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Sweet Dreams  

Christianne Joubert, Grade 9 
 

I am dreaming, 
Dreaming of a faraway place, 

Where cotton candy grows on tress, 
And the grass is made of sugar. 

 
A castle sits on a rock candy hill that overlooks a forest of lollipops, 

And past the castle and past the woods, 
Is a sea made of only gumdrops. 

 
And an evil dragon lives in a licorice cave past the candy wonderland, 

He breathes his raging fire balls, 
As he holds the candy queen captive. 

I smite the dragon with my pixie stick sword, 
And save the queen from peril. 

 
The dream ends, 

And I am back in my bed, 
Ready for another adventure. 

“Trail of the Water” by Madison Westbrook, Grade 11 
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“The Golden Hills” 
Akshita Madala, Grade 10 

 
 

The sun peaked through the clouds and radiated light on the golden hills. I opened the shabby wooden 

door and stared motionless at the never-ending boundaries. The sparkling star in the sky seemed to 

awake the slightest joy in my numb heart. When the sun dawned on the spring time flowers, they 

blossomed with delight and the wild bees jealously hovered over them. The tall grass beside me swayed 

from side to side as it spoke to the whispering wind.  

 

I sat in the middle of everything; it was the meadow that breathed life. Around me the wildlife carried 

on with their typical duties. The birds’ frantic quest for food began as a few empty stomachs waited in 

their nest.  The innocent rabbits hopped into their burrows and disappeared. The deer cautiously 

approached the stream never taking their eyes off of me. Even the tiniest animals seemed to a play a 

part in their community.  

 

In the middle of all this serenity, I hear the thunderous crash of the trees falling to the ground. I could 

not believe my ears and I could imagine what was happening. I knew that lumbering company would not 

stop. At that moment, I realized the stupidity and greed of humans, the ones that were seizing all the 

love in the world. It seemed like hours, as I listened to the everlasting screams of the trees. They did not 

stop chopping down the trees, they did not stop destroying all the homes of innocent animals and they 

did not stop murdering the golden hills.  

 

The sparkling star in the sky became an evil ball of flame and bright blue sky transformed into gloomy, 

ominous clouds. All the wild life seemed to have disappeared or they could have ran away from the 

horror. The animals were innocent and they did nothing to those vicious humans, but those humans 

failed to recognize their deplorable mistake.  I could do nothing but hope with dread in my heart.  

 

As the sun reached the end of the sky, the last tree fell to the ground lifeless. 
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EARTH 

Martina, Grade 10 
 

The earth, 

so beautiful and comforting, it gives you balance. 

Holds so many natural beauties. 

It is like a big mother, to all its unique souls and personalities. 

Sitting here just to think, 

So focused I cannot even blink. 

Coming across this only thought 

that someone must be caught. 

Doing such a thing, toward such beauty 

Its starting to make me moody. 

“Graveyard for Our Souls” by Madison Westbrook, Grade 11 
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The World... 
David Lawrence, Grade 11 

 
The World is all as it should be 

When it's just you and me 
When I am by the river side 

I am never better inside 
 

The World is at it's best 
When I'm in the forest 

When I am underneath the biggest tree 
I am never more happy 

 
The World is my favorite place 

When I'm in the mountain's white lace 
When I'm in that jungle of rock and snow 

My heart has a warmer glow 
 

But the most amazing thing 
Is that there's another thing 
That place where all are dear 

That place where friends grow near 

 

 

 

“The Sun’s Steed” sculpture by Alice Betancourt, Grade 12 
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Egyptian Prophecy 
Carylanne Joubert, Grade 10 

 

Two Egyptian Maus there shall be, 

One named Cleopatra and the other Ptolemy. 

They shall be black and grey and brown, 

But neither shall ever wear Egypt’s crown. 

For Egypt is no longer ruled, 

By the kings and queens of old who were so cruel.

"Mitternacht" by Alice Betancourt, Grade 12 
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 “Lush” by Alice Betancourt, Grade 12 
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1400 Amsterdam Ave 
Harlem, New York 

12443 
 

Dear Jamison, 
 

Life in Harlem is all that it is cracked up to be!  It’s amazing to see free black men and women 
everywhere I turn.  I wish you would have come here, my friend, because this is truly life at its best.  This 
is going to be an unforgettable experience. 
 

