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Poetry 

  

Perspective by Adrián Martínez 
  

Look into my eyes 
Look from my perspective 
So many lies 
Everyone is so selective 
Between the ocean and the sky 
Everything is so expensive 
Every truth every lie 
Negativity is so effective 
Economy is down 
Society is infected 
A mile for a frown 
If life is a gameé 
Consider me ejected 
This worldõs so painful and cold 
And just leaves me rejected 
As I get ever old 
  

Pain comes unsuspected! 
  

The world is what you let it be 
It's cold and heartless  
But that's just me 
And nowadays everything needs a degree 
You canõt just wait and see 
Money makes the world go ôround 
Control is everything below and above ground 
Once youõre lost you'll never be found 
It's all in the head ðremember when you were crowned? 
You see things your way, your state of mind 
You see everything, but still choose to be blind 
Because not everything you see is so kind 
  

Life is no movie, there is no rewind 
  

When I look in the mirror I see no reflection 
I see a young man with no sense of direction 
  

 

 

Heels by Stacie Catana 
  

They are tall 

They are pretty 

Somewhat small 

Yet so risky 

Some may hurt 

But we bear the pain 

Be alert 

Using them is not a game 
  

Stick out your chin 

If you want to look upright 

And endure that pain close to your shin 

Beware of their might 
  

In the pursuit of good deals  

You can find some great heels 
  

Breathe by Daniela Becerra 
  

You feel the world coming to an end 

Youõre all alone 

Not even a friend 

You feel the walls are closing in 

A thousand thorns pricking your skin 

You try to run away  

And hide 
  

Running, Running 

Trapped inside 

Stop! 
  

You feel your heart is about to pop 

Blood rushing through your veins 

Just want to stop 

All this pain 



Hey! Hey! 

Calm down a bit 

Donõt throw yourself  

Into a bottomless pit 

Might be rough 

Might be tough 

But just breathe 

My friend 

Just breathe 
  

 Dreamer by José Tamayo 
  

Growing up in México 
Life was okay 
But seeing and hearing my parents argue  
Was nasty 
It was wrong for a young boy 
To see disaster 
My mother-effinõ father  
Wanna be a gangster 
When mi jefa had enough  
She brought me to Los Angeles  
H.P. 
The craziest city 
Lots and lots of Mexicanos 
ôN Salvadoreños 
4RM  
The marasalva trucha  
To the Mexican Mafia 
No gang was unknown here 
Como la Florencia 
Hasta brown pride 
Everyone throwing up gang signs 
Growing wasnõt easy  
Because some pendejos tried to be sneaky 
Running through the streets  
Acting all crazy 
Effinõ mother-effers never catch me slippinõ 
Iõm no gangster 
But I ainõt no joke 
Donõt come around and try to play  
Like youõre a cholo 
Iõm just chillinõ 
Like a believer 
Itõs me, El Dreamer 
Laughinõ at chavalas and those pendejos 
Some might be funny and some act dumb 
But no one is smart like the one above 
 

 

The Distance of Love ð A Sonnet 
by Adán Carbajál and Ms. Kittelson 
  

How far to go to save the one you love? 

Dõyou  fight to death in order to relieve them? 

Dõyou go so wideõs to taste your own spilt blood? 

Dõyou  let a spider kiss you with its venom? 

Yes, I have gone through many of these pains 

The love I feel expands inside my heart 

The thought of her stays fast upon my brain 

Though actions of hers are so two-lane tart 

And when I picture me beside her splendor 

Not having her near me drives all my passion  

If I have learned a thing ôtis love is hurt 

Why does she not turn on me some compassion? 

Sheõs clear the woman I am want to hold  

My love for her is worth more might than gold 
  

Fiction  
  

The Box by Anonymous 
  

òWhy do you even care?ó With no emotion in my voice 
just the sound of stress, I stopped stacking the books, 
sighed and turned around. I grabbed the two handles on 
both sides of the book cart to support myself and leaned 
forward. With a hint of annoyance, I asked Matthew one 
more time the same question that Iõve been trying to 
figure out myself for weeks.  
  

 òWhy do you give a crap about what I do with other 
guys?ó  
  

He looked exasperated and backed away a little, giving 
him room to pace back and forth. I looked at this guy, this 
guy that Iõve been in love with for nine months, and while 
nine months may be short and small, they were the 
sweetest months Iõve ever tasted in my life.  
  

But Matthew was the worst thing that ever happened to 
me, and as of right now Iõm just waiting for it to end. 
From the moment I met him he has been shoving his 
opinions and beliefs down my throat, and even though I 
refuse to let myself actually admit heõs right, I know deep 
inside I just canõt be happy.  
  

Heõs twisted all my negativity into something positive and 
now everything seems blank. Everything I believed in, 
everything he showed me, the beauty of the world, all that 
wonder and curiosity might go away in the blink of an eye.  
  

Matthewõs head snapped up and he looked at me straight 
in the eye. He stared at me intensely, and I didnõt break 
the gaze. He was the only guy I could stare at forever 
because I actually loved him.  
  

He sighed, not of exhaustion but of relief. Then he walked 
toward me, put his hands over mine and stroked his thumb 
back and forth over my fingers, which sent an electric 



shock all over from my head to my toes. I looked into his 
brown and beautiful eyes that were so full of love and 
compassion, but that as of a month ago started to show 
pain and agony, which I had felt determined to take away. 
  

 òI care about what you do with other guys because I love 
you, and before I met you I was just like those guys who 
follow you around. All they want is to hook up because 
they donõt know anything else. They donõt understand that 
incredible feeling ð that once you experience, youõll never 
want to let goéó He grabbed the sides of my face firmly. 
òéever.ó 
  

 I smiled. òOkay, though you really donõt have a reason to 
be mad at me.ó 
  

He let go of my face and moved his hands around my waist 
as I wrapped my arms around his neck. òI mean itõs not 
like weõre together.ó I smiled big because I knew both of us 
knew that was true.  
  

 òNot that Iõm saying or asked that we should be together. 
I just want you to understand my point.ó He rolled his 
eyes. 
  

 òWhat? Itõs true.ó I laughed. 
  

 òJust shut the hell up.ó Matthew pulled me toward him 
and his mouth came down on mine. I tried not to give in; 
my lips were unyielding at first. But I hated that I could 
melt under his touch. I havenõt seen him in two weeks 
before this day and this wasnõt what I had in mind once we 
saw each other again ð not at the library. I tried to push 
him away before I lost my train of thought, but he just 
held me tighter. I moved my palms to his chest to give us 
some distance. 
  

 òYour gonna get me fired,ó I whispered against his lips, 
òand I donõt even get paid for this.ó  
  

He smiled, stepped back, and took my hands in his.  
òOkay, fine.ó  
  

 òIõll call you later when Iõm done taking an inventory of 
the books.ó 
  

 òOkay.ó He smiled at me one last time, started to back 
away while still holding my right hand. But before he let 
go, he kissed it lovingly and gently. I felt all the blood rush 
to my cheeks. He turned around and walked straight ahead 
toward the lower level of the library, running his fingers 
on the books along the way. 
  

 òBy the way,ó he called back, òitõs not a job if you donõt 
get paid.ó 
  

 òShut up.ó I muttered mostly to myself. I looked at the 
door as it swung in and out once Matthew left, and I 
smiled to myself. 
  

***  
Where did I leave those Band-Aids? I looked at the time; it 
was only 7:30. I still had awhile. I ran to the restroom and 

checked the cabinet once more. I checked the bottom of 
the sink, nothing. I looked on my dadõs desk and still 
nothing. When the doorbell rang, I ran to my room. 
  òIt canõt be.ó I was flustered. I walked to the door slowly 
to calm my breathing. I opened the door. The first thing I 
saw was a pink tulip, I looked up and smiled. òHi.ó  
 

I moved my left arm behind me. 
 

òHey.ó 
 

òYouõre early.ó  
  

His smile went away, but soon came back ðjust differently 
ð and he looked at me strangely. 
 

òBabe, itõs exactly eight.ó He looked at the clock behind 
me. 
 

òNo itõs not.ó I turned around and saw the green neon 
lights prove to me it was eight. òShoot Iõm sorry. I was 
kind of busyélooking for something.ó 
 

òDonõt worry about it. Iõll wait.ó I ran back to my room, I 
was already dressed but my outfit didnõt go with the 
sweater I needed to wear to hide my hand. I still couldnõt 
find the Band-Aids. I looked at my left wrist ð closely. It 
was no longer bleeding, and the pain was endurable. But it 
was still an open wound. If I did something to cause it to 
bleed again, who knew when it would stop?  
 

I grabbed my grey sweater, tied the belt that went with it, 
and put the mask on that hid me from the world. I hid 
myself from people, including the people I loved. 
Especially the people I loved.  
 

   ***  
 I listened to Michael rant on and on about some teacher 
who pisses him off. Itõs like this every day. I really donõt 
pay attention anymore.  
 

 òSo why do you care what she thinks about you, again?ó I 
hate it when he gets like this. He gets all worked up for 
nothing, for people who donõt matter, for people who 
donõt even deserve to be talked about this much. It just 
causes him more stress, and he wonõt listen to me when I 
tell him because he thinks I know nothing. Yet he still 
comes to me.  
 

 òI donõt!ó 
  

òThen why are we talking about her?ó 
 

òYou knowéwhatever.ó 
  

òDonõt start, all right? Donõt act like that. I hate it! You 
sound like every other teen who gets all pissed off when 
they donõt get their way. And Iõm not your mother. Iõm 
your friend who doesnõt want to take any more of your 
lame attitude.ó  
 
òGod, Iõm sorry. I didnõt mean to get you all riled up.ó He 
looked at me sideways.  òYou okay?ó 



  

 òIõm fineó My tone was harsh, but I couldnõt care less. 
  

 òSo.ó 
  

 òSo what?ó 
  

 òSo, nothing. Nothing.ó  
 He smiled at me. I donõt know why, but I just love his 
smile. It always puts me in a good mood, and he knows 
that and uses it against me.  
  

 I smiled back.  
  

He leaned back against his couch, swung his legs up, and 
put his hands over his head. I was sitting next to him, so he 
put his feet right on top of my lap.  
  

òSo, any new guys?ó  
  

I looked at him and laughed. 
  

òWhat?ó He chuckled.  
  

My laugh faded out. 
  

 òUgh! Donõt even ask about guys, theyõre retarded.ó 
  

òHey! Iõm a guy.ó 
  

 òYeah. I noticed, but youõre my best friend and thereõs a 
difference.ó 
    

 òWhat difference? Weõre all guys.ó 
    

 òThe difference is Iõve never flirted with you, so youõre 
not retarded to me.ó 
    

 òOkay? Anyways, whatõs happened now thatõsõ making 
you more of a flirt?ó I smacked his legs. 
    

 òWhatõs so wrong with flirting? I just like having fun.ó 
    

 òKatherine, when are you going to stop stomping all over 
guysõ hearts and actually stay with someone youõll like, 
and maybe love?ó 
    

 òI donõt want to.ó 
     

 òThat is a lie! I know you know why you are the way you 
are. You have to. I mean, Iõve seen some of these guys you 
date and some have actually fallen in love with you, and 
when they do, you break their hearts and leave them. Just 
like what youõre about to do with Matthew. I get that you 
got your heart broken once before Kathy, but enough. 
     

