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The Nitrometer
Glendale, CA Students in Ms. Kittelson’s English classes have
written over 1,300 essays across several different genres. They
have also written anecdotes, poems, journal entries and more.
Showcased, here, in this second issue of the Nitrometer, are a few
noteworthy works.

Narratives: Non-fictional and Fictional
Narratives are stories that follow a typical structure: set-up,
rising action, climax and denouement. Some are based on true
events, while others are completely imagined. All can have a
lasting impact on the sensibilities of the reader. Following is a
collection of narratives. Can you identify their parts – set-up, rising
action, climax and denouement?
An Important Change by Luiz Cruz
All day every day, the irritating yet frightening sounds of police
sirens would pass by my house. South Central – it’s one of most
dangerous places to live, and I lived in the middle of it all where
violence and hostility all took place.
I lived in South Central for a short time, but I didn't have to be
there for long to see how bad things were going to be.
On the corner of my street was a rundown liquor store that
people ran in and out of. Every once in a while, my mom would
be hesitant but would let me go there to buy a bag of chips or a
drink to take away my hunger or quench my thirst.
One morning, my mom let me make a quick run to the liquor
store because we had run out of milk. On my way there, I

noticed something very queer: there were no sirens, no yelling,
and for the first time in a long time I saw people across the street
having a party and a good time, and I thought to myself today will
be a good day.
On my way back home, I knew that this good day idea wouldn’t
last. I saw my mom yelling at the landlord about how she paid
last month's rent. I could hardly understand my mom because
she was speaking in Spanish, and at the time I was young and
barely knew a word of it.
The next morning, in contrast, there was a nice cool breeze that
made me think for a second that I was in paradise. A couple
hours later, when I was playing basketball with a couple of my
friends, I saw my mom talking on the phone. The look on her
face was a mixture of excitement and curiosity. As I finished my
game, I overheard her talking about some place where my
grandma lives, but I thought nothing of it. A couple of hours
later, I realized what I had overheard.
During dinner my mom announced to us that we would soon be
having a fresh start in life and everything was going to be
different, "We are going to live with my mom until we can find
a nice place to settle down," were the exact words that both
scared me and exited me.
The next three days all we did was pack, taking a break every
couple of hours. When I found a photo album, I sat down and
started to look at what used to be. I then noticed that everybody
around me was reminiscing about what used to be, too.
As we packed the remaining boxes into the moving van, I
thought to myself: This is actually going to happen.

That last night was a sleepless night for me because I could not
stop thinking about all the things that had happened in this place.
In the morning we all said our final good-byes and got in the car,
and as we drove away I looked back at the place that had brought
happiness to nobody, and under my breath I said, "I hope
Glendale is a better place."
The trip to my grandma's house was killing me. It felt like we
weren't getting any farther away from this place. It was about 45
minutes into the drive home when I began to see more greenery
than I had seen in months.
As we are driving to my grandma's house I saw nice houses and
people everywhere saying “Hi” to each other, and everyone
looked as if they didn't have a care in the world.
Before we arrived at my grandma's house, my expectation was a
small apartment in a bad neighborhood, but once we arrived I
saw that my grandma owned a nice house in one of the nicest
neighborhoods I had ever seen. It was right there and then when
I realized that this small city of Glendale was to be my new
permanent home.
While we were unpacking our clothes, I realized that the air did
not smell like gas and smoke. It actually smelled fresh. I couldn't
remember the last time I was this happy. It was then when my
mom gave us the full explanation of why we had to move. She
said that the landlord was trying to steal from us while we were
out and nobody was home. I remember coming home one night
and almost everything was gone and we couldn't find most of my
mom's jewelry, which clarified everything. The whole time my
mom was explaining this to us, her expression stayed the same:
happy. Happy that we were out of that place, happy that we
were safe, and happy that all of us were for once, well, happy.
The first night in Glendale included sounds that I had not
experienced in a while: quiet, cricket's chirping, and no sirens. It
was one of the most peaceful nights I've had.
When we lived with my grandma, my grandma would get up
early in the morning and cook everybody something different for
breakfast. For me, some blueberry pancakes that smelled so
good. No matter how tired I was, I just had to wake up.
Every Saturday the whole family would get up early in the
morning, get dressed, and go to church. In that church everyone
knew my grandma – from the little kids to the pastor. When
church was over, they held small lunch get-togethers in the
cafeteria. Everybody who was new to the church would go up on
stage with their families to say who they were and where they
came from. When it was our turn to go up on stage, we pushed
each other in front of one another so that we wouldn’t have to
talk. In the end, we ended up saying our names and how old we
were. Later, while we were eating, people came up to me and

said “Hi” and “How are you?” It was one of the friendliest places I
had ever been.
On most Saturdays, some of the church members would come
down to my grandma's house to eat or watch a movie or just talk
about how we all were. I enjoyed this most of the time because a
couple of kids would also come along, and I would end up
playing a board game with them, which to some people might
sound boring but to me was so much fun.
I knew that we were not going to be living with my grandma
forever. When my mom told me that she found a nice
apartment, I was depressed, but in a way I was also happy
because I knew that I would be making new friends.
When I first saw the place I thought to myself: Well, at least it's
better than South Central.
As we were moving the things into our new home, I saw that the
neighbors downstairs had a daughter that looked to be about my
age. My mom told me to go up to her and introduce myself, but
I was shy, and like all mothers, she went up and did it for me.
Her name was, Katherine, but we just called her Kathy. She was
one year older than me but liked all of the things that I liked.
When we finally got settled into the apartment, my mom told
me that I was to start school next week. When I first overheard
the news I was so excited that I couldn't stop talking about it
until I actually had to show up to my first day of school. What if
they don't like me? What if I don't fit in? What if they make fun of me?
All of those thoughts raced through my mind as I walked up the
steps of Glenoaks Elementary School. When I first walked into
the classroom, I didn't know what to expect because I hadn't
gone to a school since I moved in with my mom.
The first thing I saw was a friendly, wrinkled smile from the
woman who was to be my teacher. Then, I saw about twenty
kids staring at me, waiting for me to take a seat. The teacher
politely asked me to go up in front of the class and introduce
myself. I was in front of the class, palms sweaty, knees weak, and
voice cracking every other sentence. That nervous introduction
is what got me all of the friends that I have today.
Priscilla with Wings by Oscar Jimenez
It was Saturday morning. This was the day I would usually sleep
in, accumulating into one morning all the lost hours of sleep
during the school week. That was not happening this morning,
though. I was woken up by the loud sounds of guitar and drums
coming from next door. My neighbor's band was practicing for
the umpteenth time this week. I glanced at the clock on my
wall. It was 8:20. This was way too early to be woken by their
horrible rendition of Metallica's "Enter Sandman.” Actually, the

fact that I could distinguish the song meant that they were
making a major improvement.
Nonetheless, I didn't want to listen to it. As much as I wanted to
go over and tell them to practice at a later time, I
couldn't. Nobody would dare. Their gang affiliations were
known by pretty much everyone on the block. They practically
ran the street, meaning they could do whatever they pleased. All
I could do was continue to lie in bed and listen to their music.
As I lay there, in my music-filled room, I was finally able to rip
my thoughts away from the annoyance and focus instead on
something of greater importance: my girlfriend Priscilla.
Priscilla was a mystery to me. Always has been and always will
be. She was one of those people to whom life never seemed to
give any breaks, but somehow she always managed to uphold her
jovial demeanor. The many scars she carried with her lay
seamlessly hidden away behind her unsullied smile. The jadegreen pools that were her eyes veiled the demons that existed
within her. She was still human, nonetheless, which meant that
her façade could only hide those scars for so long.
The first time she let her guard down and revealed how
vulnerable she truly was always, stands out in my mind.
She had just gotten off the phone after an hour-long conversation
with her older brother Adam in Maine. The joy in her voice
when she conversed with Adam could only be compared to that
of a toddler's right after receiving a new puppy. It was evident
by her voice and the gleam in her eyes that the love she had for
her brother ran deep.
After hanging up the phone, she sat still for a moment,
reflecting. What happened next was totally unexpected. She
came over to me, buried her face in my chest and cried. As I
wrapped my arms around her, I tried as hard as I could to
understand what had just happened. That's the way things were
with us. We didn't have to ask each other what was wrong to
find out. We just knew. This time around, however, my
attempts at trying to understand were in vain. I had to ask her.
She looked at me straight in the face, tears running down her
cheeks. Through her sobs, she managed to explain the origin of
her pain. She told me the story of her parent's bitter
divorce. They were always fighting. What started as arguments
more often than not turned into physical altercations.
Through it all, Adam had always been there for her. He took
care of and shielded her as best he could from the horrors caused
by their parents. Adam was her anchor through those difficult
times. He exceeded his role as big brother and became her best
friend.