I have a roommate named Langston Hughes.  He’s a cool guy and he writes some pretty 
profound poetry.  If you ask me, poetry is a load of nonsense.  But if it makes him happy, so be it.  Either 
way he’s a sweet roommate. 
 

I don’t know if you’ve ever heard of W.E.B. Du Bois, but he’s the leader of the NAACP, which 
stands for National Association for the Advancement of Colored People.  It’s a pretty big organization 
and is doing its best to help people like us out.  Without him, I don’t think Harlem would be half of what 
it is. 
 

The best part about this place has got to be the Cotton Club.  It’s a nightclub I go to almost every 
night.  Duke Ellington sings his soulful jazz music and we dance the Lindy Hop.  The carefree nature of 
this artistic city is contagious! 
 

I know you’re not so sure about coming here because it would be a giant thing to move your 
whole family, but hear me out.  There are so many reasons to leave the dirty south and so many to 
come here.  Like, no more sharecropping if you leave there and better jobs here.  There is no racial 
violence here and we even have voting rights.  Your kids can even get a better education here in Harlem.  
And most importantly, you children won’t have to grow up feeling out of place and different in those 
damn segregated regions of the south.  Come here for a better future and for me. 

 

Best wishes, 

Toby 

 

 

 

Fictional piece written by Charly Santagado, Grade 10



 

P
ag

e1
0 

 

 

 “My First Piece Since First Grade” by Charly Santagado, Grade 10 
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A Golden Realization 
James McIntosh, Jr., Grade 12 

 

Not very long ago, in a city with a beautiful balance between structures and nature, there lived the most 

brilliant scientist ever. His name was Arnold Kapowski, and he was not widely known. One of his greatest 

works was a machine that could give humans super powers. On the day that he had finished the 

machine, Arnold commenced to search for a volunteer on whom he could test the machine’s 

capabilities. He found a man named Mike who seemed eager to volunteer, but he had his own secret 

selfish motives. Arnold promised Mike that if he volunteered, he could have any power he wished, if it 

were within the machine’s capabilities to give it to him. Despite his brilliance, Arnold had not anticipated 

what Mike would request, the power to turn anything he touched into gold. Arnold had made a 

promise, so he reluctantly agreed. He did, however, attempt to get Mike to change his mind about 

which power he wanted and, when that did not work, to scare him out of wanting to volunteer. Arnold 

informed Mike of some terrible risks and gave him stacks of waivers to sign, which Mike hardly glanced 

through. Mike finally did get the chance to step into the machine and get the power to turn anything he 

touched, except for the clothes he currently wore at the time, into gold. Mike was so excited to have his 

power that he did not even stop to thank Arnold. Mike just ran right out of the building, turning every 

door he touched into gold. 

Mike wanted popularity, as well as wealth. He went to some of the city’s monuments to turn them into 

gold, and he also turned some rocks into gold, which he stored in his pockets, along the way. When he 

had turned the monuments into gold, word of Mike’s deeds began to fly through the city. Some people 

loved him for what he had done, but others hated him. Mike loved the fame, but he soon found trouble. 

Everything he touched, even if he simply brushed past, turned into gold. He would push buttons on 

stoplights to change the crosswalk sign, but the stoplights turned into gold and would thus cease to 

function. This caused accidents. Animals Mike came into contact with would turn into gold. Usually, the 

only ones he did this to on purpose were neighborhood pets that he despised. Vehicles, park benches, 

trees, and people were some of the other things permanently turned into gold by Mike, most of which 

on accident. More people began to fear and hate him. And two things made his situation worse, his 

inability to eat, because any food he touched turned into inedible gold, and a confrontation by the 

mayor. 
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While Mike was slumped on a golden bench in a park, the mayor, with some armed body guards 

protecting him, came up to Mike, but not too close to him. When Mike saw the mayor, he immediately 

stood up and, despite his distress, held out his hand for the mayor to shake. 

