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Dear Readers, 
          

Welcome to our first 6-12 collection of creativity! We hope this magazine sparks interest 
in creative writing at Austin and encourages students to claim this as opportunity to 
develop their talents and raise student voices in our school community. Some of the 
contents include flash fiction, poetry, digital and traditional art and photography, student 
manifestos, short stories, and even an excerpt from a novel. If you are inspired to write, 
draw, and create, please join us as we create a community of readers, writers and artists at 
Austin.  

Yours in Unitas, 
Austin Artists and Writers 
2018-2019 



Personal Manifesto 
By Danielle Rich 
 



50  
By Lori Courtney  

Gigi's golden locket hits the hollow of her neck. 
She stands taller and proud as she remembers its significance. 
She recalls days of wild honey and nights of monarch gold, disco, and champagne. 
She lets the locket guide her through the age of struggle and wisdom. 

Sisters 
By Abby Heffernan and Sally Maijenski 

Winter and spring fight like sisters 
Not wanting to share each other’s clothes. 
Winter dresses in icy whites and muddy browns 
With sharp edges and cold shadows. 
Sprint drapes herself in the softer hues 
Of warm greens and golds. 
Winter longs to win this yearly battle 
Until, at the end of April, she surrenders 
To her more hopeful sibling. 

Arriving at Cape Cod 
By Katherine Morin 

Bounding from the car, warm air engulfs you, 
like a tight hug after a disastrous day.  
An elderly cottage sits on the edge of the shoreline 
waiting to open its arms and welcome you home.  
Wild wind whips through your hair, 
nudging you down to the beach, where giant waves  
rush ashore and kiss your feet.  
This is your happy place, and you never plan to leave. 



My Tree 
Paula Reyes 

Astonished as I look around,                                                                                                                                                                                                              
Beside a tall tree I have seen as a child,                                                                                                                                                                                 
Completely astonished as I see it, so tall and strong,                                                                                                                                                             
Different than the sprout I had seen so long ago.                                                                                                                                                                    
Even in the hard times in my young life, it showed me hope and,                                                                                                                                             
Faith that I would get through the dark storm.                                                                                                                                                                          
Given to me, no one thought you would be like this, I knew you,                                                                                                                                           
Hardworking and determined to get strong, but,                                                                                                                                                                       
I was taken and had to leave, my words to you,                                                                                                                                                                        
“Just a sprout, you are not, you are strong, I will see you again.”                                                       
Kings rule, knights guard, and kids obey.                                                                                           
Leaving I had to do, but never had I forgotten you.                                                                                               
Minding the thought of me leaving, a hard wind blew at your new leaves,                                                 
Never did you fall, you stayed to the                                                                                                           
Open to what had to be done, you told me you would be there,                                                      
Patiently waiting for my return, and now as I come back,                                                                    
Questions fill my brain,                                                                                                               
Returning I looked for the small friend,                                                                                               
Sprout no longer you have grown into a beautiful, strong,                                                                 
Tree who wants to prove her,                                                                                                              
Unifying strength, and her,                                                                                                            
Victorious power as she, you, a sprout surviving a           
War fought for what they thought was right 
X, the xs in the ground from their quarrels 
Yet somehow I felt hope, as my tree showed 
Zero fear, knowing there would be peace again                                                                 



Self-portraits: Marveen Pierre, Kayla Russell, 
Ava Graichen, Gabe Lembidakis 



Spring Poem 
By Will Lawson  
Digital Artwork  
By Claire Boulanger 
 



Personal Manifesto 
By Serena Gilbride  



Short Story: A Test of Faith 
By Elizabeth Pasquale 

   I heard the faint beeping sound of my alarm clock. Through the cracks of my curtains, 
the sun was shining from the window. I rubbed my weary eyes and slowly sat up on my 
bed noticing some of the blankets that had fallen to the floor during the night. With a click, 
I turned off my annoying clock that had gradually begun to beep louder and louder as I 
stretched. Somehow, I forced myself to get up to open my curtains and fill the bedroom 
with the Sunday morning light. If it were any other day, I would have loved to sleep in all 
morning. The thought wasn’t even an option, because I knew my plans consisted of the 
8:00 A.M. mass with my grandmother. As I rushed to get ready, I made sure to put on my 
favorite sweater she had given to me. The fun, teal color reminded me of her jubilant 
personality. It was a little over-sized since she had originally bought it for herself, even 
though she probably had hundreds of other clothes. I smiled to myself at this thought and 
hurried out the door to meet her at the church. 