òHow did you know about Matthew?ó  
   

òI saw it in your face the moment you walked in. You 
seemed to have a lot on your mind.ó 
   

òOh.ó I looked down, afraid he was going to see right 
through me and what I was feeling right now. 
   
òIs something going on at home again? Is school stressing 
you out? If you want, I can help you with homework or 

whatever. When was the last argument you got into with 
your parents?ó 
   

òThis morning.ó  
   

òWhat was it about?ó  
   

Without even looking at Michael, I could hear all of the 
sympathy in his voice.  
   

òI have to go.ó I walked away before Michael could say 
anything else. I exited towards the back of his house, 
passing the perfect white wood gate, and walked to the 
nearest street light that would take me to my house. I 
waited till I got to the light at the corner. I missed the 
walk sign. It turned red again. I waited. I looked at the red 
hand, waiting for it to stop blinking, and every second that 
went by it got more blurry. I blinked, letting the liquid 
run down my cheek. The light switched to òwalkó and I 
crossed the street.  
   

My parents didnõt even notice me when I got home. I 
turned up the music till I drowned out the sound of my 
parentsõ screaming. I put my homework away and threw 
my backpack in my closet. I reached under my bed and 
took out the box.  
   

As I sat down on my bed and opened the box, I glanced 
over at my desk and saw the pink tulip Matthew had given 
me. I closed the box. Cutting myself wasnõt going to do 
anything for me now. I dialed Matthewõs number. He 
answered on the first ring.  
   

 òHey. I was just thinking of you.ó  
   

I smiled but didnõt say anything for what felt like a few 
minutes. 
   

 òKatherine? You still there?ó 
   

 òYeah.ó 
    

 òIs everything okay?ó 
   

 òI love you.ó 
   

òI love you too.ó I smiled.  
   

òI gotta go.ó 
  

 I left my phone on the bed and opened the box. 
  

The Legend of Morphedesuadite by Melina Almanza 
  

As the sun was at the peak of the famous Mount Olympus, 
a mortal woke up to make sure that the sun was bright and 
red. This mortal, Janel, had a love for the sun as strong as 
that for her beloved ocean, which stretched out before her 
balcony.  
  

She took care of these elements and loved them as a 
mother would love her children. 
  

Her father, on the other hand, thought that her love was 
an obsession and was pathetic. He wanted his daughter to 



marry a particular rich man who was nearly 65 years old. 
Janel refused, for her heart belonged to the great depths of 
the ocean and the fierce brightness of the sun.  
  

As for Poseidon, he would watch her admire his kingdom, 
the sea, and his heart grew a great fondness and love 
toward her. He thought she was the most beautiful and 
kind mortal to ever set eyes on any of his waters.  
  

But Helios, the sun god, also fell in love with Janel.  He 
saw her as an angelic woman. He loved that she 
understood the greatness of the sun.  
  

As Janel grew older, her father pressured her into 
marrying Medusus. Medusus was now a 69 year-old who 
had a lot of power in Greece. He had three wives already, 
but he felt the need to have a younger bride. Medusus 
would laugh at and express anger toward the gods ever 
since they condemned his niece, Medusa, to be a terrifying 
monster. 
  

One day, as Medusus was visiting Lord Diteõs small 
palace, he tried to convince and seduce Janel into 
matrimony.  
  

 òCome my love. If you marry me, I will please you with 
all the goods in the world.ó 
  

 òYou disgusting old creep! I would never go with you 
anywhere. Your palace is filled with darkness and sin. 
Here I have the majestic ocean and the warmth of the sun. 
These are my passions ð my most prized possessions!ó 
  

 òDonõt be an idiot. Donõt you know how much power I 
have in this world? I have the power to destroy your 
worthless sun and your filthy water. I would suggest that 
you come with me if you donõt want either to happen. It 
would be a shame to have absolutely nothing!ó he yelled.  
  

Fearing that Medusus was right, Janel agreed to marry 
him. She didnõt want her two greatest loves, the sea and 
the sun, to be destroyed.  
  

Poseidon and Helios were wrathful to see their gorgeous 
mortal taken away from them. They were no longer 
privileged to see her appreciation for the warmth of their 
waters or the brightness of their sun or to feel a love 
greater than any mortal had ever before given them.  
  

They had to do something. After all those years, since 
Janel was small, they developed a mutual love for her. 
Both of the gods knew that they shared a strong affection, 
and they decided to follow her anywhere she was.  
  

At the wedding ceremony, Janel felt miserable. Anyone 
could notice how melancholic she was. She felt disgusted 
to have to kiss that gross pedophile.  
  

As the months passed, Janel felt more and more 
depressed. She would rarely catch a glimpse of the sun and 
would never even peek at the ocean. Medusus kept her 
inside. He did not want other men to witness her beauty. 

The other wives envied her. Medusus paid attention only 
to her and had more love for her than ever. Janel did not 
feel the same way. She would rather have been dead than 
be in that cold, dark place.  
  

When the gods heard her wish to be dead, it worried 
them. They did not want such a magnificent human to go 
to waste.  
  

 òWe can grant her a child with a part of each of usó 
suggested Poseidon.  
  

òA child that can ensure her perpetuity.ó 
  

The next morning, the gods visited Janel in her palace 
while Medusus was in the city of Athens. The gods found 
her on her balcony staring off into the city. She was 
startled by two men who appeared as if from nowhere. 
She recognized the necklace that each wore. Helios wore a 
necklace with the sun on it, and Poseidon wore a necklace 
that held fresh water.  
  

Janel smiled, knowing that before her stood the two gods 
she had long admired and loved. She kissed them both on 
the cheek and welcomed them into her home.  
  

The gods told her that they were willing to make her an 
offer. They would grant her a child, but the child must 
overthrow Medusus by the age of 17. Janel did not like 
Medusus for many reasons, one of them being that even 
though he was married, he would seek the company of 
concubines. So Janel agreed.  
  

After nine months, Janel gave birth. Medusus was 
suspicious as to how Janel conceived a child without them 
having any relations. Medusus promised himself never to 
love such a disgraceful creature. He also made Janel name 
the child after him. She instead gave their daughter only a 
part of his name.  
  

Morphedusadite had Poseidonõs ocean-blue eyes and 
Heliosõ cinnamon skin and Janelõs smile and hair.  
  

As Morphedusadite grew older she developed the most 
angelic voice. And she had the ability to control others, 
which she never used in a negative way, and she could 
control the element of fire. Morphedusadite knew that she 
was a daughter of the gods. No human could possibly 
posses such powers.  
  

Poseidon and Helios were proud of their daughter. She 
helped others. She sang for charities. She felt great love for 
the Earth. The gods reminded Janel about their 
agreement, and she did not forget.  
  

One a day during which Morphedusadite was still 16, Janel 
spoke to her about her past promise: 
  

 òYou have to overthrow Medusus. I have to keep my 
promise because I love Poseidon and Helios and hate your 
father, Medusus. He took me away from what I loved and 



abused me for several years. Please believe that you are a 
strong and independent girl.ó 
  

 òYes, Mother. I will do anything to make you happy.ó 
  

 òSo, then, this is what we shall doéó 
  

As the women plotted, outside of their door, Medusus 
overheard everything and was infuriated. He needed to 
protect his land and his power. He concocted a plan.  
  

He arranged an ambush. He would have a grand party in 
the city. He would reveal his daughter to the world. He 
made an agreement with Hades, the god of the 
underworld. He demanded Hades to release the depths of 
hell into the city, killing everyone except Janel.  
  

Hades agreed to surround the village with flames but 
wanted something in return. He wanted Janel for himself.  
  

Medusus offered one of his precious jewels instead, but 
Hades wanted Janel.  
   
òI would never give you my most valued possession!ó 
Medusus argued.  
  

 òThen I will take your soul.ó 
  

Knowing the strength of the flames of hell and not being 
able to fathom the powers of Morphedusadite, Medusus 
agreed. 
  

At the grand party, everyone seemed joyful. Medusus 
called for everyoneõs attention.  
  

 òThank you for making me your lord all these years, but 
now you all must burn in the depths of hell! ò 
  

As soon as he said the word hell, flames came from 
everywhere and burned down houses and buildings. 
Knowing he had to ultimately defeat Medusus, 
Morphedusadite jumped off the balcony and concentrated. 
While she knew how to control fire, she wasnõt sure she 
could control Hellõs fire. 
  

As she turned, she saw a flaming rocket come from the hill 
near their house and head toward her mother. She had to 
fight for Mom! 
  

She closed her eyes and felt the pain of the flames. She 
stretched her arms to the sky and pushed all the fire into 
the ground. Everyone watched as they knew she was a 
hero sent from the gods.  
  

Medusus was angry. Morphedusadite gathered all the 
flames of the city and pushed them into the ground making 
a large hole that led to the underworld. While gathering 
the flames, she also collected Medusus. He cursed at her as 
he burned to ashes. In the blink of an eye, all the flames 
were gone, leaving burned houses and rubble and the 
smell of burnt skin. Everyone stayed quiet until cheers 
erupted. Morphedusadite ran to the palace to save her 
mom.  
   

She picked up her mom and took her into her arms. Her 
mom was dead. Morphedusadite cried tears of grief. 
Suddenly, three spirits appearedð those of her mother, 
Poseidon and Helios.  
  

 òYou performed a great act of heroism, my daughter,ó 
said Poseidon.  
  

 òYou can choose to be with us and the other gods,ó added 
Helios. 
  

 òWhile I would love to be with the gods, I would rather 
stay here and be a hero for the cities of Greece,ó 
Morphedusadite replied.  
  

 òIf that is your choice, so be it. Remember that I will 
always be here for you, and you can find me anywhere 
your mind desires.ó Morphedusaditeõs mother Janel said 
sweetly.  
  

Janel handed Morphedusadite a necklace containing a bit 
of each of their three souls. From then on Morphedusadite 
was considered to be both a hero and a goddess who 
reigned over all of Greece.  
  

 Drama 

  

You Changed Me by Judith Estrada 
  

Act 1: The Sub 
  

Judith goes to her 5th period Algebra 1 class expecting a 

sub. She has a feeling he will be nice. Too nice maybe? The 

day before, the students and Mr. Cázares had a talk. 
  

Mr Cázares: Listen up. Tomorrow you will be having a 

sub. Itõs going to be Mr. García. He wonõt be mean, but 

he isnõt going to tolerate your bad behavior either. Be 

good.  
  

Some students argue. 
  

Students: Why are you going to be absent, Mr. Cázares? 

Where are you going? What are you going to do? 
  

Mr. Cázares: Nothing, Iõm still going to be in school just 

not in class with you. Our T.A. Mr. García has agreed to 

teach the class for you. 
  

Students: But why, Mister?  
  

Mr. Cázares: Because Iõm going to be in a meeting the 

whole day. Iõll still see around school though.  
  

The bell rings.  
 

Students: Bye, Mister. 
  

The next dayé 
  

 



Judith: Hi, Mr. García.  
  

Mr. García: Hi Judith , howõs life treating you? 
  