The mayor glanced at Mike’s hand and asked, “Is this an assassination attempt?” This made Mike and 

the guards tense up. At first, Mike did not understand what the mayor meant, but then he remembered 

his power. 

“Oh, no!” he exclaimed. “I was just so surprised by your appearance that I forgot about my power for a 

moment, that’s all.” 

“Well,” snorted the mayor. “After what you have done to some of the fine items and people of this city, 

including my nephew’s cat, you’ve got some charges against you, including murder. I know that Arnold 

Kapowski did this to you, so run back to him and tell him that I said, ‘Fix this, or else!’” With that, the 

mayor, with his guards, turned to leave. Mike was wishing to be normal again anyway, so he did as the 

mayor had ordered. Arnold swiftly finished building a machine that would reverse the effects of the 

other machine by removing Mike’s power, but not by reconverting things or people who had been 

turned into gold. Mike stepped into the new machine, and Arnold powered it up. 

When the machine’s process completed, Arnold informed Mike, “You currently still obtain your power, 

but it should wear off within the hour. I will attempt to invent something that will convert anything or 

anyone out of the golden state you have put them in.” Mike, who was so enthralled to know that his 

power would soon be gone, hugged Arnold. Before Arnold could protest, he was solid gold. Mike was 

horrified by what he had done because he realized that Arnold could never build that invention to turn 

golden items and people back to normal, so those charges would remain against him. Many people 

claim that “all that glitters is gold,” but it can be realized that gold is not always what is desirable. 
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"Nighttime Waterfall" by Timothy, Grade 12 

"I See You" by Kirsten Harlow, Grade 12 
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 “Egret” by Samantha Walden, Grade 10 
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The Mystery of Rosewill 
Shelby Weeden, Grade 9 

 

My name is Arena Laser and I am seventeen years old. This is the story of how I solved the mysterious 
murder of Rosewill Manor. 
 
This murder happened a little over a year ago. The young girl killed was my best friend, Mina Gordon. 
She was only sixteen. The person who killed her was never discovered. I made it my personal mission to 
bring this person to justice. 
 
It was a clear night when Mina’s parents, Lillian and Christopher, held a fancy party at the Rosewill 
Manor. My family and I arrived a little late, seeing as my younger sister, Lidia, was hesitant to go. 
Everybody was talking loudly, so I took the opportunity to sneak away. 
  
I found myself in Mina’s room, where she was discovered by the house maid, stabbed through the heart. 
My fingers trailed across her bedspread, pillows, books, anything in her room. You see I have this ability 
to see what happened to someone by touching something they last touched. As my fingers glided across 
her dresser one of these visions hit me. 
  
I saw Mina stumbling into her room, running from someone. She fell to the ground, her hand brushing 
the dresser before she made her way under her bed. This look into the past ended there. 
  
I knelt down, tucking my red-tinted, dark brown hair behind my ear. I lifted the bed skirt and was 
automatically hit by the smell of something old, like a dusty book. Moving stuff around, I discovered an 
old journal. I carefully pulled it out, flipping through the yellowed pages. The signature at the bottom of 
each entry was Mina Lucy Rosewill, Mina’s great grandmother, whom she was named after. One entry 
caught my eye. 
 
“A caution to any person who lives in Rosewill: The cook, Gregory Shepland, has an evil mind. Never trust 
him or his family. They love pain and torture. Mina Lucy Rosewill.” 
 
I gasped. The cook right now was Gregory Shepland’s great grandson, Marcus Shepland! I scanned 
through more of the journal hoping for another piece of information. I got my answer in a flashback. 
  
I saw a man dragging Mina up the stairs to the attic. She screamed, but no one came to her aid. 
  
I blinked, closing the journal and jumping to my feet. I peaked around the corner, sneaking across to the 
staircase that led to the attic. As my foot pressed against the old wooden steps, they creaked, adding 
that eerie feeling. I bit my lip and continued up. 
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In the attic I found a trail of blood drops. It was dried; obviously it had been here awhile. My fingers 
trailed across the dust covered shelves. I entered another flashback. 
  