    Mass went how it usually does. I constantly find myself going through the motions of 
standing up, sitting down, reciting this line and then that line. It’s impossible not to zone 
out and think of everything going on in your life, and maybe that isn’t such a horrible thing. 
Mass is my time of reflection, rather than praising a spiritual being that I find it sometimes 
hard to believe in. I wouldn’t call myself the most dedicated Catholic, but at least I make 
the effort to go to church with my grandmother. She’s my motivation and that is good 
enough for me. I thought about her last doctor’s appointment that I had gone to with her 
and how her heart medicine was working. The false belief that she was getting better 
raised my spirits and clouded my mind. As I look over to her humming along to the songs 
of the chorus, I can’t help but feel a sense of happiness. You truly could spot this woman 
out of a crowd within a second. My grandmother was a big lady with rosy cheeks and 
green glasses that were pink along the rims. She loved her jewelry almost as much as her 
family, for she had layers of gold necklaces and her hands were stacked with rings and 
bracelets. The aroma of her Chanel perfume wrapped around me in a comforting hug. I 
felt more myself around her than anybody in the whole world.  

    After mass, it was a tradition for us to go to our favorite bakery and pick up strawberry 
frosted donuts for breakfast. It had been established all the way back in preschool when I 
was four years of age. Even though I’m seventeen, she still insisted for me to sit on her left 
thigh as we watched the television play Family Feud and ate our delicious treats. It was the 
same routine every Sunday, yet everything about today felt so perfect and surreal. It almost 
felt like I was in a dream; I wish I never woke up.  



The next day, my mom told me she died from a heart attack. I didn’t believe her; I 
couldn’t believe her. How was this even possible? She was in perfectly good health 
yesterday! The doctors told me she was healing. Less than twenty-four hours ago, she was 
singing along to songs of God as happy as can be. What blew my mind the most was how 
God, if there even is a God, could take her, my best friend, away from me. Why bother 
praising such an awesome being if this is what I get in return. As I questioned my faith and 
any point in life, I grabbed my favorite teal sweater. Putting on each sleeve instantly 
embraces me in a hug with her. Her death broke my heart, and I know I will miss her 
forever.  

It took me months, even years, before reconnecting with my faith and its true power. I 
realized that God has a plan for everyone. Everything happens for a reason. Sometimes, 
people are only meant to stay in your life for a certain period of time to offer and teach you 
something. It may be hard to see the reasons or answers as to why these events take place, 
but there is a need for trust in your religion. It also hit me that praying doesn’t magically fix 
all of my problems. If anything, praying changes me and gives me the strength to make the 
changes. I know she watches over me and would still want me at that 8:00 A.M. mass every 
Sunday. There isn’t a morning that goes by that I don’t think of her as my alarm clock beeps 
and the sun glows through the cracks of my curtains. 



Ode to the Pool. 
By Corinne Arel 

Oh pool; oh great 25 meter long, 10 feet deep, 82 degree pool. 
Oh pool; my second home, my safety place, 
 where I spend more time than not. 
Oh pool; home to swim lessons, guarding lives, and swimming for hours in your crisp, 

cool, 
water.  
Oh pool; sitting on the muggy deck in the lifeguard chair,  
way up there. 
Your clear water with transparent hues, of different shades of blue, reflecting from the 

swimming pool,  
make me feel calm and collected. 
Oh pool; making long summer days go by in seconds, and frigid 5 o’clock winter 

morning practices seem like hours on end. 
But oh pool; how you can mend, 
any bad day, heartbreak.  
Oh pool; how you can relieve,  
all the stress, and anxiety, and fright within the world. 
Oh pool; on the surface I’m just diving in, but in my reality, I’m immersing into your 

euphoric underwater world. 

 

Watercolor by Melina Loyack 



Charcoal and chalk pastel by Casey Bachner 

Excerpt from The Forest 
By MJ Ungashick 
Chapter 1 

I sat on a windy hill, halfway between the city I lived in and the wide, dark forest I loved. 
The forest gave the impression of a dark sea, tossing and rolling as the sun set into it. It 
sprawled for miles, untouched by humanity. Speckles of shining stars were starting to 
appear, bright white against dark purple. 

