I could feel my heart bouncing so hard it felt like it wanted to 
break free of  my chest and run away.      

I started to sit down and slowly move myself  down the hill until my foot got 
stuck against a tree’s wide and strong root. I tried to push myself  back up, but I 
couldn’t since there were students behind me ready to go down. So then I started 
to use my foot by raising it as high as possible, trying to get the end of  the root to 
come out and let my foot go. Pulling myself  with all my strength, I  broke the 
tree’s root. I realized I was going to fall face down against the ground, but it was 
too late. My head almost touched poison oak and almost hit a nearby pointy rock. 
My leader helped me up, finding myself  without any scars or marks on my skin. 
We continued the scary adventure through the forest, continuing to try find a way 
to get back to our camp.
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C H A P T E R  9

BMXing
by Brandon

It was 3:30 in the afternoon when my friend dared me to bunny hop up a  curb 
with my bike.We both agreed that if  I land it that I would get paid ten bucks. So I 
said I bet I could land it. I got a lot of  speed I landed it then screech! I slipped out 
and scraped my rib and elbow.  I felt blood leaking down my rib. It felt cold.

When I got home I told my mom I fell. I showed her my rib, and I saw white 
meat with red spots it started to sting a lot. My elbow looked the same. My mom 
said for me to be careful in what I  do she was going to take me to the hospital but 
my dad put bandages all over me it felt weird. The next day my leg felt extremely 
weird .It felt sticky and gross at the same time I took the bandage of  and my leg 
looked horrible

It healed in about a 2 to 3 months. After my knee finally healed, I tried the 
trick again and it came out looking extremely legit. I was so happy because I got 
paid 10 dollars and I landed the trick. The bad thing about the trick is that my 
bike handle bars bent outward and then I had to bend them inward. That was 
hard trying to bend a super hard piece.
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C H A P T E R  10

OWWWWWWWWWW! My Toof!
by Ben B.

It was one of  those really hot days. My whole family, apart from my dad who was 
working, took a trip to the zoo. We hoped for it to be a fairly normal day, but sadly, 
that’s not the case when you have a younger brother and sister. My sister was only 
a few months old and in a baby carrier, held by my mom. We looked through the 
whole zoo—lions, zebras, insects, gorillas and more. I was only four, my brother 
two, and we were starting to get tired. We had forgotten to pack a lunch, so we 
had to get the overpriced, chewy, flavorless zoo gruel. So, we trekked to the cool, 
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shaded line area, where you waited in the endless line to choose, pay, and get your 
food on a tray.

The floor was smooth cement, cool to the touch. Yet, before the lunch time 
rush, the zoo had made the oh so brilliant decision to buff  the floors. But, to their 
dismay, it made the floors very slippery, as they had probably not dried the floors 
very well after they were done. The only thing to warn people was a measly “Cau-
tion! Wet Floor!” sign. While my mom waited in line to get food, my brother and I 
thought it would be fun to play tag around that “¡CUIDADO! ¡Piso mojado!” 
sign. 

For the first couple of  minutes it was fun—tag, other way, tag, “No, you only 
touched my shirt!” Tag. And then, horror struck. It was one of  those slow-motion 
action movie type things. My brother slipped and fell, hitting himself  in the 
mouth,  shattering one of  his beloved teeth. 

After the bleeding stopped, my mom tried to make my brother eat, thinking it 
was just a cut lip. First bit, “Ow, ow, ow!” Second bite, “Ow! Ow! Ow!” My mom 
started to get a little angry. She told him, “You only cut your lip. You need to—” 
She stopped. She looked into my brother’s mouth...and his front tooth was in half ! 
She was so sorry, and we quickly went to the car to head to the dentist.

Finally, we arrived at the dentist, and a dental assistant, who looked like she 
was on her LAST nerve, examined my brother’s teeth. She said, “Don’t tell him, 
but he might have to get surgery so his tooth doesn’t get infected.” Thereafter,  our 
dentist, Dr. R—. People call him Dr. Boohby behind his back, because of  his lack 
of  humor, friendliness, and any name memory whatsoever—took my brother to 
one of  their “operating rooms.” They gave him some sleeping gas—strapped to 
his head, which scared the poop out of  him, gave him a shot of  novocaine, and he 
was out like a light. 

He quickly pulled out the tooth, not caring about my brother’s tearing flesh, 
and filled in the gum, and just as he was waking up, he says, “Mommy, I feel 
funny.” And everyone started laughing, except for Dr. R—, who, not surprisingly, 
gave a forced chuckle.
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C H A P T E R  11

Play Gone Funny
by Mariah

I was shaking inside! It was lunch time at school;  I was in a school play and we 
were performing for my class and other fifth and sixth grade classes. I was a 6th 
grader. One of  the girls from the cast had gone home sick, she had two parts and 
so did I. 

	 Ms. Redkey, my acting teacher was looking for someone to play the sick girl’s 
part. Ms. Redkey asked a couple girls that were in the play, but they said, “No,” ei-

26



ther because they were already nervous about having their own part to deal with 
or they wanted to do it but there lines interfered with the girls parts.

I was one of  those girls who she didn’t ask because I had already had two parts. 
I had that feeling that I wanted to help, but it would be a little hard to do. But I vol-
unteered anyway. When I told her that I would play her part, she kind of  gave me 
a look that said, “Thank you and are you sure about this?” I nodded yes.

Ms. Redkey only practiced with me through her parts about three times and I 
got an idea of  what to do. Soon I saw classes come into the cafeteria. When I saw 
my class come into the room, I just kept calm and went through her lines over and 
over.  I already had mine memorized.

The lights went out and we went to our spots getting ready for the opening 
song, it was a musical.  My teacher announced to the audience, “One of  the girls 
had gone home sick so Mariah is filling in for her as well as performing her own 
parts.” She finished with,  “Hope you enjoy the show.”

The starting song started and we all sang. When the song ended, I had to do a 
really fast costume change into one of  her parts.  I messed up but in a good way— 
the line was, “What you driving at lady,” but I said, “What you picking at 
girrrrrrrrl.”

It was so much fun, both doing my parts and doing her parts. Unfortunately, 
there was a song I had to sing by myself. It was the girls song. As soon as the song 
started, I sang the first verse and the chorus. I forgot the last verse but I hummed it 
so it looked like I was supposed to do that, it was really funny.  I also had to run up 
and down the aisle, singing and dancing and stuff  like that.

At the end of  it all, I had a good experience and had lots of  fun. When I got 
back to class, my acting teacher, my regular teacher, my classmates and other kids 
from other classes kept talking about the play. I was glad I took that risk because I 
gained better acting skills, I went home with my friend, who was the acting 
teacher’s daughter. During the whole ride to her house, we talked about what a 
good job we did.  Both my friend and her mom kept throwing questions at me. I 
didn’t mind it so I answered in complete sentences. It was a Friday so my friend 
and I had a sleepover that night, but the next day we performed for our family 
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and friends. My friend’s mom emailed the sick girl’s mom to see if  she would be 
coming tomorrow about half  an hour later she replied, “Yes, she will be attending 
tomorrow.”

 Relief  went over me. The next day we got ready for our play and headed over 
to school we got everything ready. We put out chairs, tested the microphones got 
all the props and sets ready while listening to Bruno Mars songs. My friend was in 
love with Bruno Mars  back then. My friend and I danced around and sang along. 
You could say we were just being silly but I would call it getting into character. 
Soon the cast started arriving so we talked and rehearsed. Then all the parents 
and family arrived and we started the play. It went a lot more smoother than the 
day before.

After that we all met at PePe’s, a local Mexican restaurant and ate enchiladas 
and different things that people ordered. Each one of  us walked up toward the 
front and the teacher said stuff  about us. Of  course the teacher mentioned the fact 
that I played four parts when I stood in the font. We all went home after that and 
on Monday it seemed like a normal school day. No one mentioned a thing about 
the play.

The lesson I learned is don’t over think things and even if  you are nervous 
think of  something in a new way.  If  you were going sky diving, think of  it as 
if you were just jumping into the pool. In my case I pictured it as if  I were just play-
ing dress up with my friends. That’s what I will do next time I’m doing something 
that makes me nervous.
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C H A P T E R  12

At a Stand-Still
by Zani

The evening sky was dark grey with a blanket of  low laying nimbostratus clouds. 
There were candles, candles everywhere that smelled like nothing, but the scent of  
rain filled our noses. My mom and I sat in the dining room talking.

	 "When is it over?” I asked, scared. She grabbed my body as my dad walked into 
the room.

	  “The powers out everywhere,” he said with a frown. 
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	 That’s when the wind started, we could hear it howl from inside our heated 
house. I was in shock, a petrified expression appeared upon my face. I looked out-
side and saw the huge horse-chestnut tree swaying with the wind. Rain was com-
ing from the sky so heavily, and the street was infested with water and branches 
from towering oak trees. 

“It’s gonna be okay,” my dad said while wiping a tear from my face.  
I was terrified, couldn’t help but cry while thunder and lightning filled the roaring 
air. 

“I know,” I stated displeased. We were waiting for our friend at home, hoping 
that they wouldn’t get lost in the storm.

Crash! Boom! Thunder and lightning struck for the thousandth time. The epic 
storm was right on top of  us. We felt repressed by it. Seven-year-old me was so 
fearful that it wouldn’t end. My mom pulled me tighter as another lightning strike 
shook the ground. My dad went to get me a glass of  water.

“They say it will be done by midnight,” he said while standing up. 

“Good,” my mom said, relieved. Candles flickered as the storm raged on.

