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Rain 

By Amira Kimba 

 

 

  

It’s like me and rain were meant to be, 

How it can just bring me to an immediate peace. 

It sounds so calming it could put me to sleep with ease. 

The way it never seems to bore me as I could sit and watch it for hours on end, 

Looking up at the pretty blue sky snuggly wrapped in my blanket,     

         while sitting on the back doorstep.  

Cuddling my bunny and taking in all the rainy-day scents. 

Letting go and running through the grass. 

Rain drops hit my face, my tongue, my hands. 

But here I am free, like me and rain were really meant to be. 
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Why Did You Fall? 

by Jocelyn Dubble 

And what if I fall from the sky 

Crash landing in a world unknown 

A crater made from my own destruction 

But the land around untouched 

What if that’s how I escape 

From the stress, anxiety, and depression 

I’m tired of sinking down further 

It’s not really what you think 

Up is down and down is up in this twisted reality 

The pretty flowers are an illusion 

Hiding the sneering faces 

Waiting to hurt you if you turn your back on them 

But I can work with that 

Pick myself up off the ground 

Dust my knees off 

Put my hair back in place 

And learn to fly again 

A privilege earned not given 

It’s why I fell in the first place 

I didn’t know how to truly fly yet 

So I sank 

I’ll see you in the air 

Trust me 

I will not take advantage again 
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Spring in Brazil 

By Elsie Suhling 

 

Cherry blossoms soft like spring, 

beauty flowers in all things, 

trees sway, left to right, 

oh, what a beautiful sight. 

 

Lush branches ready for heavy fruit, 

bird trills like a flute, 

leaves turn green, full and bright. 

Spring is such a lovely sight. 

 

Hawks wings open wide, 

letting the warmth of spring inside. 

Talons hold onto tight,  

the glory of the morning light. 

 

A stream slithers down a hill, 

full of water, it might spill, 

all its hopes and dreams at will. 

 

A tree branch falls to the ground, 

surely it is death bound, 

branch by branch, tree by tree. 

How can this even be?  
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Loud noise corrupts it now, 

bringing everything to the ground, 

piled up, tree on tree, 

carried off to where can it be. 

 

Stacked on up, 

up and down,  

lots of structures sit around, 

creating many horrific sounds. 

 

Forest carried off to stare, 

down on us from everywhere, 

oh, sweet forests of Brazil. 
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Resilience Road by Ruby Carlson 
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The Strongest Girl I Know 

By Megan Kipp 

 

The needle was an ever-looming presence, like a dark shadow cast over my 

whole being. I found it strange how such a small object could scare me so much. I sat, 

squirming in my seat, squeezing my dad’s hand as hard as a five-year-old possibly 

could. The doctor was plenty nice and the walls were covered in colorful posters I 

could lock my gaze on, but it didn’t fix the problem. I still knew where the needle was. I 

still shook and screamed and cried. Looking back, were all of my vaccine meltdowns 

justified? Probably not… but they hurt, and in those moments I didn’t understand why it 

was worth it. Nowadays, I’d give just about anything for a vaccine to get this to go 

away.  

  

Everyone told me that high school would be the best time of my life. Parties, solid 

friend groups, seemingly no homework, and milestone after milestone. And by 

everyone, I mean the media. In reality, high school was nothing like that. Not that I ever 

had any interest in the lively parties of teen movies, but I don’t ever hear about them 

happening now, much less get invited to them. Not to mention, making friends seemed 

near impossible—all of my middle school friends went to other high schools, so I had to 

start anew. Oh, and homework? Bucketfuls of it. Granted, I am in advanced classes. 

Despite these things, I figured I could get through all four years with nothing too crazy 

happening. Just “clock in, clock out” and all that, then I’d get my diploma. That didn’t 

quite pan out.  

A few months into freshman year, I began getting some uncomfortable 

symptoms. Let’s just say my digestive system was having a rough time. I was 

somewhat worried, but a quick internet search told me that diarrhea could go on for 

two weeks at most, so I figured it’d pass. A month went by and… it had not passed. I 
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only decided to come forward to my parents when I began experiencing some 

unexplained weight loss. I remember my mom being upset that I hadn’t told her sooner. 

As if a fourteen-year-old would tell their parents all about their bowel movements.  

All of the sudden, it seemed, my life became a steady whirlwind of appointment 

after appointment: check-ups, meetings with GI doctors, stool tests (ew), and even 

blood tests.  

Ah, the needle. My old nemesis. It was like a flashback to some sickeningly bright 

pediatrician's office, only everything here was in a shade of brown. I sat there, my legs 

bouncing up and down, twitching like a squirrel. I’d worn long sleeves, which was 

inconvenient, as rolling them up tugged on my skin unpleasantly. My dad eventually got 

me breathing, which I’d forgotten to do, and the shaking subsided. I still looked away 

when they put it in, wincing. Certainly “baby’s first blood test” isn’t a huge deal to most, 

but it felt like progress to push past my fear. I’d stopped having needle meltdowns 

around age ten, but up until the blood test I’d been too scared to even think about it. 