The wind tugged at my brown hair, curling and sweeping around my neck. I let my hood 
fly off, just for now.  

In my boring life, I wouldn’t be feeling this adventurous. This happy. Back home, nobody 
seemed to like me. Not even my parents. How could anyone like such a distant, quiet girl? 
How could anyone grow to someone like that? 



Maybe, if people tried to like me, I would end up being somebody worth knowing. 
Maybe. I didn’t know much about social interaction. 

Not that I wanted to know more about it. I was fine on my own. Other people didn’t 
seem to like that. People at school didn’t seem to like how quiet I was, even if it shouldn’t 
even bother them. Apparently, you can’t mind your business without trouble. 

Ninth grade is a harsh environment. With harsh schoolwork. I hardly think a dark forest is 
worse. 

However, I certainly have no other place to go. People act like life is something you can 
control, and something that has no limits. But limits, unfortunately, are everywhere. In the 
real world, everything is beyond your control, no matter how much you deny it. 

I sat thinking about this and not my homework as I should be. I was tired, but still, I didn’t 
want to go home. No matter how dangerous or mysterious the woods were, it was better 
here. 

Suddenly, a stronger wind blew. I watched my pen fall towards the woods with fear. 
Usually, somebody wouldn’t care about a pen getting lost in the woods. You would 

usually shrug it off and say “I’ll get another pen, don’t worry.” But this pen was kind of 
important. 

It had been given to me by my grandmother, the only one I had felt had understood me. 
It was a black fountain pen with a curved body and a shiny, silver face. I didn’t really know 
how to use it correctly, but I took it everywhere no matter what. 

That pen was all I had left of my grandmother. 
I sat for a moment, wondering if this was a good idea, going into a dark woods just for a 

pen. I could probably go back later, it wasn’t going anywhere. But getting this pen was 
important. That wind had knocked it off the hill for a reason. 

Maybe it was my grandmother giving me a good omen, or saving me from my boring 
life. But one thing is for sure. Going down into that woods for that pen was going to be the 
decision that changed my life. 

Chapter 2 

I ran down the hill. If I wasn’t fast, that pen would be lost forever. Startled, I stopped and 
looked up. There was something over the trees. It looked pretty large - and it was flying. 
Even from a distance, it didn’t look like a bird. 

I shook my head. It was nothing to dwell on. I needed to keep going. 
I reached the bottom of the hill, my heart thumping like a drum. Hesitatingly, I stepped 

into the shadowed forest. Night bugs chirped in the place of birds. Shafts of moonlight 
crept through gaps in the trees, shining like waterfalls of silver over stones. 



It was eerie and beautiful. Some people might have said that it was dangerous to walk in 
the woods at night. I think it’s all the more beautiful. 

I carefully stepped through the woods, feeling as if I would die if I made a sound. 
Then, I saw something. A silver glint, stronger than any moonlight I could see. My pen, in 

the grasp of a squirrel’s mouth. I froze and held my breath. 
“Careful.” I whispered, stepping over to the squirrel. Its tail twitched at my sight. The 

animal turned its head away from me, so I was in its line of sight. 
I kept on creeping, then sprinted at full speed at the squirrel. But, it was faster. I kept on 

running after it, nonetheless. 
It darted past trees and bushed, I was almost on its tail. 
Why was it being so determined? What was a squirrel going to do with that pen? 

Squirrels shouldn’t even be out at this hour! 
Suddenly, the animal turned a corner. The dirt I was running on was now stone, and I was 

at the edge of a cliff. “No no no no no!” I skidded on the rocks, but it wasn’t enough. My 
feet slipped off, and I thrashed for something to hold onto. 

But I couldn’t grasp anything. 
I plummeted down. My heart was a bass drum in my chest. My throat suddenly didn’t 

want to let any air through. 
The edge of the cliff rushed past me and I fell. 
Not only was the wind knocked out of me, but perhaps my life, as well. 