When their parents finally did divorce, things did not get
better. In fact, they got worse for Priscilla. Her father moved to
Maine, taking Adam with him and leaving Priscilla alone with her
mother. Now, even though they resided in the same house,
Priscilla had little to no contact with her mother. Following the
divorce, her mother wasted no time in focusing her attention to
more important things: her work. Priscilla's mom was always
working. When she wasn't working, she was out with her
boyfriend, whose face seemed to change night to night.
Priscilla’s mom did not seem to notice that she was neglecting
her child.
Without Adam in her life, Priscilla was truly alone. Not to say
they didn't stay in touch. They kept their bond strong through
letters and phone calls. As Priscilla herself put it, however,
sometimes that just wasn't enough. Letters and phone calls
didn't allow them to go places together. Letters and phone calls
didn't allow them to embrace each other.
The melancholic tone in her voice as she told me all this was
heartbreaking. Prior to this, I had known about her parents
being divorced and her brother living with her father, but I had
no idea about her parents' abusive marriage. I had no clue that
she missed her brother so dearly. There was no way I could have
known. She kept those things locked so deeply inside her that no
one could have guessed that she gave them so much importance
or that they even existed.
As I held her that day, I finally understood who Priscilla really
was. Underneath the false layers of bliss lay a sad little girl
desperately longing to have her older brother and best friend
back.
From that day forward we became inseparable. I made a solemn
vow to myself to take her higher than she ever thought she could
reach. To make her feel levels of true happiness she could only
dream of. For a long time, I was making good on that vow. But,
alas, I am only human. I did not stand a chance when fate
intervened and dismantled all the progress we had been
making.
The Tuesday, preceding the noisy-Saturday morning, events had
occurred that would have lasting effects on both of us. It had
started as a casual date at the mall. Quickly growing tired of its
monotony, we left the mall and ended up under a tree at the
park. It was a beautiful day. The picturesque sky above glowed
blue under the translucent white clouds, which blotted out some
of the sun's harsh rays. All throughout, however, Priscilla had
been unusually quiet. In fact, that was the reason we ended up at
the park. I thought that a change of scenery would clear her
mind. Apparently it didn't. I began to think maybe I had said
something wrong or hadn't paid attention to something she had
told me. The whole situation was mind-boggling.

"Priscilla, you've been quiet this whole day" I began. "What's
the matter?"

so near and dear to my heart. I prayed that night to God that I
never would.

She sat there motionless, gazing at the playing children in the
distance. For a moment, I thought she hadn't heard me. As I
was about to repeat my question, she hugged me and didn't let
go. Then she started crying, softly, but loudly enough for me to
understand there was something terribly wrong. My beliefs
were confirmed with the words that she spoke.

I realized it was getting late. As much as I hated to disturb her
rest, I had to wake her and get her home.

"He's dead," she said, her mellifluous sobs turning into painful
wailing. "Adam's dead!"
Her words didn't register immediately. It was as if I were
contemplating the meaning beneath a bad joke. I couldn't
believe it.
"What? Are you sure?" was all I managed to blurt out. It was
pathetic. There she was bawling her eyes out, and I had the
audacity to question her veracity.
Priscilla didn't seem to be bothered by my question, though. As
imprudent as it was, my question was actually followed by a
response. She told me how her grandmother had called their
house to deliver the ghastly news. Priscilla's father and brother
had been involved in a fatal car accident. Their father had been
killed instantly, but Adam had died in the hospital, his wounds
untreatable.
Never before had I felt as selfish as I had that day. Egotistically, I
had assumed that Priscilla's mood that day had been because of
something that I had done. I was blind to the bigger picture
underneath. Adam, her brother, best friend and protector, had
succumbed to the throes of death. Not to mention that her
father had also passed. The entire situation seemed unreal.
"Priscilla, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," I said, being completely
unable to think of anything else to properly address the pain she
was feeling.
We held each other for hours that day. We watched the sunset
and the moon rise. Followed by the stars and the cold that came
with the night. All throughout, Priscilla cried. It seemed as
though she would cry an entire ocean before she would stop.
Eventually, she did stop. She fell asleep on my shoulder. All
was quiet. We were the only two remaining people in the
park.
As I watched her sleep, the melancholy conveyed by the
expression on her face was deeply saddening. Through the tears
she shed that night, I could almost feel the sorrow she was
feeling – to a certain extent. There was no way I could have
truly felt was she was feeling. I had never lost anybody that was

I walked her to her house, where the lights were almost
completely off. At the door, she gave me the final hug of the
night, which seemed to last forever. To possibly add some type
of closure to this day, I told her that everything would be
alright. She would get through this, and I would be there every
step of the way to help her. I hoped that my words could make a
difference to her current disposition. But, more likely than not,
they didn't. She was too far gone at the moment. She gave me a
faint smile, almost as a way of letting me know how she
appreciated the support, but that ultimately it couldn't fix this. I
didn't blame her. One final kiss good-bye and she was inside her
house. Walking home that night, a part of me knew that I had
failed to keep the promise of making her happy. After this, the
whole ordeal seemed impossible to achieve. A larger part of me,
however, knew that giving up was not an option. I would
continue to stand by her side and be there for her whenever she
needed a shoulder to cry on or a listening ear.
The three days following that Tuesday, things seemed to be
getting better.
On Wednesday I had called her a few times to see how she was
holding up. Very little had changed since the night before. She
told me how much she missed her brother and how her mother
hadn't been as supportive as she would have liked.
Thursday, I continued to check on her throughout the day. She
showed some improvement, but not much. I offered to take her
out to eat so that she wouldn't be cooped up in her house all
day. She politely declined my offer, saying that she needed some
time alone to clear her mind and see things straight. I
understood completely.
On Friday, there was a complete turn-around. Her jovial
demeanor had returned. The lackluster tone in her voice that
she had had the past few days had been replaced with a cheery,
almost euphoric one. It seemed as though she had completely
gotten over Adam's death. She even asked me over to her
house to keep her company. Unfortunately, at the time of the
call, I was helping my cousin at work down in San Diego. I told
her that I would visit her tomorrow and that nothing in the
world would keep me from doing so.
I glanced at my clock. It was 9:10. I must have gone back to
sleep. It was quiet now, the music having ceased. I looked at
my phone, finding that I had missed four calls. They were all
from Priscilla. Acting on pure instinct, I called her back. No
one answered. Whatever she had been calling me for must have

been important, as she did so four times in fewer than seven
minutes, according to the recorded times on my phone. I tried
calling back several times, but still got no answer. I found that a
bit odd, but didn't think too much of it. My next option would
be to go over and see her personally, as I had promised.
I quickly got out of bed and into the shower. My parents were at
work, so breakfast was all up to me. I opted to skip it and head
straight to Priscilla's house. Maybe we could have breakfast
together. I got on my bike and pedaled as fast as I could. I was
extremely anxious to see her. The last time I had seen her wasn't
under the best of circumstances.
As I turned onto her street, I noticed a police car parked in front
of her house. I thought maybe it was due to a disturbance on the
street or something of the sort. When I arrived at the front
porch, the police officer was walking out of Priscilla's house,
putting his notebook away in his back pocket and pen in his shirt
pocket. Something was starting to feel off. It's never good news
when you have a police officer in your house.
Walking up the front steps, the cop car leaving behind me, I had
a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. I sensed something was
wrong. I knocked on the door. Expecting to see Priscilla
answer the door, I was a bit surprised when her mother opened
the door.
I had met Priscilla's mother only a few times before. All those
times, she had always looked radiant for her age. She was
someone who just refused to age. On this day, she was a total
contrast to the person I had seen before. It must have been the
lack of makeup, I thought.
"Good morning. Is Priscilla home by any chance?" I asked her.
The look on her face, when I asked her that, turned into one of
anger. Quickly, though, it morphed to sadness.
"No, she's not," she replied. It was evident that she was holding
back tears. Something was very wrong.
"Well do you know when—" I began to say when she surprised
me with the last words I ever expected to hear.
"She’s gone! Priscilla is gone!" she yelled as she burst into
hysterical crying.
With those few words, my entire world was turned on its head.
"What? What are you talking about?" I asked, my mind not
being able to immediately grasp the concept of Priscilla being
“gone.”