Soon after, every time I thought about a test or a vaccine, my arm relaxed on 

command, as if bracing for impact. Seemed like progress to me.  

The next big event came in February—the week of Valentine’s day. I had to miss 

school that week, but I wouldn’t dare to tell anyone my age why. For years, a 

colonoscopy lived in the back of my mind as something only old people have to do to 

test for cancer. So when my GI doctor, a very nice man by the way, requested that I 

come in for one, I froze in place. Sure, I’d looked up my symptoms online, it’s only 

natural, and some types of cancer showed up… but cancer always seemed like 

something the internet says you might have because of a minor cough, not something 

I’d ever really considered until this moment. My mind was racing till the day of the 

procedure. What if I have cancer? Looking back it seems silly, but at the time it felt so 

real. I never told my parents about my concerns, as I was sure they had plenty of their 

own, yet I wish I had so that they could’ve held me and talked me through it.   
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The nurse who gave me the anesthesia was pretty. That’s the last thing I thought 

before I went under. The IV process had been awful. They numbed me in several 

places and kept trying my hands even though I was visibly struggling. Eventually, they 

found what I’d later dub my “lucky vein” in my right arm, as it’s the one I’ve had the 

most success with thus far.  

  

The diagnosis came about a month later. Not sure why they took so long to figure 

it out, but we were getting impatient. At this point, I don’t remember if they told us in 

person or over the phone because so much has happened since then that I feel like 

I’ve known the answer forever. Crohn’s Disease—one of the types of Inflammatory 

Bowel Disease. A fun one to use in icebreakers. Not.   

I’m not sure what it was—probably the word disease… the fact that all this I’d 

been hoping for a really bad stomach bug, something curable, but I broke down on that 

day. Everything I’d been holding in for the past few months, all the sadness, shame, 

pain, disgust, but mostly confusion and fear… confirmed in an instant. I had a disease. 

How do I even recover from that? And it’s chronic… lifelong. I cried in isolation for days 

afterward. Not at school, since that was my distraction, but every time I thought about it 

at home. My parents were outside my door, downstairs making calls, plans, and 

appointments—but all I could do was sit there and feel helpless.   

The pity party couldn’t last forever though, and again I was at the GI office. At this 

time I was missing school more often than ever before, and I didn’t yet have a plan set 

up with the school, so my grade in PE was getting punished for my “lack of 

participation.” How about my abundance of illness? It was a frustrating hassle on top of 

my complicated personal dealings, but it wasn’t the most pressing issue. My doctor had 

recommended a diet for me that would bring down my inflammation levels before we 

started medication. A diet that ultimately consisted of chicken, fruit, some veggies, and 

these awful, bland protein shakes that I was supposed to drink up to eight of a day. 
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Safe to say I never reached eight. One also doesn’t realize that corn is in everything 

until they’re not allowed to eat corn. I can be light-hearted about it now, but this diet 

took a real toll on my mental health. My weight still wasn’t coming back and food lost 

any fun flavor (mainly sugar) for the most part. I also felt terrible whenever I saw 

someone else eating tacos or drinking soda at school, even if I don’t always consume 

those things normally.   

Life seemed to be less-than-awesome, to put it simply, but I had a few places of 

solace. I’d joined the track team at school, and the exercises were making me feel 

better. I actually liked it when we were forced to do distance running—don’t get me 

wrong, it sucked, but after a while I was just pounding my feet into the synthetic rubber, 

letting my thoughts run wild. Some of them were pitying my condition, but others were 

reflective, delicate, and open. I even cried one time, which made getting oxygen to fuel 

my running a bit harder, but it was truly beautiful.  

My other comfort was and always has been in writing. When the words just came, 

one after the other, it was like a trickle that turned into a raging river of wonderful, 

complex thought. I loved it. On occasion, I’d write about my condition in a journal or a 

diary, but often I’d delve into other concerns in my life, be they social situations, 

upcoming events, or even my fictional passion projects.  

By the end of the year, I’d begun my infusion medications, which were terrible in 

the beginning, as they gave me meds beforehand that made me tired, amplifying my 

bad mood. I still tried to be polite, but I felt apathetic, which concerned the nurses and 

my parents. However, once I stopped the fatigue-inducing premeds things improved. If 

anything good were to come out of such an experience, it would be that I got used to 

needles. The IVs weren’t always bad, sometimes they went in with no issues, which 

were always the best appointments.  

To be honest, though, there were many more benefits than that. I began to 

understand my body a lot better and could label my physical sensations easily. I 
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realized I had a lot of willpower and pain tolerance, and, most importantly, my respect 

and love for myself increased by a drastic amount from eighth and early ninth grade. I 

had gone through so much, more than anyone should ever have to go through, 

especially a teenage girl. Despite that, I’d come out thriving. I knew in my heart that I 

was truly someone amazing, which I’d never believed before. Of course, I still have 

things to improve about myself, and things I could critique, but I choose to accept that 

some of those things will never change, and others can only happen gradually, so I love 

myself as a whole. A fantastic, chronically ill, complex, imperfect whole.  