Chapter 3 

Deeper in the forest, some cats were gathered around a fire. Wild ones. With great 
wings protruding from their shoulders and unfathomable powers contained their paws. 
Powers that they had earned from vanquishing foes centuries ago, then to honor them in 
their traditions. 

The moonlight shone over their clearing, resting on the brown, sparrow-like wings of the 
one in the center. She lay comfortably, but a closer look would reveal her true reason for 
how she looked. 

Blood trickled out of her cuts, that had been too deep to heal fully. Tonight, she would 
have become a true cat, a guardian for her pack. 

If only. Thought a light grey tabby, the leader of all the cats in the clearing, and more. 
The milky, white stone around her neck shone in the moonlight. She fought so hard. she 
thought. If only she hadn’t been so determined, she could have fought so much longer. 



The gold-colored healer of the pack hung his head. He was the one who had been 
given a true duty and power. He could have healed her with a blue flash of light, and given 
her a chance at life. If only he had been quicker. 

The leader shook her head. “I want a sweep of the land around here,” she told two 
others. “Make sure there aren’t any other creatures around before we bury her.” 

Without hesitation, the two cats flapped off, keeping under the line of trees. 
They all waited in silence, the fire giving off warmth and gentle crackling noises as it 

died. 
The cats returned soon enough, panting and looking shocked. “What is it?” the leader 

demanded, curling her claws into the cool dirt. 
“We found-“ the black cat panted. “We found a dead-“ she broke into a fit of coughing. 
“Just say it!” the leader stamped her paw firmly into the ground and raised her wings 

with hostility. 
“We found a dead human,” she finished with her last breath. 
The leader tensed at the scout’s words. What had a human been doing in their woods? 

These days, they never saw humans. 
“Take me to it,” she grimly ordered. “You are coming, too,” she told the healer. 
He gazed at her with surprise, but didn’t argue. Following her, he unfurled his wings and 

followed the scouts. 
They arrived at the foot of Turtle Cliff, landing in the pitch dark, just in the shadow of the 

jutting, spiky rock. She didn’t see it at first, but the leader’s blood froze at the sight. 
It was big in size, but somehow, it looked small. The only hair it had was on its head, and 

pelts of different colors and looks covered it. Its face was pale and cold as stone. And it 
was obviously young, as well. 

Even though it wasn’t of her species, the leader felt a twinge of sadness for it. Just a 
shred of sympathy for the ones that had loved it, if humans were capable of love. 

She knew what she needed to do, and she knew that it would be the right thing. 
“Revive it.” 

The golden cat looked at her in horror. “With all do respect, that’s-“ he was going to say 
impossible, but he knew that wasn’t true. 

As if answering his thoughts, the leader looked at him. “Don’t say impossible, and don’t 
question me. I know this is what we must do. This poor human died, and we have the 
powers to revive it. Please, Golden Flower.” 

Golden Flower shuffled his paws. “Fallen isn’t going to like this, Swift.” 
“Fallen will understand. It’s you who needs to.” Swift retorted. 



Golden sighed in defeat. “Fine,” he consulted the healer’s manual scroll he had 
practically memorized. “We need a white stone. 

Swift tugged at the brown string around her neck, lifting it off with ease. “Have this,” 
Something deep inside her screamed for the comfort of the cool stone on her chest. How 
it bounced when she flew. 

“Are you sure? It’s all you have left from-“ 
“It’s fine,” she interrupted quickly. A lump of intense grief resided in her throat, 

threatening to grow into a sob. 
Golden nodded and took the stone from the ground, placing it on the fallen human’s 

chest. It started to glow opalescently. The stone was taking her soul and storing it. In a 
matter of time, it would float away forever. 

“Let’s go.” Swift said, lifting off. Golden leapt into the air after her, then followed her back 
to the camp, the scouts not far behind. 

Back at the clearing, Golden placed the necklace around Bright’s neck. Her soul was 
already gone. Cat souls were quick and eager to get to the skies. Humans’ could be caught 
in a matter of time, soon after death, and perhaps even be restored into another body, 
according to ancient scrolls. 

The necklace glowed in rainbow light, surrounding Bright Fern with the light, as well. 
This could work. Golden realized. This might not be just a legend. 



