Flow’r

By MATTHEW FINLAYSON
Frances C. Richmond Middle School, Grade 7

Through the words of my mouth, I shall give
you sight twixt the mud of your vision, however
brief. For on a trot in the wood, I found a subject
of nature that was very pleasing to me. As I
came ‘round a bend, my gaze flashed across the
flow’r of a jimsonweed. A white cream trump, a
five pointed star. The folded wheel held my gaze
with a deep purple and green eye. So out my
hand came from my coat pocket and I plucked it,
thinking of you.

But alas, you don’t see the white-clad figure,
so here, feel the softness of its petal that clings
to your touch as you drag your weathered fingers
across its face. Feel the spikes of the horns that
erupt from the bell, each pointing to the next like
a child’s pinwheel. The folds of the shape run
down the trumpet’s side as contours and end in a
leafy cover that shields the flower from rain and
morning dew.

But now the flower time is ending and the flow-

er will brown, but that doesn’t make a difference
to you. It shall curl, the edges first. You can feel
it yet, for all flowers pass, when separated from
their body. So now I place it into a book, and I
shall close the pages and shelve the volume, so

that later a person may find the limb and flow’r of

the jimsonweed.

What it is

By JustiIN Woobs, GRADE 8
Haverhill Cooperative Middle School

It’s nothing much, really.

Just a place my ancestors founded
A place where I grew up

And a place I’ll be buried.

It’s nothing much, really.
Mountains surround it

And remind you how small
You really are.

It’s nothing much, really.
There’s a general store

A hospital

And some restaurants.

It’s nothing much, really.

The people are mostly friendly
There’s always a familiar face
Always.

Maybe it is something.

Yes it is

It’s where I started

And it’s where I’ll end.
Maybe it is something

It’s the plot to my story

It’s where I am

And where I’ll come home to.
That’s what it is,

It’s my home

My safe place

The place where I can always find love.
It’s nothing much really.

But yet, it’s something.
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My sister, Mary

By CoLETTE ANTON | Dover Elementary School, Grade 5

I slowly reached deep into my pocket and
pulled out a number of ordinary items: a gum
wrapper, a toy car, a bottle cap and something
shiny. It glittered in the sun, reflecting on cars.
It was a small, golden key.

I walked along the sidewalk until I reached
my apartment building. I walked in, turned
toward the elevator and pushed the number 8.

As I ascended, I tapped my foot impatiently. I
always hated that habit.

I ran down the hallway, eager to enter my
room. As soon as I reached the door, I burst
out,” Mary, Mary! Check out what I found!”

Mary is my twin sister. We both went through
a terrible disease when we were five. I came
out of the hospital a month later fine, but Mary
was blind for life.

“What is it now, Annette?” Mary sighed.

My parents have been worried about Mary
ever since she became blind. She was always
unhappy; never did anyone see a smile on her
face. She was always pale and she hated the
sunshine ever since then because she could not
see it.

“Mary, I found this key, look — uh, never
mind,” I said, feeling horrible about what I had
just said.

“I need to try to go to sleep, Annette. I'm
exhaust —” Mary began.

“But it’s a magic key! It leads to a magical
world!” I burst out.

This caught Mary’s attention. She loved
fantasy worlds and creatures. I had made fun of
her for it since she was eight.

“Yeah, well, the world is called Minagon,” I
replied.

Mary sat up.

“Well, um, there are two sides of Minagon.

One side is where the season goddesses and
the Good Lord live. That’s the good side. And
the other side is where the Evil Emperor lives.
That’s the bad side.”

“Go on, go on,” Mary said. Half of her mouth
curved into what seemed to be a smile.

That fraction of a smile was all I needed.

I carefully articulated the rest of my story,
describing every detail. Mary never looked
bored or sighed once. She was at full attention
throughout my entire story. I kept talking until
our parents called us for dinner.

Dad was setting the table and Mom looked
over at us. She saw Mary’s bright smile and
gazed, confused, at me, I just smiled, a smile
identical to Mary’s.

“Annette told me a great story, Mom. It
was about this magical world called Minagon
and.....” Mary talked about my story all through
dinner while Mom and Dad looked from Mary
to me again and again and again.

After Mary went to bed, Mom and Dad en-
tered my room and talked to me. “ Thank you,
Annette,” Mom said,” [ never knew you were
such a storyteller.”

“It was nothing.” I shrugged meaningfully.

“No, it was more than nothing, Hon. That
story must have been amazing if it made Mary
smile,” Dad said, rubbing my hair.

“I guess it was, I said thoughtfully, I guess it
was.”

By 10:00 next morning, Mary had told
everyone about my story and all the kids were
begging to hear it. Again, one flash of Mary’s
smile was all I needed. I took a deep breath
and slowly began,” It all started with a small,
golden key.....”

Taichung, my hometown

By ARIEL CHEN
Woodstock Union High School , Grade 10

I was born in Taichung, and that is the place
I have lived most of my life so far. Taichung is
the third biggest city in Taiwan. Like every other
big city, it is a very prosperous place. If you're a
city boy or girl, Taichung is not going to let you
down.

Public transportation is very busy in Taichung.
People without cars can easily survive there. Take
me as an example. I took buses to school every
day and was hardly ever late. If I missed a bus,
the next one usually came five minutes later.

The thing I most like about Taichung city is that
there are a lot of night markets which stay open
until two or three o’clock in the morning. When
I was little night markets came on certain days
during the week. On that day, vendors gathered
together at a park and people could get all the
things they want there: clothing, food, games,
shooting balloons, fishing and all kinds of stuff.

Night markets changed as I grew older. Now
they cover an area of several streets with lots of
stores and vendors. They stay open in the evening
until three-ish in the morning. My friends and I
often hung out there to go shopping or go out for
“dinner.” Dinner is not like going out to a restau-
rant. Walking along the streets you can smell the
gorgeous smells of food. Things are amazingly
delicious, cheap and most of all, they aren’t very
big meals so we have space in our stomachs for
various dishes.

The reason I love my hometown so much is be-
cause it makes me really warm. There are lots of
convenience stores that are open 24 hours. When
you are driving in a dark midnight, the conve-
nience stores are always there, keeping people
company.

Taichung is a very warm place to live in, physi-
cally and mentally, and I guess you could say it is
a city that never sleeps.
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