Mina was sitting up here reading her great grandmother’s journal. The door cracked open and a man 
appeared. My friend started yelling, “No, no! Please not again!” as the man got closer. He reached 
down, a knife in his hand, and slit her wrist.  
  
I blinked. The police had said nothing about her wrists being cut. My eyes narrowed. The report also 
didn’t mention the drops of blood that trailed from the spot she was sitting by the window all the way to 
the door. My mind was made up. It had to be the cook, Marcus Shepland. 
  
I turned around, almost screaming. The butler, Jeremiah, was standing there. 
  
“Good grief, Mr. Jeremiah, you startled me half to death,” I let out a long sigh. 
  
“Miss Arena, why do you have Miss Mina’s journal?” he asked. 
  
“I was just looking through some old things. Anyway, I should get back to the party.” 
  
“I’m sorry. I cannot allow you to do that.” 
  
I became puzzled, “Why not?” 
  
“Because you know far too much.” 
  
Jeremiah pulled out a knife. He swung at me, narrowly avoiding my shoulder. I fell to the ground, trying 
to dodge his attack. He still came after me. This time I screamed at the top of my lungs and ran down 
the stairs. I made it to the room that was just before the party area before I tripped. 
  
My father burst into the room. He pinned Jeremiah to the ground while other shocked guests called 911. 
I explained to the officers that the butler had been the one that had killed Mina, he even confessed to it. 
  
Later, looking through the old journal again I found an entry by my best friend, Mina, herself. 
  
“Everyone should always remember one thing when it comes to a mystery: The butler always did it. Mina 
Alexis Gordon.” 
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“Miss Gloria” by Molly, Grade 9 

“You’re on Fire” by Sarah Subrahmanyam, Grade 10 
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Zero 
Shelby Weeden, Grade 9 

 
In a hidden land called Zero, is where I lived. My name is Helena Knightville and I’m fifteen years old. 
This village is known as Zero because it was supposed to be uninhabitable. Long ago a volcano erupted, 
wiping out all who lived here. Or so everyone thought. The real story is that everyone who lived in Zero 
was saved by the powers of a girl named Elaina Knightville, who died while saving this place. That’s right, 
my mother saved the village, and I inherited her powers. 
  
I have the powers of telekinesis, generating force fields, and premonitions. But, there’s more to me than 
that. I am also an excellent wielder of weapons and much, much more. Life in Zero was known to no one 
outside of the land. Everything was kept secret and nobody traveled through there. The volcanic rock 
that had molded itself throughout my village is why this place was uninhabitable, plus the giant active 
volcano scared people off. 
  
This is how Zero truly met its demise. 
  
I was walking to my training building, like every day, when the first outsider came. 
  
My light blue eyes were on the ground, my wheat colored hair falling over my shoulder. I heard the 
footsteps, but I figured it was Gloria coming to see why I was late. 
  
Until a voice called out, “Miss?” 
  
My eyes automatically darted upwards. The person was clearly not from here. His clothes were those of 
the big city, Laken. The people of Laken always wore silk or satin, while we of Zero preferred cotton and 
denim. His attitude was also different. He seemed disgusted by our small village and had this look on his 
face that read, ‘I am better than all of you.’ 
  
“May I help you?” I made my voice polite. 
  
“Where am I, Miss?” the man’s eyes kept darting around. 
  
We were not allowed to mention Zero, so instead I said, “You are in a traveling town, sir.” 
  
“Will you help me get back to the main road?” 
  
“Go back the way you came.” 
  
That voice wasn’t mine. It belonged to my friend, William. He was always standing up for me. The 
outsider turned around and practically ran back to the main road. 
  
Throughout that week fifteen more foreigners came into the village. They were always scared off, but 
we knew something was wrong. 
  
Little did we know what was to come. 
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A week later the first attack came, by the same man who had been the first intruder. It happened while 
William and I were the only ones in the village. The others had made the monthly travel to Laken for 
food and other necessities. 
  