Spring’s Gifts 
by Olivia Ferri 

The sweet Massachusetts suburb’s springtime weather  
Defeating somber winter  
Overcoming steaming summer 
Conquering colorful autumn  
Accompanying fresh air and breathing life into the world  
But most especially the north east coast  
And so our minds are clear to welcome this season of spring 

As the blossoming trees sway in the warm breeze  
I reluctantly hesitate to pluck a flower from a nearby branch  
Why end this young sapling’s life, 
When there’s so much in store during springtime? 

Panama 
By Josh Azor 
After we descended, we melted like ice cream on a summer day. 
Rather than requesting Ubers we had to advance to our destination 
 On foot like nomads once did. 
We would eat fresh fruit that made   
 American produce taste like cardboard in comparison . 
The palm trees alongside parks and community roads seemed to stretch their leaves out  
Like hands to welcome tourists. 
Chickens were totally oblivious to peace and serenity  
That we took for granted in America  
as they cockoodleded away in the early morning mist. 



Digital art by Maddie Wakelin  

Campfires, Sunsets, and S’mores 
By Sydney Cerveny 
In the evenings when the sun sets and melts into the horizon,  
I settle into my cocoon of blankets and watch as the sky is transformed  
Into a glorious watercolor of blues, purples, and pinks that steals my breath away. 
I welcome the touch of glowing flames  
As they emerge from the fire pit and reach out towards my cold skin, 
Warming me from the outside in.  
I listen as the boats rock back and forth,  
Bobbing carelessly in the water, their sound like a calming lullaby.  
Laughter rings out through the sky, filling me up, 
Producing a smile on my face.  
Peacefulness washes over me, 
My worries are carried away on the summer breeze,  
And I know that I am where I was always meant to be.  



Artwork by Maura Joyce 



Two Poems 
Read down from the first line, Read up from the last line 
By Caroline Courtney 

I am a Failure 
 And I refuse to believe 
 I am a valued person 
I realize this may be a shock, but 
I am perfect  
is a lie  
I will never be good enough 
In 30 years I will  tell my children 
 I have my priorities straight because 
The way you Look 
is more important than  
Your personality  
I'll tell you this  
Everyone makes a mark 
But this is not true in my opinion  
We are worthless 
Experts tell me 
No one is important  
I don't conclude that 
We  are special 
In the future  
You are not wonderful 
No longer can It be said that 
You are original  
It will be evident that 
You can never be happy 
It is foolish to presume  
You are amazing  
And all of this will come true 
unless we reverse it. 

Digital art by Clare Boulanger  



The Pendant 
By Erin Kiley 

               Something sparkles in the sunlight on the cobblestone sidewalk and Jeffrey 
sees it out of the corner of his eye as he walks along. He picks up his pace to investigate 
the object creating such a glow in the afternoon sun. He gets closer and realizes he 
recognizes the object, but he hasn’t seen it in a long time. As he reaches down and closes 
his hand over the chain of what he had discovered to be a necklace with a large pendant, a 
small hand extends swiftly and clings onto to the necklace. Jeffrey is caught off guard and 
looks up from where he’s squatting on the sidewalk to see a scowling young girl pulling 
with all her might on the chain. He yanked it back but she wouldn’t let go. “Let go!” she 
seethed through clenched teeth. Jeffrey replied, “What do you think you’re doing? This 
isn’t yours!” She ripped it out of his hand and started sprinting away down the street. 
“Hey!” Jeffrey exclaimed and grabbed the girl’s shoulder and spun her around. Her face 
held an expression of shock as she was turned to face him and he snatched the necklace 
back. Jeffrey said, “This was my wife’s necklace. You have no right to take it. That is theft.” 
The girl sassily put her hand her hip and said, “First of all: finders keepers, loser weepers. 
Secondly, that is not your wife’s necklace; that’s my mom’s. She left four years ago and 
maybe this can help them find her.” Jeffrey paused and looked at the girl, speechless. 
“...My wife disappeared two year ago.” 