The streets were like a rushing creek, destroying anything in its desperate path. 
Everything just seemed so dangerous. The wind howling through the air, thunder 
and lightning shaking the Earth, rain pouring from the troposphere. The world 
was so dark. In that moment, I was standing still with the Earth, energy calm but 
raging through the atmosphere. That’s why I remember this so vividly: I learned 
from the sky, the Earth, and the wind, not to wait for the storm to pass, but to 
learn to dance in the rain.
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C H A P T E R  13

Unstable ground : Unfamiliar 
Territories!
by Kundai

I had barely finished putting my hat on when someone suddenly yelled like a howl-
ing wolf,  "A trail, come, let’s follow the trail!" It was a humid morning in March 
at camp Whittier. I was in fifth grade, and the whole grade had just arrived at the 
camping site. Our trail group was filled with excitement, looking forward to the 
adventure-filled days that lay ahead of  us. 
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The entire group was as happy as a lark as we walked through the forest. When 
we got to Cachuma Lake, the counselor let us roam around for a little while as he 
sat on a rock and played the recorder. As I was walking in the wet clay-like sand, I 
wondered, “Can someone really sink into this?” I walked around, trying to mind 
my own business, chatting with my friends.

Suddenly, as I stepped my foot down, I felt the cold wetness of  the sand. It felt 
like a soggy wet cloth as my foot sank deeper. Before I knew it, there was sand up 
to my ankle. Now this sand was not just regular sand you see at the beach, but it 
was not quicksand either. It was more like some thick paste. I tried to pull my foot 
out but I was stuck. “This time, I got myself  into a really sticky mess!”  I thought 
to myself  as I kept trying hard to pull my foot out. Suddenly, I heard the loud 
laughter and looked up and saw that everyone was surrounding me; some were ac-
tually screaming. I could hear someone saying, “Now, this is what I call being su-
per stuck.” 

As a classmate walked by, I gestured for them to pull me out, because I obvi-
ously could not do it on my own. My foot slid out smoothly. “Wow, unbelievable!” 
I gasped, surprised as I looked down and saw my shoe was not completely dirty. In 
fact, it did not look much like I had just sunk a foot into mud. Meanwhile, the 
counselor was still sitting on that same rock exactly as he was before. Except this 
time he had his eyes closed, and was playing his recorder with his nose. I won-
dered how he could be oblivious to what had just happened. I shrugged and 
thought to myself, "Whatever, I am free now.”

“How about we take a few more strolls along the trail?” One of  my friends sug-
gested. “Great idea, let’s keep going,” another friend agreed. We had walked for 
only fifteen minutes along the trail when suddenly I felt a cool breeze! I looked 
ahead, and I gasped in disbelief: “A lake, wow, I feel like exploring some more,” I 
said to my friends. 

One of  my friends said, “This feels like an adventure.Let’s go check it out.” 

At this point in time, I was anxious to see what adventure awaited us at the 
lake.  "I do not feel like resting anymore even after the mud incident, let’s go see 
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what’s at the lake, come on,” I said to my friends. We raced each other along the 
trail, bolting like lightning. 

And when we got near the edge of  the water, one of  my classmates thought it 
would be funny if  somebody stepped on a tire that was partially submerged in the 
water.  I smiled and murmured to myself,  "I have nothing to lose,” so I walked up 
and as I got toward the tire, my other foot sunk like a brick in a pool of  wet cement. 
I was deeper this time, almost to my shin, and the same classmate came and pulled 
me out, and the same laughter and screaming ensued. It was deja vu. 

“Kundai, what a way to start the science camp. We have been here for only a 
few minutes and you have already encountered mud and water. You sure are hav-
ing a bad day!” a classmate said, feeling sorry for me. I responded, “This is unbe-
lievable, I guess this is a sign that I should go back to the camping ground!”  I took 
a deep breath and said, “I guess, I should be very cautious this entire week.”  I 
sighed again, thoughts racing in my mind, “Now, how am I going to dry my leg?” 
I murmured to myself. My leg felt as wet as a fish. 

One crucial lesson I learnt that day was to always be very cautious when walk-
ing in unfamiliar territory. So, if  you are at the beach or anywhere that has some 
sort of  dirt, always remember this: Do not walk on wet unstable ground. Or else to 
this day, people will still ask you, “Remember when you got stuck in the mud,” and 
you will have to remember some time they fell down, or better yet got stuck.           
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C H A P T E R  14

Up in the Mountains
by Brett

“Are we there yet,” I kept asking my parents. We were driving in the car and was 9 
turning 10 in a month. Looking in around in wonder, seeing tall white trees with a 
little green in them. I was thinking about people who see this every year and if  
they think that the beach is special when I go there every month or so. 
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	 I was with my brother, who was 17 at the time, and my Mom and my Dad. I was 
giddy with anticipation, and super excited and I was ready to slide down a snow 
covered hill, have a snow fight, and make a snow angel.

	 	 Pulling into the parking lot of  the hotel, I thought it looked like a gigantic log 
cabin. We unpacked the car and finally started getting our snow gear on which felt 
really awkward because I am really used to light clothing considering there were 
layers upon layers and the first layer looked like tights which was really funny 
when my brother burst out of  the bathroom and said “I’m... Peter Pan!”  
	 	 After our snow gear was on, my brother and I left with my parents to go sled-
ding first which was super fun. To feel the cold crisp air rush past us, was one of  
the best feelings in the world at that moment. Eventually my brother dared me to 
sled down an extremely long and steep hill. I accepted and halfway down, I fell off  
and landed in soft snow in the bottom of  the hill so I wasn’t hurt. I had such a 
good time and was really sad why we left. Even though I was not very glad when 
my Mom first brought up this three hour car ride, I am so glad I tried this and 
liked it because sometimes and need a little push to get to try new things.
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C H A P T E R  15

Battle Scars
by Jenny

I was at the plate. The ball came in and, “Ouch!” All of  a sudden my hips started 
to hurt. I thought it was just something that didn’t need to become a big deal be-
cause I had felt the pain before. But this time it was different. My hips started hurt-
ing more than ever then. Every time I took a step, “Ouch!” I would say in my 
mind. I fell to my knees on the red dirt and tried to calm myself  from pain. 
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	 I looked up at the blue sky and saw images in the clouds. Most of  them looked 
like cotton candy. That is how vivid that day was because it was the day my whole 
life changed.

	 I lived like this for about a month. I finally ground up the courage and  told my 
dad about the pain. After a series of  questions, he took me to my pediatrician the 
very next day. On that day I limped on in to the tan exam bed covered in sanitary 
paper. Dr. Vic greeted my dad and I. He checked me out but found nothing to di-
agnose me with and sent me to the cottage hospital across the street to get an x-
ray.

	 I then took an x-ray, holding a big metal pad to protect me from radiation. They 
got the pictures, but still found nothing wrong with me. I went back to Dr. Vic and 
he told me to just take it easy for a while and not play softball for three weeks.

	 After those three weeks had passed I went to Dr. Vic’s office once again. I told 
him,” My hips are still hurting, what is wrong with me?” I could see that he felt 
sorry, so I smiled showing him that it was no big deal. We both calmed down and 
he sent me downtown on Juniper Street, to a doctor named Dr. McGuire. 

	 Once I got there, told him about the pains I had had. “My doctor even gave me 
an x-ray and could not find what was wrong with me!” I stated while he laughed. 
He immediately started turning my ankles inward. 

	 He said, “Oh, I know what you have, but let’s get an x-ray just to be sure.”

	 While he was setting up the x-ray, my dad’s voice gave me reassurance that every-
thing was going to be okay. “Just look at the mountains They are beautiful.”

	 When the doctor came back,he diagnosed me with an agonizing  hip disease 
called,"Slipped Capital Fermal Epiphytus". He explained to us what this meant. 
No soccer, no softball for about a year and a half, and no walking normally for the 
rest of  your life. Of  course I didn’t feel too bad because he did said that I could 
play softball but just in about a year and a half. I felt amazed and thought that the 
year and a half  would go by quick. He stated the surgery would happen the next 
day. “I will see you here at 9:00 am.”
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	 As I was walking out of  the clinic I heard him speak to the receptionist,"Ruth, 
cancel all of  my appointments tomorrow!” And there I  knew how serious my hip 
disorder was and started panicking This was as scary as when I fell off  my bike, 
just like that river tooth, I was all of  a sudden in slow motion. I guess it was just 
my brain trying to calm myself  down, funny how our minds work that way. I could 
hear voices in my head saying it wasn’t that big of  a deal. These thoughts helped 
me. So did the chocolate malt from McConnell’s.  

	 When I got home I called my friend Brooke and told her why I wasn’t at school 
and why I won’t be for five days. She was excited for me because I told her that I 
was going to be on crutches for a month. I would be excited too.

	 That morning I couldn’t eat anything. I was so hungry though. I managed to 
sneak a gram cracker but then felt guilty and threw it away. I could not eat for one 
day because the drugs from the surgery. They made me nauseous 

	 We waited in the hospital office and were then escorted by a woman named Jen-
nifer Carson. She left us in a room that had all glass windows in the front and a 
TV in the corner. I watched Willy Wonka and the Chocolate factory. This amused 
me and I totally forgot about my surgery. I fell asleep for about two hours and 
woke up in another room with a giant flat screen filled with children’s drawings. 
The TV was playing Doc McStuffins. 

	 Then, I was rolled to a surgery room and fell asleep. I woke up in a white room 
and got scared because I thought I was in heaven and I died. I overreacted, must 
have been the laughing gas they gave me.