  

It was early June in my Honors English class, and my brain was largely 

preoccupied with how close lunch was. What else even mattered? Certainly not To Kill 

A Mockingbird, which I’d accidentally finished two weeks early. There were so many 

other things to think about—other classes, my homework for that night, lunch, my dad’s 

birthday, lunch… But then my teacher proposed the opening writing prompt for the 

day. A question that resonated with me more than any other prompt that year.  

“Who is the strongest person you know? Why?”  

Okay, so technically two questions. It didn’t matter, I was already writing.  

The trickle began in my brain again. My beautiful brain. The words flowed out in 

rapid succession, I knew where I was headed. I trusted that I could craft an explanation 

for my somewhat unorthodox answer. Usually, I’d feel self-conscious about saying 

these things, unsure of what would be socially acceptable to say. All of that seemed 

insignificant now.  

“One minute left.” The teacher called out.  

Regardless, I wanted this—needed this, the feeling of finally getting to share it all 

out loud. Now I wouldn’t mention the Crohn’s, of course, but I would get to feel proud 

of myself, sure of myself, and I deserve to feel that.  

“Time’s up. Would anyone like to share?”  

11 



 

My smile was nervous, but I raised my hand with conviction, like the strongest girl 

I know.  
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Rainbow Tinted Sunglasses 

By Harleigh Windham 

 
“Stop it, Ren!” My mom yanks the dish out of my soapy hands. “Those are not 

clean, you must do it like this.” She aggressively scrubs the plate, she does it so 

furiously I am worried that it will chip. She shoves the dish back into my hands, 

slopping water onto my shirt. 

“Now you do it.” She crosses her arms, looking at me from the side of her eye. 

“Okay.” I say quietly, I take the dish, dipping the sponge into the water and 

attempting to scrub it like she had shown me. Underneath her watchful eye, I push the 

scrub against the plate, though the plate is long since cleaned. 

“Too hard! That’s too hard!” Once again, the plate it ripped away from me, but 

this time it goes flying. Her tug was too hard, and the soap too slick. When the dish 

shatters, my heart stops. I watch it almost as if it’s in slow motion, the plate cracks first, 

and then splits. The noise feels like it shakes the entire room. 

I can see the same process mirrored in my mother’s face. Though her face 

cracks in anger, not in porcelain. I scurry as fast as I can to the broom and dust pan but 

as I reach out to grab the wooden handle I am interrupted. 

“OUT!” I hear it. The voice that tells me not to argue. “OUT, OUT, OUT!” 

I stumble out of her way as she snatches the broom from beside me. “Stupid, 

lazy, idiot do you not know? The woman’s place is the kitchen! How are you expected 

to find a husband!?!” She shouts behind me as I shut the door to my room. 

Men, men, men. It’s always about them. Find a husband. She says. Be a proper 

woman. She says. Clean the dishes. She says. Do the laundry. She says. Boys won’t 

like you if you don’t cook. She says. 
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The worst part of this? I don’t even like boys. When I think of the person I like, the 

person I’ve kissed. The person I love and want to stand beside me, I think of my 

girlfriend. 

She is a woman like no other. She’s perfect, and nothing like the woman my 

mother describes. 

She’s loud, and proud. She’s kind, and sweet. She wears her rainbow tinted 

sunglasses with pride. 

I own a pair of rainbow tinted sunglasses too, she had put them in my hand, 

closing my fingers around them. “Wear these to school the day you're out of that 

closet. So I will know that I can show the world that you are my special person. Just like 

everyone else.” She told me, kissing my forehead without leaving a mark. 

My sunglasses are shoved underneath the layers of my underwear drawer. 

Hidden from view. For months they had stayed there, and they are still there. While I sit 

here, in my dark room, texting her, while my mother is out there, angry and under the 

impression that she needs to make me into a stellar beauty, pretty and capable at 

household chores. 

For my future husband. Ha. 

You have to tell her soon, a text pings onto my screen, it’s her. You know, you 

can’t put it off forever. 

I can try to. I text back. I can almost hear the sound of her furious fingers tapping 

against the screen. The little “typing…” sign stays for minutes, I am terrified of the 

paragraph of ranting, that I am sure to get. I am also somehow smiling, this is part of 

what makes her endearing. Somehow her getting mad over me, being mad at the 

world, at my mom from screwing us up. Yet never blaming me for the way it is, just 

encouraging me, and holding my hand until I take the step to fix it. 

Ding. 

I believe in you. 
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She took five minutes to write that. Four words, I believe in you. She must have 

started to type but erased and re-wrote it to just four words. 