Priscilla's mother, as hard as it was for her, repeated it again. It
was surreal. Many questions raced through my head. How
could she be gone? Who did this? How does any of this make
sense? My questions were endless. This entire situation was
hard to believe. The horror would not end there, however. She
managed to explain, her crying becoming incontrollable, that
Priscilla had taken her own life.
It all made sense then. All the tumblers fell into place. Synapses
connected at a rapid rate. Priscilla had always said that she would
go everywhere with her brother, apparently even in death. The
bad news, however, was relentless in its course to tear through
my already frail psyche. According to Priscilla's mother, Priscilla
had slit her wrists and bled to death.
That was the final straw. I could not possibly bear any more
details.
My composure turning inside out, I got on my bike and pedaled
quickly away, leaving Priscilla's mother to mourn for her
daughter all alone. In a different time, I would have thought
twice about leaving her like that. She needed support.
I couldn't be bothered by that. My focus was on completely
getting as far away as I possibly could. I knew the reality of
things, though. No matter how fast I pedaled or how far I went,
I would never be able to escape the truth. Priscilla was dead and
she was not coming back.
Life at home became harder from that point forward. For a year
prior to Priscilla's death, my parents had been on the verge of
divorce, bickering about the smallest things which masked the
bigger reason. Needless to say, home life was difficult enough as
it was. I was not about to talk to them about my situation. I
didn't want to burden them with another problem, and I did not
want to be burdened with their questions. It was my cross to
bear, alone, just the way I wanted it.
My room became my sanctuary. For the first two days after
discovering Priscilla's fate, many thoughts and ideas ran through
my mind, all aimed towards trying to rise above the darkness. I
was unsuccessful in that venture. Priscilla had meant the world
to me. Her death was a difficult thing to accept. I had always
tried to make her happy and steer her perception of life toward
being as bright as possible. When her brother had died, I knew
that keeping her uplifted would become even more challenging,
but I thought it was an obstacle we could face together. I never
expected it to end the way it did.
Suddenly, my despair was put aside and replaced by an even
stronger emotion: anger. That anger was completely focused on
Priscilla. It was all her fault, I realized. Things would have
gotten better. She killed herself and didn't wait. She hadn't
allowed me to help her. There was nothing I could have

done. Or was there? I then remembered something that I hadn't
even thought about until that very moment: her missed calls.
She had called me the same night her mother said she died. Had
she been calling me for help? Yes, that must have been it, I
thought. I could have saved her. The rage I had previously been
feeling towards Priscilla was then focused on myself. It was all
my fault. All the times I told her I would always be there for her
when she needed me rang loudly in my head. That was nothing
more than an empty promise now. When she had truly needed
me, I wasn't there. I didn't save her. I couldn't be her
hero. Her calls went unanswered as she slowly bled to death
that night. As I pictured the image in my head, I flew off the
handle. I tore my room apart on that second night. Chairs were
thrown, holes were made in the wall, and posters were all torn
by my hands. I was in a blind rage, all stemming from my
failure. Once I realized there was nothing more to destroy, I
was able to see clearly. I went to sleep that night, exhausted and
even more miserable than before.
The next morning, I received a call from none other than
Priscilla's mother. Our conversation was very brief, but very
informative. She told me that Priscilla was going to be
cremated, and that there would be a funeral service/viewing that
Friday night before her remains were converted into ashes.
I was thankful that she had thought enough of me to invite
me. Priscilla's mom sounded better than she did when we had
last seen each other. The grief was still in her voice, but for the
most part, she sounded a bit more tranquil. That phone call had
brought some comfort to my desolate state of mind. I would at
least be able to say my final good-byes to Priscilla.
When Friday finally came, the anxiety I felt could not be shaken
off. This was Priscilla's funeral, after all. It had only been ten
days before that Priscilla had informed me of her brother's
death. Now I was getting ready for her funeral. It had all
happened so fast; it was still hard to believe.
My parents were working late that night, so I couldn't tell them
that I was going to Priscilla's funeral. Not that I was going to tell
them. I told my sister to let them know I was at the movies
whenever they came home. I could tell she knew I wasn't really
going to the movies, given that I was wearing a black suit, but
she knew that I wouldn't answer her question truthfully if she
asked where I was going, so she agreed to tell them I was at the
Cineplex.
I took the bus to the church where the service was being
held. Ignoring the stares and glances from the passengers curious
about my attire, I was consumed by the conclusions I had come
to the other night. I still hated myself for not being able to save
Priscilla. I hoped she would forgive me wherever she
was. When the bus arrived at my destination, I was surprised to

see that not many people had shown up. Priscilla wasn't one to
keep friends close enough for many to come her funeral. Most
of the people there were friends of her mother. Actually, more
like acquaintances and coworkers. A lot of them were gathered
outside of the church, mingling with each other, coming to their
own conclusions as to what Priscilla's motives could have been to
cut her life so short. Priscilla's mother had been standing by the
entrance to the church. I walked over to her and we hugged.
"Thank you for coming, Oscar," she told me.
"There was no way in Heaven I wouldn't have come," I told her.
"You have no idea how much Priscilla meant to me."
We talked for a while. She told me all about her plans to move
to Wisconsin in the coming weeks. She said she was moving in
with her sister there, to help her get her life together. I
understood that. I even offered to help her with the move,
which she was completely open to. For the first time ever, I had
actually gotten to know Priscilla's mom, and she was a decent
woman. She was a complete contrast to the way Priscilla had
always talked about her. Or perhaps her daughter's death
triggered a turn-around in her?
The night was not over. My final respects still needed to be
paid. When I asked Priscilla’s mom where I could say my final
good-byes, she directed me down the aisle of the church toward
the altar where an open casket was in clear view.
This was it. Fear and anxiety ran through my very core as I made
my way down the aisle. The events of the past two weeks all
replayed through my head. Each step I took felt heavier than the
last. I had never seen, prior to that night, a dead body, and to
think that the first one I would see would be that of my girlfriend
was nerve wracking.
I arrived at the casket. Priscilla lay peacefully inside it. Words
cannot begin to explain the thoughts, feelings, and sensations
that crisscrossed through my body during that instant. She
looked so beautiful lying there, just like the day we met and
every subsequent day since. I thought back to all the moments of
happiness we shared together – moments of happiness and
laughter that were exchanged for grief and sadness. I couldn't
bear to face the coming days without her by my side.
I reached out and touched her hand without even thinking about
it. As I held her hand, it was depressing to feel that the warmth I
had once experienced had been replaced by a searing coldness. I
wished with all my heart that she would reach out and touch me
and we could go back to the way things were before. Her hand
still in mine, I found it impossible to keep my composure. I
wept over her body, my tears landing on her white dress. I was
so overwrought by the sight of her lying there, that I hadn't
noticed Priscilla's mother next to me. She slowly led me away

from the casket. A little voice inside my head yelled at me to
hold on to her hand for eternity, but I knew I couldn't. I took
one last glance at Priscilla as I let her hand go, peacefully resting
across her chest. Outside, Priscilla's mom and I wept together.
The next day, as I lay in my bed, still mourning, Priscilla was
cremated. I could feel myself falling, little by little into a
depression.
The following weeks, I helped Priscilla's mother pack her things
into boxes and suitcases. It was a slow process. I was grateful
for that. This was the perfect distraction my mind needed to
momentarily forget about the sorrow. It was also a great
opportunity for me to get to know Priscilla's mother better. She
spent a lot of time talking about her son Adam. What her plans
were for him and how there hadn't been enough time to assess
his death before Priscilla had also died. She gave me her version
of her divorce story, which wasn't too different from
Priscilla's. She didn't speak ill of her late husband, but instead
expressed how she had wished that someday that might have
been able to patch things up. A desire that would never be
fulfilled. She spoke a lot about how she wasn't able to give
Priscilla everything she rightfully deserved. She was always
preoccupied with work. She didn't mention anything about her
suitors. Eventually, the packing phase ended.
One day, I arrived at the house, and every piece of furniture was
gone. Priscilla's mother was waiting for me – waiting to say
good-bye. She thanked me for all the support I had given her
and all the help with packing. She said we would meet again and
that if I was ever in Wisconsin, to find her. As all this was
coming to an end, I realized I had made a friend in her, and I told
her so. Before she left, I asked her if I could take one last look at
the house. She agreed to let me stay, just as long as I locked the
doors when I left. We hugged one more time as she got into a
waiting taxi, presumably there to take her to the airport.
As I stood there alone in this house that I had been in many
times, a thought crossed my mind. All this time, I had been
helping Priscilla's mother pack, I hadn't thought of entering
Priscilla's old room. Maybe I would find something there that I
could take to remember her by. I already had a necklace of hers
– a pewter sword pendant on a black cord. If there were
anything left behind, I needed to find it before anyone else did. I
walked into her room and was a bit disturbed by how empty it
was. I had been so used to seeing the Lacuna Coil, Paradise Lost,
and Evanescence posters on the walls. Not to mention all the
furniture. I looked around for a bit when I noticed what looked
like a very big stain on the carpet next to where her bed had
been. That sight hit me like a freight train at full speed. I knelt
down over it and wept, still mourning over my loss.
I would love for this story to have ended with music playing and
credits flowing over the screen. Maybe that same Metallica song