	 On the day of  my surgery, my team The Blue Grenades played. I sent them a pic-
ture of  me in the hospital bed with my jersey on. That day they won 16-0. I was 
happy and sad at the same time. I had never won in a game by that many points, 
but I know that I’ll play harder when I get back in the game.

	 The next month I had to spend on crutches. I went to every softball game but 
did not play. I really wanted to play. One more year had passed and I was finally 
able to run. I was then cleared and able to play softball. I was so excited. But I no-
ticed that I wasn’t playing and running as well as I used to. I just had to deal with 
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it. In fact, I had to deal with it for a while. This made me run harder making me a 
better long distance runner.

	 To this day, I am satisfied with never being able to run normal because it pushes 
me harder, making my life a lot more fun. It was also a great life experience. I had 
never had surgery and I met some really nice people too. I will cherish these 
memories forever.  I now play harder thanks to this “terrible” incident.  

39



C H A P T E R  16

Uh-Oh
by Caroline 

We were laughing so hard, even though our teacher, Mrs. Boak had already told 
us to be quiet several times now. My four friends and I didn’t hear her over the 
noise we were making. The class was dark and dusty and I wiped some of  the dust 
off  the table. When I saw someone standing near my desk, and I looked up. Mrs. 
Boak was standing in front of  our desk, her face red with anger.
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  Honestly our teacher wasn’t the nicest, ever since I figured out what her name 
means"vomit” in Northern Ireland. She disliked me in every way. Mrs. Boak was 
also very very strict!

  Anyway my friends and I sat frozen in our seats, and Mrs. Boak took a deep 
breath. For a second she actually looked calm. But then she started talking, her 
voice was like a water fall of  madness flowing out. “You guys are having fun now, 
aren’t you?!” she yelled. 

The whole class was looking at us, all with the same expression, the “Haha you 
got in trouble” expression.

My friends and I were surprised because we had never seen her that angry, but 
we were mostly scared. A couple minutes passed an suddenly she said,“You people 
are going to stay in class for recess, and there will be no talking.” Her voice sud-
denly quiet. Then it hit me, we couldn’t go outside and run around, and for 1st 
graders this was about the worst punishment you can get. 

  A couple minutes later the bell rang, recess! Our teacher was calmer now. 
“Each one of  you go stand in a corner and be quiet, we wouldn’t want to have fun 
now would we?” she said. Five minutes later our teacher left the classroom to get a 
cup of  coffee in the office. My friends and I burst out laughing, we couldn’t stop. I 
didn’t even know why we were laughing but we just couldn’t stop.

I felt like I was gonna pee in my pants! I was so scared all of  a sudden, because 
deep inside I kind of  knew what was gonna happen. And then it did , I peed in my 
pants! Everything was soaked, and smelled like, well pee. I was so embarrassed, 
and I hoped Mrs. Boak would just let me go home. 

A minute later the teacher came back with a cup of  coffee in her hand. I told 
her what had happened, and quickly her expression changed and her eyes showed 
me that she knew what I was going through ,and surprisingly, she wasn’t angry 
and helped me clean it up before recess was over. 

Sadly I had to wear clothes from the lost and found, they were ugly but comfort-
able and didn’t smell so bad. For the rest of  the day, I really tried to listen to the 
teacher because I felt guilty for not listening before and I was thankful for her help-
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ing me. I realized that I should’ve stood up to my teacher, and just gone to the 
bathroom. Over all the day wasn’t so bad but it definitely wasn’t an ordinary day!
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C H A P T E R  17

The Fall
by Sophia

Climbing up the play structure to see my big buddy, I hear a 6th grader yell, “Hey! 
Big kids only!” But, of  course being the person I am, I kept going to get my buddy, 
Danielle, who I loved very much. I was honestly only thinking about seeing my big 
buddy and not have any obstacles in the way of  my excitement. I was also feeling 
very sad because I had just gotten in a fight with my friends and they were all mad 
at me for something that I didn’t do. So, I was very determined on getting up the 
play structure to see Danielle. 
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	 Finally, I got up to the top, and we started playing on the swirly slide, which 
made me very happy. I heard a deep, scary voice yell, “What are you doing up 
here?” and then a few seconds passed and I was in the hands of  a tall, big sixth 
grader, he pushed me off  the play structure. 

	 At that point, I was just scared, mad, and hurt. As I started walking over to the 
nurse because I had just face-planted off  the play structure, There was a mob of  
kids and adults that rushed over to see if  I was okay. Being the happy and upbeat 
person I am, I told them I was okay, but on the inside, I was beat up. 

	 Inside the nurse’s office, I looked in the mirror to find out that my whole face was 
bleeding and I had rocks and asphalt pinned to my face. About and hour later, I 
was still sitting in the nurse’s office watching her clean out the asphalt from my 
face. It was not a very pretty scene. And to make matters worse, the nurse told me 
that I had also bit my lip really hard when I fell, so the inside of  my lip had split 
open. I was so done at that point, all scarred up sitting in a white room filled with 
kids dental posters. After a while of  being bandaged up, the nurse asked me if  I 
wanted to go home or go to class. I was feeling a little better, so I decided to take a 
shot at going back. I remember thinking about it for a minute, but I realized it 
would all be okay. 

	 I walked into the classroom with my ace bandaged face. Everyone stared. It was 
mortifying to have all of  your classmates staring at you like you were insane. I 
started crying immediately and just went to the corner. After about a minute of  
crying in the corner, I decided to just go home. It was a long day, and I’d rather 
not be embarrassed and self-conscious. I made it back to the nurses safely, where I 
was happy to see my uncle’s big, red, truck pulled up in the parking lot. 

	 Through this tough day, I realized that it is good to stay strong, but it’s also good 
to have a breakdown once in awhile because sometimes you just to have to let the 
tears out. It’s just a bump in the road. 
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C H A P T E R  18

The Shortest But Longest Day of My 
Life 

by Michael
On a typical hot summer day the wind was blowing, the birds were chirping, 

and I was in the best mood I can ever be in. I came to the golf  course hoping to 
get better at golf. I was hoping to get better at golf  because my dad ( who has been 
playing since he was little ) was going to help me. I was also excited to be hanging 
out with my dad because I don’t see him and because he was always busy . It was 
all set up to be the perfect day until my sister who always causes problems was 
there.

After, we all went to store at the golf  course to get a golf  cart and go golfing. 
We were all golfing, having fun, and we were getting better and better every sec-
ond. I said to my sister, “ Stephanie I bet you can’t get a hole in one before me” 

She said, “OK, but you’re not as good as you think you are." 

My sister and I kept competing to see who could win and who could get a hole 
in one first. Finally, I made it and got the hole in one before her, I was so happy be-
cause I proved my point at being better than her. 

Afterward we got all tired so we went to a creek to go look at frogs and tad 
pools. When we got done with that, we went to the golf  course store where we 
could buy any one candy we wanted from the store. 

After that, we were going to to give back golf  cart back, and before I knew it, 
my life flashed before my eyes. All I felt was a short warmness. When I opened my 
eyes, I forgot I was holding on to my candy instead of  the cart. 

When I pushed myself  off  the concrete, all that was bad is that I had a huge 
cut on my arm and a enormous headache. I got up and we went home and all I 
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did was lay down with an ice pack and my candy, relaxing after one of  the shortest 
but longest day of  my life. 
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C H A P T E R  19

Dizzy Dancing
by Nayeli

It was Tuesday, the first practice of  the 2015-2016 year for ballet. I was hoping 
this year we wouldn’t have to take class with the older girls because all I do is em-
barrass myself  and I can’t concentrate. I get to worried about what they are going 
to think when I dance.  
	 I don’t enjoy taking class the pre-advanced level because our ballet teacher will 
give us crazy complex combinations. When she gives us crazy combinations, that’s 
when the bad stuff  happens. My teacher Lisa Abshere comes over to talk to you 
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when you make a mistake and everybody is watching you while you fail. I’m afraid 
of  the older girls remember me as the person who doesn’t dance very well. Some-
times I feel that they try to show off, but they are just really good.

When my teacher, Mrs. Lisa, walks over to talk to me, I know I’m going to em-
barrass myself  and this is not going to end well. She says, “Nayeli make sure that 
you don’t sickle that front foot.”

Then she has us demonstrate it to the whole class. She had a whole conversa-
tion with me, and I had the horrible spotlight. We were getting ready to do pique 
turns in class in a circle and I immediately thought I was going to suffer. Four of  
us at a time, waiting for our turn on the dance floor bigger than then the Marjorie 
Luke Theater.  
	 When it was almost my turn, I said to myself, “I hope this isn’t bad karma.”

I was up with a really advanced dancer, Anna Gilmore, who was in in tenth 
grade. When I was up next, I calmed myself  down. We were going four people at 
a time and I was with advanced teens. That’s a sign of  panic.

I started off  really slow and steady, but then I looked at the other girls who 
were jumping and flying through the air like dolphins. I started feeling dizzy and 
realized this was not going to end well. A few girls crashed into me because I'm 
spinning so slow I got really dizzy. I looked like a mess. Next, I heard hard clap-
ping and laughing. How embarrassing, I thought.  
	 Anna and I twirled on the dance floor. she was still flying while I was trying to 
clear my vision.  
	 As I arrived, I looked to see my sister laughing so hard she was going to fall. She 
said, “You were slowing down everybody as well as looked funny and dizzy.”

“I know stop laughing, I feel so embarrassed right now.”