I. 

Believe. 

In.  

You. 

I’m not sure why but these words, reaching to me through the blue light of my 

screen push me over the edge. I am mad, and glad, and my stomach feels like it’s been 

turned upsidedown. I stand up, I run my hands through the thick curls on my head, I 

rub my eyes, and rinse my face with the damp cloth on my dresser. 

I walk out, she had finished the dishes, and cleaned up the shattered plate. She 

now sits on the couch. She is so calm, it scares me. I am behind her, she hasn’t noticed 

me yet. 

I put my hand on her shoulder. I can do it, I can wear those rainbow tinted 

sunglasses. 

There will be tears, there will be anger, there will be hurt feelings on both sides. I 

could end up wearing my sunglasses, while hauling a suitcase to school, or I could be 

wearing them proudly while my mom silently, but knowingly stands, while not beside 

me, behind me. 

There was only ever one way to find out. I had put it off too long, and may end up 

hurting myself and my lover, a person who I knew would be there for me no matter 

what. 

I take a deep breath. 

“Mom, we need to talk.” 
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Hug Me Back 

By Nicole Knieriem 

 

Part One:    

“Hug me back.”  

The air flew from Edlynne’s lungs as someone crashed into her, their arms flung 

around her waist. They stumbled backwards. The pungent scent of dirt and sweat filled 

her nose, and Edlynne looked down at blurred peasant-braided brunette hair pressed 

against her shoulder.   

“Hug me back!” The girl repeated, raising her muffled voice within the layers of 

Edlynne’s puffed sleeves.  

“What? Why? You’re absolutely filthy—” Edlynne’s voice caught in her throat, 

and she clutched the girl close as the waters of rushing people parted.  

"Out of our way!" Red Imperial soldiers flashed past them.   

Edlynne stumbled as the peasant broke away and yanked her out of the street. 

She was a younger girl, but not far from Edlynne’s age. The sun had deeply tanned and 

weathered her skin through many hours laboring for the empire. In comparison to 

Edlynne’s, the girl’s clothing appeared dirtier than the cobblestone that people trod 

every day, and they sagged loose enough to express that they were surely hand-me-

downs.   

“I know you nobles think peasants aren’t worth anything and all that,” the girl 

panted, “but please don’t tell them you saw me.” Her gaze flitted back and forth, 

scanning for the soldiers’ return.  

“And you don’t tell me I just saved you from a well-deserved punishment!”   

With a shrug, the peasant girl looked down at the loaf of bread in her hand. “They 

really don’t feed us enough—let alone pay us enough to feed ourselves.”  

Boots pounded toward them and armor clanked, followed by more shouting.  
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“They’re coming for me,” the peasant girl hissed.   

Edlynne froze. What would her husband think? Freshly married and already 

causing trouble, fraternizing with the lower class?  

The girl pulled on Edlynne’s sleeve. “Please.”  

She probably needed that food; she wouldn’t have stolen it if she didn’t.  

It was the right thing to help her, no matter what her husband might think. And 

perhaps he wouldn’t find out.  

The girl darted to the side, but Edlynne grabbed her wrist. “Your name?!” 

Edlynne asked, heart pounding in her head. “I need your name.”  

Distrust flared within the girl’s eyes. Would this random noble really help her? 

“Aurelia, the name’s Aur-”  

“Aurelia Hawksley!” A soldier barked from behind them, shoving his way through. 

The crowd ebbed away, and the authorities encircled the two girls. Their silver armor 

gleamed in the sunlight, bearing the red symbol of the empire.   

Edlynne planted her feet and pushed Aurelia behind her.  

“Move, noble.” The lead soldier faced Edlynne, glaring at Aurelia behind her.  

“With what do you charge this girl?” Edlynne asked.  

“This is not her first offense. She has been caught multiple times stealing food 

from various places. We knew it was her the moment we were sent.”  

“Don’t you think it’s hard enough for them?” Edlynne snapped, meeting the 

soldier's sharp gaze.  

“It is against Imperial law to steal.” He stepped forward.  

“In no means am I excusing the act of thievery, officer, but I am merely asking 

you to think about what life is like for them.”  

“How would you know?” he sneered, gripping the hilt of his sword and lifting his 

chin.  
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“I wouldn’t,” Edlynne began, looking back at Aurelia’s panic-stricken face then 

out at the listening crowd. She had no idea what it was truly like, one was born into 

nobility, and often ostracized lower classes. “But you of all people should,” she 

continued; “you deal with many of them daily, and yet I can tell it must be bad enough if 

they feel the need to steal to survive. Their lives are more important than a bakery’s 

profit from a couple loaves of bread. Wouldn’t you agree, officer?”  

Varying arrays of expression flickered across his face, starting from a scowl and 

ending in blank defeat.   

“Yes… of course, my lady,” he gritted.  

“But who will pay for the bread?” One of the other soldiers piped in.   