from the guys next door. But that only happens in film and
television. This is real life. Life goes on. For some, that
happens easier than for others. For me, it has been more than a
bumpy ride. Priscilla, and everything that came with her, would
change my life forever. The years following her death, I
completely fell into depression. As hard as I tried, I couldn't
escape it. I found methods to cope with her departure, each one
being more self destructive than the last. At school I became an
introvert, not making any new friends, and slowly losing the
ones I already had. I always wondered how much longer I would
embrace the sorrow that came with every recollection of
Priscilla. From the moment she had walked into my life, my
whole outlook on love and life had changed. When she left
without a good-bye, that outlook became distorted. All the
times I had preached to her about how important it was for her
to be genuinely happy and to not use false happiness to mask her
problems became meaningless to me. That optimistic point of
view dissipated into nothingness. I was headed myself for false
grins and smiles.
As I grew older, things started looking better. On my sixteenth
birthday, I had an epiphany. For the first time ever, I felt a sense
of comfort as I thought about Priscilla. I realized that Priscilla's
memory did not have to reflect despondency. In fact, I owed it
to her to treat her memory with reverence and love instead of
contempt and self odium. Gradually, this realization began to
break in through the darkness I had created around myself. As
the days went by, my view became even clearer. I found myself
thinking of Priscilla every time I was having difficulty with
things. She was and continues to be my positive inspiration.
Her death is something I will never get over. I don't think I ever
will. A death is not like losing a job or getting divorced. You
don't get over it. Instead, you learn to integrate it into your
daily life. You learn to live with it. Of course, there are
reminders every now and then that will take me back to the
darker side of things, but the trip there doesn’t last forever.
I understand that the cruel of this world causes some birds to fly
away long before they've seen their day. Priscilla was one of
those birds. I, however, take solace in the fact that I, too, will
someday fly and find her again. No longer do I mourn for her,
but for those who never knew her. Even in death, her memory
is never-passing and my love for her is everlasting.
Lunch Hour by Jessie Van Amburg
Lunch hour, once again, proved to be consistently dull. John sat
at his desk, like always, and dutifully ate the lunch his wife had
packed for him. Today’s menu: last night’s soup.
This was his third year teaching at Jefferson High School, and yet
he continued to be shocked at the massive amount of students
walking the hallways. Leaving his room was always a semi-

terrifying experience—he felt lost in the ocean of solid, sullen
bodies moving against their will to the next hour of monotony.
John preferred the sanctuary of his small classroom—the white
walls, the desks organized in neat rows, the tasteful posters and
maps that were placed around the room. It was his own space,
which served as a quiet comfort amidst the constant noise of his
job.

married his wife with hopeful optimism and had confidence that
things could only go up.

However, there were others who had discovered the peace of his
room. The usual silly sophomore girls were here again, nibbling
their chips and sipping their Vitamin Waters with an affected air
of worldliness. Their presence disturbed him; he disliked having
them crowd his space. But they were his students, and his door
had been unlocked. It was like being held hostage by ninety-nine
cent imitation Barbies that you might find in the back shelves of
the local drugstore.

He had never felt so old and worn in his entire life.

Today was no better than usual. Upon their arrival, bringing
with them wafts of body spray with a hint of schoolgirl scandal,
they began to discuss at length the merits of the various Jonas
Brothers. They reminded him of seagulls –stupid, vain and
obsessed with shiny objects.

They were nothing compared to her.

He observed them in silence from behind the safety of his
computer screen, and tried to keep his irritation to a manageable
level. He was generally a tolerant man, taught from an early age
by his grandmother to love everyone on God’s earth.
But today, his patience was wearing thin. He resented these girls’
mindless, one-dimensional existence. He despised their tawdry
makeup and shameless addiction to meaningless gossip and
celebrity news. He was impatient today, sick of their constant
presence, sick of their very subsistence. They were crowding his
space and blocking out all positive thought.
Patience, John, he said to himself, trying to keep his frustration
from bubbling over. He could feel it rise like bile in his throat.
His anger surprised him.
He put aside his soup with distaste. His wife, who had so
unquestioningly prepared it for him, had added her usual note
inside, telling him to have a good day.
If only she knew.
His wife, who he had married for love and passion, now bore
wrinkles and stretch marks and worry lines. He felt embarrassed
to go places with her and see her now-bulky body, draped in
matron-like clothing purchased from Sears. He no longer
recognized his own wife.
He longed for his twenties again, that fleeting time when his
future seemed bright and old age seemed far off, when he

But here he sat now, twenty-five years older, in a stagnant
marriage with two children grown, and still teaching. What had
happened to the blue skies and the bright sunshine of his future?
When had he let it all slip through his fingers?

The girls suddenly burst out laughing, the shrill sound like the
shattering of a window. His temper, so long repressed, flared up
again. He had a sudden temptation to kick them out for no good
reason—and perhaps confiscate their cell phones for the sheer
pleasure of it. He hated these girls. They were worthless. They
were nothing.

Just thinking about her made him even more irritable, and he
scowled into his cold bowl of soup.
Everything about her was such a sharp contrast from these vapid
girls. He missed her. He missed her sharp wit and keen intellect.
He missed the sparkling vitality of her youth that always dazzled
him. For a moment he thought of his wife again, comparing the
two women side by side. His treachery pushed the image of his
wife away. His wife was as insubstantial as a ghost and as
unnecessary to his survival as his appendix.
But she. She was his heart and his lungs!
It had been two years now. Two long years of an excruciatingly
humiliating love that he could do nothing about. Two years now,
going on three, of watching her and guiding her, two years of
this shameful longing for someone that could never, ever, feel
the same way.
He had celebrated her birthday this year in a quiet, personal
observance, wondering how she was marking the milestone age.
He couldn’t help but wonder if now that she was older, could
their relationship change? Could he ever be anything more to her
than just a mentor?
The girls laughed again, and John gritted his teeth. What he
needed was a good punching bag. Did any of these girls care to
volunteer?
He began to enter in grades just to pass the time, punching the
keys angrily with his rough, workman-like hands. Almost all of
the students in his fourth period yesterday failed their quiz, and
here he was, left with their miserable numbers. Had he failed his
students too? How many more people would he bring down in
this self-made Titanic of massive proportion?

The girls’ conversation escalated, the noise overwhelming his
already frayed nerves. Just ten minutes—ten more minutes, and
he would have his free period, free from the girls, free from his
failing students, free from everything, save his unhappy thoughts.
He had considered confession. He had often thought of going to
church and telling-all in an anonymous fashion to the priest, in
the huddled quiet of the curtained confessional. He wondered if
that would make it better, if unburdening himself could
somehow make the weight of this sin a little lighter.
But what would God say about his love for a student?
“No!” John shouted.
He flung his arms outwards, knocking his frigid soup to the
floor. The bowl shattered into a thousand pieces.
Seven pairs of large, heavily made-up eyes were upon him. The
silence was unbearable.
“Get out! Get out!” he shouted in a primal fury. He threw open
the door. The girls remained motionless. “I said out!”
It was like a stampede to get to the door, away from the room,
away from him. John watched them flee down the hall with a
mixture of shame and satisfaction.
He retreated back into his room and locked the door. With
shaking hands, he switched off all the lights and stood for a
moment, alone in the dark.
As swiftly as it came, his anger rushed from his body, leaving
behind a gaping hole in his chest. The silence was all around,
closing in on him. He couldn’t breathe again. The echo of his
rage rang in his ears.
What had he done?
He crumpled to the floor, with tears pouring out of his tired
eyes. He wept like a child, ashamed and alone, into his hands.
“Isabelle,” he sobbed. “Isabelle.”

Literary Response and Analysis
Students in all grades, 7-12, are required to respond to and
analyze various works of literature across several genres. Often
they are asked to explain a text’s central theme and discuss the
various literary elements (character, setting, plot, point of view)
and devices (symbolism, figurative language, etc…) used in
order to express that theme. Here are a few such essays:

Night by Michael Amirmoini
This autobiographical work Night, by Eliezer Wiesel, is a memoir
of his experiences during the Holocaust. He describes how he
and his family are shipped off by the Nazis to the concentration
and death camps of Auschwitz, Buna, and Buchenwald, and his
horrible experiences at those camps. The theme of the story is
"stay strong no matter the times." Three literary elements that
the author uses to express the theme are setting, non-fictional
characters, and the first-person point of view.
In the beginning of the story, Eliezer and his family are taken by
the Nazis to the Auschwitz concentration camp. There, captives
are chosen to either be killed or sent off to work, depending on
their age and physical health. Eliezer, his father, and many others
are forced, for some weeks, to work. After that period of time,
Eliezer, his father, and many others are taken to the camp of
Buna and then to the camp of Buchenwald. By the end of the
story, many that Eliezer cares about are dead. The Buchenwald
camp is eventually liberated by Allied forces, and Eliezer is
freed.
A literary element that the author uses to express the theme is
setting. The time period is the Holocaust, in which Semites were
persecuted and massacred by the Nazis. During this time, many
people suffered on the battlefields of World War II and the
camps, but they learned to stay emotionally strong during the
hardships of life. Readers can learn a lot from this setting, which
is why the author chose this particular setting. The author wants
the readers to learn about what happened so that it won’t happen
again. That is how the author uses setting to express the theme.
Another literary element that the author uses to convey the
theme is non-fictional characters. Eliezer is the author and the
protagonist of the story. This is a memoir of his experiences. By
the end of the story, Eliezer learns to remain strong during tough
times. Authors use characters, usually the protagonist, to express
the theme because the protagonist is often meant to learn the
story's theme as well. Eliezer learns to stay strong during harsh
experiences, and he can use that strength to endure and cope
with other possible hardships later in life. Eliezer intends for the
readers to learn this through him. That is how the author uses
non-fictional characters to convey the theme.
The third literary element that the author uses to communicate
his theme is the first-person point of view. To show that this
book is written from the first-person point of view, Eliezer
narrates, "I tried to distinguish those who were still alive and
those who had gone." When a book is written from the firstperson point of view, a reader can relate to the protagonist
more, therefore the reader can grow to comprehend the theme
more because the reader is able to hear the protagonist's
experiences through his or her own voice, not through the voice
of someone else. When the protagonist is able to describe what