I was so embarrassed that day but it doesn't mean I will always be that way. In 
order to improve, you have to suffer the work to get it. People know that I was try-
ing and that most of  us are scared dancing in front of  others. It is hard not to feel 
nervous when you feel eyes on you. I have been taking taking class with them for 
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quite a while and I'm kind of  getting used to it. But there still are times when I am 
really nervous and get humiliated.
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C H A P T E R  20

Lost
by Brittney

It was finally time for the Super Bowl: the Seahawks vs. the Broncos. This year we 
were going to go up to our friend Craig`s house to have a barbecue and watch the 
game. Our friend lived up on a hill and owned a bunch of  land. There were only 
three or four houses spread out around his property which made it a perfect place 
to explore.
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As we got out of  the car, we were greeted by our friends Aidan, Ryan, and Bro-
die. The adults went inside, and we set off  to have an adventure. We walked down 
the driveway and onto a trail. We walked along it for a minute, talking, but were 
interrupted by a dog who barked at us like crazy. Startled, we began to run as fast 
as we could down the path. 

Soon, the trail ended, and we were unable to continue any further because of  a 
barb wired fence that stood in our way. I looked at it for a second before I got an 
idea. I laid down flat on my stomach and scooted under. The others quickly fal-
lowed suit and were soon all on the other side of  the fence with me. We were in 
somebody’s yard, and we quickly sprinted across it . We found ourselves on a small 
road that we followed to a grove of  oak trees. We slid down the steep hill on an in-
ner tube we found and then walked across a small bridge. On the other side we 
found a tree house that we climbed into to rest. After walking for a bit longer we 
exited the grove of  trees and ended up in in a meadow. By then the sun was begin-
ning to set and I knew we needed to head back soon.

“We need to go back now,” I told the others.

“Let’s go this way. It’s a shortcut,” said Aidan

“No it’s not—we have no idea where that leads,” I told him as I turned around 
to head back. But he would not follow. Suddenly he whispered something to my sis-
ter and the two of  them took off  running down the path. Furious, me and the oth-
ers fallowed them. Eventually, we all met up again at the end of  the path. We were 
now really lost and it was almost completely dark.

“This is all your fault!!” I yelled.

“How are we going to get back?” whined Ryan

The others were beginning to panic, Brodie started to cry, my sister started to 
yell at me, and Aidan started walking away.

I looked around and through the sunset I could just make out the outline of  
Craig’s house. It was at the top of  a hill and the only for sure way to get there was 
to tromp through a bunch of  plants and tall grass.
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“Aidan, get back here,” I called. “I know how to get back!”

We began to make our way up the treacherous hill. It was muddy and difficult 
to see through the blackness but somehow we got back. We walked up the steep 
driveway and back to Craig`s house. Our parents were not mad, but relieved to 
know that we were alright. Filthy, exhausted, and starving we inhaled our dinner. 
After that, we went home and went right to sleep. 

We had learned that you should always know where you are going before you 
go exploring. I will always remember this because it was both one of  the most terri-
ble and one of  the most fun days of  my life.
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C H A P T E R  21

Homework Gives You the Feels
by Natashsa

It was a Thursday night, I was sitting at the brown dinner table doing the oh so 
dreaded homework while my mom was watching TV in the living room. I was 
stressing over math. It was dark and humid inside and outside and I only had one 
faint light on, my pencil tap tap tapping on the table, I started feeling very… un-
usual. 
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I decided to take a break and sit down with my mom, she asked me why I 
stopped doing homework and I replied with, “I just feel weird.” My mom nodded 
and just left it at that. She told me to not take too long of  a break because I had 
school the next day and I had to go to sleep early.

I was in fourth grade, Mrs. Soderman’s class. For a fourth grade teacher, she 
gave a lot of  homework, so I decided to cut my break off  short and just continue 
working. As I sat down, I got a weird tingly feeling in my head so I just thought 
that I was a bit dehydrated. I got myself  a glass of  water and as I sat back down. I 
dropped my pencil abruptly. I didn’t know what I was feeling, all I knew was that I 
didn’t like it! I ran to my mom and started sobbing! She looked at me asking me 
what was wrong, worry, confusion, and sadness clear in her eyes. “Mom I don’t 
know! I… I just feel weird!!” I said. 

My dad joined the party. He came out of  his room that he shared with my 
mom and asked me what was wrong! Jeez! That was one question I had heard too 
many times in one night! “I don’t know! I’m scared!” I screamed back still sobbing. 
I then sat back down, afraid if  I moved I would intensify the feeling. I put my 
hand over my heart and I felt my heartbeat rise, I started breathing heavily and 
my vision got blurry. I stood up, a desperate look on my face. I looked straight 
ahead and started thinking. Was I going crazy?! Why was I feeling this way?! I sat 
back down, more scared than ever and I was freaking out! 

My parents were worried, suddenly my mom blurted out the question that eve-
ryone was thinking, “Do you need to go to the hospital?!” I thought about it for a 
fraction of  a second before frantically nodding my head. My mom, dad, and I 
jumped into my mom’s red Mazda 5. We drove to Goleta Cottage Hospital. I was 
still crying and I didn’t know what was going on, my head was feeling all kinds of  
unexplainable things. 

We went straight in. It was very late but there was lots of  people. The room 
was very bright, and I saw people with their heads in their hands. 

My parents talked with a lady that worked there. About an hour had passed 
since I got that “feeling” in my head and for now it had died down a bit. My dad 
stayed in the waiting area while my mom and I entered a room where there was a 
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lady holding a clipboard. The lady started asking my mom questions about what I 
was feeling. All of  a sudden the feeling in my head came back, I started crying and 
yelling. I was holding my head in my hands and I was twisting in uncomfortable 
positions. The lady quickly took me into a hospital room where all the kids were, 
as I was walking to my room still crying I saw this boy. He was looking down, 
scratches all over his body. As I passed, he looked up and I saw a flash of  sadness 
and sympathy in his eyes. We kept walking until we got to a room with a curtain as 
a “door.” 

We went inside and the lady gave me a gown to change into. I was confused 
but did what was told. The feeling in my head had never left so I was still silently 
crying. I didn’t know what I was feeling. I got changed into the gown and the lady 
came back with a wheelchair. She told me that we were going on a ride. I got in 
and she pushed the wheelchair until we got to a long hallway,. She left my mom 
and I there and entered a door. She talked to someone about my “situation.” 

A male nurse came out and asked me if  I wanted a blanket. I replied, “Yes 
please.” Seconds later the man came back with a heated blanket, how awesome is 
that? My mom engulfed me in the blanket and I just sat there until the lady came 
back out. She told us to go inside so we did. The room was… very dark, it was 
split three quarters of  the way so that the other quarter of  the room was sort of  
like a mini room. It had a big window so you could see the other side of  the room, 
and it also had monitors and computers. The main part of  the room had a huge 
machine. It looked like a portal. Oh and guess what, I was getting a CT scan! Yip-
pee!!! *Note the sarcasm. 

The lady told me to get on the bed and she told my mom to follow her into the 
other room. A person came in with a full body suit for the radiation. I did what 
the person told me to do. My body was perfectly still and my head was in a neck 
brace sort of  thing. A loud ringing sound went off  before the bed I was laying on 
started vibrating. It started slowly moving in and out of  a large circle. It did that a 
couple times before they let me get off. 

They called me into the other room.When I walked in, I saw a whole bunch of  
monitors. The monitors had pictures of  the inside of  my brain! The doctors dis-
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cussed my brain x-ray. Their conclusion was that there was nothing wrong with 
me. I felt very confused because I know had clearly felt something in my head. 

The doctors let me go back home a little while later that night. I got home and 
went straight to sleep, afraid to go to school the next morning. I still get the feeling 
once in awhile but I’m used to it, I know I’m going to be okay so I don’t panic… 
that much. 

Scary things happen in life but you just have to overcome them, that’s a part of  
living. The worst part is knowing that nobody else knows how you feel and the 
only way you can describe the feeling is as “weird.” To this day Thursdays are my 
least favorite days, I also never finished my homework that night…Oops! At least I 
had an excuse!
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C H A P T E R  22

Just a Hammer
by Connor

It was 12 o’clock pm, and we were working in the moon light. My dad and I were 
still up trying to fix the electric bike. He asked me to go get his hammer out of  the 
tool box. 

	 I opened the tool box, and being the idiotic little 7 year old that I was, saw the 
hammer, but I grabbed the pop up razor blade instead. I pressed the button on the 
side and the blade went clean threw my finger to the bone. 
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	 I calmly put it down got the hammer and gave it to my father. He accepted it, 
not realizing that blood was rapidly flowing out of  my wound and onto the ham-
mer. I went back inside, and sat down. When my mom came in to find me, she 
screamed at the top of  her lungs. “What?” I asked. 

	 My dad rushed over, took one look at my finger, and muttered,"Oh my god,” un-
der his breath. 

	 My sister had a very different reaction. She seemed to find it funny that my fin-
ger was spewing blood all over the place, on the floor and all over the couch.

	 “Come on,” my dad said firmly, who seemed to have gained his composure. “Get 
in the car. We’re going to the emergency room.” 

	 By the time we got to the emergency room my entire arm was soaked in blood. 
We wrapped it up in a towel and put pressure on it. We sprinted to the waiting 
room. By now, the towel had gone from tan to dark red. When we got in the nurse 
walked up to me and said, “Does it hurt at all?” I replied, 

	 “YES!” she replied, “Okay, we’ll be with you in about five minutes...” I tried to 
add some humor to the situation, which wasn’t funny at all, so I slapped my palm 
to my face, coating it in blood. 