“I will.” Edlynne unhinged her purse with a snap, and pulled out more than 

enough for a few loaves of bread. “Please take care of our people,” Edlynne spoke low 

enough for just a few surrounding soldiers to hear while she slid the coins into his 

hand. “That is your job, is it not?”  

“Yes, my lady.” The soldier nodded, retreating from his fight.  

“Good.”  

The soldiers cleared, and the townspeople bustled into the empty space, leaving 

the girls in a tiny bubble of their own.  

Invisible ice shot through Aurelia, freezing her in place. The noble had really 

helped her.  

“Let's get away from here.” Edlynne took Aurelia’s wrist with a soft hand, gently 

pulling her away. “I am absolutely famished.”  

Aurelia shook her head as reality snapped back into place, “These are my 

streets, what are you doing leading me?”   

“Alright then, take us to the best public house in town.”  

  

Part Two:  
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Edlynne believed that the city streets were the loudest place she had ever been. 

That is, until she sat with a peasant in what was supposedly the finest pub in the town 

of Kahirim.  

Voices roared—shaking the very air—some laughing, some cursing, one calling 

out orders. Along with the sounds of the pub came clanking tankards, mugs thumping 

back down onto the table, and music flowed from a far corner. Somehow, the jaunty 

tune carried above the rest of the noise.   

She thought she had seen large amounts of alcohol before at court events, but 

those bottles seemed like a mere dram compared to the lion's hoard of bottles lined up 

behind the bar.   

They sat in a wooden booth against the wall, secluded from the action.   

Aurelia thanked the waitress who thudded mugs onto their table. “Hey noble,” 

she said, "you never gave me your name.”  

“Oh, my name is Edlynne.”  

“Isn’t that a fancy noble name, “Aurelia chuckled, taking a sip from her mug. 

“Now straight to the business. Why would you stand up for me? You don’t know me.”  

“I do now, don’t I?”  

“Eh, not much at all I would say.” Aurelia’s eyebrows rose. This noble knew next 

to nothing about her, other than her clear interpretation of Aurelia’s growling stomach.  

“Sometimes one has to do the right thing, no matter what class they are.”   

“Look at you, a proper noble, and yet a sucker for the peasants. They must hate 

you up there.”  

Edlynne let the noise of the pub fill her silence. She didn’t care too much about 

what all the other nobles thought—except her husband. Did he hate her? Would he 

hate her?  

“Of all the things…” Edlynne glided out of her thoughts, shifting her gaze 

back to Aurelia. “Why did you run into and hug me?” Aurelia twisted a thread on her 
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tattered sleeve, “Well, while running, one can’t look back without that kind of thing 

happening. Plus, you seemed amiable enough; you did help me.”  

“Yes I did. But the soldier was right: I don’t know what lower class life is like.”  

“You seem to understand that it’s rather hard, though. It’s different for 

everyone… the people with their own shops suffer less because of the income. Money 

is the main problem though. We aren’t paid enough, and prices are too high.”   

“And I think I have troubles,” Edlynne said with a soft sigh, pulling her hand from 

the table to rub her forehead. “My issues deal with insecurity from an arranged 

marriage.”   

Aurelia smiled down at her hands. That was the real truth, no altruism from 

Edlynne there. “We all have our problems,” Aurelia insisted, pulling her eyebrows 

together as she looked up at Edlynne. “No matter how great or small they are in 

comparison, they still mean something to us, so don’t count your troubles out as 

nothing because you’ve heard mine.” Aurelia paused before adding, “That is, unless 

they deal with frivolous clothing and frizzy hair.”  

A smile crept onto Edlynne’s face. “Not the important ones anyway.”  

The waitress cut off the conversation by handing them their plates of food. It was 

no noble meal, but it was grand in the eyes of Aurelia.  

As Edlynne sorted through the silverware, Aurelia dug in, ravenously tearing 

through the food. It wasn’t messy, per se, but it shared some comparison with a 

starving hyena.  

Edlynne paid for the meal, and they exited back out into the city street.  

“Do you think we will ever meet again?”  

“Maybe. I’m starting to like you, noble.” A grin crossed Aurelia’s face as she 

turned back towards Edlynne. “Thank you for the help. It is refreshing to know some 

people care… and maybe letting someone help isn’t so bad after all.”  
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“Of course. Maybe next time you won’t have to ask me to hug you back,” Edlynne 

said to the dirty girl with an air of bittersweet tenderness.  

Aurelia chuckled, her hazel eyes glinting in the falling sun. “We’ll see about that. 

And good luck with your husband!” She disappeared off into the crowd, hopefully to be 

seen again someday.  