Judith: Pretty goodéjust having a little problem with my 

boyfriend . 
  

Mr. García: Really ? Do you want to talk after class ? 
 

Judith: Sure, if you have time, Mister. 
  

Mr. García: (With a big smile) OK.  
 

They talk after class, as planned. Judith relieves her stress 

so she can go to her next class. 
  

Act 2: Getting Laid Off 
  

Judith hears that Mr. García is going to get fired. She 

wonders why and goes looking for him to ask.  
 

She sees him in the hall.  
 

Judith: Mr. García, is it true that youõre going to get fired?  
  

Mr. García: Weõll talk later. 
  

The day goes by, and she thinks about the rumors. The 

bell rings and Judith goes to lunch. She tries to have fun 

with her friends, but she canõt because she knows sheõs 

going to miss her favorite teacher. Her friends notice that 

sheõs sad but donõt say anything  until they get tired of her 

silence and one of them asks . . . 
  

Esmeralda: Whatõs wrong, Judith? Are you sad because 

they fired him? 
  

Judith: Well yeah, heõs so cool and Iõm actually doing 

good thanks to him. He always helps me when Iõm sad or 

mad and when Iõm having problems with other teachers. 
  

Esmeralda: Damn, that sucks, just donõt think of it. 
  

Judith: Iõm going to try, but I donõt know. Letõs go 

outside. 
 

Esmeralda: OK. Letõs go. 
  

They step outside to enjoy the sun. Judith hears someone 

calling her name. She turns. Itõs her friend David.  
 

She goes and hangs out with David and a few others. 
  

She sees Mr. García standing at the door.  
  

Judith: Hi, Mister. 
  

Mr. García: Hi Judith , how is your day going? 
  

Judith: Not good, Mister. 
  

Mr. García: Why? Whatõs the matter? 
  

Judith: I donõt want you to leave, Mister.  Iõm going to 

miss you! (She smiles big.) 
  

Mr. García: Iõm going to miss you too, Judith, but donõt 

worry.  Iõll come and visit or sub for one of your classes. 
  

Judith: When, Mister? 
  

Mr. García: When we come back from winter break. Iõm 

going to sub for Ms. Floresõ class. 
  

Judith: Oh, OK, then. Iõm going to go visit you every 

period and say hi. 
  

Mr. García: Thatõs nice of you, Judith. 
  

Judith: I know, huh, Mister. (She giggles.) 
  

Mr. García: Yeah. 
  

Judith: Well, Iõll talk to you later, Mister.   
  

Mr. García: OK, Judith, see you later, then. 
 

Judith goes back to her friends, David, Ramon, Andy, 

Roman and Alex. Mr. García notices that Judith is a little 

serious and calls her over while David is hugging her.  
  

Mr. García: Judith . . . 
  

Judith: Mande, Mister.  
  

Mr. García: Can you please come over here? I need to talk 

to you. 
  

David: No, Mister.  She canõt go over there. (He pulls her 

into his arms.) 
  

Mr. García: (Smiling) Oh, excuse me, David. I didnõt 

mean to take your girl away.  
  

Judith: Girl?! What the hell, Mister. Not even! (She 

laughs.) 
  

David: Ha ha! Just kidding, Mister.  
  

Mr. García: Thatõs what I thought. Ha ha.  
  

David: (Smiling) Whatever, Mister.   
  

Judith walks over to Mr. García. 
  

Mr. García: Iõm noticing that for the first time youõre not 

smiling. Whatõs up with that? 
  

Judith: Well, Mister. I donõt want you to leave.  
  

Mr. García: Are you going to miss me that much that 

youõre not smiling ? 
  



Judith: Yes, Mister. Youõre like my best friend. 
  

Mr. García: Aw, thatõs sweet, but Iõm still going to be 

around. Iõm not going anywhere. 
  

Judith: I know, but it still wonõt be the same. 
  

Mr. García: Well, I know, but the school is on a budget 

cut, so they gotta do what they gotta do. Right ? 
  

Judith: Well, yeah, but why you, if youõre a lot of help? 

They could have fired someone else. You help a lot of 

classes. 
  

Mr. García: Itõs nobodyõs fault that they chose me. 
  

Judith: I know. But still, itõs mean and itõs not fair. 
  

Mr. García: Itõs not mean, itõs just the way life is. Life 

isnõt fair, but you still have to live with it. 
  

Judith: Yeah, I know, but it sucks a lot! 
  

Mr. García: Yeah, but thereõs nothing we can do. I just 

donõt want to see you down. So please smile. 
  

Judith: (Smiling) Why, Mister? 
 

Mr. García: Because every boy in this school would rather 

see you smile than frown. A smile makes every girl look 

prettier. 
  

Judith: Not every girl, Mister, because some are just ugly. 

(She laughs.)  
  

Mr. García: Thatõs not nice to say, Judith. 
  

Judith: But itõs true. (She giggles.) 
  

Mr. García: I guess from your perspective it is.  
  

Judith: Yeah. 
  

Mr. García: Just smile for me and you can go with your 

friends.  
  

Judith gives Mr. García a big smile.  
  

Mr. García: Smiling with your teeth is better. You should 

try it. 
  

Judith laughs and smiles with her teeth showing. 
  

Mr. García: Thatõs better. Thank you! 
  

Judith: Youõre welcome, Mister. Anything for my favorite 

teacher. 
  

Judith walks back to her friends. She tries but doesnõt 

enjoy what should be fun. She looks at Mr. García who 

smiles at her while pointing to his teeth.  

From there on that was their little insider.  Every time he 

would point at his teeth, she would smile at him the way 

he said to. 
  

That day Judith goes to class with a casual attitude. She 

doesnõt know what to expect, and she is actually kind of 

scared to find out the truth about Mr. Garcíaõs job. 
  

Judith: Mr. Cázares, is it true that Mr. García is going to 

get fired? 
  

Mr. Cázares: Mr. Seigel is going to come in and talk to the 

class about it in a while. 
  

All the students: That means yes. We donõt want you to 

leave. Weõre all going to miss you! 
  

Mr. García: Well, if I have to, then I have to. I have no 

choice. Itõs their decision, kids. 
  

Mr. García: (Whispering to Mr. Cázares) Since itõs the last 

day why donõt we just let them have fun? 
  

Mr. Cázares: OK. Thatõs fair. Weõll bring in some kids 

during advisory to have time with you. 
  

Mr. García: Thatõs a good idea.  
  

The kids talk with Mr. García and Mr. Cázares as they 

wait for Mr. Seigel to come talk about whatõs going to 

happen. 
  

Judith opens the door and checks to see if Mr. Seigel is 

coming yet.  
 

He is, so she steps back and tells everyone to be quiet. 
 

Mr. Seigel walks in. Everyone is quiet.  
  

Mr. Seigel: Youõve all been hearing that Mr. García is 

getting fired. Itõs not true. The truth is that the school is 

experiencing a budget crisis, so weõre laying people off. 

Mr. García is still going to sub if he wants toé 
  

Mr. García nods yes.  
  

Mr. Seigel: Any questions ? (Silence) No? Well if you have 

anything you want to talk about, you can come and speak 

with either me or Ms. García. Thank you. Have a nice 

day. 
  

Act 3: After the News 
  

It is a Wednesday. In 6th period and College Readiness 

there are tutorials. Judith is in a math group with Albert, 

Juan, Lizzette, Krystal, Ambriana and a few others. Ms. 

Flores says that since it is Mr. Garcíaõs last day, students 



are welcome to hang out with him. So Judith and her 

friend José go.  
 

They all just hang out, talk and have fun.  

Judith is lying down on the chairs and looks a little down.  

 

Mr. García notices.  
 

Mr. García: Whatõs wrong, Judith? You seem sad. 
  

Judith: Nothingõs wrong, Mister. Iõm just a little tired. 
  

Mr. García: Stayed up last night talking to your boyfriend 

again, huh ?  
  

Judith: (Smiling) What makes you think that ? (She 

laughs.) 
  

Mr. García: That smile pretty much tells me you did. (He 

smiles back.) 
  

Judith: Well, no, not this time, but Iõm still tired. 
  

Mr. García: Rough day? Having problems? 
  

Judith: I just didnõt sleep well. I got up late for school, so 

Iõm having a bad hair day. 
  

Mr. García: You know itõs not all about looking good. Itõs 

about paying attention in class. 
  

Judith: I know. I mean I donõt care how I look because 

either way I look pretty. Ha ha! Iõm just kidding, Mister. I 

was just sayingé 
  

Mr. García: Donõt get me wrong. You donõt look bad, but 

itõs better to learn than to, you know, just look good. 
 

Mr. Cázares joins the conversation. 
  

Mr. Cázares: Heõs right. Some guys might like you for 

your looks, but most guys look at how good you are up 

here. (He taps his head.) 
  

Judith: Yeah, I know. Hey, Mister. You know who I think 

is cute? 
  

Mr. García: There are two Misters here. Which one?  
  

Judith: Both of you! 
  

Mr. Cázares: OK who? 
  

Judith: Albert. 
  

Mr. García: Albert?! 
  

Judith: Yes Albert. 
  

Mr. Cázares: Which Albert ? 
  

Judith: (Pointing) That Albert.  
 

Mr. García: Albert Mireles? 
 

Judith: (Blushing) Yes!  
 

Mr. Cázares and Mr. García look at each other and nod, 

saying together: Well he isnõt bad. 
  

Judith: What do you mean he isnõt bad? 
  

Mr. García: Heõs not a bad kid is what weõre trying to say.  
  

Judith: Oh, well, yeah, I think he is SO cute. 
  

Mr. García: Do you talk to him? 
  

Judith: No, heõs shy. 
  

Mr. Cázares: Are you sure heõs the shy one and not you?  
  

Judith smiles.  
 

Judith: No, heõs shy. He never talks to me. 
  

Mr. Cázares: Well, since heõs the shy one, and not you, 

why donõt you go and talk to him? 
  

Judith: But heõs not going to talk back to me because thatõs 

just how shy he is. 
  

Mr. García: It wonõt hurt to try. 
  

After the talk, Judith, Mr. García and Mr. Cázares have 

Krystal pass out some cupcakes as a symbol of farewell. 

Judith chats with her friend José. Albert and his Friend 

Ambriana call over Mr. García. They are sitting close to 

where Judith and José are talking, so since everyone 

knows that Judith and Albert like each other, José calls 

him over. At that point, Mr. García finishes talking to 

Ambriana and sits with Judith.  
 

Mr. García: Judith, didnõt you say you thought Albert was 

cute? 
  

Judith: (Blushing) Um, no! 
  

Mr. García: I thought you said you werenõt shy and that he 

was the shy one. 
  

Judith: Iõm not shy, and he is the shy one because he never 

talks to me. 
  

Albert: What? Not even! I do talk to her, but she never 

says anything.  
 

Mr. García: Donõt tell me, she said youõre the shy one. 
  

Judith: He is. Heõs only talking to me right now because 

you put me on the spot, Mister.  
  



Albert laughs.  
  

Albert: Nah, Mister. Sheõs the shy one. She canõt even 

look at me. 
  

Juan: Come on, fool, youõre always talking about her 

saying how pretty she is and how cute you think she is. 