	 She said, “Never mind, we’ll just test out our new product, It replaces stitches!”

	 At that point I was fine with anything so I just said, “Make it quick.” Ever since 
then I have been afraid of  knives.  Most of  all I learned that family will be there 
for you whether they find the problem funny or scary.
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C H A P T E R  23

Boogie Board Fun
by Obed

While I was on my boogie board in the ocean water, I waited for a nice settling 
wave to ride. As I saw a wave from a distance, I got ready to ride it. As it came 
closer it got bigger. I took a few steps back. At that moment I knew that the wave 
was not a good wave to ride. It crashed against me.

I went under the wave. Two seconds later I got back up thinking, “That proba-
bly wasn’t a good idea.” I was able to taste the salty water in my mouth, and smell 
the salty sea. 

“Next time I’ll just go under the wave before it crashes against me,” I thought. 
As I continued using my boogie board, my friend showed up at the beach, so we 
boogie boarded together. As the sun went down, the moon was coming out, and 
the waves were getting bigger than it’s usual size, friend asked,” Should we back 
up a little bit?” 

I responded,"No we’re okay.”

There was one wave that was biggest wave we ever saw. My friend and I got 
wiped out. As I struggled to get back up, another wave toppled on me. At that mo-
ment I knew there was another big wave, but this time my friend and were pre-
pared for that wave. As we were riding it, it pushed us back to shore and we 
stopped boogie boarding after that.

When we went back home, I slept over at his house. It was about 8:00 when I 
got there. My friend and I invited our other friend to sleep over too. He said,"I’ll 
be right over.” Five minutes later he rings the doorbell and as we open the door he 
comes in and gets settled. At around 10:00, we decided to play video games and 
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eat some pizza. At around 11:30 we watched some television and relaxed. At 
around 12:30 we fell asleep. When we woke up it was 7:30. We decided to go eat 
some breakfast in the kitchen. We found some cereal and sausage links. 

After we finished eating, we decided to go to the beach. It was about 8:30 when 
we got there. We all got our boogie boards and started to ride the waves. The 
waves weren’t as big like the day before but they were pretty big to ride. At around 
10:00 the waves started to get bigger. As one wave passed the water was calm for a 
whole minute. My friend said, “Look!” We saw a big wave that was about 7 to 8 
feet tall. We tried running for it but it was no use because we were  sinking into the 
sand. 

There was only a matter of  time before the wave crashed. My friend decided to 
run at the wave and dive under it, my other friend did the same. It was to late for 
me,. My only choices were try diving for it any way, or try riding it. I chose my sec-
ond decision and waited for the wave to hit. As the wave ran into me I began to 
ride it. At first it was hard to control my boogie board, but then I got control of  it 
and started riding the wave better than I did. Three seconds later there was a cra-
ter in the sand and that made me flip over my boogie board. At the end I was 
okay.
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C H A P T E R  24

The Time I got a TD
by Ryder

We were ahead by so many points, they turned the scoreboard off ! They never 
do that. The rule is that if  your team is ahead by twenty-four points or more the 
other team gets to pick six players from your team to sit out. The other team had 
the ball at this point. The quarter back ran back to throw the ball and he threw it 
right to my side and I caught the ball. Now it was time for us to be on offense.

I was quarter back and I kept handing the ball off  to our running back and he 
gained some yards. We got super close to the end zone. Next, my coach told me to 
run the ball and I questioned him a little bit but then just went for it. Lots of  
things were going through my head. I ran over to the huddle to call the play. and I 
said to them that I was going to run strait up the middle.

More things went through my head like, “Am I going to make it?” and, “What 
would they say if  I didn’t make it?” I started to feel kinda sick to my stomach. It 
felt new. 

The center snapped the ball to me and ran right up the middle. I pushed past 
everyone and broke free. It was the safety that looked to me like he didn’t know I 
had the ball but then he turned and started to sprint after me and I felt a little 
push, but I made it and I got a TOUCHDOWN!!!!!!! 

I usually don’t play offense so it was good for me. The only thing I didn’t like 
about this whole experience is that we played in Santa Maria and there field was 
burning hot because it was sport turf. This situation taught me that if  you believe 
in yourself  that you can accomplish anything and to never give up. I also learned 
that I can always trust my team and my coaches.

61



C H A P T E R  25

When a Swing Goes Bad
by Emanuel

Riding through a forest yet not a forest I found myself  thinking, when will I get 
there? When will I go home? When will I have to go to school again? Little did I 
know that all but the first one happened as planned.

	 The once forest was now filled with pathways of  all sizes. You could not walk fifty 
yards in any direction without finding any paths. Riding from my house to our des-
tination did not take long. Only the large hills annoyed my little brother, my mom, 
and me.
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	 There were two hills one after another and pushing bikes up them was not fun es-
pecially when you fall down and have to start all over again. We were headed to a 
place not many people know of. My little brother, mom, and I are going to go to a 
biking place in the forest. There were dips in the ground there where you can ride 
bikes. I never knew  how this day would end.

	 Reaching the place me and my little brother went biking and loved it for the very 
first two minutes. Quickly getting bored we went for the tree swing. my little 
brother and I took turns swinging and got bored. we went to ask my mom when to 
leave “no.” Three no’s later It was my turn to swing. It was a little like flying until 
you looked down and saw that the ground is skimming your feet. I heard a crack. I 
fell face first 

	 Next thing I heard was “Oh, no.” My mom was in front of  me surveying my 
bleeding face. I heard my little brother went to get my dad. 

	 He arrived and asked me if  I could walk. “No duh,” I only hit my face and not 
my legs. I walked home and my parents laid me down on a couch and did every-
thing they could to stop the bleeding and whatever bad might come from that bit 
lip. It was bad. My parents did everything they could to help me. Except take me 
to the doctor. They helped much and kept me from school for two weeks because 
they are awesome like that. After one week, though, I did muster enough courage 
to look in the mirror. “Gasp,” there was a big hole in my lower lip.

	 School. I had a good and bad experience at school after that bad lip disaster. The 
boys found it interesting and the girls found it very gross. I still had a problem with 
speaking through my lip and my teacher did not understand me the whole day. I 
din’t enjoy the first day of  school after the incident or any other day of  the week. I 
ended up catching up very soon, though. That helped me practice catching up 
when I got poison oak many times after I hurt my lip. I have to say still to this day 
I have a irrational fear of  forest tree swings.
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C H A P T E R  26

The Right Dog
by Julia

“Woohoo!  I can’t wait.  This is so exciting!”  Looking out the window I could see 
that the fog which had been there previously had faded away leaving the bright 
sunny sky cloud-free and warm.  

	 I heard the gears shift as Dad parked the car.  “We’re here,” he said to my 
mom, my sister, my brother and me.  We jumped out of  the car and ran to the en-
trance of  the local dog shelter.
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	 “Come on!  Hurry up!” my little sister, Hannah, said giddily to my dad who 
was still in the car with my mom listening to something on the radio.

	 “I’m coming.  I’m coming,” Dad said with a smile.  He turned off  the radio 
and followed us to the entrance with Mom right behind him.  

As we walked into the dog shelter, the dogs started barking.  It was like they 
were all begging for us to take them home.  Out of  the corner of  my eye I saw a 
bunch of  puppies in the corner.  “Mom, can we get a puppy?”  I asked

“No.  Sorry,” she responded with the opposite of  the response that I wanted.

“Please?” I asked hopefully. 

“I already told you that the answer is no,” she said

Well huff  I thought, I give up. 

We took a deaf  dog named Bamboo on a walk up and down the street outside 
the shelter to see if  she was the right dog for us.  I loved her, but Mom and Dad de-
cided that they wouldn’t be able to handle a deaf  dog and three young children, so 
we didn’t adopt Bamboo.  I was sad when Mom and Dad decided no, but then 
again if  I had had my way I probably would have adopted all of  the dogs at the 
shelter. 

Since we didn’t adopt Bamboo and we still really wanted a dog, we went back 
into the shelter to look for another dog that might be a good match for our family.

As we walked by a bunch of  dogs, one jumped up against its fenced area and 
started barking at us.  At first I thought that it was mad at us for some reason.

“Dad?” I asked, “Why is that dog angry?”

“That dog isn’t angry,” he said, “She’s just excited that people are here and 
might take her home.  Would you like to take her on a walk like we did with Bam-
boo?”

“Yes!  Absolutely!” I said excitedly

So we took the orangish dog named Charm for a walk up and down the street 
outside the dog shelter like we had done with Bamboo before,who was so excited 
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about the opportunity.  As she walked, Charm waged her tail enthusiastically and 
sniffed the plants around her.  After we walked her back and forth a few times, we 
stopped in front of  the building and played with Charm.  We were all amazed 
when Charm jumped and, midair, Charm came eye level with dad. At the time 
was only a year or so old.  I don’t think that she can jump that high any more.

Mom and Dad both agreed that Charm was the right dog for our family and 
that we would adopt her.  Hannah, my little sister, Daniel, my little brother, and I 
waited outside as Dad went inside to do the adoption paperwork for Charm.

While we were waiting, some employees brought out some chihuahuas and let 
us pet and hug them.  Personally, I am not a big fan of  chihuahuas, but held them 
as they tried to run around and play.  A few minutes later Dad came back out, fin-
ished with the paperwork and ready to take Charm home.