William was standing behind me, helping me work on my abilities. He took a hold of my wrist, assisting 
me in guiding the water I was holding in the air with my telekinesis over to a pot. I tried it by myself, and 
then a sharp pain entered my right calf muscle. I glanced down, letting out a yelp when I saw the arrow 
sticking out of my leg. 
  
“Ella! Duck!” William yelled, knocking me to the ground. A cloud of one thousand arrows soared above 
our heads. 
  
I made my shield cover us. My breath came fast, “Why,” I said aloud. Why was this happening? Nobody 
ever came after Zero, I thought. 
  
“There she is,” somebody yelled. 
  
I let my shield collapse.  
  
“Come with us, Helena Knightville.” the man with the silk tie said to me. 
  
“Why,” I said again. 
  
“Your powers are a treasure. Just like your mother’s were. She would never come with us though.” 
  
William pulled his sword out, “Back away.” 
  
I held up my hand, ready to use my powers. Five of the guys lunged at me, I pushed then away with my 
mind. William was soon overtaken by a man, I pushed my friend out of the way and kicked the guy in the 
gut. After about ten minutes, Mr. Silk Tie dude was the only one left. He got away before I could do 
anything. 
  
A month later, the same thing happened again. Except this time we were ready, or so we thought. Zero 
had formed an army. William and I announced the signal and we charged. The Laken group never saw it 
coming. But it didn’t work.  
  
My villagers were falling left and right. I couldn’t protect everyone at once. Soon, too soon, William and I 
were the only ones left. I was pinned down against a rock; William was slammed against a tree. 
  
Mr. Silk Tie guy walked over to me and whispered, “Say your goodbyes.” 
  
I was drug away while William was left to fight. 
  
I never saw him or Zero again. 
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"Rainbow Springs State Park" by Timothy, Grade 12 

"Mighty Foe" by Sarah Subrahmanyam, Grade 10 
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Cold 
Rebekah Doucette, Grade 12 

 
Dreary. Dreary and brown. 

The cold bites at my nose like a slap in the face. It stings. 
Bare. Bare and brown. 

The frozen, wet grass numbs sandal-shod feet and I shiver. Hard. 
Wet. Wet and brown. 

Water falls from the sky and soaks the earth. No snow. Never snow. 
Dead. Dead and brown. 

Plants, killed by frost and cold. Will they survive the coldest winter they’ve known? 
Who can tell? 

Cold. Cold and brown. 
Trees, stripped of their dignity, shiver naked under a grey sky. 

Why am I outside in this beastly cold? 
Because it appeals. 

And it calls. 
And I heed that call. 

Out in the cold. 

 
 
 

"Peacock" by Pearly Pandya, Grade 9 
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"Kochou" by Savannah Coleman, Grade 12 
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Girls Cannot Be Perfect 
Christianne Joubert, Grade 9 

Everyone expects you to be perfect. 
They expect you to do what you are told to do, 
Do what needs to be done, 
And still live your life the way you want to. 
                                                                                                           
A cat with its furry coat can be perfect, 
An apple with its shiny skin can be perfect, 
A river with the rain kissing its waters can be perfect, 
But a girl cannot. 
 
Girls are different, 
They have their own minds, 
They have their own bodies, 
And they have their own souls. 
 
They think for themselves, 
Just like a bird thinks if it wants to fly, 
Or just like a bird thinks if it wants to sing. 
  
It is hard to be perfect, 
That is true, 
It is as hard as when a grain of sand struggles to stay out of the rain.  
 
Girls cannot be perfect, 
That is because they can only be themselves, 
Maybe that is what a perfect girl is. 
 

 
 

 

Two Kitties 
Carylanne Joubert, Grade 10 

 

Two kitties lying, 

Together in the window, 

Both warmed by the sun. 
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“Hippie Chick” by Samantha Walden, Grade 10 
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Bottled Water: Did You Know? 
Kaitlyn Karl, Grade 12 

 

There has recently surfaced concern against an environmental hazard that could possibly be located 

throughout your house, work, school, and possibly even your car! Bottled water poses a roaring concern 

to the environment and can be depleted with your consent of change to a small consumer demand 

decision. The bottled water industry has bamboozled us into believing the misconceptions and the lies 

that brands such as Fiji and Aquafina are safer and healthier to drink other than tap water. 