he or she learns from his or her own eyes, then the reader can
grow to understand the theme more clearly. That is how the
author uses the first-person point of view to communicate the
theme.
This story relates to both the world and to me. During the
Holocaust, many people faced experiences similar to Eliezer's
and grew emotionally stronger from them. The people who
fought in World War II suffered from losing the people around
them on the battlefield, and those who fought suffered injuries
and mental disorders due to the horrors of war. In the end, they
built emotional strength from these experiences. As for myself, I
have been through terrible times, but I have stood up and have
not given up, no matter what life has thrown at me. I understand
what perseverance feels like. That is how this story relates to
both the world and to me.
So, the author uses setting, non-fictional characters, and the
first-person point of view to communicate the theme. As for the
setting, Eliezer's story takes place during the Holocaust, which
was a time period in which there was great suffering. As for the
non-fictional characters, Eliezer intends for the readers to learn
what they actually learned. As for the first-person point of view,
readers can relate more to Eliezer because the book is written
from the first-person point of view, from his perspective, which
helps to communicate the theme. Many people in the world have
suffered, but they learn to build emotional strength from their
experiences.
Bless Me Ultima by Cassandra Villela
The novel Bless Me Ultima, by Rudolfo Anaya, is about a boy
named Antonio, his family and a healer named Ultima who stays
with them. The genre of the story is a blend of dramatic,
adventurous and mythical.
The story takes place in the 1940’s, in a “llano” or grassy area, of
New Mexico. In the story, Antonio's uncle Lucas ends up getting
sick, so they ask Ultima if she can help them. Word gets out, and
people don't like the idea because they think that Ultima is a
witch and her curing is witchcraft.
I believe the author's theme of the story is “don't judge a book by
its cover” or “don't judge a person”. The story uses specific
elements such as characters, point of view and figurative
language to portray the theme.
In the story Bless Me Ultima, the author uses characters to help get
across his message. He gives each character his or her own
distinct characteristics and traits. The main character of the
story, otherwise known as the protagonist, is Antonio. He's a
young boy, but he is very creative and brave for his age. There
isn't really any one antagonist, but a few of the other characters

in the book think that Ultima, the healer, is evil. Ultima isn't evil
at all.
Also, the mother and father of Antonio are complete opposites.
Maria, the mother is really calm and the father is really out there
and wild. All the characters have their own characteristics but
they all have something about them that you'd never expect from
them, which helps lead to the theme.
In addition to using strong characters, Rudolfo Anaya also uses
the first-person point of view. Point of view is the view from
which the story is told. In this case Bless Me Ultima is told from
the first person. The person telling the story, the narrator, is
Antonio. You know all about him, his thoughts, wonderings,
dreams and more. He has thoughts that you wouldn't think a
little kid like him would have. Sometimes he sounds older than
he is, but then he can go back to being a little kid. This helps me
relate to the story.
One other literary element the author uses to help the theme is
figurative language. The author uses similes, metaphors and
more. When he's referring to Antonio's dreams, he uses some
personification as well. Personification is when you give human
characteristics to an object that is non human. For example:
"Perhaps, like the dream said, the waters of the river had washed
his soul away, and perhaps as the water seeped into the earth,
Lupito's soul would water the orchard's of my uncle's garden,
and the bright red apples would ------" (28).
This quote shows that the rivers and Lupito's soul do things that
they can't really do. A soul can't water flowers, but it’s this
concept that brings us back to the theme. Rudolfo Anaya makes
things seem impossible and also different from what they are.
I can relate to this story because of the message it has. Everyone
can learn to not judge people and to instead learn how people
really are by getting to know them and not making assumptions
about them. In the world, everyone says things about someone
just because of what they hear or what a person looks like. It's
not nice to be judged without knowing someone from your own
experience instead of through someone else's words.
In conclusion, I think Rudolfo Anaya was smart to write a story
that has this specific message because it can teach us all an
important lesson to not judge people by the way they seem to act
or the way they look. We should accept people for who they are.
In the story Bless Me Ultima, the citizens of the llano learn how to
deal with Ultima and finally realize she's not a witch; she's simply
a healer.
Note: the genre of Bless Me, Ultima is also bildungsroman, which is
a story that follows a young protagonist into adulthood.

Animal Farm by Anna Abovyan
The novel, Animal Farm is a fairy story written by George
Orwell. It entertains its readers, as well as gives them a very
thoughtful message. By using animals and people as fictional
examples, George Orwell illustrates the true concepts of trust
and betrayal. Therefore, the theme of the story Animal Farm is:
always be loyal to friends, and never trust enemies. Orwell
teaches that people should never betray their true friends, who
are faithful to them all the time, and should not head off to the
enemies' side when they are not reliable and kind. Hence, in
order to make his theme even more profound, George Orwell
uses literary elements and devices such as plot, characters and
details.
In the beginning of Animal Farm, George Orwell writes about the
unfairness of Mr. Jones, the farm owner, and the angriness of his
animals. When the animals do not get fed enough, they get
together and sling Mr. Jones out of the farm, along with his
whole family. They realize that human beings are their enemies,
and they even change the name of the farm from "Manor Farm"
to "Animal Farm.” Then, they make rules to not have any
relationships with people and to stay away from them as much as
possible. They all become trustworthy friends and elect
Napoleon, the smartest one of all, as the leader of the farm. They
all work hard in order to provide themselves with food, water,
and everything else needed for living.
A couple of times people come and start a battle with the
intention of getting the farm away from the animals. However,
the animals always fight with great courage and win. Many of
them, as well as people, die during the wars. After all the years
of living together, Napoleon and some of the other pigs, who are
considered to be the smartest animals of the farm, break their
own rules and start to have good relationships with people. The
novel ends by describing how the pigs invite people to play cards
with them, and end up in a horrendous fight because of a
misunderstanding.
One of the literary elements that George Orwell uses in his
novel Animal Farm to make it more interesting and attractive to
its readers is plot. For instance, there are some parts of great
suspense in this novel, which keep the readers on the edge of
their seats, wondering about what is going to happen next. One
of those parts is in the beginning of the story, during the set-up,
when Orwell writes about the anger of the animals. A speech is
given by a twelve-year-old pig called Major. Major says, "Is it
not crystal clear, then, comrades, that all the evils of this life of
ours spring from the tyranny of human beings? Only get rid of
Man, and the produce of our labour would be our own"(30).
In this passage, Major obviously suggests to get rid of people,
more particularly, Mr. Jones, who is the one who is mistreating
them. When reading this, the reader will start to wonder

whether the animals are going to really fight against Mr. Jones,
or not. Therefore, the reader will eagerly read to find out the
answer.
Another example of plot in this story would be irony, which
takes place during the whole story. It is when the readers learn
about all the hard work done by animals, their triumphs, their
windmill, and their freedom from people. After reading all that,
they might think that the end of the story will be happy and that
the animals will have the life they have always wanted. However,
everything happens the opposite way. The windmill that they
build after so much hard work gets destroyed, and their rules of
freedom get broken by their own rulers, who ironically establish
good relationships with people. This enhances the theme of the
story, because in the beginning, the pigs start convincing the
other animals to get rid of people, but in the end, they betray the
other animals by lying to them, and by making peace with
people.
Another example of the literary elements used by George
Orwell is characters. He uses this literary element in a very
interesting way, because his characters change during the story.
In the beginning, the protagonists of this story are all the animals
together, and the antagonists are the people. Some idiosyncrasies
that the animals have in this story are talking, building, singing
and making up their own rules, poems and songs. The main
struggle of the animals is external, which is to have freedom
from people. They go through many obstacles in order to get
freedom, and some of those are wars with people, food,
weather, and too much work. The animals get over those
obstacles by being extremely diligent. However, in the end of
the story, some protagonists, mainly pigs, turn into antagonists.
They start taking advantage of the fact that all the other animals
on the farm trust and treat them as the smartest animals, and
they betray those animals. They change the rule from "All
animals are equal" to "All animals are equal, but some are more
equal." That means that they feel superior to other animals.
After they break their own rules by inviting people to play cards
without telling the rest of the animals about it, they turn into the
antagonists. This adds to the theme, because when they become
friends with their enemies, they pay for it by turning the game
into a huge fight. As the animals secretly look at the people and
the pigs from the window, Orwell describes the situation:
"Twelve voices were shouting in anger, and they were all alike.
No question, now, what had happened to the faces of the pigs.
The creatures outside looked from pig to man, and from man to
pig, and from pig to man again; but already it was impossible to
say which was which" (139).
This shows that the good guys become the bad guys.