That was a very happy and exciting day for me, but I still hope and wonder if  
Bamboo got a good home.  Before my family got Charm we had two Rottweilers 
one was a girl and one was a boy.  The name of  the girl dog was Adie and the 
male dog was Clyde, he was younger than Adie.  They were our best friends, but 
Adie died of  old age before I had very many memories of  her and a little while 
later Clyde died of  old age as well.  It was lonely in the house without the dogs 
that we were used to having around the house, that was why we got Charm.  To 
me and my family our dogs are a large part of  our joy, happiness, and our family.
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C H A P T E R  27

Why Today?
by Trevor

I was filled with excitement. I was so happy. I was jumping up and down outside 
the car. I was running all around outside. I couldn’t wait we were moving. I 
opened the door to the car. I slammed it shut with all my might.

	 I yelled, “LETS GO!”

	 The car smelled humid. It was extremely hot inside the car, I was going to die. 
My mom started up our car. All I heard was vroom, ERR!
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	 My mom said, “The car engine won’t start. I wouldn’t let this happen.”

	 I said, “Try again, it must work.”

	 I could see the anger in my parents eyes. I could smell the smoke from the ex-
haust. My mom tried to start up the engines a few more times. We just heard the 
same old sounds, the car was busted and nobody was happy about this. I could see 
the anger in my parents eyes again. There eyes looked like they were going to 
come out of  there head

We all unbuckled our seat belts with all the anger inside us. I could hear all the 
releases of  the seat belts at one time. My family  slammed open our doors with all 
our might. We then stomped out of  the car putting mighty force into the ground. I 
could feel the ground tremble to all of  our mighty footsteps. We then all slammed 
the doors closed like a symphony of  doors. My mom then locked the old, black, 
dirty minivan. I watched as my dad took out his phone. With his huge fingers he 
unlocked his phone and went into contacts. With all the anger I saw on him he 
called Triple AAA.

My dad said, “We need a tow truck to come fix our car right now.”

Triple AAA said, “We’ll have somebody there in thirty minutes. Thank you for 
choosing Triple AAA.”

Well, nobody was happy about that. We were at our old house with no furni-
ture, no anything. It was all in a moving truck parked in some filthy yard waiting to 
be driven to Santa Barbara. And if  this tow truck didn’t get here soon enough that 
moving van might get to that house before us. We still had to go inside the house 
and look at where everything was going to go.

After what felt like a sloth moving as slow as it could a tow truck appeared . It 
made a sound like a loud roar of  a truck engine. The nastiest, oldest tow truck in 
the world was right in front of  me. Our family was still furious about our car break-
ing down. Now this tow truck driver steps out of  his car and slammed the door be-
hind him. His uniform was the least state of  the art uniform. His name tag said 
“Paul.” Well I didn’t believe it is as this uniform looked like the nastiest uniform I 
had seen in the world. Next thing I knew his name was John. Could anybody ex-
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plain why? Awkward. He grabbed his tools and got to work. He worked as odd as 
a flamingo without pink feathers. He told us he fixed the engine problem.

We all hopped with excitement and ran to our car. We then got into our car 
and started up our engine. Thankfully, the engine worked this time. We finally 
were going to SB. This made me extremely happy.I could hear the sound of  a 
newly fixed engine ready to drive 100 miles. We were now off  to Santa Barbara, to 
an amazing city. The best part was no more L.A. traffic jams.

I yelled, “YEAAA!”

Is this a happy or sad memory for me? It is a sad yet happy memory, and I re-
member it for many reasons. First, I remember it because I lost all of  my old 
friends. Everybody in my family did. Yet I was happy because I would get to see 
my dad more because he would have a two hour drive to work. I moved to Santa 
Barbara, one of  the most beautiful cities in California. Yes, I had to make new 
friends, but it was fun. Moving here was a very tragic yet amazing moment. When 
I left my house I had a park right next to it. Now I have a dog park, a kids’ park, 
and a big green field/dog park outside of  my house. I had to sacrifice that park, 
but I got an even better outside area. I now have more friends than I had before I 
moved. I have learned from this that bad things may happen, but better things will 
come after. It also taught me to just keep on going, because you can’t give up.
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C H A P T E R  28

The Bike Ride
by Claudia

I hopped on my brother’s blue bike after school, the air was always so hot and hu-
mid. It felt as if  we were in an oven. Sometimes he would come to pick me at 2:50 
pm. This one Friday we both were in a bad mood, so we hardly even talked on the 
way home. I remember thinking why can’t I just be home already! 

	 A bit later when we were just around the corner from my house and I was mad 
because he was late to pick me up. As we got closer I went to step off  the bike but, 
my foot got caught on the tire! Jessie and I both went tumbling over. We fell hard 
on the hot cement. He yelled at me, “Why would you do that!”

	 I remember hearing the bike tire still turning as we got up. I felt horrible. We 
hopped up immediately and ran inside arguing. All I could think of  was how mad 
he was. Jessie called my mom on the phone right away. I never got in trouble but 
we both had some scrapes here and there. Not bad, just a little blood.

 Now we look back at this story and just laugh. We learned that when you are 
mad at your sibling (or anyone) do not fight over the silliest things. We both 
learned our lesson that day.
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C H A P T E R  29

It Pulled Me Under From Above
by Nayon

The salty tingle of  the ocean danced across my tongue. I felt tart bitterness in my 
throat. With the stinging salt in my eyes, I looked around frantically. I saw my 
board about 50-60 meters from where I was floating. I attempted to swim over, but  
I get plunged underneath the surface. A shrilling pain runs down my neck. I re-
member how painful those 15 seconds were. It was like a ring of  pain surrounding 
me, until it finally collapsed. I breathed heavily as I frantically looked around me. 
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   The murkiness of  the ocean water made it impossible to see below me. My 
heart raced. I froze when something slimy wrapped around my foot. I screamed 
but another giant wave pulled me under. I clawed the sea, my hands scratching the 
ocean, trying to reach the surface. I kicked and pawed the water, as if  I were try-
ing to grab something. I couldn’t hear it, but I knew that I was still screaming. Air 
bubbles rose to the surface. They blurred my eyes, making it almost impossible to 
see the light. 

I felt an icy breeze against my face. I started coughing severely. How long have 
I been under? A minute? Maybe half ? But it felt like I’d been down there for an 
hour. You know the saying small fish in a big ocean? That’s how I felt that mo-
ment, almost literally. My eyes peer over the horizon. The sun was half  set. It was 
about 6 o’clock. I thought to myself,  My heart feels like I have been running a 
marathon.

I took a deep breath, in-out-in-out-in. I thrashed under again. This time, know-
ing the consequences, I didn’t scream. I realized that I was right at the lip, the 
most painful, powerful part. You DO NOT want to be there. I remember thinking 
about myself  as a paper girl, able to fold easily, able the  tear easily. You can easily 
unfold, but  tears are harder to undo. That’s when those scissors are touching. 

That’s how I felt. I felt like paper, about to be folded. But that’s when I saw a 
ray of  light and no, not because I died. I felt the familiar icy feeling against my 
cheeks. I remember it being hard to breathe because I was thrown around so 
many times that all my hair turned to a knot in front of  my face. Then, I felt some-
thing hard and pointy poke my back. My blood froze as I slowly turned and be-
came face-to-face with a great white shark!!! No, I’m just kidding. It was actually 
my surfboard. My beautiful surfboard. I gasped and quickly grabbed it. I don’t 
know how it came to be but it did. 

That was a terrifying experience. But it didn’t stop me from going surfing. I 
grew to love the ocean even more, actually. I had a few minor cuts, but nothing se-
rious. I still remember every emotion I had felt that day. I never really told anyone 
this story. It’s something I kept to myself, until now. The experience actually made 

72



me feel alive, I guess. That’s kind of  a weird way to put it, but it did. That day was 
a mixture of  fear, excitement, joy, and many more. I guess the reason it stands out 
so much is because I have never felt so many things at once. I sometimes whisper 
to myself, “It pulled me under from above.”
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C H A P T E R  30

First Wave
by Violet

I started paddling as fast as I could. I felt a gentle push of  the wave and started to 
slowly stand up. By the four seconds of  being on the wave I already started pearl-
ing. I felt gravity push me forward and I fell on top of  the wave. I tumbled in the 
the water, tasting the saltwater that got in my mouth, and feeling the tug of  the 
leash on my ankle. When I stopped tumbling in the water, I swam up and looked 
around, thinking, “Well, that sucked.”  I saw my dad further out, waving his arms 
and signaling me back to where he was. 

“Are you okay!?” he asked. “Paddle over here!” I paddled over where he was 
with the taste of  saltwater still in my mouth and my eyes slightly stinging. 

By the time I got over where he was, there was already another wave building 
up. My dad spun me and my board around, and gave me a push when the wave 
was close by. I looked behind me and started paddling furiously. The wave gave 
me a gentle push, reassuring me that I was on it. I slowly got to my knees as my 
speed crept up. Right when I started kneeling, I noticed a rock poking out in front 
of  me. As my generally nervous self, I started to panic. Before I could do anything, 
my board hit the rock. I was flung forward from the wave. 

When I got up, I saw the wave crash on my head. While I was tumbling, I ran 
into another rock and got cut all over. When everything was calm, I saw my dad 
was waving, waiting for me to wave back saying I was okay. I felt my head pound-
ing and my feet stinging. I started to walk, cringing over every rock I had to step 
over.
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Paddling out, I started feeling disappointed and discouraged. When I got over 
to my dad I told him what happened. “Well this is hard, but once you stand up 
you’ll understand why we do this.” 