Just tell her face to face already. 
  

José: Yeah thatõs true. You do always say that, fool. 
  

Albert laughs and looks at Judith.  
  

Mr. García: You picked a good one, Albert.  
  

Albert: I know, huh.  
  

Judith smiles.  
  

Albert looks at Judith.  
  

Albert: Youõre so beautiful, Judy. 
  

Judithõs cheeks turn red. She looks away then turns back 

and smiles. 
  

Judith: Thank you.  
  

Mr. García: Why did you turn around, Judith? He told 

you something nice. 
  

Judith: I said thank you, Mister. 
  

Mr. García: Thatõs all? No hug or anything? 
  

Judith hugs Albert and walks away. The bell rings.  
  

They all go to the black top for a fire drill and stay out for 

about ten minutes.  
 

Judith is with her friend Mitzi when they see Mr. Cázares 

talking to Mr. García. They go up and talk to them. Judith 

and Mitzi donõt feel like going back to class, so they ask 

Mr. Cázares and Mr. García if they can hang out in their 

class and just have a talk. The two teachers agree so Mr. 

Cázares tells Mr. Navarro, Mitziõs and Judithõs advisory 

teacher, that they are going to be in his class helping him 

out with some stuff. He lied, but thatõs okay with the girls.  
 

Mr. Cázares, Mitzi, Judith, Krystal and Mr. García are 

walking to Mr. Cázaresõ class.  
  

Mr. Cázares: Iõm going to use the restroom, so Mr. 

García, if you can please open the door and watch them.  
 

Mr. García: Yeah, donõt worry about it. Go ahead. 
  

They go inside, and all three girls start writing on the 

board.  
  

Theyõre writing stuff like òWeõre going to miss you, Mr. 

G,ó òDonõt leaveó and òYouõre the best.ó  
  

As they write, Mitzi asks Mr. García a question.  
  

Mitzi: Mr . García, why is Mr. Cázares always sad? 
 

Mr. Gacia: How do you know heõs sad ? 
 

Mitzi: Well, he always looks sad. It looks like he wants to 

cry or something, and his eyes always look watery. 
  

Krystal: I know thatõs true. Mr. Cázares always does look 

sad. 
 

Judith: Yeah, like if heõs having problems with his wife or 

like if heõs stressed out. 
  

Mr. García: Well, maybe you girls should ask him when 

he comes back. 
  

Krystal: But thatõs embarrassing, and what if he doesnõt 

want to talk about it? 
  

Mr. García: Well, thatõs his choice but Iõm pretty sure 

heõll tell you guys. 
  

Mitzi: Iõll ask him when he comes. 
  

Mr. García: OK then. 
  

At that moment, Mr. Cázares walks into the class and the 

girls laugh. They are kind of nervous to ask, so they stay 

quiet.  
 

Mr. García: Mr. Cázares, the girls want to ask you 

something. 
 

Mr. Cázares: Sure, what is it?  
 

The girls get serious and sit down in front of Mr. García 

and Mr. Cázares. 
 

Mitzi: Mr. Cázares, we wanted to ask you why you are 

always so sad. 
 

Mr. Cázares: Iõm not sad. 

Krystal: Well it seems like you are because your eyes 

always look watery, and itõs like you want to cry or 

something. 
 

Judith: Yeah youõre always so serious, and you look 

stressed out . 
 

Mr. Cázares: Well, I am stressed out and kind of sad but 

not so sad I want to cry. 
 

Judith: Why are you sad, Mister? If we could knowé 
 



Mr. Cázares: Well, itõs just that my wife is going through 

some problems at her school. 
 

Judith: Sheõs a teacher too? 
  

Mr. Cázares: No, sheõs a principal at a middle school.  
  

Krystal: And what happened, Mister? What problem is she 

going through? 
  

Mr. Cázares: Well, she came home yesterday, and she 

almost cried. She said that a student from her school is 

apparently mentally ill but the parents donõt want to 

understand and she has to report it because the kid has 

been threatening her saying he was going to kill her, and 

he wrote all over the boys restroom with his own feces. 
  

The girls are so disgusted, but they understand Mr.  

C§zaresõ pain and what his wife has been going through.  

His eyes get watery so the girls just change the subject.  
  

The bell rings, so they leave for home.  
  

The next day arrives and Judith feels weird and sad 

knowing that Mr. García wonõt be there to keep her from 

frowning.  
 

But She doesnõt let that ruin her day. She knows Mr. 

Garcíaõs going to come back. She goes on with the rest of 

her week until winter break. 
  

Act 4: After Winter Break  
  

Judith returns to school happy because she has missed all 

her friends and desperately wants to see them. She is 

excited to see Mr. García. She will wait till the day he is 

her sub. The day finally arrives and she is happy. She had 

told him that the day he subs, sheõs going to go to the class 

and say hi to him before every period. So she does. 
 

Going to 2nd period, Judith passes through Mr. Floresõ 

class where Mr. García is subbing and she says hi. Judithõs 

3rd and 4th period class is right in front of Mr. Floresõ class 

so as she walks to class she again says hi with a big smile.  
 

Then, she runs to 5th period, which is her favorite class of 

the day. There she has fun as she always does, but she just 

canõt wait to get to 6th period. The bell rings and her heart 

beats fast. She rushes to 6th period and says hi to Mr. 

García. She tells him that she has missed him.  
 

Itõs a Thursday, and he is going to be there on Friday too. 

She has fun talking to him for most of the period, and she 

is happy to see him the next day too.  
  

Now, it is Friday and Judith has gotten in trouble with her 

Period 3-4 teacher. She doesnõt end up going to 6th period 

because she is at the deanõs office, and she feels bad 

because she canõt then talk to Mr. García on the last day he 

is there.  
 

While Judith is in the office during lunch, she sees Mr. 

García coming toward the office. She is happy to get the 

chance to talk to him since she is going to be in the office 

all day until after school. 
  

Mr. García approaches.  
  

Mr. García: Judith, did you get in trouble again? 
  

Judith: (Sarcastically) No, of course not, Mister. I never 

get in trouble. 
  

Mr. García: Then what are you in here for? 
  

Judith: For an award. 
  

Mr. García: (Sarcastically) Really? Which one?  
  

Judith: The one people get for doing good. (She laughs.) 
  

Mr. Chávez: Judith, are you sure itõs for that? 
  

Judith: Just kidding Mr. García, I did get in trouble. 
  

Mr. Chávez: Thatõs better. 
  

Mr. García: What did you do now, Judith, I thought you 

said you were going to stay out of trouble? 
  

Judith: Well, Iõm trying, Mister, but itõs hard because I 

get mad fast. But I did good on my daily, so my mom is 

going to be kind of happy. 
  

Mr. García: Well she might be happy about that but not 

about you getting in trouble. 
  

Judith: I know. 
  

Mr. Chávez: Judith, can I ask you something ? 
  

Judith: Yeah, what, Mister?  
  

Mr. Chávez: What would you do if someone hurt your 

mom? 
  

Judith: Oh, hell no! I wouldnõt let them. But that would 

depend on the type of hurt too, Mister. 
  

Mr. García: Well, what if it was mental hurting? 
  

Judith: Like with her feelings? Iõd hurt them right back! 
  

Mr. Chávez: So, if you wouldnõt let anybody hurt your 

momõs feelings, then why do you do it? 
  



Judith: But I donõt, Mister.  
  

Mr. García: So, you think your mom is happy when you 

get in trouble? 
  

Judith: Well, no, but I didnõt know she gets sad either. 
  

Mr. Chávez: Your mom doesnõt have to tell you how she 

feels for you to know. 
  

Judith: Yes she does, ôcause then how else will I know? 
  

Mr. García: Itõs common sense. Obviously she doesnõt like 

seeing you in trouble if she always has to come and fight 

for you. 
  

Judith: Yeah, I know. 
  

Mr. Chávez: So, then, why do you do it? 
  

Judith: I donõt know, Mister. I canõt control my anger! 
  

Mr. García: Well, youõre going to have to because your 

anger isnõt going to take you anywhere in life. 
  

Judith: Iõve heard that so many times already. 
  

Mr. Chávez: And you think people say it to bug you, but 
they say it because itõs the truth and they might be talking 
from experience. 
 

Judith: I know. Iõm going to try harder now. 
  

Mr. García: Donõt try, just do it! 
  

Judith: Thatõs what I learned in Ms. Floresõ class. 
  

Mr. García: Yeah, wellé 
  

Judith: OK, Mister. Only ôcause you said.  
  

The bell rings. 
  

Judith: Mr. Chávez can I leave? 
  

Mr. Chávez: Yes Judith. Have a nice day. 
  

Judith: Bye, Mr. G and Mr. Chávez. 
  

Mr. García: Bye, Judith. Have a nice weekend. 
  

Judith: You too, Mister.  
  

Act 5: The Loss Of A Special Friend 
  

The weekend has passed and Judith is on her way to school 

in a so called good mood, though she is running late.  
  

She gets out of the car.  
  

Mom: Iõm sorry youõre late Judy. Donõt let this ruin your 

day. 
  

Judith: OK. Bye. I love you, Mom. 

Mom: I love you too. Bye. 

  

Judith gets her tardy pass and goes to class. 
  

As soon as she gets there Ms. Rohrs addresses her.  
  

Ms. Rohrs: Judith, they need you at the counseling office. 
  

Judith whines: AhhhhéOK. 
 

She walks over thinking itõs about her grades, like always.  
 

She enters and sees two other girls there and wonders 

what itõs for and asks them, but they have no idea.  
  

They all walk into a room with Ms. Limón who has tears 

in her eyes. She is with Mr. Zapata. After he introduces 

himself he says that he has something to tell the three of 

them. At that point, Judith is scared and doesnõt know 

what to think. Ms. Limón and Mr. Zapata start off by 

saying they found out that Mr. García was rushed to the 

hospital two days before. The only thing Judith is thinking 

is Is he okay? Ms. Limón is crying, so she is worried.  
  

Mr. Zapata: Sorry to say this, but we found out that he 

passed away Sunday morning.  
  

Judith immediately looks down, feeling tears coming 

down her cheek. She acts brave.  
  

Judith: How do you know? 
  

Ms. Limón: His family told us about it, and they gave us 

permission to share the sad news with the school. We 

wanted you three girls to be the first ones to know. 
  

Judith: And why us? 
  

Ms. Limón: Well, we asked Mr. Cázares if Mr. García said 

anything about any specific students, and he said that you 

three were the closest to him. She looks at Judith.  
  

Ms. Limón: Especially you, Judith. Iõm sorry. You girls 

donõt have to go to class if you donõt feel comfortable 

going. 
  

Judith: What if we want to go to class? 
  

Mr. Zapata: Youõre welcome to go, but if you need to 

talk, you can come back anytime and there will be some 

counselors here for you. 
  

Judith: Ms. Limón, can I just go to class? I really donõt 

want to think about it. 
  

Ms. Limón is soaked in tears and just nods her head 

understanding what Judith is going through. She writes 

Judith a pass back to class and as Judith walks out of the 



office, she looks down and cries. Before getting to class, 

she stops at the restroom and cries like never before.  
  