Beside plot and characters, George Orwell also uses detailed
imagery to make his story more vivid and comprehensible to the
readers. There are many passages containing details in this novel,
and one of them is when Orwell describes the "Battle of the
Cowshed." He clarifies: "The men gave a shout of triumph. They
saw, as they imagined, their enemies in flight, and they rushed
after them in disorder…The three horses, the three cows, and
the rest of the pigs, who had been lying in ambush in the
cowshed, suddenly emerged in their rear, cutting them off.
Snowball now gave the signal for the charge. He himself dashed
straight for Jones. Jones saw him coming, raised his gun and
fired. The pellets scored bloody streaks along Snowball's back,
and a sheep dropped dead. Without halting for an instant,
Snowball flung his fifteen stone against Jones's legs. Jones was
hurled into a pile of dung and his gun flew out of his hands" (5758).
This passage is an excellent example of detailed imagery because
Orwell describes every single thing happening in this situation.
He includes every detail, making sure not to skip anything.
Hence, this passage surely creates a clear picture of the war in
the readers' minds. The readers might imagine the shouting and
running men, the sudden approach of the animals, the fire and
the blood, the flying gun, and many other things described by the
author. Orwell describes the Battle of the Cowshed so clearly in
order to make the readers understand how much damage the
people did to the animals, how hard the animals worked for their
freedom, and to bring up and prove that the people were real
enemies for the animals.
This text relates to almost everyone in the world. There are
always people who betray their true friends and make good
relationships with their enemies. Usually, people do that when
they feel that they are too special to be friends with the people
they were friends with all the time. They start to consider their
enemy as someone who is more powerful or superior, or who
has other positive traits that they feel like they want to have too.
Then they become identical to their enemies. They forget
everything good that their old friends have done for them and
everything they have been through with them. Most of the time,
the people who go to the enemies' side later regret doing so,
because they get harmed by those people in some way. It is true
that an enemy can change and become into a friend, but it is
never right to forget old friends. Betrayals hurt people very
much, and it is always good to first respect old friends, and then
the new ones, instead of completely forgetting old friends.
In conclusion, the novel Animal Farm by George Orwell teaches a
very significant and useful life lesson to its readers, which is to
stay devoted to your friends and treat them the way you would
like be treated. The literary devices used in this novel are very
powerful, and they make the readers easily comprehend the
theme. They also make the story entertaining and fun to read.
Betrayal is never good, and people should always remember

everything their friends have done to them before deceiving
them.
Have you read Animal Farm? Do you agree with Anna about the central
theme? Are there other possibilities? Are there additional themes?

Poetry
Three poems by Lily Sassone
The first two poems are meant to be read together in sequence.
The third poem is intended to stand alone.
Yggdrasil
Far far deep into the well
It takes hold.
The choice is there
And theirs alone
They're allone.
The Mimisbrunnr can show
The eyes of heaven. Blown...
Limacon
Winding up and up with light
A feast for age and age till night.
Candle march to thank the snail
Inside the pearly opalescence.
Promise of light through the tighter darkness...
Sputtering flame Stops in the enormous frame.
Logarithmic axis
That eons could bestow.
How the little snail could grow?
How it shapes its home:
Locomotion, maintenance,
Energy, and time Each contortion adds a step
Towards the great divine.
Nourishment redemption.
No wick could luminate
The greatness that would last.
The spirals, they adorn us
And make things not so vast.
I'd Sell You To Satan
I'd sell you to Satan
for one corn chip
with a dollop of dip,
for one high score
or hardwood floors,

for home made spaghetti
or a mani-pedi.
I'd sell you to Satan
for a piece of string
or an ate-up chicken wing,
for a bag of kitty litter
or a hot french fritter,
for a single nickel
or a dill pickle.
I'd sell you to Satan,
I swear to God.
Passing through My Eyes by Abel Gonzalez
I see you passing through my eyes
Hoping
That one day you will notice me
As I notice you
I see you passing through my eyes
Like a shooting star I make a wish upon
When I catch a glimpse of you
My heart beats a thousand beats per second
But then you fade away into the crowd of people
And my heart stops.
Rain by Steven Toledo
Rain can bring back memories – some good, some bad.
It might even get you mad or sad.
Rain can take the pain away
Or it can make it stay
And make you lie down and think about your day.
Remember your first love? The one you gave everything up for?
No more hanging out with friends, giving him your all,
Loving him with all your might.
He made you lose sight.
But then he broke your heart, and you were standing in the rain.
Remember your first kiss? In school he made you feel so cool.
You wanted to kiss him through the phone, missing him,
Telling him you’d see him later on.
Then he left you without saying “good-bye”
Left you hanging in the rain.
Now you’re trying to take yourself back home.
You’ve been travelling down this road too long.
You find yourself in a thunderstorm – with a broken heart.
He’s on your mind.
You begin to cry.
Then you remember that he left you crying in the rain.
The rain can bring back memories.

But one thing that comes to my mind is:
I would never do you wrong or harm.
I love you
I will never leave you
Alone and in the rain.

Poetry Explication
Students in Advanced Placement English Literature and
Composition classes are asked to analyze literature much like
students in any English class are, but they are also asked to
explicate poetry, which is a tad more challenging. While one
might look at a novel or play through a single lens, one should
perhaps look at a poem through a kaleidoscope, whereby several,
sometimes contradictory, layers are uncovered.
Students in all English classes write take-home compositions on
literature that they are given time to analyze, but students in AP
classes must also write on-the-spot essays on works of literature
they have never before read. Here are two students’ in-class
timed-writes based on poems they had never before seen. These
essays were written in less than one class period and were about
poems that were read in the same allotted time-frame.
The Poem –
John Milton ON HIS BLINDNESS 1 (1652)
When I consider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide,
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning chide,
Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?
I fondly2 ask; but Patience to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts, who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best, his state
Is kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o'er land and ocean without rest:
They also serve who only stand and wait.
1. By 1651, at age 43, Milton had completely lost his sight
2. foolishly
The Explication by Annalou Lingat
John Milton, through his sonnet “On His Blindness,” describes
his disability. He questions if God gave him his blindness as a
crutch or a gift; however, Milton implies that, ultimately,
disabilities only make one stronger. He does this through the
poem’s form, religious diction and syntax.

First of all, the poem’s form supports Milton’s reasoning that
disabilities make one stronger. “On His Blindness” appears in the
form of a Petrarchan sonnet. The poem can be separated into an
octave and a sestet. Focusing on the octave, Milton introduces
his central question: Did God smite me with blindness? He explores
this question in the octave and describes his conclusion in the
sestet. Milton personifies the murmur in his head to yield the
realization that God gave him something he could handle. His
blindness will help him perceive things in less literal ways, which
will ultimately serve him best (Milton, 1).
In addition, Milton infuses religious diction into his sonnet to
support his theme. Looking into the semantics of words such as
“light,” “soul” and “true account,” Milton wants to go past the
literal and into the spiritual meaning of his poem. At first, it may
seem like a paradox to say that blindness is a blessing; however,
Milton delves beyond the superficial and realizes that blindness
will enlighten him and make his state “kingly” (Milton, 12).
.
Milton fully explores his theme with his syntax, or sentence
structure. His poem employs caesura and enjambment at the
same time. This implies that even though he stops to think, his
mind is ever-flowing. Milton suggests, then, that his paradoxical
ideas somehow mesh.
Do you agree with Annalou’s analysis? Are there other interpretations?
The Poem –
One Art
Elizabeth Bishop (1911-1979)
The art of losing isn’t hard to master;
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster.
Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.
Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.
I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.
I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.
–Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture
I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident

the art of losing’s not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.
The Explication by Han Sol Choi
Through the use of tone and form, the speaker in the poem “One
Art” by Elizabeth Bishop asserts that losing is a tool to bring
about disaster.
In the first five stanzas, the speaker speaks in a nonchalant tone
and regards the act of losing things as being something trivial.
Because people “lose something every day,” she claims that these
things were already “filled with the intent to be lost” and so their
loss is no disaster.
However, as the reader moves down to the last stanza, it
becomes evident that this is not the case. Though the speaker had
previously claimed that losing things like
“places…names…/cities/…[and] rivers” isn’t a disaster, she
makes a turn when she reveals the loss of a loved one. For four
stanzas the speaker has built a wall of apathy towards the various
things she has lost and has plowed on through each stanza,
disclosing her indifference toward objects valued more than the
others in the previous stanzas.
Through a ladder-like structure, the speaker climbs to the top –
to her loved one – and cracks. After repeatedly chanting
throughout the past four stanzas that losing things isn’t much of a
disaster, the speaker contradicts what she says before and reveals
that “the art of losing [is] not too hard to master / though it may
look like…disaster.” Therefore, by juxtaposing the loss of a
loved one against the loss of trivial items, the speaker declares
that in the end, losing things really is an easy way to bring about
disaster. It is too bad, then, that one can’t lose disaster.
Has Han Sol captured the meaning of the poem? What is your
interpretation? Is there more than one?
AP Exam Question
On the AP Exam, students have to write three timed essays, and
they have to be able to answer tricky multiple-choice questions,
approximately one question per minute. They must scan fast,
taking notice of any part of an answer that might be wrong. If any
part of the answer choice is wrong, then the whole choice is wrong.
Here is a “mock” AP Exam question based on the poem “One
Art” by Elizabeth Bishop.
The word “one” in the title suggests which of the following:
A. There is more than one “art” in life, and mastering loss
is among them
B. Mastering loss is without question the most difficult
task in life, and is hence “number one”