  

Part Three:  

Edlynne shook in her bones as she headed to dinner with her husband for the 

night, her mind spinning through every possible conversation outcome. They were 

recently married from an arrangement their parents made long ago. Luckily, Bennett 

was an amiable man, with rather good looks, and he was only five years older than 

Edlynne. However, to his wife, he still felt like a star far out of her reach. They had 

plenty of time in their marriage yet to go, she reasoned, but some married nobles 

merely pretended to like one another whilst in public. She feared a life like that, 

constant pretending, and unending dullness. Who knew what it could do to their future 

children too. If her husband knew of the events that had occurred with Aurelia, it may 

be the first steps apart, right from the beginning.  

Her husband greeted her with a kiss on the cheek, a good start.  

“How was your trip into town today?” he asked, taking his place at the opposite 

end of the long wooden table.   

“It was-” Edlynne closed her mouth, and butterflies flew through her stomach. 

She hadn’t prepared enough for this.   

“Edlynne,” her husband began, setting down his drink. “Someone said something 

about a noble’s wife causing a ruckus in the city with a particular peasant today, that 

wasn’t you was it?”  

A heavy sigh escaped her lips, dishonesty was wrong, and there was no way to 

keep the events of the day from him.  
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“Yes, it was.”  

Bennett raised an eyebrow at her from across the table. “Please do explain.”  

Edlynne released the withheld waters, flooding him with the story. She told him of 

Aurelia, the bread, the soldiers, and the pub. All that was left unsaid to him was her 

expressed fears of not being liked by him.  

When she finished, a silence crept over the room like thick morning fog.  

“Well,” Bennett began, dissipating the fog and searching for words. Perhaps she 

was greater than he thought, but then again, he too had struggled to connect with her. 

This was certainly a first step in the right direction. A soft smile spread across his face, 

“You did the right thing.”   

“I did?” Edlynne blurted, gaping at her husband.  

“Yes, I believe so. I’m impressed with you even; not many people treat the lower 

class well enough. There are not many things I can do alone to improve life for them.”  

“Then perhaps we best stick together,” Edlynne added, smiling back at him.  

“Hard times call for us to stick together, and we are married after all.”    

Edlynne’s smile widened, “Yes we are.”  

  

Over the months, Edlynne's fears dissipated. Although in the midst of her own 

trials, Edlynne reached out her hand to help others, and the very moral courage she 

feared would alienate her from Bennett only endeared her to him. This kind noble 

taught Aurelia to trust and share her burdens with friends; and indeed, the two shared 

many sweet hugs and peaceful partings in the years to come.  

  

The End.  
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One-Zero Thompson 

By Ellie Hambly 

 

I pounded my feet against the ground as hard as I could, but still the white 

lettering of Thompson flashed teasingly before me.  I crossed the finish line a full fifteen 

seconds behind her, sprinting at full speed. 

That was my third encounter with Zoë Thompson, the first two having been 

approximately the same.  Many later encounters would also fall somewhat along the 

same lines. 

As I gasped for breath, I saw Thompson jogging briskly over to her coach, 

seeming to indicate something that I could not see.  Coach waved her away, and Zoë 

turned to walk past me.   

“Hey, good race,” she said, pausing for a moment.  

“Thank you, you too,” I replied quickly, noting the number 10 printed on her 

jersey. Thompson walked on.  

Zoë was the sort of person who you never thought of as going beyond the 

racetrack.  She was one of those people who you imagined had to live there, because 

the mere idea of her being in any other setting was simply absurd.  Even so much as 

thinking of Zoë by her first name, rather than the One-Zero Thompson that was printed 

on the back of her jersey, felt strange. 

For some time, I had been vaguely aware that Zoë Thompson went to the same 

school I did; it was even true that I had seen her in the halls once or twice, though I had 

never exactly considered that to be an “encounter”.  Still, I was rather surprised when – 

on the first day of the second semester – I walked into my new elective class to find her 

sitting across from my assigned seat. 
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“Well, hello,” she said pleasantly, glancing up at me.  “I think I’ve seen you 

around before?” 

I perched on the edge of my chair.  “We’ve competed in the same race before a 

few times. Thompson – Zoë Thompson, right?” 

Thompson nodded slowly.  “Yes, that’s right.  And who might you be?” 

I opened my mouth to speak, but my new second-period teacher bustled to the 

front of the room and began talking before I could.  It wasn’t until the bell rang that it 

was possible to talk to Zoë again, and by that time she had met up with some of her 

friends to go to lunch.  A second opportunity to speak to her, however, arose as soon 

as I sat down at my usual table. 

“Okay,” Zoë Thompson announced, abruptly plopping down in front of me.  

“We’ve raced each other a few times before, you said?  What place did you get?” 

“I – oh.  Um... second the first time I raced you, third the second time, and second 

again the third time.” 

Zoë laughed.  “That’s confusing.  Alrighty – so I was the one who took away your 

first-place spot twice?” 

I started to nod, then shook my head.  “Well, that’s not how it works....” 

Thompson raised an eyebrow.  “Reluctant to claim your spot of success, aren’t 

you?” 

I opted not to answer.  “Where did your friends go?” I asked, changing the 

subject. 