It was a while before another wave came. I took the time to enjoy the view. We 
we vacationing at our beach house in Mexico. The sky was blue with clouds that 
looked like paint strokes. I felt the calm ripples of  the ocean, and then my dad 
said, “Okaaaaaaaay, this looks like a good one.”

 “Okay,” I murmured, still thinking of  pearling. I started paddling as hard as I 
could, and when I felt the push of  the wave. I started to stand up. It felt like I was 
gliding on water, and in a way I was. I felt great when I saw some people on the 
beach cheering. I also saw my brother waving, and yelling,”Yay, Violet!!” 

Now, thinking back, I’m so happy that I kept trying. I’ve been surfing ever 
since.
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C H A P T E R  31

The Hard Way
by Wesley

I inhaled deeply, bring in the pungent, sharp smell of  crisp pine trees as our car 
raced by. I leaned my head out of  the cramped family car to get another breath of  
fresh air. My dad made a sharp turn, and I was forced to jerk my head back in, 
and we entered a wider, more busy road consisting of  hot, black asphalt. 
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	 Dividing it into two lanes were orange cones and “Danger: Do not cross this 
line.” Yellow tape stretched across a construction area full of  bulldozers and sand. 
My dad made another turn. 

	 “It looks like they’re working on some construction here,” said my dad in his 
usual calm, brisk tone. The car accelerated, and I leaned back into my seat and 
swung my legs, trying to release this strange kind of  nervous energy inside my 
stomach. Next to me, my sister, Rachel, yawned. I twisted in my seat. 

	 “Here we are,” said my dad, as he made a final turn. I screeched in excitement 
because I was only about six at the time. My sister bounced up and down in her 
seat. 

	 The car slowed down, and I sat straight up so I could read the sign ahead of  us: 
Tucker’s Grove Park. All around us, fresh oak and sycamore trees grew. Birds 
chirped quietly, and in the distance, I could hear a few children screaming with de-
light. Tucker’s Grove was a park in Goleta that my father, Rachel and I loved to go 
to, as it had both a playground structure and a decent hiking trail. Tucker’s Grove 
was one of  our favorite parks, and we hadn’t gone for a year, which made us even 
more excited. 

	 My dad parked and opened the door for us. We raced out and bolted for the play-
ground. After a few minutes of  playing, we took a break and sat down on the park 
slide. “What do you want to do?” Rachel asked. I took one last stretch and looked 
over my dad, who had busied himself  in a newspaper.

	 “Let’s go dig a hole.” We sprinted all over the playground, searching for the per-
fect spot to dig. Finally, we found a sandy spot next to a wooden fence that seemed 
perfect for digging. Beyond the wooden fence lay a parking lot that held a few cars, 
in particular a park ranger’s vehicle. Of  course, being six, we were much too busy 
to bother ourselves with such minor details.

	 I glanced over at our dad and decided to do something rather foolish.

	 “Let’s throw rocks over the fence,” I said. This was foolish because our father 
had told us specifically not to throw rocks, for a variety of  reasons, such as hitting 
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strangers and crushing objects. We had never payed much attention to his warn-
ings until after this particularly unfortunate incident.

	 “Hey, uh, Wesley,” Rachel said. “Didn’t dad say something about not throwing 
dangerous objects over-—”

	 “Not to worry!” I interrupted, choosing to ignore her.

	 I threw the first rock. It was dull grey, large, and made a dull sounding clunk. Ra-
chel rolled her eyes and joined me. Clunk. Clunk. Clunk. Clunk. Rachel and I 
picked up a gigantic rock that was so heavy we both had to join forces to carry it. 
Finally, with silly grins on our faces, we heaved it over the fence. This time, the 
noise was not a clunk. It was a loud, resounding, thunderous crunch.

	 From behind the fence, I heard someone curse loudly, and then the sound of  foot-
steps. Whoever it was swore quite loudly, and burst through the door.

	 “Oh no,” I thought. “I’m as good as dead.” I was looking straight into the chest 
of  a huge, muscular park ranger. I meant to say “sorry,” but it came out more like 
squeak. My sister shifted uneasily beside me.

	 My dad looked up from his newspaper, put it down, and slowly walked towards 
us as if  he was the grim reaper about to bring a much wanted criminal who had 
just died to hell. I thought to myself: “I’m about to be cursed for eternal damna-
tion.”

	 “Excuse me,” said the ranger. “I heard someone throwing these rocks over this 
fence. Some of  them really dented my car. Do you happen to know who did this? I 
need to talk to them.”

	 “Sorry,” my sister said bravely. “We did it. We’re sorry.” The park ranger’s gaze 
softened, seeing we were just two little kids.

	 “All right,” he relented. “But please, never do anything like that again.” My dad 
glared at us. “Yes,” he said. “Although this nice park ranger was nice enough to let 
you off  the hook, you both are in serious trouble.”

	 With that, I truly learned what it meant to be sorry, and remembered the lesson: 
don’t throw rocks.
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	 But besides that, I learned an even more important lesson. Years from now, I real-
ize that sometimes, you can never truly learn something unless you experience it 
the hard way.
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C H A P T E R  32

The Fall
by Eli L.

I sprinted down the steep rocky slope. A warm breeze ruffled my medium length 
dark blonde hair. It was a warm summer day, and I felt euphoric. I couldn’t wait to 
get to the wilderness youth project van, and go home off  the trail. Then I’d get to 
see my parents and siblings.This lack of  patience got me in trouble.

I was halfway down when it happened. One minute I was running, the next 
trip, adrenaline rush, falling, BAM!!! All in less than a second. PAIN blindingly ago-
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nizing pain as if  a railroad spike was being hammered into my forehead. It 
HURT! Forehead bleeding, nose bleeding, glasses broken, pain. I couldn’t move. 
All I could feel was pain.

A counselor rushed over and asked, “Are you okay?” 

“No,” I groaned, as he hoisted me up and brought me to a large rock. There 
the counselors washed off  the cuts and used tweezers to remove the larger pebbles 
that had gotten stuck in my forehead. My nose had numerous small cuts, but I had 
a bigger problem: the tweezers couldn’t get all the pebbles or any of  the dust. 

After I got home my parents used smaller tweezers, and hydrogen peroxide to 
get the rest of  the pebbles and dust out. I couldn’t stop crying. It hurt too much. 
But to this day I think there’s still a few rocks left. This situation taught me a very 
valuable lesson sometimes it’s better safe than sorry. Especially, when hiking.
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C H A P T E R  33

Messing Up in Front of Everyone 
by Daphne 

April 25th, 2014: The day I messed up in front of  a news camera. People always 
say that everybody looks good on T.V. That day, I proved that is not true. It was 
the day of  a huge event I had put on for my Girl Scout Bronze Award. Two of  my 
friends had worked with me to create the first annual Girl Scout Beach 
Clean-Up. We had talked to all the local news people to see if  they wanted to 
come and see what we were doing and put it on T.V. and in the newspaper. I 
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thought that would be so exciting. Near the end of  the event, the KEYT van 
pulled up on the beach.

They came and set up all their big fancy cameras and asked my friend to go 
first. I said, “Good luck,” not that she needed it. She went up and spoke confi-
dently, like she didn’t care if  she sounded goofy. I said to myself, “I will do the 
same thing,” but when it was my turn, I didn’t exactly follow her example. I stum-
bled and uttered “ummmm” and “uh-uh.”

Then the Newspaper people came and it was a lot easier to talk to the lady 
named Elizabeth McGrady. She looked young, kind of  like she is an intern or was 
just hired but I thought she did a good job. I think I sounded a whole lot smarter 
talking to her, I didn’t stumble or utter, no sentence jamming, just me, acting com-
pletely calm and collected. Rather than saying “ummmmm” and “uh-huh,” I said, 
“Yes, we had a lot of  fun planning this event.”

After the event was finished, we went out for ice cream; however, we had to 
hurry home to catch the 6 o’clock news. I waited and waited for what seemed like 
a million years, then I saw the headline “Girl Scout Beach Clean-Up Day” and I 
groaned.

It first showed my friend being all confident like she rehearsed before the inter-
view. Then my other friend, who looked kind of  confident, then came me. I 
looked like I was sleep talking with my eyes open for a minute. I started talking su-
per fast, like I was trying to jam all of  the words into a single sentence.

My mom said, “You did great honey,” but I strongly disagreed.

Then a commercial break ended my torture. At least the newspaper the next 
morning was okay. That day I learned that life is never picture perfect. T.V. can 
make you a famous star, or humiliate you in front of  the whole world. I guess thats 
where the saying, “Hollywood will make you or break you,” comes from. I could 
have been worse, I suppose.
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C H A P T E R  34

Ankles
by Tristan

It was just like any other normal day. At least that’s what I thought. I had just got-
ten back from school, and I was in a pretty good mood. 

	 Later that day, my mom told me that my dad wanted to talk to me. My parents 
are divorced, so I talk to my dad on the phone, and I go to his house on the week-
ends. It didn’t concern me too much, but it did seem a little out of  the blue. Nor-
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mally he just tells me what were going to do next weekend and how much he loves 
me. This time had a much more morbid tone.

Right off  the bat, he told me with a sigh, “I broke my legs.” This was followed 
by an awkward silence. I was beyond shocked, as if  I’d been struck by a lightning 
bolt. I didn’t know what to say. I was at a loss for words.

“Oh,” I responded. You would think that I should’ve said “How?” or “I’m so 
sorry for you,” which would make sense, but I was so boggled by the bad news, I 
just couldn’t think of  anything else. What would you say if  out of  nowhere, your 
father just told you that he broke his legs?

