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As I lie here in the dark, snuggled' beneath my covers, it
seems like time has stopped, like all the world is asleep
except for me. When I get into bed, I don’t want to end the
day; I want to create a new one. In my mind I rewind the day
that has just passed, turning what was once just a yesterday
into a new field of hopes and dreams.

Perhaps, if I hadn’t gotten a hundred percent on my
science test, I never would have decided that I wanted to be a
marine biologist. Or maybe if my book bag hadn’t spilled out
in school, I wouldn’t have became best friends with the girl
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that helped me clean it up." You never know. A simple
everyday event could trigger’ a reaction that could change the
lives of future civilizations. It could happen.

I look around my room and realize that it feels like a
part of me. Everything in it is so special. The sequins® on my
dance outfit* glitter when my night light reflects off of them,
making my room look like it was being lit by starlight. 1 see
my hamster sniffing around in his cage and 1| hear his wheel
squeaking as he runs in it. My toys and jewelry on the table
seem to be sleeping, along with the rest of my house. If one
thing was different about my room, it wouldn’t be the same
one. It wouldn’t be my room.

I look out the window and see the lights reflecting off of
the silvery water in our courtyard. [ hear crickets. I hear
cicadas’. 1 see the beautiful harvest moon glowing in the sky.
It looks like a night version of the sun, only more peaceful
and more calm. And, even though they are billions of miles
away, I can feel the stars and planets at my side whispering
good night. Sweet dreams, good night.

by Danielle Lanz
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My heart felt heavy as I stared into space, trying to push
back the little voice in my mind that was telling me what I
should do. The more 1 read, the sorrier 1 felt for Aviance. 1
tried to push the feeling away, but it had firmly planted itself
in my mind like a pesky' weed.

I had moaned, begged, whined, and pleaded for years,
but nothing had moved the steel mountain of my mother’s
will. It was no pet for me until the day I found Aviance.> Now
I sat beside Aviance’s box trying to imagine being closed up
in a small room and not being able to get out no matter what
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you did. I felt torn'. I didn’t want to let her go, but I didn’t
want her to be unhappy. Aviance looked up and gave me a
sad gaze. She looked as unhappy as I felt.

Surging? up from the depths of my memory, [ recalled
reading that common box turtles are usually active in early
morning and late afternoon. It was late morning. I hoped she
would brighten up by the afternoon. I figured she was tired
and left her alone. After lunch I heard a clawing sound from
Aviance’s box. My heart was pounding as I flew over to her.
She looked tired and sad. 1 was choking on bitter tears. 1
made my decision and talked it over with Mom. She agreed
with me.

That evening I took my last look at Aviance in her box. I
scooped up Aviance and placed her in a bag. 1 positioned it
so that she could breathe. Aviance didn’t move, as if she
knew where she was going. 1 walked slowly toward the pond
feeling as though I was headed to my execution’.

I put Aviance by the litile pond, hoping I could visit her
after my work was done. She twisted her head from side to
side, and, like a prisoner set free, she took off for the street.

Frantically?, 1 grabbed Aviance and put her directly in
front of the pond. She floated to the other side and headed for
the street again. I groaned inside. I felt sick with fear as she
crawled into the street. My heart began to pound as I heard
the roar of approaching motorcycles. “Faster Aviance!Faster!”
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I chanted' through my clenched® teeth. I tried to erase the
image of my one and only pet begin run over from my mind’.
Suddenly the motorcyclists parted®. One smiled at me as they
made way for Aviance. I sighed with relief. I stood nervously
clutching® the bag as Aviance inched her way across the
street. I almost let out a cry of horror when a car zoomed® over
Aviance. My fear was washed away by happiness when I saw
Aviance was OK. 1 kept my eyes trained’ on Aviance until
she hit the sidewalk on the other side of the street. Then I
tore® down the path like Paul Revere, only with good tidings!!’

by Erica D. Pratt
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Belonging

I entered the school yard

wondering where to stand

until the bell rang

I turned my head to the left

boys playing football

red faces panting in the morning’s cold air
a competitor was brought to the ground

his hot sweaty body slammed against the ground hard
struggling to breathe he climbed to his feet
I could see the boy was badly hurt

tears poured down his face

as blood spilled out of his nose

Geeze, | thought,

not there.

I turned my head to the right

Young laughing girls chattered relentlessly
about God knows what;

boys, school, shopping

not my style

__—
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one of the girls disagreed with another
A dispute was started,

tempers flared

insults flew

two sides debating aggressively

not knowing what side to be on,
fearing that it might get physical,

I turned my head to the front;

Boys, girls...

Blacks, whites, Latinos, Asians,
all just sitting and talking calmly
I took a few steps forward
looked at the sky

and said,

“This is where I belong”

by Jeremy de Vries
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