Zoë smiled.  “Oh, those people I was talking with last period?  They’re not my 

friends, they’re my... ‘acquaintances’, as one of them said.” 

I grinned into my lunch sack.  ‘Acquaintances’.  I liked that. 

“So, how about your friends?” Zoë queried, looking a little skeptical.  “D’you have 

any?” 
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“Well, I used to.  I still do, I suppose.  One moved to Tennessee, though.  One 

graduated from the school, and the other I never see, because we don’t share any 

classes, or even lunch, this year.”  I frowned.  “But, yes, I do have friends.” 

Thompson looked at me strangely.  “Okay, then.  And what in the world is that on 

your sandwich?” 

Which was how I became friends with Zoë Thompson. 

 

It was April, now, and the day of the 3200-meter race.  Zoë and I were both 

participating. Zoë Thompson was well prepared to run as the first-place winner, while I 

was well prepared to run well behind her. 

As I was stretching, I saw Thompson’s coach come up to her, seeming to make 

an inquiry about something.  Zoë shook her head and smiled, but her coach seemed 

unconvinced. 

“Just let me know if something happens,” Thompson’s coach said warningly.  “I 

don’t want another injury out of you.” 

Zoë looked disgusted, but jogged lightly over to me.  “Ready?” 

“Absolutely.  What was your coach talking about?” I asked curiously. 

“Nothing.  She’s just overly paranoid about injuries on the team.  I got injured one 

time on the track – and that was several years ago.  I’m not going to get hurt from that 

one again.” Still – perhaps I was imagining it, perhaps not – she didn’t seem entirely 

willing to meet my eyes. 

Then we were both called over for the start of the race. 

As I set up on the starting line, it began to rain slightly.  I quivered with 

excitement. Then – the shot was fired and the race began. 

We were to run eight laps around the track.  There were seven runners aside 

from myself, but three of them were walking by the time we hit the fourth lap.  Another 
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started walking with only two laps to go, and then it was finally just Zoë, me, and my 

teammate, Isabelle. 

One lap to go.  All three of us were sprinting as though our lives depended on it.  

Zoë drew ahead and was almost unreachable with two hundred meters left to go, while 

Isabelle had dropped to fifty meters behind me.  The rain poured down in a dense fog. 

And then Zoë – One-Zero Thompson – collapsed. 

I do not know precisely what happened – perhaps she slipped in a puddle, or 

perhaps her foot got caught in an unnoticed crack in the rubber of the track – but I 

heard her coach give a yelp of horror, to which Zoë did not respond. 

It is always terrifying, whether you know the person or not, when somebody is 

unresponsive to even the loudest of calls, of yells, of screams.  And when you don’t 

know why, an even deeper level of fear is added. 

I later discovered that Zoë’s right ankle had been sprained, in addition to her 

sustaining the concussion that had rendered the runner unconscious.  The one thing 

about this that I couldn’t understand was how simply falling down – tripping, really – 

could have knocked anyone out, least of all Thompson. 

I met Zoë’s coach before I saw Zoë again. 

“Hey, aren’t you Zoë’s friend?” she asked me. 

“Uh... yes.  How is she?” I replied. 

“Well, she’ll be back in school on Monday,” – the race had been on Friday – “but I 

wouldn’t say she’s well.  Do you – you do know about what happened, yes?” 

I blinked, confused.  “What do you mean, what happened?” 

The coach froze.  “You mean she hasn’t told you?  I can’t say I’m surprised she 

doesn’t want it widely known, but – the whole reason she works so hard at track goes 

back to an injury she sustained several years ago.  She was caught in a road accident 

that almost killed her.  When she was finally able to get back on her feet, she – well, 
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firstly, simply needed to keep her mind off the memories – but she also said she 

needed to get faster.  To keep something like that from happening ever again.” 

“Why – how would being faster help?” 

The coach dropped her eyes.  “She was trying to save her brother.  He ran out 

into the road, and she ran to save him – but she tripped, and got hit, and her brother...,” 

her voice trailed. 

I walked away very slowly. 

 

Zoë returned to school with a bandaged ankle and a quiet demeanor.  At lunch, 

after picking listlessly at her spinach, she said, “There’s something I haven’t told you.” 

“Your coach told me,” I replied. 

“Did she?”  Zoë glanced up, looking slightly surprised.  “Well, then I suppose you 

know why I can’t run track anymore.” 

I jerked my head up.  “W-what do you mean?” 

Zoë sighed.  “I can’t stand it.  If it’s going to keep happening... it happened the 

same way, again, it was raining and I was running as hard as I could... and then I was 

sprawling on the ground... my head hurt something fierce... it can’t happen again.” 

“But don’t you love running track?” I asked. 

“Yes, but I can’t – I just can’t.” 

I shook my head.  “Wait until your ankle is better.” 

At least, then, she didn’t have a choice. 