She doesnõt want anybody to see her pain, so she goes 

inside a stall and wipes her tears. She wets her face to 

erase the redness from the crying. She doesnõt want 

people to see her.  
  

She goes to class acting like everything is okay ð even 

when everyone asks whatõs happened and whatõs wrong.  
  

She ignores them all.  
 

Ms. Rohrs tells the students that Ms. García, the principal, 

is going to come and talk to everybody. Judith is the only 

one who already knows.  
  

Ms. García comes in and says she has horrible news. Judith 

doesnõt want to hear it again but she knows she has no 

choice. She puts her head down and tries to ignore what 

the principal is saying. She puts her head up and everybody 

stares at her. People know the pain she feels because 

everyone knows how close she was to Mr. García. 
  

Judith goes on with her unhappy day just looking down. 

She doesnõt know how to feel. She feels bad for being in 

trouble and for disappointing Mr. García when they last 

saw each other.  
  

During 2nd period, she needs someone to talk to, so she 

goes to the counseling office and writes a letter to Mr. 

Garcíaõs family.  
  

She has a necklace ð a cross ð and gives it to his family for 

them to put on his grave.  
  

She reminisces about the times she had with him and the 

stories they shared. She feels as though sheõs lost a brother 

or an uncle. She feels like a part of her is gone, and she 

thinks she is going to go back to her old ways when she 

would get in trouble without caring what others thought 

or felt. 
  

She speaks to one of her close counselor friends who tells 

her to just live her life ð to not let anything or anyone stop 

her from doing well.  
  

Judith: Now that Mr. García isnõt here, nobody is. 
  

Judith goes on to say that nobody understands her like he 

did and no one ever will. Judithõs counselor tells her that 

for a fact, Mr. García would be even more proud to see 

her keep going and that she should do so to honor him. 
  

The counselor tells Judith that Mr. García will always be 

watching over her and that he will always be here with her 

through spirit.  
  

Judith takes the advice and decides to keep going, although 

she knows she is going to have some bad days.  
  

Judith is so far doing well with her attitude and her 

behavior. She will ALWAYS miss Mr. García, and she will 

always love him very much. In fact, when it comes to life-

changing stories, this is the one she will always tell.  
  

R.I.P. Mr. Anthony García 
  

Literary Analysis 

  

Uniqueness is Beauty by Dehisi Gómez 
  

Katy Perry, in her song òFireworkó speaks to her listeners, 
who include troubled teens, to tell them that they are who 
they are. Perry is letting her listeners know that the only 
way to accept who you are is to let your true self come 
out. The author uses metaphor, repetition and 
onomatopoeia to reach out to teens with her message. We 
shouldnõt hide who we really are because we are all unique 
and cannot be replaced.  
  

In order to send her message, the songwriter uses several 
metaphors.  She compares us all to fireworks. She lets us 
know that like fireworks, we are all beautiful. òCause baby 
youõre a firework, come on show ôem what youõre worthó 
(Perry 17-18). A firework looks dull from the outside, but 
when it is lit up, something beautiful comes out. If we 
were to light ourselves up, as with self confidence, we 
would burst into very beautiful colors that no one has ever 
seen. When Perry sings, òBoom, boom, boom, even 
brighter than the moon, moon, moon (45-46) it is her 
intention that her listeners understand that just as the 
moon is bright, we are all bright. 
  

In addition to metaphors, Perry uses repetition to prove 
her point. Perry uses repetition to make it clear to us that 
we are all both bright and beautiful. A phrase she repeats 
frequently is òBaby, youõre a firework, come on let your 
colors burst.ó She is trying to reach out to teens who are 
insecure in who they are and help them understand that 
they are beautiful. She repeats patterns in the music that 
parallel for her listeners the behaviors she wants to them 
to repeat.  
  

The author uses onomatopoeia, purposefully, to deliver 
her message. She does this to emphasize the difference we 
can all make when we are true to ourselves. òBoom, 
boom, boomó (45) and òOh, oh, oh!ó (19). òOh!ó is 
something people say when they are surprised or when 
something is beautiful or when they come to fully 
understand someone. Perry truly wants teens to 
understand that it doesnõt matter what people say ð that 
they should keep true because there will be people who 



will fully appreciate who they are. When faced with your 
inner beauty, there will be people who go òOh!ó 
  

Many teens can relate to this song and its message. 
Sometimes there are teens who fake their lives 
completely. When they learn that they can change the 
world just by being themselves they might live a better 
life. Katy Perryõs message is truly a beauty, in itself, 
because it helps teens understand that who they are is 
amazing and no one has the right to change them. Only 
they have the key to open all the doors they need. They 
need to see that people will care for them more if they 
show their true selves. 
  

The River is Our Brother by Jazmín Cecena 
  

Have you ever referred to the Earth as nothing but a piece 
of land? In the speech òHow can you buy or sell the sky?ó 
by Chief Seattle, I came to understand all the ways of the 
red man. They treasured their land so much. It was way 
more than just a piece of land to them. The speaker uses 
imagery, figurative language, personification and 
symbolism to convey his message.  
 

Everything in the red manõs land is holy and precious ð 
from the smallest insect to the deepest blue ocean. The 
speaker uses imagery to help us understand how he feels 
about the land. òEvery shining needle, every sandy shore, 
every mist in the dark woods, every clearing and humming 
insect is holy in the memory and experience of my 
people.ó These images that the speaker helps us create in 
our minds help to articulate the importance of the land to 
the red man. The land taught them who they were.  
 

The rivers and oceans became so important to them that 
they were then called brothers. The speaker uses 
personification to show how much the red man cared for 
and appreciated the rivers. òThe rivers are our brothers, 
they quench our thirst. The rivers carry our canoes and 
feed our children.ó Rivers do not actually have the ability 
to carry their canoes and feed children. The speaker uses 
personification to show that the rivers provide water and 
transportation for which he is grateful. The river is like a 
brother.   
 

One of the reasons why the land was probably very 
important to the red man is that many sacrificed their lives 
and blood for the land. òThis shining water that moves in 
the streams and rivers is not just water but the blood of 
our ancestors.ó The water symbolizes the sacrifices that 
were made in order for men to be able to enjoy it. The 
symbolism makes the speech all the more powerful and 
meaningful.  
  

The Odyssey by Adan Carbajal 
  

The Odyssey by Homer tells a story of a man who has been 
away from home for over twenty years. He sees his crew 
die and his home become flooded by suitors who want to 
marry his wife Penelope. Odysseusõ struggle to get back 

home is reduced to a single sentence: for every action there is 
an equal or stronger reaction. This theme is shown through 
imagery, symbolism and sensory details.  
  

Imagery is one of the key items an author uses to help his 
readers visualize what they are reading. Homer uses 
imagery when Zeus responds to Heliosõ request for 
revenge. òSun, you keep shining among the deathless gods 
and mortal men across the good green earthéIõll hit their 
racing ship with a white boltó (Book XII). Imagery is 
different from details in that they inspire in each reader 
something different. One reader might visualize a storm 
while another might see a clear day. The theme is 
connected here because it shows how Zeus reacts to 
Odysseusõ crew having eaten the cattle of the sun.  
 

Symbolism is an important tool for authors to use when 
they want to represent an abstract idea. Homer uses this 
tool when Odysseus ends up on Calypsoõs island. òNow 
that heõs left to pine on an island, racked with grief in the 
nymph Calypsoõs house ð she holds him there by forceó 
(Book V). There is symbolism in the island. When one 
thinks of an island, he or she thinks of isolation, loneliness 
and sadness. He/she can imagine how Odysseus must feel 
and what being on an island must mean to him. The theme 
is portrayed here because Homer uses symbolism to 
demonstrate Odysseusõ punishment for failing to lead his 
crew. Since Odysseus couldnõt keep his crew from eating 
the cattle, Zeus punishes him by destroying his ship, 
resulting in Odysseus ending up on the lonely island.  
 

In most high level texts, there are no pictures to see what 
is going on. Instead, authors use sensory details to describe 
the setting and action. Homer uses sensory details 
throughout his epic poem. Here is a quick example: òBut 
Odysseus aimed and shot Antinous square in the throat, 
and the point went stabbing clean through the soft neck 
and outó (Book XXII). In this scene, Homer graphically 
describes how Odysseus reacts to the suitors living in his 
home and eating all his food. Such details have an effect 
because they give the reader a gut response much like that 
of Odysseus himself. The theme is proven again here 
because Odysseus has a big reaction to the suitors who 
have sucked the life out of his home.  
  

A big question answered here is òHow is everything linked 
together ð does something we do now affect us at all 
later?ó It seems to be true. What we do might not affect us 
right away, but it will affect us eventually. We are all 
affected by the choices we make. Homer uses imagery, 
symbolism and sensory details to prove this life lesson ð 
that for every action there is an equal or greater reaction.  
 

 



Research-Based Persuasive 

  

Education vs. Incarceration by Zaira Cassanova 

 

For the state of Arizona and many other states the way 

they predict or estimate the number of prison beds needed 

for the next century is by analyzing how many of their 

third grade students read at grade level. According to the 

Washington Post and readfaster.com other states like 

California do something similar when they estimate the 

number of prison beds by the number of fourth graders 

reading below their grade level. Research from websites 

like edu-cyber.com shows that when a student is far 

behind on his reading level he often fails to catch up and 

consequently drops out of high school. A large percentage 

of those high school dropouts end up being incarcerated 

for one reason or another since more than 59% of federal 

inmates are high school dropouts. In addition, the U.S. 

Department of Education also states that òsixty percent of 

Americaõs inmates are illiterateó meaning itõs difficult for 

them to read and write, and òeighty-five percent of 

juvenile offenders have reading problemsó (Justice Policy 

Institute). The way a reading level estimates the number of 

future prisoners shows the connection between education 

and incarceration and that an education lessens the 

likelihood that a person will one day become incarcerated.  
 

Dropping out of high school increases the chance that you 

will one day end up in jail. The article òEvery Nine 

Seconds in America a Student Becomes a Dropoutó on 

aypf.org states that students who end up dropping out of 

high school are three times more likely to end up in jail 

than students who graduated from high school (Grant). 

Students who graduated college or have had some kind of 

higher education are less likely also. In 1997 about 23% of 

federal inmates had a college degree or some kind of 

higher education compared to 59% of federal inmates 

being high school dropouts. According to an article on 

clms.neu.edu called òThe Consequences of Dropping Out 

of High School during the years 2006-2007,ó 1 out of 10 

male high school dropouts was institutionalized. The rate 

among high school graduates was 1 out of 33 and for males 

who had a bachelorõs degree or higher, it was 1 out of 500 

(Shaw). The more education a person has the less likely it 

is that person will end up in prison at one point in their 

lifetime.  
 

A big factor in education is race. In 2008, the average 

graduation rate across the nation for Asians and Pacific 

Islanders was 91%, while for whites it was 81%, for 

Latinos it was 63% and for African Americans it was 61%. 

Graduation rates and incarceration rates have a pattern. 

2.3% of the black population is in jail. .07% of the Latino 

population is in jail and .04% of the white population is in 

jail (Streitfeld). African Americans are the race with the 

lowest graduation rate and the highest incarceration rate, 

compared to whites who have a lower incarceration rate 

and higher graduation rate. Ultimately, a graduation rate 

shows which people have more access to education, 

including higher education, and are therefore lessening 

their chances of one day being incarcerated.  
 