Bottled water is an entirely misleading product, just as misleading and fictional as those serene pictures 

on the front of the bottles. The Food and Drug Administration doesn’t even bother to check up on these 

big time water corporations such as Fiji. The pictures on the front of the bottles of aqua waterfalls, 

beautiful wildlife and rivers do not measure up to where they are actually getting their water from. 

Seventy-five percent of it all comes from the tap, and after the Natural Resource Defense Council did a 

study, they found that one-third of tested bottled water violates their purity standards. The bottled 

water contained harmful contaminants such as arsenic and synthetic carcinogens. 

The bottles themselves are harmful too. Leaving a new or refilled bottle of water in a car or in a confined 

area with temperatures over 100 degrees can and will cause a harmful man-made toxin to be released 

from the plastic and into the liquid you are drinking. If you look at the bottom of the bottle and see a 

PVC recyclable sign with a number three in it, chances are that your bottle is made with Oxide, Benzene,  

Vinyl and toxic dioxin plasticizers that can escape from the bottle and be released into the environment. 

Bottled water can also affect the precious natural levels inside your body. Natural internal PH (power of 

hydrogen) acidity levels in a healthy human are around 6.5 to 7.0. Bottled water brands were tested and 

it was discovered, most of the water contained alkaline acidity levels up to 10.00 but roughly around 

9.5. That is actually doing harm to your body, harm that can be prevented just from choosing to drink 

water out of a drinking fountain or tap instead.  

This year alone, we have consumed over 260 million liters of bottled water with a skyrocketing total 

value of over $10 billion. Knowing that most of these plastic containers are not recyclable and people 

make a decision not to recycle, our landfills are filling up with plastic and toxic chemicals. In America 

alone, over 47 million gallons of oil is needed to power water trucks to disperse and fill up empty 
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vending machines and supermarkets. Gas fumes from automotive vehicles release unnecessary carbon 

dioxide into our already depleting atmosphere. If America decided to ban most bottled water companies 

from distributing throughout the states, that alone would eliminate around 1 billion pounds of carbon 

dioxide. 

This all seems overwhelming and slightly skeptical but there are still small steps that your school as a 

whole can do to aid in this crisis and help to prevent the harmful body and environmental changes that 

bottled water has brought upon us. I’ve recently noticed that high schools have at least 1 or 2 water 

fountains in each hallway. If I may suggest possibly putting in a water fountain in the cafeteria along 

with disposable paper cups so students can take water back to their seats instead of buying a bottle at 

lunch. The biggest step your school can do is to eliminate the sales of bottled water in the cafeteria and 

vending machines all together. If 100 students buy a bottle of water each lunch period, then a total of 

400 empty bottles of water will be added into the landfill each day. Eliminating your school’s weekly 

intake can help the environment. 

Another fantastic idea is to hold a brief seminar for students to inform them of the dangers of bottled 

water. We only have one Earth, and one chance to keep her healthy. If students knew a simple way to 

help out the environment without having to sort through old garbage to recycle, I believe they would be 

more than happy to put money back into their pockets that they would be spending on water.  

I myself would be more than happy to pass out “Going Green” brochures and to help inform students 

about being environmentally friendly. This school year should be dedicated to change. So why not start 

now? Start by helping to be more conscious to the toxins you put inside your body and to protect Earth. 
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WATER 
 
 

 

Regret 
Charly Santagado, Grade 10 

 

Is regret as incessant as the sun's rays? 
As impossible to exterminate as sweltering summer days? 

 
Will it torment my soul until death do I part, 

Persistently ripping to shreds mine own heart? 
 

If such is the way of regret and remorse, 
And life will drag on like a doleful lame horse, 
I've no desire to keep on such a pitiful course. 

Goodbye ~ goodbye vile regret and evil remorse. 

“Country Cottage” by Brandon Kirk, Grade 6 
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“Lickity Split” by Alexis Acebo, Grade 11 
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A Conversation with Mark Twain  
R.J. Adler, Grade 8 

  

“Your oral presentations on Mark Twain are due tomorrow. I hope that you have been studying. Class 

dismissed,” said Mrs. Jamison.  