 

Zoë’s ankle, of course, got better within a matter of weeks.  That wasn’t the 

problem. She had said she couldn’t bear to run track, and indeed she would not run it.  

Still, her coach somehow managed to force her to come to the meets, even if she 

wasn’t running.  I could see her longing, though, to join in – if only she would admit it. 

It was the last week of May that changed things. 
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I was waiting as usual near the soccer fields for Zoë to appear from her last class 

of the day, which was much further across the campus than mine.  She had just 

appeared within sight when I heard a loud yell and a horrible series of growling barks.  I 

pivoted to see a large German shepherd sprinting towards me, its leash trailing 

uselessly behind it, and its owner even farther away. 

I cried out.  If there is one thing I do not handle well, it is dogs – specifically large, 

ferocious ones. 

That’s what it took to make Zoë run – not just to run, but to sprint.  I was very 

grateful that I had long ago admitted to my fear of dogs. 

Zoë, as it transpired, had no fear of dogs, and therefore quite easily caught the 

canine by the collar – relatively easily, at any rate, in time for its owner to arrive 

(panting much harder than either Zoë or I ever had after running two miles, and the 

owner had barely sprinted a hundred meters). 

“Thanks,” I whispered to Zoë, glancing edgily backwards, where the dog was 

being led quite unwillingly away. 

“No problem,” she said breezily.  “But did you see that dog’s owner?  He could 

barely breathe after essentially jogging down a hill!” 

“And why was that?” I murmured, trying not to sound too sly – or shaky, either. 

Zoë stopped and looked at me.  “Look, I just saved you from that dog.  Don’t be 

pushing your little life-lesson morals on me, okay?” 

I raised my eyebrows and nodded. 

Zoë, of course, did not need me to say anything.  Essentially, my entire purpose 

in her story and recovery was to get chased by a dog so she could have an epiphany.  

Still, I can’t say it wasn’t without a great deal of surprise and delight that her coach told 

me that Zoë was preparing to run in the next meet. 

And as the shot rang out to signal the start of the race, I couldn’t help but smile. 

As hard as I ran, still the white lettering of Thompson flashed teasingly before me. 
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My name is Jocelyn Dubble, I am very happy to have 

made it as a finalist this year. This is the first time I have 

ever entered my writing and I am super excited to continue 

sharing my work.  

Ruby Carlson is a 12-year-old arts enthusiast from Lacey, 

WA. She currently is a seventh grader at Aspire Performing 

Arts Academy where she is an active school member playing 

the cello and singing in her advanced Fire Choir. One of her 

future goals include working for Pixar as an illustrator since 

her passion is truly the Visual Arts. In her free time as well as 

taking little mental breaks from middle school life, she enjoys 

sketching, baking, listening to music, and getting outside with 

her family to enjoy all the beauty of the PNW.  

Hi, I'm Elsie Suhling!  I love baking and experimenting with 

cakes.  My world revolves around my chickens, they 

inspire my writing with every scratch and peck!  

Megan Kipp is a 10th grade student at THS who was 

diagnosed with Crohn's Disease in her freshman year. Her 

short story details some parts of her experience, told in her 

voice. Megan is an aspiring English teacher and writes 

fiction in her spare time.  

Jerry Crawford is currently a junior at North Thurston 

High School.  He is passionate about creating and sharing 

artistic projects in visual arts and music.  Capturing a 

moment or an idea through art and sharing that with others 

brings him joy.  



 

 

 

 

  

Hello there! I'm Nicole Knieriem, an eleventh grader from 

Northwest Christian High School. I was first introduced to 

writing in sixth grade by my amazing cousins Natalie and 

Olivia. Since then, Natalie and I have been working on a 

long and intricate fantasy book titled: The Siege, which we 

can't wait to publish someday!  My interests include writing 

(of course), horses, Mini Coopers, fantasy, reading, video 

games, AJR, and almost all things artsy and/or creative!  

Hello, my name is Ellie Hambly and I am in the eighth grade.  I enjoy 

reading, writing, and playing the violin!  My favorite style of narration when 

reading a book is first person, when the narrator is not the main character, 

because it seems so much more lifelike.  

Hi! My name is Harleigh Windham. I'm a writer, a reader, 

and artist. I'm also LGBTQ+ which is why I chose to write a 

story close to my heart. I hope to create characters that 

people can see depth in and relate to.  



 

 

 

Thank you to all of the authors, poets and artists who submitted their work to the  

2023 Lacey Loves to Read Teen Writing & Art Contest. 

Keep writing, keep creating, keep finding your resilience! 

The Lacey Loves to Read Committee 2023 

 

 

  



 

The Lacey Loves to Read Teen Writing & Art Contest Winners Collection is 

an annual anthology of great writing and art from teens in the Lacey, 

Washington community. 

Look for entry instructions and deadlines each year in the Fall. 

 

Happy Reading! 

Cover Art - Mountain of Adversity: You’re Not Alone by Jerry Crawford 