C. There is only one art in life, which is the art of dealing
with loss, because everything else is a science
D. Each person in life has just one significant love, and
when you lose him or her you experience the absolute
greatest loss
Which answer did you choose and why?
______________________________________________
______________________________________________
______________________________________________
______________________________________________

Soliloquy
A soliloquy is when a character of a play speaks to him or herself
or perhaps to God, letting out his or her innermost thoughts.
During a soliloquy, other characters are rarely on stage, and they
typically do not hear or understand the soliloquy.
Shakespeare wrote some remarkable soliloquies through which
his characters divulged some of their innermost thoughts.
Here is the famous “To be or not to be” soliloquy as written by
William Shakespeare.
To be or not to be, that is the question;
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing, end them. To die, to sleep;
No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to — 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
To sleep, perchance to dream. Ay, there's the rub,
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause. There's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life,
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
Th'oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,
The insolence of office, and the spurns
That patient merit of th'unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscovered country from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will,
And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all,
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pitch and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.
Here is the same soliloquy with a more modern vernacular as
interpreted by two of Ms. Kittelson’s English students:
Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark, as an Emo Teen
by Andrew Thompson
Dear Diary,
Mood: Sad, philosophical
To cut or not to cut, I dunno. Today was sooo bad. I was
wearing my favorite black shirt (the one with the frilly stuff on
the sleeves; it’s all Shakespeare-like) and I wanted to ask S to the
dance. But she said “no go away” and I was like “but I love you
more than everything” and she was like “you’re so weird; stop
talking to me” and then these other guys came and started
laughing at me. Then I went to the art room and cried…It was
almost as bad as the time I got suspended for telling my English
teacher that life had no point because we live in infinite sadness,
and so her lesson was all wrong. MAN every day is like this!
Nobody understands! I hate life sometimes because it sucks and
there’s nothing I can do.
Why shouldn’t I cut myself? It makes everything feel better. Oh,
yeah, I wrote you this poem, Diary. I hope you like it:
Death
Death
Death
Each day I cry a single black tear
It burns my soul
But blood washes away the tears
Like a red river
Death
Death
Death
I think it’s pretty good. Not like those “famous” poems I have to
read at school. This one’s actually true because it says everything
I learned but that nobody else understands. But seriously, I don’t
know why I shouldn’t cut all the time if it makes me feel better.
Oh, but people get scared when they see the scars. I don’t want
that to happen. What if, like, someone tells someone that I have
scars and they, like, take me away? I don’t even know what
would happen. I guess it’s kind of scary.
But who would want to live life without cutting like I do? Life is
so horrible because everything is so sad, like the Suzy thing. I
think everybody else is just scared. Or stupid or something. It’s
like that one My Chemical Romance song I was listening to. So

true! People just live like robots in society. Society is evil, I’ve
told you that right, Diary? Maybe it’s what makes people so
scared so they don’t cut themselves.
Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark, as Governor Palin
by Kirsten Cancgo

pretend I was one of those deaf-mutes. That way I wouldn't have
to have any goddamn stupid useless conversations with anybody.
If anybody wanted to tell me something, they'd have to write it
on a piece of paper and shove it over to me. They'd get bored as
hell doing that after a while, and then I'd be through with having
conversations for the rest of my life. Everybody'd think I was just
a poor deaf-mute bastard and they'd leave me alone. They'd let
me put oil and gas in their stupid cars, and they'd pay me a salary
and all for it. And I'd build a little cabin somewhere with the
dough I made and live there for the rest of my life. I'd build it
right near the woods, but not right in them, because I'd want it
to be sunny as hell all the time. I'd cook all my own food, and
later on, if I wanted to get married or something, I'd meet this
beautiful girl, that was also a deaf-mute, and we'd get married.
She's come live in my cabin with me. And if she wanted to say
anything to me, she'd have to write it on a goddamn piece of
paper, like everybody else.”

To live or die, that’s what I’m wonderin’
Should I keep sufferin’
With all these nasty shenanigans
Or should I be a maverick
And end ‘em instead?
Dyin’
Sleepin’
There ain’t no difference.
In dyin’ we just end
All ‘em heartaches and other troubles
We can see from our house
And that we’re forced to live with
And that’s somethin’ we all wish for.
Dyin’ and Sleepin’
Sleepin’ – maybe to dream
My, that must be the catch!
Since who knows what I’ll be dreamin’ of
After my life is through…

Spoken by the character Holden Caulfield from Salinger’s The Catcher in
the Rye. What personality traits are evident? What truths are exposed?
Who is Holden speaking to? Is he expressing what he truly feels? How is
this monologue different from a soliloquy?
______________________________________________
______________________________________________
______________________________________________

Dramatic Monologue

Epistolary

While a soliloquy is spoken to the self, a dramatic monologue is
spoken directly to other characters or to the audience. Like a
soliloquy, a dramatic monologue usually exposes a central truth,
but unlike a soliloquy, because it is spoken to others, it has the
potential to affect the other characters’ subsequent actions.

While an epistle is a specific kind of letter, an epistolary novel
is one that is written as a series of letters. Books like Griffin and
Sabine and The Color Purple are considered to be epistolary novels.

There are monologues in plays, and there are monologues in
novels. Here is one of many from J.D. Salinger’s The Catcher in
the Rye:
“I kept walking and walking up Fifth Avenue, without a tie on or
anything. I was sort of afraid to stop, I think - I don't remember,
to tell you the truth. I know I didn't stop until I was way up in
the Sixties, past the zoo and all. Then I sat down on this bench. I
could hardly get my breath and I was sweating like a bastard. I sat
there, I guess, for about an hour. Finally, what I decided I'd do, I
decided I'd go away. I decided I'd never go home again and I'd
never go away to another school again. I decided I'd just start
hitchhiking my way out West. What I'd do, I figured, I'd go
down to the Holland Tunnel and bum a ride, then keep
bumming rides, and in a few days I'd be somewhere out West
where it was very pretty and sunny and where nobody'd know
me and I'd get a job. I figured I could get a job at a filling station
somewhere, putting gas and oil in people's cars. I didn't care
what kind of job it was, though. Just so people didn't know me
and I didn't know anybody. I thought what I'd do was, I'd

Like soliloquies and monologues, letters can shed light on a
character’s disposition. While journal entries are like soliloquies
in that they are directed at no one in particular, letters are like
monologues in that they have a clear audience.
Some letters are fictional. Some are not. All letters, when they
are well crafted, may have a strong impact on the reader.
Can you tell if either or both of the following letters are fictional or not?
September 29
Sabine –
When you found me, I thought my loneliness had gone for good.
I was kidding myself. I desperately desire your company. I
haven’t talked to anyone in three days. I was sure I was going to
start seeing your pictures like you see mine. I’ve tried so hard.
I’ve concentrated. I’ve mediated. I’ve done everything except
stand on my head, and I get nothing. Not a flicker. And I think
my own work is going stale. I haven’t produced anything

worthwhile for weeks – and my stomach hurts. Pathetic isn’t it
(aren’t I)? Send me something from the islands. Something magic
that will heal my ailing soul.
How can I miss you this badly when we’ve never met?
Love,
Griffin
Griffin and Sabine by Nick Bantock is part of a romantic trilogy whereby
the entire story is told via letters and postcards along with beautiful
illustrations.
Dear Dad by Anonymous
Dear Dad,
I know that this letter will not reach you, but recently, I have
been devoured with so many memories of you and me, that I
recall the meaningful walks we took together, and I want to
thank you for them.
I remember them clearly. There were never any gray clouds in
the sky or any sign of bad weather. Maybe that is because you
never took me out in bad weather, but I also like to think that
the sun favored us. The winds were always calm when I was with
you. I remember how you used to tell me to bring a jacket and
how you always ended up carrying it.
Once, we decided to take one of our famous walks – the walks
that brought along knowledge with each step we took. I
remember skipping over the cracks on the sidewalk as I took
hold of each twig that I found on the ground. This became a
tradition.
When I was little, dating back to the 2000 election, you and I set
out for one of the most memorable walks. I was nine. You first
taught me what a Democrat was and what a Republican was,
giving me my first taste of politics. You then opened my eyes to
all the possibilities provided us by the US government. You
distinguished between Armenia’s government and that of the
US, and how, in America, rights were not just granted, but
recognized.
I also remember our family’s first time playing Secret Santa. It
was a cool summer’s night in July when we embarked on our
walk. I asked you if we can play Secret Santa that year and you
didn’t know what it was, since it didn’t exist in Armenia, where
you grew up. I felt so lucky to be the one teaching you
something for a change, and you loved the idea. I was so excited,
that when we got home that day, I wrote four names on little
strips of paper, folded them neatly and saved them in a jar for