A personõs economic class contributes to the possibility 

that a person will receive a higher education and therefore 

avoid prison. According to statehealthfacts.org, the 

percentage in the United States of African Americans 

living in poverty is 35%, Latinos 34% and whites itõs just 

13%. For the state of California the poverty rate among 

African Americans is 29%, Latinos 32% and whites 12%.  
 

A person who has a higher education also earns more than 

a person who does not. Across the nation, the average 

annual salary of a person who has a bachelorõs degree is 

$51,206 while for a person with a masterõs degree it is 

$74,602. A person with just a high school diploma earn on 

average $27,915 while dropouts earn a mere $18,734 

(Hall). The more education you receive the less likely you 

are to be below the poverty line, and if you are above the 

poverty line you are less likely to go to jail.  
 

If education is so important then why are dropout rates so 

high? The facts show that dropping out just causes poverty 

and jail time for many. Some students and parents might 

say that education is just too expensive, but really sending 

a person to jail can be more expensive than sending a 

person to college. In 2008, the United States spent 51.7 

billion taxpayersõ dollars on corrections. On average it 

costs the state of California about $29,000 per inmate for 

one year. A public four-year university in the state of 

California costs on average $11,900 for tuition. You donõt 

have to go to a private, Ivy League university, which can 

cost more than $45,000 a year. A person in jail can cost 

California about $17,000 more per year than a person in a 

university. By receiving a bachelorõs degree instead of just 

a high school diploma, a person can go from earning about 

$28,000 to earning over $51,000. There are many 

scholarships and grants out there that can help pay for 

higher education. The United States has set aside about 

three trillion dollars just for education.  
 

So, if putting a person in jail is more expensive and wastes 

more of taxpayers' money, then why isnõt the government 



doing enough to prevent high school students from 

dropping out? Once a high school student drops out of 

high school, the chances of him being incarcerated at least 

once in his or her lifetime automatically rises, and there 

goes 51.7 billion dollars that could have been spent on 

education along with strategies to keep children in school 

and on a path of success.  
 

All things considered, education plays a big role in the 

likelihood a person will one day be incarcerated, but itõs 

certainly not the only factor. Education is connected with 

a personõs economic class and race. The numbers all add 

up. A personõs economic class already affects the 

likelihood a person will graduate from high school or 

receive a higher education and the education a person 

receives can lessen the chance that that person will one day 

be incarcerated. So, if more than 59% of Americaõs 

inmates are high school dropouts, 60% of inmates are 

illiterate and 85% of juvenile offenders have some sort of 

reading problem, it shows what the government needs to 

focus on most (Justice Policy Institute).  
 

Instead of the government trying to calculate the number 

of prison cells the United States will need in the next 

century, they need to help prevent them. The government 

needs to focus more on getting more children to go to 

college or to at least graduate from high school. When 1 

out of 10 male dropouts is institutionalized, and dropout 

rates among African Americans and Latinos are near 40% 

and Americaõs future is in prisons not education because 

the United States incarcerates more people than any other 

country in the world, we know we have a problem. If we 

continue on the path we are on now, many more people 

will increase their own likelihood of one day becoming 

incarcerated and we will prove the stateõs technique of 

counting prison beds right. More and more people will 

lead lives of failure, poverty and crime. Each will become 

one more, bad statistic. The governmentõs helping just one 

person attend a university instead of a prison will save 

taxpayers $29,000.  
 

The government should invest more in education and less 

in jails. The United States should not be known for 

incarcerating more people than any other country in the 

world. The United States should instead take pride in and 

be known for education.  
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Creative Correo 

  

When shown graphic photos from the Jim Crow 
period, students were asked to write letters to or 
from one or more of the people in the photos. 
Following are two such letters.  
  

Dear Guy Smirking at the Killing  by Zaira Cassanova 
  

Just wondering whatõs going through your head right now. 
Do you think this is funny? Are you having fun? Apparently 
you are because it looks like you brought your girlfriend. 
Seriously, couldnõt you take her to the movies instead of 
bringing her to a lynching? And, by the way, your 
girlfriend or wife is either pregnant or fat. If sheõs 
pregnant I feel bad for the baby because sheõs going to be 
raised by insecure, racist haters whose ideal world is run 
by straight, white Christians.  
  

You probably support Jim Crow, the KKK and the messed 
up government. Honey, if you would just put yourself in 
their shoes and go through all the harassment and 
embarrassment they go through, then Iõm sure you would 
not be there. Unless youõre a heartless psychopath who 
enjoys other peopleõs pain to hide your insecurities. 
Youõre probably a clerk at some store or a low-income fry 
boy. You canõt accept change, and you hate the thought 
that some African American might be more intelligent and 



successful if given the chance so to keep them òin their 
placeó you do this: hang them in front of a huge crowd.  
  

Seriously, why do you think youõre better than them? 
Everyone is born the same way with equal rights. 
Hopefully, after you read this, it can help you, in some 
way, to better understand that what you are doing is 
morally wrong. In the end, I canõt change you, but I just 
really hope you grow a heart ð sooner better than later.  
  

Sincerely,  
 

Girl Who Thinks This is Wrong 
  

Dear God by Cynthia Hernandez 
  

Youõre the one who brings us into the world. And youõre 
the one who chooses our path. But why would you choose 
for me to be black? I donõt get why you wanted me to go 
through all this pain ð all this discrimination. When will 
this end? You donõt know how many things we go 
through. I have so much hate in my heart, and I just canõt 
do anything about it. Why did you bring me to this world? 
Did you want to see me suffer? You brought me into this 
cruel world, and all I get from it are hurtful words, being 
treated like an animal, no respect! 
  

God, all Iõm asking is for you to make a change. Youõre 
supposed to want the best for us, but all youõre doing is 
the opposite! It is said that you love us all equally, but 
thatõs not what youõre proving. If you do love us equally, 
then why are we being treated like this?  
  

So many questions I want to askéand now that Iõm dead, 
I hope I get my answers.  
  

Sincerely,  
 

The Hanged Man 
  

As part of their  Odyssey final, students were given 
the opportunity  to write letters to one or more of 
the characters.   
  

Dear Zeus by Paty Vasquez 
  

The mistakes I have made arenõt right, I know, but the 
reason Iõve done what Iõve done is that I had no choice. I 
wanted to get off of Calypsoõs island, so I had to give her 
what she wanted. Yes, I know, I wasnõt faithful, but I did 
what was ultimately right. Calypso trapped me just 
because she wanted a husband.  
  

The reason I stayed with Circe is because I had to save my 
men. Circe turned my men into pigs! I had to save them! I 
know that I slept with Circe to free my men. Circe is not 
like Calypso. Circe made a deal with me in order to set 
my men free. Calypso just trapped me for seven years.  
She kept me from my home in Ithaca. You saved me from 
her. You sent Hermes to my rescue.  
 

 Zeus, I have a son named Telemachus and a wife 
Penelope. Iõve been loyal and faithful as much as I could 
and have done what I have needed to do in order to get 
where I need to be. I did it all for the good of my family. I 
sincerely want to get home to my wife and son, if youõll 
let me.  
  

Sincerely,  
 

Odysseus  
  

After a riveting live performance by Mike òThe 
Poetó Sonksen, students were encouraged to 
write letters to the city of Los Angeles.  
  

Dear Los Angeles ð  
  

My name is Jacqueline Cruz, and I am a resident. I have 
expectations for the city, and they are not being met. For 
example, I walk through the streets full of garbage and 
tagging. We are better than that! We deserve to live in a 
clean environment. Not only will it benefit us, but it will 
benefit future generations, as well. Another expectation I 
have is a school full of students who want to learn and 
achieve. That expectation is not being met. I walk into 
public schools that are overcrowded and have horrible 
supplies. Itõs like being in a zoo full of chaos. Students are 
our future doctors and lawyers. They are the ones that 
twenty years from now will be assisting us and even taking 
our place. They should be able to learn as much as they 
can. I donõt see that happening. On the plus side, charter 
schools are doing their best. Charter schools provide a 
safe, clean environment for students to learn and achieve. 
Los Angeles, you have many positives, but there are a few 
negatives. We must work together to make you a better 
place.  
  

Sincerely,  
 

Jacqueline Cruz 
 
Dear Los Angeles ð  
 

You are so popular and awesome. Your heat is good so we 
can go to the beach. Your skies light at night with stars. 
The night life is a wonder to those who arenõt early 
sleepers. The night is filled with dog howling and police 
sirens. Youõre the reason we live here, from mixed races 
and religions to happy smiles on childrenõs faces. You are a 
place where everyone is equal.  
 

But what kills you is the crime and violence. The high gas 
prices and car crashes on the freeway. People take you for 
granted and vandalize you.  
 
Sincerely,  
 
René López 
  
 



Dear Los Angeles ð  
  

Keep up the diversity. I enjoy the people, even if I donõt 
know them. They feel close. We share a deep love of this 
city. Everyone is really the same. We have our favorite 
places. We know the paletero down on the corner and the 
tacos from El Gavilan and El Pollo Loco. We have our 
fiestas in the plaza with primos and tíos singing, dancing, 
and showing the love. Playing cumbia so loud you can hear 
it four blocks away. People leave their homes with just 
$10 so they can have a remarkable time alongside 
complete strangers. This is our city. This is who we are no 
matter what race, ethnicity, color, culture or abnormality, 
we are all the same deep inside. We all think alike. We 
share one common thing, and that is love.  
  

Latinos are the majority here, and being half Latino, I love 
it! We have similar families. We all get together every 
weekend ð have a carne asada once in awhile ð and this 
binds us. We cause a great influence among everyone. 
From East to West, we are the same, yet each of us is 
unique.  
  

You canõt change us, because we are constantly changing 
ourselves. And once someone enters you, he becomes part 
of you. He feels the balance of love and hate instantly.  
 

Sincerely,  
 

Ervin Wells 
 
Dear Los Angeles ð  
 

I donõt want to say this but you are scary like my cousin. 
You seem to hate when new people come to you, and you 
donõt always let them. The things I like most about you are 
Gamestop and sexy girls. What I donõt like is that the 
houses that you have here are small and itõs hard to live 
here. Iõm sorry about the people who put trash on the 
ground. And the people who donõt know how to recycle.  
 
You are difficult, Los Angeles! 
 
Sincerely,  
 
Ricky Carranza 
 
Dear Los Angeles ð  
 

I donõt really like or hate you; the feeling is neutral. You 
know when people grow up and visit their hometown 
again for fond memories? Well, I, for one, wonõt. Not 
because I hate you, but I guess because of my overall 
experience here. 
 

I really donõt think itõs the city that matters. I think itõs the 
people youõre with and the memories you make. The city 
isnõt relevant, really. I mean, some people hate you and 
some people love you, but to me what it comes down to is 
the memories and if theyõre worth remembering. I donõt 

think you have much point. I donõt think youõre ugly or 
pretty or anything, really. Youõre just some place to me. 
So, I donõt have any complaints or appreciations. My 
feelings are totally neutral.  
 