        They stared at each other for a few seconds. “What is your mother’s name?” Jeffrey 
asked her.  “Miriam Walsh. What was your wife’s name?” Jane replied. Jeffrey’s face lost 
color as he sputtered out, “Miriam Walsh…”  They discussed how this possibly could have 
happened.  They both believed that Miriam lived with them full time, but she often traveled 
for work or to visit her ill extended family members. Jeffrey suddenly gasped and 
exclaimed, “Who is your father?”  “Louis Williams. Why?” Jane said.  Jeffrey nearly passed 
out when Jane said that. “Are you messing with me? You can’t be serious!”  He starts 
walking away and then turns back around abruptly and starts pacing back and forth, 
running his hand through his hair.  “It can’t possibly be Louis. There’s no way.”  “Um, yes 
that’s definitely my dad’s name…” Jane said. “No! You don’t understand. Louis Williams is 
my brother.” “WHAT?” Jane exclaimed. “How could I not know that you’re my uncle?” “I 
haven’t spoken to him in years,” Jeffrey explained. “Our parents had a nasty divorce when 
we were kids and they split up and moved away from each other. My mom took me and 
my dad took Louis. I never thought I’d see or hear of him again.” “Oh my God!” Jane 
exclaimed. “I need to bring you to see my dad.”  Jeffrey reluctantly agreed, cautious as to 



what his brother’s attitude towards him might be since his father was an aggressive man 
who hated his former wife and estranged son.  

       Jeffrey and Jane entered Jane’s home on the far outskirts of town. “Dad?” Jane 
called out. “There’s someone here to see you!” “Hold on, kid!” comes a harsh voice down 
the hall. A few minutes later, a gruff, unshaven man came lumbering out of the kitchen, 
whiskey glass in hand. As his eyes found Jeffrey’s face, the glass fell from his hand and 
shattered on the floor. “What the hell are you doing here, Jeffery?” he growled. “Louis,” 
Jeffrey said in an even voice, his hands up, “I just want to talk to you about Miriam.” “Don’t 
you say her name!” Louis yelled. He put his head in his hand, clearly distressed. “It’s okay, 
Louis. I just want to know… When was the last time you saw her.” Louis glanced at Jane, a 
pained expression on his face. He inhaled sharply and admitted, “Two years ago…” 
“What?” Jane exclaimed, her face filled with confusion and pain, feeling the depth of her 
father’s betrayal. “What do you mean two years ago? She left four years ago? Why wouldn’t 
you tell me this?” Jane implored, her voice shaking as she attempted to hold back tears of 
frustration. “Jane, you don’t understand. There was so much more going on than you know. 
Your mother was not the person you thought she was,” Louis insisted. Jeffrey cut in, saying, 
“So you saw her two years ago? At the same exact time, she disappeared without a trace? 
What did you do, Louis?” “I just wanted to talk things out. I never meant to hurt her…” Louis 
said as he bent over sobbing. Jeffrey’s jaw dropped as his suspicions were confirmed. 

Graphite Sketch by Victoria Bono 



Dystopian Flash Fiction  
 By Lizzie Hart 

One person. That was all it took for the mantavirus to begin the end of the human race. 
One dumb, stupid, human being who didn’t follow precautions when cleaning their 
hazmat suit. Now because of one human, mantavirus had left the world dead and withered 
on the ground. Calling it a disaster would be an understatement, everyone is bound to die 
eventually, there is no avoiding. And then fate comes into play, where I, the dumb stupid 
human who didn't care, am the only one vaccinated, the only one alive, and therefore, the 
only one able to find a cure 

Mixed media by Jaeleen Nunez 



Personal Manifesto  
By Ava Carbone 



  

Black Shorts 
By Jess Marks 

Black shorts runs across the field 
I watch closely as colorful cleats chip a ball away 
The ball rolls again not changing direction once 
Cleats clatter, dirt flies 
Black shorts hits the ground with a thump, bruised by earth 
Black shorts gets up, cleats flick dirt 
Game continues 

. 

 



Balloon Flash Fiction Collection 

Paint on canvas by Clare Boulanger  

The Life of a Balloon  
By Elizabeth Morin 

I am a balloon. I am born without anything inside-Ideas, opinions, choice. As years 
progress I am inflated with more. I soar the more I am filled with knowledge. Eventually I 
am off the ground. I am floating through the air. Sometimes I can get deflated by the 
hardships put on me. But those hardships can always be repaired with a little duct tape 
and persistence. As I grow older, the less I need a person below me to carry my string. 
Eventually I am launched into the world all alone. I float higher and higher meeting all 
different types of birds along the way. Some are kind and help launch me further into the 
sky. Some try and peck at me so I deflate again. Sometimes I give in and let them peck me. 