Later he explained that it was from a rock climbing accident. Not just like slip-
ping your foot and making a few pebbles fall. A full on plummet. Now I know 
what your thinking, generally, when you’re rock climbing you’re attached to a har-
ness, so that when you fall your friend can cancel your appointment with your face 
and the rocks bellow. But my dad was doing a lead climb, which means that when 
you fall, you fall. No takeseez backseez. Yes, there is a point to doing this. It is a 
much faster way of  setting up the gear on the rocks. There is the much safer way 
of  climbing to the top on a separate route and setting them up that way.

Now, not to brag, but my dad is a skilled rock climber. Many routes are easy 
peasy for my dad, but this particular one was rather difficult. It was one that he 
had never even tried before, which didn’t help his situation. He told me that he 
had reached for a grip but couldn’t make it, which resulted in a chain reaction of  
him falling on his feet and breaking his ankles. His friend had to lower him down 
the cliff  to the car, because he obviously couldn’t just walk over there like breaking 
your ankles was no big deal. Then he drove my dad to the hospital and that’s 
where I went to see him.

It’s not easy walking into a room to be welcomed by your dad in a hospital bed. 
But he was happy to see me, which made me feel better because I could make his 
disaster slightly less terrible. My family and I both stayed in his small, dark room, 
as he told us the story of  how he ended up in the hospital. We brought him a card, 
homemade cookies -- let’s be honest, nothing beats that -- and other delicious 
foods, because we figured that would make him better even if  it didn’t make his an-
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kles heal faster. I will always remember going to see my dad with his ankles all 
wrapped up. Now I look at him and see all of  the progress he’s made. He’s doing 
better now. He’s in a wheelchair and can use crutches for short periods of  time, 
which is a lot better than the way he was many months ago.

Hearing about my dad break his ankles was shocking to me, but at the same 
time, it taught me something. Before the fall, I never thought that my dad or my 
brother would hurt himself  so severely from rock climbing. I thought that it was a 
safe sport if  done right. Now I realized that sometimes things don’t go so peachy. 
Sometimes, taking the risk to get something done quicker isn’t worth it in the end, 
and that is a very important thing to consider when doing almost anything in life.
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C H A P T E R  35

The Weird Day
by Volkan

Waking up, I realized my brother, father, and mother were standing over me. I 
heard them muttering about something. I was five years old, and I was on the floor 
in the family room. It was in the morning. Confused, I asked, “What’s going on?”

“Anne stepped on your arm,” said my brother.

“My arm is not hurting,” I said.

87



My arm felt dead like a 5 pound weight. My family lifted me up, and I started 
wondering if  I really was hurt. I also thought that sleeping on the floor was maybe 
a bad thing to do. I walked to the kitchen and I sat on the chair and had some 
food. When I was eating my tasty scrambled eggs, I noticed that my mom and my 
dad were in a hurry. My mom and dad were telling me that they were going to 
take me to the hospital. My dad walked me out of  the house to his car. My mom 
was not coming because she had to drive my brother to Dos Pueblos High School. 
My dad drove me to a hospital and I still don’t know where that hospital was. I felt 
that my parents were holding me back from school but they really were scared 
about me. I was at the hospital thinking about my arm all the time.

I heard someone say, “Volkan Ozten.” My dad and I stood up. We walked into 
this room. The room was cold and there were a lot of  doctors doing their job. 
They put my arm on a table. The table was really cold and there was a light hover-
ing over it like an interrogation room just in a hospital. The doctors squeezed my 
arm first.

“Volkan, you may feel a little bit pain,” my dad said. I got worried for a second.

My dad also squeezed my arm after them. I felt a pain that was so painful that 
I actually yelled out,"Aah!”

Surprisingly, I didn’t cry, though, so the doctors said that I actually didn’t have 
a broken arm, just a sprained arm. They gave me a small cast and its color was 
light brown. My dad thanked them and walked out the door to pay them. We 
walked out the hospital door and then back to the car. My dad drove me back to 
school. I was happy that my arm wasn’t hurting and that it wasn’t broken. I was 
thinking what my teacher and what she would say to me. 

My dad and I walked to the office and said, “Sorry, We’re late.” They gave me 
a late form. 

My dad said, “Goodbye.” I started walking to my classroom. Before I entered 
the classroom, I heard, “Volkan’s here!” A bunch of  kids started surrounding me 
and asking me where I had been. That morning, I learned that people shouldn’t 
get worked up all the time for minor things. My dad and my mom took me to a 
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hospital because of  a very hurt arm. That shows that they care and will always 
care for me. I am thankful for them.
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C H A P T E R  36

Fun on the Beach
by Vanessa

I was running to the water as it splashed on the sand. I heard the seagulls flying as 
I felt a gentle breeze in front of  the ocean. I heard panting and something running 
on the wet sand. It was a German Shepherd running towards me. I ran into the 
water and swam and swam and swam until the dog went away. As I came out of  
the water I heard the same panting and running on the beach, it was the same 
dog. 

“Not again!” I said.

I ran uphill which made me and the dog really tired. I hid from the dog behind 
a giant rock that looked like it was made of  obsidian. The dog started whining and 
laid down on the rocky sand waiting for me. I came out of  hiding and the dog 
jumped on me with a big smile on his sandy face. I looked around his neck to see 
if  he had a collar on. When I saw that he didn’t have a collar on I realized it was 
going to be harder to find the person that brought him to the beach. I walked back 
to my parents to tell them about the dog.

 My mom asked, “Is he a stray dog?” 

“I don’t know,” I told them.

They told me that they would help me find the dog’s owner. We asked everyone 
on the beach, but no one had owned the dog. My parents called the pound and 
they came over to the beach to take him away. I wanted to keep the dog so bad I 
almost started crying. After they took the dog away I asked my parents if  I could 
get a dog. 
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The next day I got a dog,but instead of  getting a dog at a pet store, I got a dog 
at the pound. Right when I walked into the door I saw the same dog that was at 
the beach. I got to keep him as my pet and as a friend. This taught me that who-
ever you’re friends with you will always see them another day. And that is how I 
got my first pet, my first dog, and my first friend.
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C H A P T E R  37

Oreos + Spit = ?
by Ms. McMillan

My brother and I spent most of  that long, sweltering summer slumped on the 
couch watching reruns on TV. On this particular afternoon, we had just finished 
an episode of  Happy Days. The credits were rolling, and the song lyrics, “Sunday, 
Monday, Happy Days, Tuesday, Wednesday, Happy Days...” lulled us out of  our 
lethargy.

	 "Gimme the remote,” I said, grabbing it out of  Trevor’s hands. 

92



	 “No,” he grunted and swiped it back from me. I was too surprised to have 
kept a tight grip on the thing. I was the older sibling, so I was accustomed to hav-
ing my way.

	 “My turn!” I whined, narrowing my eyes. This was serious.

	 Instead of  handing me the remote, Trevor rolled off  the couch onto his stom-
ach. The remote was underneath him where it would be hard for me to get.

	 Red hot anger flashed through my mind. Who did he think he was anyway? I 
get to choose what was on TV? That’s it!

	 I stood up and grabbed Trevor’s feet, pulling him with all my might to get 
him off  the remote. He kicked at me but I saw the remote peeking out from under 
him, so I snatched it up.

	 “Yep, We’re watching The Brady Bunch,” I said. I knew my brother wanted to 
watch Kung Fu Man or something. That was completely out of  the question.

	 Trevor got quiet. He calmly stood up and walked toward the kitchen. I forgot 
he existed.

	 I watched my show. It was boring since I had already seen the dumb episode 
where the Brady kids made a house of  cards only to have Tiger the dog knock it 
over. It made no sense.

	 Wondering what else to do, I walked outside and looked around for my 
brother. I didn’t really want to play with him, but there were no other kids around. 
We only had each other to help combat the boredom of  summer. 

	 Suddenly, I feel a wad of  liquid hit the front of  my chest. I looked down at my 
lemon yellow jumper which was now covered with a gloopy greyish-black liquid. 

	 “Schhhwip!” Another one hit my cheek. I looked up to see my brother stand-
ing right next to me, a bag of  Oreos in one hand and a jug of  Minute Maid lemon-
ade in the other. He was making giant Oreo spit loogies and hocking them right at 
me. Yet another one, a third Oreo-spit concoction, struck me smack on the behind 
of  my shorts.
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	  I couldn’t speak. No words would come out. I dove at my brother, really plan-
ning on hurting him. I’m ashamed to say it, but it’s true. 

	 But that’s not what happened: Instead, my brother grabbed one of  my legs 
and began pulling me across the porch. I was hopping on one leg, and he was pull-
ing the other. 

	 "Let go!” I said, trying to twist away.

	 Trevor just continued pulling me around. I couldn’t get free.

	 That’s when I had an epiphany. My little brother was stronger than me. 
When did that happen? A brief  montage of  our lives together passed through my 
mind. All the times I bugged him. All the times I picked on him.  All the times I 
was kind of  a bully.

	 Well, those times was clearly over. “Ok. Ok. I give up. You win,” I said. 
Trevor dropped my leg. 

	 He didn’t have to say anything. I didn’t either. We both knew that would be 
our last fight. And it was. I’m not saying we never disagreed again. We still argued. 
But I never bullied him again. He never had to defend himself. In that one mo-
ment, I saw what a brat I had been. He saw he didn’t have to take it. We had 
made a truce.
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C H A P T E R  38

The Rule of So What
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The word cloud below contains the last line or two of  each student’s memoir. Do 
you notice any common themes?