Sincerely,  
 

Valerie Iwamoto 
  

Scholarly Musings 

 

When asked about the symbolism in To Kill a 
Mockingbird, this is how some students responded: 
 

The snow symbolizes change. In the town there hadnõt 
been snow in a long time, but now the weather is changing 
and so are the peopleéthe snow also symbolizes a 
warning that something is going to happen. The snow is a 
positive thing for some people and a negative thing for 
others ð just like Boo Radley building a relationship with 
Scout and Jem. ð Melissa Calderon 
 

The snow could symbolize the cycle of life and how 
everything can change, because snow goes through the 
water cycle and changes from gas to water to snow. That 
shows that people can also change.  ð Marcos López 
  

The snowman symbolizes two things. The first is black and 
white coming together as one. The second is domination. 
It is white over black. Snow over dirt. It symbolizes who is 
in charge. ð Adrian Martínez 
  

The fire symbolizes not only death but resurrection. When 
a building is burnt down, something new is built in its 
place to fill up the empty space. Or maybe that something 
good can come out of something bad. ð Jazmin Cecena 
  

Egypt is mentioned because it was a very successful 
civilization. Egyptians made things that people still use to 
this day, implying that African Americans or non-whites 
are not less than, they are not even equal, they are in a 
way superior.  ð Alondra Banuelos 
  

Boo Radley functions as a symbol of fear. Fear because 
Jim, Dill and Scout are afraid of him even though they 
donõt really know him. ð Balbina Medina 
  

When asked to write phrases in meter, the 
following lines emerged: 
  

A phrase about breakfast in iambic pentameter: 
  

Three cookies in my tummyõs not enough. 
 ð Stacie Catana 
  

A phrase about a best friend in iambic pentameter: 
 

I love to joke around and laugh with her.  ð Jackie Zazueta 
  

A phrase about an enemy in iambic pentameter: 
  

I hope you go and burn in hell I hate you. ð Jackie Zazueta 
  

A phrase about a friend in trochaic pentameter: 
  



Every day they make me smile with jokes. 
 ð Daniela Becerra 
  

He is cool though he is often late. ð Daniel Figueroa 
 

A phrase about lunch in anapestic tetrameter 
 

Jalapeños on pizza with bread on the side.  
ð Ariel Hernandez 
  

A phrase about love in iambic tetrameter: 
 

Their love is for eternity. ð Nohemi García 
 

Personal Reflections 

  

Heroes 
 

Nina Nelly by Minanyiles Quintero 
 

My personal hero is my godmother. Her name is Nelida, 
but I call her Nelly. She is not my real godmother, but 
sheõs like one. Thatõs why I call her that. She is my legal 
guardian.  
 

She is very helpful, kind and everything you can think of. If 
you need advice, she will be glad to give it to you. I always 
talk to her for advice because her advice is very helpful. 
She gives advice to anyone even if she doesnõt know them. 
She is super fun to be with, but when it comes to doing 
bad stuff, like grades, she is very strict. Thatõs why I 
intend to do well in school.  
 

My nina Nelly has four kids. All of them are successful and 
married. She educated them well. Her oldest son and 
daughter work with paintings. It is the son who actually 
paints and the daughter who sells the paintings. The 
second daughter works two jobs and gets paid well. The 
last son works with his wife and sons. They all have sons.  
 

Nina Nelly didnõt go to college, but she is very smart. I 
wonõt know something, but she will. Another thing is that 
she is brave and will try anything. She is like that because 
she says that if you donõt try, youõll never get to where 
you want to go. She is respectful to everyone and 
responsible. She takes care of my siblings and me because 
my mom passed away three months ago. I love my nina 
Nelly so much for being here for us. She is my h-e-r-o. I 
love her with all my heart.  
 

Sister by Salvador Ocegueda 
 

One of my heroes is my sister. The reason she is my hero 
is that I can come to her no matter what. I can come to her 
for advice and she can be very helpful with whatever I 
need. She is also very respectful because no matter what I 
tell her, she doesnõt get mad. Also, I think she is smart 
because she graduated from college.  
 
To me she is helpful, respectful, loyal, smart, honest, 
brave, trustworthy, confident, grateful, caring, and careful 
in many different ways. I love my sister. There is not one 

thing I am not able to tell her. I can trust her with 
anything.  
 

sKIN by Kimberly Torres 
 

 òI will take you to the doctor.ó  
 

I said OK and the next day we went. The doctor told my 
mother that I had to be treated with pills. We were both 
shocked. I started to cry. After this, I saw four or five 
doctors, and they all told me I was going to die. The sixth 
doctor sent me to a specialist who said that the other 
doctors were crazy. òYou are not going to die!ó 
 

He explained to us that I had psoriasis. He showed me 
pictures of how I would improve day after day. I felt that 
all my doors had closed on me. The doctor gave my pills 
that had me falling all over the place and creams I had to 
put on before moving any part of my body. The year 
2009-2010 was not my year. Those days were the worst 
days of my life. But then came all my heroes who helped 
me through ð my mother, aunt, uncle, cousin and my 
grandpa.  They stayed with me through everything. They 
suffered with me. I am happy that I have had them by my 
side protecting me. I love them and donõt know how I 
could ever repay them.  
 

Empathy 
  

Broken Down by Ramón Solís 
  

My older brother went to help his friend fix his car. While 
the broken down El Caminoõs hood was open, a cop car 
turned the corner.  
  

As my brother was working on the car, the cop 
approached my brother and his friend. The other cop, on 
the passenger side of the car, turned on the bright light and 
nearly blinded my brother. When my brother turned to 
check where the light was coming from, the cops blasted 
their sirens.  
  

Then they asked what it was my brother and his friend 
were doing to the car. They began interrogating both 
men. My brother felt worry-free because his thoughts at 
the moment were They canõt do anything to us; we didnõt 
break any law. 
  

After the officer asked whose car it was, there was a 
silence.  
  

So, the officer took my brother into the back seat of the 
cop car and told him to sit patiently. The officer went back 
to my brotherõs friend and asked again, òWhose car is it?ó  
  

My brotherõs friendõs first words were òItõs not mine, itõs 
his,ó and he pointed to my brother. òéI just came to help 
him since he asked me to.ó 
  

The officer went to my brother and asked if the El Camino 
was his. My brotherõs response was no.  
  



Since the officer wasnõt sure who was telling the truth, he 
took both men down to the police station. There they 
were put into custody and had to wait until Monday to go 
to court. All this happened on a Thursday night.  
  

My empathy began Friday morning when I got the news 
that my brother was in jail. I knew what a false accusation 
fells like.   
  

Fighting, Hungry, Happy, Sad by Alexis Ocegueda 
  

During winter break, my mom needed someone to take 
care of my little brother and sister. She didnõt know who 
to ask. I felt sympathy for my mom and told her, òIõll take 
care of the kids. Iõm on vacation, anyways.ó 
  

My mom appreciated that I was going to do that for her. 
She was even willing to give me money. I put myself in her 
shoes and realized that I could make her happy by doing 
her a favor and not taking the money. Even though I knew 
the risk I was taking. I say this because my little brother 
and sister are two little trouble-makers. Just like any other 
little kids in the world, I guess.  
  

While taking care of Adrian and Zyra, in the first few 
hours, they were already fighting and hungry and happy 
and then sad. Adrian and Zyra were fighting over the 
remote control, and after I took it away, they both got 
sad. I didnõt know what to do. The first thing that came to 
my mind was calling my mom and asking her for a way to 
cheer them up. She said to make them something good to 
eat. That sounded easy at first, but once I realized I didnõt 
know what to cook for them, I started to get worried. I 
acted right away and asked them both what they wanted to 
eat and they said, òBurger King.ó I never thought they 
would want Burger King. I only had ten dollars left for the 
week, and I was saving that for Saturday or Sunday. But, I 
wanted to cheer them up, so I brought them to Burger 
King. 
  

Now I know what my mother goes through! 
 

My Motherõs Shoes by Judith Araiza 
 

I went inside and saw my mom and stepdad talking. I 
didnõt feel like interfering in their conversation, so I went 
inside my room and played my I-pod. I was on youtube 
when I heard a hard knock on the door. It was my aunt. 
She came in with her eyes all watery. She couldnõt believe 
it either. She had told my mom she should go to México to 
say one last good-bye to my grandpa. My mom agreed to 
go. Her flight was going to leave the next morning.  
 
I didnõt want my mom to leave. Who would take care of 
us? I certainly didnõt want my stepdad taking care of us. 
My mom was finally able to talk to me and say what was 
on her mind. òWhile I think it would be a good idea to go 
to México to say one last good-bye to my fatheré Iõm not 
going.ó 

 

I was shocked. Why wouldnõt she want to go? 
 

 òThe reason Iõm not leaving is because you are my first 
priority. Even though he is my father, and I havenõt seen 
him in twenty years. Leaving for a week without seeing 
you would hurt me more than not seeing him right now. I 
love you and your sister.ó 
 

I was amazed by what she said, and I felt empathy because 
if I were in her situation, raising two children, I would feel 
the same. I tried to hold my tears so she wouldnõt see me 
cry, but I couldnõt. I started crying. She didnõt cry. She 
told me that it was okay to cry because it lets out all your 
inner emotions. I cried for five or so minutes and told her 
that I loved her and that I was blessed to have a mother 
who loved her children and would do anything for them.  
 

We stood and walked to be with the rest of the family. 
They hugged her and smiled at her so she would feel 
better.  
 

Destiny 
  

Destiny Belongs to Us by Daniel Figueroa 
  

I believe that people control most of their own lives. If it 
were a higher power controlling us, then all humans 
would have one religion. Iõm not saying that God or 
something of a religious power doesnõt play a role in what 
we do. I believe that God pushes us toward doing actions 
that better us and others, but it is our decision if we help 
or hurt. You might get a feeling to do your homework but 
then decide to instead watch television.  
  

It doesnõt just have to be good things you are pushed to 
do. If your religion believes in evil, evil might push you 
too. But it is still your own decision. A person might feel 
like cheating on a test but then realize itõs wrong and not 
follow through.  
  

Humans arenõt completely controlled by higher powers 
because humans have brains.  
  

God is at the Wheel by Marcos López 
 

God is the one who controls peopleõs destiny. No one 
would be able to move a muscle if it werenõt for God. 
God knows the day you are born, and he is the only one 
who knows when you are going to die. He is our GPS to 
guide us to our destination.  
 

Assuagement 
  

Fearball by René López 
 

Many people are conquered by their fears. Fear can 
destroy someone by making them insecure. My friend Paul 
had a fear of playing football. He was very good at it and I 
told him the benefits of playing football. He was happy but 
once he saw the players he was freaked out.  
 

It was Day 1 of his practice and he wanted to play 
receiver, but he stunk at it.  



 

Finally, after three months of practice, he started playing 
quarterback. He was the best in the business. He was 
respected by everyone, even the teachers. He took his 
team to victory and into the finals.  
 

I remembered that I was the one to assuage his fear of 
football. As a result, he became good at something, and I 
felt proud.  
 