Those times teach me not to let silly birds rule me. As I am older I see another balloon in 
the sky. The wind pushes me toward this new balloon as trying to tell me what love is. I 
connect with this new balloon and we continue our journey together. Time flies and I am 
filled with my new partners own knowledge and love. We spot two smaller balloons in the 
distance playing in the clouds and having fun. The wind pushes them toward us and us 
four are connected. I spend my time trying to inflate the little balloons with my own 
knowledge of the world. I teach them to be creative and stand for themselves. I watch 
them deflate sometimes, but they always are reinflated with love and hard work. The little 
balloons float higher and higher , until eventually they don’t need my partner and I to fill 
them anymore. The two of us watch them float up above us, into a big blue sky. Suddenly, I 
come apron a great white abyss. I am floating farther away from my partner. I can sense his 
panic when they do not see me next them. The white sky is very bright, but looks peaceful. 
I let myself float up a little bit more. I have reached my point as balloon. I saw nearly all the 
sky, met nearly all the birds, and I am happy. Pop! 

Brie's Balloon 
Corinne Arel 

“Hey Mom, where’s my balloon?” Brie yelled down from the top of the stairs. 
“I put it outside, I didn’t want that piece of trash in my house.” Brie’s mom answered 

back. 
“Mom! It’s not trash, he’s my friend.” Brie responded as she ran down the stairs, a little 

too fast, missing the last two steps. Whipping open the back door to the patio, Brie was 
pleasantly surprised to find her friend hadn’t floated away. “Oh, thank goodness!” Brie 
squealed as she saw her fire truck red balloon tangled around the staircase railing.  

“We are going to have such a fun day, today, Mr. Balloon!” Brie proclaimed.  
“We can paint pictures and play hopscotch.” She told the balloon that was being pulled 

left and right as Brie skipped back and forth in her backyard.  
“Mom, I’m going to the corner store with Mr. Balloon.” Brie told her mother as she 

slipped on her green rubber boots. 
“Who are you going with? Oh whatever, just be home by dinner.” Brie’s mom replied as 

she chopped up carrots for that night’s supper.  
After squeezing on her two sizes too small rain boots, Brie skipped all the way down to 

the corner store, where she used her tooth fairy money to purchase two pretzel rods, one 
for Mr. Balloon and one for herself.  
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“I’m so glad we’re friends, Mr. Balloon.” Brie said to the balloon which was now slowly 
losing air from be dragged around town.  

“ I hope you enjoy the pretzel, it’s my favorite snack!” she told the balloon, standing on 
her tippy toes to give Mr. Balloon a taste. Brie lifted the pretzel to the balloon, and “POP!” 
Brie, looked up at her now deflated friend, “Well, I hope he liked the pretzel?” Brie 
remarked out loud.  

Moving Day 
By Spencer Lafont 

Steven began to cry as he watched the red dot above him become smaller and smaller. 
It was his balloon that had become untied from his wrist as he was carrying a moving box 
of his things. The balloon flew away, becoming smaller and harder to see. He had gotten 
the balloon that day after attending the spring carnival with his mother and sisters, a 
carnival he had been to every year. But he knew that his yearly attendance would be halted 
because of the decision made by his mother a few months prior; they were moving. 

 He had tried everything he could to change his mother’s mind. He has reminded her 
of all the friends he had in their current town, how perfect their house was, and of how 
much unnecessary work moving would have been, but none convinced his mother to stay. 
Seeing the balloon now flying away had brought to Steven all the sadness and anger he 
had about moving, and it took his mother nearly an hour to calm him down and get him 
into the car for their long drive. 

 As Steven pressed his cheek against the window, his mind stayed fixed on the 
balloon. Would it hate its new move as well? Would it too have puffy eyes over Steven the 
same as Steven had over it? His mind kept him awake as they drove, pondering over the 
balloon until a small red dot once again made its way into his field of view. It was the 
balloon, floating in the same direction Steven and his family were going. Steven smiled 
and began to close his eyes as the new site gave him a conforming idea. Although he was 
leaving his town behind, he could still take the happiness he had there with him. 