I thought to myself, this is going to be easy! All I have to do is use my computer to find some information 

on this Mark Twain person, and then I can use the info as a reference to practice my presentation. By 

the time I got to my house though, a terrible thunderstorm hit. I went to my room, and tried to log in to 

my computer, but it wouldn’t turn on! I decided to take a quick nap because when I woke up, the storm 

will have hopefully passed. Then I fell asleep.  

When I awoke, I found an old man in a white suit, with white hair looking at my computer. He reminded 

me of the guy on those posters in the classroom. I realized that this guy was Mark Twain!  

“Well, I’ll be! I’ve never seen this sort of contraption before,” he exclaimed. I immediately knew that he 

had never seen a computer in his life. I was shocked and all that I could say was, “You’re… You’re…  

You’re Mark Twain!”  

“Well, my real name is Samuel Clemens, but you can call me Mark Twain. I was born in 1835 when 

Halley’s Comet flew over Earth, and I died in 1910 when Halley’s Comet was flying away from Earth.”   

Then, I had an idea, “I have a presentation that I have to work on that is about you, can you help me 

please?”  

“I can help you,” he replied. I know a place where you can get a lot of information on me: my home in 

Hartford, Connecticut. It has now been turned into a museum. I lived there for seventeen years” he said.  

I was confused. “For one, Hartford is far away, and two…” Before I could finish my sentence, there was a 

flash, and then we were in the Reader’s Room of the museum, and no one noticed us. It was as if we 

were invisible!  

The place was amazing. As I went to sit down on one of the sofas to read The Adventures of Tom Sawyer, 

Mark Twain said, “I wrote this and most of the other books that are in this room. Did you know that 
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some of the characters and events in this book were based on people and events in my life? I encourage 

you to read it whenever you get the chance. Please follow me to my living room.”  

When we got there, he said, “I used to tell stories to my daughters about the items on that mantle over 

there, but there was a twist: Every time I told them a story it had to be different, but the items had to be 

mentioned in the same order as the last story.  

Let me tell you a true story about these items. For instance, that painting over there is a painting of a cat 

in a ruffled collar that I received from my friend, and my wife’s brother , Charles Langdon.”  

He then showed me a statue of a woman. “I bought this statue of a Greek goddess when I visited the 

Mediterranean in 1867.” He told me all about his travels in the Mediterranean.   

“My brother, Orion, gave me that blue bottle during our trip to Salt Lake City, Utah. I picked up that 

conch shell during my trip to what is now Hawaii; it was originally called the Sandwich Islands. I bought 

this vase when I was living in San Francisco working as a journalist. This bronze plaque of me was made 

to pay tribute to me. I also bought this small harp during my journey across the Great Plains and the 

Rocky Mountains. That warrior painting is a memento that I purchased during my visit to the 

Mediterranean which, by the way, that trip was funded by the local newspaper that I worked for. I 

received this golden platter as a present from my mentor when I was his apprentice in printing. This 

second vase belonged to my dear mother; it was the last gift that my father, John Clemens, gave to her 

before he died of pneumonia in 1847. This pot was given to my wife, Olivia, by her mother as a wedding 

present. The painting of a young lady, which I call Emmeline, was given to me by an admirer of my work 

during one of my visits to Europe.”  

He then said, “You probably don’t know what I mean by all of this, let me explain. I am telling you about 

these items because they will help you with your presentation.”  

“That is cool. Thank you, Mr. Twain,” I said.  

“If you need any more information, please visit this place again. Good-bye, and good luck with your 

presentation!” he said.  

Before I could say anything, I was back in my room. 
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Everything that just happened must have been a dream and then I realized that I didn’t need my 

computer after all. I put together my presentation.   

The next day, when I was giving my presentation, I saw one of the posters of Mark Twain smile at me. 

Was it a dream after all?  

 

 

 

 

 

“Eifel Tower” by Erin Smith, Grade 8 
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“You, Me and the Ball” by Alexis Acebo, Grade 11 
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