Falling Fear by Melina Almanza 
 

A time I assuaged someoneõs fear was my own. It wasnõt 
long ago. I went to Exposition Park.  I have a lot of fears. 
Some of them are phobias. I have a phobia of flying and of 
elevators.  
 
At the science center they had a special exhibition where 
we got to deal with and find out about common fears in 
society. There were four rooms: the fear of animals, fear 
of electricity, fear of noises and fear of falling. I 
experienced all the rooms.  
 

The one that got me a little more nervous was the fear of 
falling. I absolutely hate the feeling of falling. I had to be 
strapped into a bed which was standing and then fall. I got 
nervous because once you are pushed, nothing can stop 
you. As soon as the guy pushed the button and let me fall, 
I closed my eyes. Ten seconds later it was over.  
 

It actually wasnõt that bad, and I did assuage my fear of 
falling. I even wished it would have been a little bit more 
hard core.   
 

Remembrance by Kevin Alemán 
 

When I was in the seventh grade, my childhood 
girlfriendõs brother died. When my cousin gave me the 
news, I cried. He died in the war. I had wanted to become 
a soldier just like him and serve my country and fight for 
the right reasons.  
 

Well, the day I found out, I went to my childhood 
girlfriendõs house. I asked her if she wanted to talk about 
what had happened.  
 

We remembered all the things we had done together. It 
made her feel a bit more happy, but you could still see the 
pain in her eyes. I felt like a rock in space. I didnõt know 
what to do. I couldnõt find words to assuage her pain.  
 

At the end of the day, we started to talk about the only 
thing we previously couldnõt ð her brother. I bought ice 
cream because they say sweet things make your heart 
happy.  
 

I then took her home.  
 

Her pain was immune to my efforts. I knew that our 
conversation wouldnõt make her forget what had just 
happened to her brother.  
Two weeks later I took her to the place where we used to 
play together. I know that when you start to remember 

stuff, you get sad. I told her that she shouldnõt be 
depressed because her brother would get mad at her. 
When I said that, she smiled. I guess it was funny. She 
asked why I was so sweet. I told her that she was my girl.  
 

Love - Éros 
 

Love Doesnõt Come in a Bottle by Cristián Vega 
 

My uncle Pepe used to love to drink and get drunk. This 
was before he lost what he loved even more than alcohol ð 
his wife.  
 

Pepe was an average guy. He lived in México with his 
family. It was him, my aunt Maria, and my cousin José. 
They all lived in a small apartment. Since my cousin José 
was an only child, he wasnõt very social. His only hobby 
was playing video games. He didnõt really talk to his 
parents and was spoiled. I thought he was into drugs 
because his eyes were always red, he was very 
uncoordinated and he smelled like weed. I wasnõt 
surprised by this, but my aunt wouldnõt even attempt to 
talk to him about it. My aunt Maria was always locked up 
in her bedroom praying. She was a very skinny and 
defenseless woman who was lost among all her problems, 
and she was unemployed.  
 

She would go to church very often. She also rarely ate. She 
mostly drank water. My aunt Maria also didnõt really like 
to go out or be with family.  
 

Pepe worked in a plastic-making factory. He would work 
all day in order to make ends to meet. He made a lot of 
friends at work, but none that were actually helping him, 
only ones that would bring him down even more. His only 
hobby was to drink with his buddies. He would go out at 
10:00 and go to the bar and sing Karaoke, flirt with the 
bartender, and drink. He would end up going home at 
2:00 in the morning. At times he would crash at the bar or 
even sleep on the streets.  
 

Yet, other than alcohol, he loved my aunt Maria very 
much. At times my aunt would suspect that he was with 
another woman. But to that I never knew.  
  

Until one day my aunt suddenly exploded! One Tuesday 
evening my aunt just started packing her clothes, 
accessories, and all her religious stuff. She also packed 
everything she could of her son Jos®õs. Then she called my 
other aunt, aunt Margarita, and told her how she couldnõt 
take it any longer and asked if she could crash over there. 
Obviously Margarita agreed, so at around 8:30 p.m. they 
left ð way before my uncle Pepe would be home. My aunt 
left only a letter for him, saying how she was tired of him 
and that she had left with her sister. She also stated that 
the primary reason she left was his addiction to alcohol. 
She also said she would divorce him within six months.  
 

My uncle found the letter and was lost in anger and 
sadness. His first instinct was to drink some more. He was 



left without any food, any money, and most importantly 
without any love.  
 

Once he took this in, maturely, he went to church. He 
went to confess to a priest. He came out with the most 
important advice he ever received. The advice was to go to 
an anti-alcohol program for a period of five months. My 
uncle Pepe knew this was the only way he could ever 
regain his family.  
 

Without a single opposing thought he went directly to the 
program. He accepted the challenge for no more alcohol. 
Hard as it was ð my uncle sacrificed most of his money and 
time to do it ð when it came to the end of the program he 
was alcohol-free.  
 

No sooner than a day after his graduation, he went to talk 
to his wife. They talked for hours. All my uncle wanted 
was a second chance. He promised no more alcohol, no 
more late nights, and most importantly he promised more 
love and time for his family. He said that if he messed up 
again he would leave her and their son forever. Till this 
day he has not broken this promise and they live happily 
together. 
 

Love ðStorgŢ and AgápŢ Combined? 
 

Assisted Resurrection by Chris Chávez 
 

It was one of those mornings when I typically wake to the 
sizzling sound of frying bacon. The sound of the craziness 
going on in the kitchen is my only alarm for Sunday 
mornings like this.  
 

When I got out of my bed, I saw the usual ð my mom 
standing over the stove, checking to see if the coffee was 
ready, my father reading the newspaper, and my older 
brother sleeping in his room.  
 

It has always been my job to wake him. 
  

That morning had gone as planned. We had all sat down 
and enjoyed the feast my mother had graciously cooked up 
for us. After we had our fill of all the orange juice and eggs 
we could eat, my brother and I took to the living room to 
catch some Sunday morning television. Channel after 
channel, nothing on the television seemed to be 
interesting. It was when we were monotonously staring at 
the television when we heard the door bell ring. 
  

My bro and I stared at each other and were silently 
debating with our eyes who should get the door. Sure 
enough, it was I who was given the task of answering it. I 
walked to the door and tried to peek out of the little 
window to make sure it wasn't a Jehovah's Witness trying 
to convert me. All I could see was a guyõs waist. I couldn't 
recognize who this figure was, so I opened the door, finally 
to catch a glimpse at his face. As soon as I opened the door 
and got a good look at him, I knew exactly who he was. I 
yelled out òJason!!ó and we exchanged hugs.  
  

Jason was my cousin, on my mother's side. His parents had 

recently moved to Texas, but he decided to stay in L.A., his 
hometown. 
 

My brother came to the door when he heard the 
commotion, and as soon as he reached the hallway that 
lead to the front door, his face lit up. We all exchanged 
words and reminisced on the front steps. We were so 
caught up with our conversation we forgot to go inside.  
We soon realized that we should go tell my mom and dad 
who had come for a visit.  
  

We led Jason to the kitchen, and my mom jumped out of 
her seat to come and give Jason his hug. My mom asked 
him to take a seat and talk. Soon, we found out that not all 
was good for Jason. He explained to my mother that he 
had recently been evicted from his apartment because he 
had lost his job, and that he was now living in his car. My 
mom decided she couldn't have her sister's son living like 
that, so she instantly asked if he would like to stay with us. 
  

Mom treated Jason generously. After he began living with 
us and it wasn't long before he became a part of our family. 
My mom was buying him clothes, and she bought him a 
bed, and she made me switch my room around so that it 
could accommodate another cot. It seemed like she was 
spending more money on her nephew than she was on her 
actual sons. My brother and I didnõt mind, though. We 
thought it was nice having him around. 
  

Mom eventually decided that Jason was going to get back 
on his own two feet. She gave Jason hundreds of job 
applications. Jason actually obtained one that he thought 
was suitable for him and sent in the application. My Mom 
was thrilled when she heard that he was going to go for the 
interview. So she went out and got him an expensive 
jacket, shoes, and pants. Mom must have spent about five-
hundred dollars on the clothes for that interview. 
  

Jason got the job and Mom helped him get an apartment. 
It was nice to see him rise back up from tragedy. But it was 
still kind of weird seeing him leave. He had become one of 
us. My mother had been nurturing all of us. I guess he had 
grown and was ready to leave the nest.   
 

How-To Guide 

 

How to Be a Good Parent by Noel Tenorio 
 

What you should do in order to be a good parent: 
 

¶ Give your kids rewards when they do well ð but not every 
single time or they will get used to it.  
 

¶ Support your kids; donõt give up on them. You will need 
to have a lot of patience with them when they are small 
and try to understand them as they grow older. They will 
change a lot when they grow. They might be really nice 
and kind when theyõre small and then have attitude and be 
lazy when theyõre older.  
 



¶ Discipline your child. Donõt just say, òDonõt do tható 
because after awhile, they wonõt listen. 
 

¶ Be in control and make sure your child listens to you and is 
obedient.  
 

Parenthood by Mitzi Tápia 
 

¶ Teach your children respect 

¶ Teach them how to obey people 

¶ Teach them manners 

¶ Show them how to brush their teeth and other stuff 

¶ If they want something, make them work for it 

¶ If they disobey, ground them for three days 

¶ If they want to go out, they must clean first 

¶ If they need advice, listen to them 

¶ Do NOT break your promises 
 

Preparation by Alex Rendón 
 

In order for someone to be a good parent, he or she must 
be prepared because having a baby is a great responsibility. 
You have to be responsible. You have to feed the baby, 
change its diapers, clothes, etc. Basically, you have to be 
with your baby 24/7 and always tell them you love them.   
 

Additional Tips ð  
 

Janiv López: 
 

¶ Set rules 

¶ Trust your kids 

¶ Develop a close relationship with them 

¶ Ask them questions like òHowõs school?ó 

¶ Give them freedom 

¶ Expect them to test you 

¶ Donõt let them do anything they want  

¶ Once theyõre out of hand, put them back in their place 
 

¶ When they ask your opinion, give them a compliment 
first, then say the truth 
 

Gerry Cisneros: 
 

¶ Get along with the whole family 

¶ Be playful with your children 

¶ Donõt be too strict 

¶ Always go out with the family 

¶ Respect your children so you get respect from them 
 

Kevin Alemán:  
 

¶ Listen to your child 

¶ Try to understand 

¶ Be nice in hard situations 

¶ Donõt ground; just talk to them  

¶ Do activities together like soccer, football, bowling 

¶ Give your child money 

¶ Do not interrogate your child 

¶ Use modern language like òWhatõs up?ó in a respectful way 

¶ Think like a child 

¶ Donõt go crazy  because you look ugly when you make that 
òmad dogó face 

¶ Make your child proud 
 

Alexis Zepeda (being ironic, perhaps?) 
 

¶ When your child disobeys in a public place, just smile at 
the camera, change into a low, angry voice and say, òwait 
until we get home.ó 
 

¶ Marry a short person so your child wonõt be taller than 
you. 

 
 

Write Your Own Guide Here:  



A Metaphoric Mind Map of the Heroõs Journey by Karla Rosales 

 

 



Labyrinths to Exercise Your Mind  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Aspiracy Logos by Jeremy Quezada 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 