December. I remember how you eventually broke the rules and
bought presents for both my brother and me.
Dad, you are my hero, and I always thought that you had all the
answers. My curiosity phase might have been a handful, but you
were more than happy to answer my insistent questions and
engage in enriching debates. You taught me that the Japanese eat
other foods besides sushi. You helped me understand why we
couldn’t subtract large numbers from small numbers (in first
grade, I thought negative numbers didn’t exist). And throughout
the years, our walks became trigonometry equations and history
lessons.
However, knowledge is not all that you have provided me with
through the years. In 2006, when I learned that less than half of
your heart was working, I also learned of your strength. I was
overcome with fear, and I felt as if the shield you surrounded me
with had suddenly vanished, and I was left to bear the news
alone. You helped me to realize how fragile life can be. Since
then, I have worked on appreciating life without taking anything
for granted. I started concerning myself with questions like,
“What can I do to help dad?”
Such inquiries led me to think of how I could contribute to the
world. I knew that I could give to the world what the world had
given me, which is hope.
I know that you’re doing a lot better now, and we still do go out
for walks, but calculus seems harder for you to explain without a
piece of graphing paper and a pencil. I understand that some days
you wish to walk alone and review your life and its prospects,
and hence we divide our journeys. As clichéd as it sounds, you
taught me to enjoy what I have now before it’s too late. I try to
spend as much time as I can with you, meticulously
acknowledging everything about you. You have been my
unbound diary of thoughts that requires neither key nor hiding
place. Now, we are at the crossroads, and I prepare for my
adulthood using the lessons that you have provided me with, and
I begin to walk on my own.
Love Always,
Your traveling companion and loving daughter

Political Speech
While soliloquies and monologues – either spoken aloud or
written in letter form – are delivered by characters for the sake
of revealing truth and making clear some key elements of both
character and story, they aren’t the only kinds of extended
speech by a single entity. Political speeches are also a great way
to reveal personality and motivation. What’s different? For one,

political speeches are proffered by people, not characters. For
two, they don’t often disclose the truth.
Here is one student’s imagination of a political speech by Queen
Elizabeth I who reigned over England from 1558 until her death
and who was also called Elizabeth Tudor, the Virgin Queen,
Queen Bess and Gloriana. The premise: “What if the Queen had
been offered the opportunity to be Senator John McCain’
running mate in the recent U. S. Presidential election?”
McCain/Tudor by Lily Sassone
When Senator McCain realized his grand mistake (Governor
Palin) he quickly tried to remedy the situation. Who he now
needed was someone with popularity, even in times of economic
crisis and depression, someone with real foreign policy
experience, and someone whose stance regarding abstinence
among young people was undeniably concrete. Who he needed
was Queen Elizabeth I of England. So McCain called upon Jesus
for a great favor – to bring the Queen back to life to be his
running mate just in time for the ’08 election. This would be just
the thing that he would need to pull ahead of Obama in the polls.
Of course, Jesus was reluctant. But, for a personal friend like
John McCain – anything.
So, with a quick puff of smoke and some dazzling lights, Jesus
fulfilled his task and brought Queen Elizabeth I back to the earth
and in the flesh right before Senator McCain’s very (old) eyes.
John McCain was taken aback by Jesus’ swiftness (which led him
to wonder what had taken Jesus so long regarding that other
‘favor’ concerning the economy). Nonetheless, more shocking
than Jesus’ swiftness here was the former queen of England
standing before him, having being dead for over 400 years.
So, after a seemingly appropriate time spent staring at the
Queen’s presence, McCain finally introduced himself to the
bewildered Gloriana. After a confused explanation, Senator
McCain proceeded to present the Queen with his campaign
thoughts: “I’m thinking that we stick to the ‘Virgin Queen’
thing…that will definitely appeal to – “
“I beg your pardon,” replied the Queen.
“Oh, I’m sorry. I guess I didn’t really explain this very well. You
see, I have just put my campaign on hold to solve the economic
crisis and save America, so my thoughts seem to be elsewhere.”
After eight hours of extraordinary debriefing, Elizabeth was as
ready as she could be to be John McCain’s new running mate for
the 2008 election.
“Ah yes, I understand, now, why you would choose to glorify the
Virgin Queen title,” said Elizabeth, the First.

“I knew you would – you see, Bess, you are the kind of woman
that I have needed all along. I always knew that I needed
a…woman, and, well, you’ve got it all!”
Two weeks later, Elizabeth made her first appearance at a
McCain rally in Virginia:
“My dear Americans, although I may be the Queen of England to
you (and dead for 400 years) rest assured that I have been
brought back purely American. I am absolutely fascinated by your
giant corporations, strange religions, fast-food and indoor
plumbing – and if that’s not American, then I don’t know what
is. As you shall remember, the late Sarah Palin died tragically
after a herd of wild moose plotted an elaborate stampede at the
Palin household. She will be…remembered… she will be
remembered as a very…interesting American who at one point
scared countless of Americans over the course of a few months.
As a new and more sensible choice as vice president for Senator
John McCain, I promise to bring perhaps a different point of
view to the senator’s economic policy. In such a time for the
American people, I might suggest more taxation in order to pull
through; however, I might also suggest retiring some of those
CEO’s who are no more than common thieves. When it comes
to foreign policy, I have infinite amounts of experience because I
have ruled an entirely different country on an entirely different
continent. Not to mention that every morning when I have
looked out of me window, I have seen France!
“My foreign policy experience also extends to foreign men, of
whom I have known many. However, do not mistake this
experience. For my entire life, and at this very minute, I have
remained sexually abstinent. When Senator McCain was telling
me about this glorious country, I was appalled that there was
such a thing as “sexual education” in our schooling system. I
oppose it entirely and cannot stress enough the importance of
total abstinence – not just among young people, but of all
persons. With this, I leave you to retire to my afternoon tea and
biweekly performance of Twelfth Night. Fare thee well, Virginia,
you are forever in my heart and you are, well, myself, entirely.”
The crowd fell silent upon Elizabeth I’s exit. So silent in fact,
that cheers from the neighboring Obama/Biden rally could be
heard through the auditorium windows. Clap! Clap! Clap!
This crowd then broke out into such vigorous cheering (for
whom, it was unclear) and a riot emerged. The zealous crowd
stormed down the streets of downtown Richmond until they
arrived at the local Fox News station where the Queen then
made a second appearance along with the cast of Twelfth Night,
the antics of which were promptly uploaded onto the Internet.
The country was thereafter outraged by McCain’s temerity.
Alaska took poorly to McCain’s pathetic attempt at using humor
to gain young voters and threatened immediate secession.

McCain held true to his statements and to his new running mate,
which eventually led to his ultimate downfall. As we all know,
McCain Tudor did not win the 2008 presidential election.

Just don’t eat that cow. Don’t touch that swine.
Honestly, the world would be more peaceful with no religion
But it can probably help with that drug addiction.

But Elizabeth I did not go home without a fight. Along with
Senator McCain, Queen Bess was deemed insane and was sent
off to a mental institution in England where she quickly gained
both political and royal amnesty. She was later released from the
institution (the same cannot be said of poor Senator McCain.)
Queen Elizabeth I was accepted back into the royal family, but
was disgusted by their now political obsoleteness. Seeing as the
title of Queen was not fitting to her ruling nature, she spent the
rest of her days residing in a flat in London, visited weekly by a
once traveling Shakespearean actors’ troupe.

Rhetoric

Spoken Word
Another form of personal expression that is distinct from
soliloquy, monologue and political speech is spoken word. Spoken
word is contemporary poetry meant to be memorized and
delivered as though off-the-cuff. Spoken word is akin to rap in
that it stakes a strong claim and is often replete with rhythm and
rhyme. It is different from rap, though, in that its authors and
topics are extremely diverse.
Religion? by Gyra Hernandez
He isn’t religious, not seen as an atheist
He sometimes just ponders overrated-ness.
Christianity coincides, or does it collide?
With other religions and sacred beliefs.
What makes a religion better than another?
Blindly follow spoken words of a mother.
Mary, Virgin, and the Holy Ghost
Here to boast, to give you a dose
Of war and love…
Let’s start the show.
Aryans, what’s with the hatred?
Let’s make you rock the Star of David.
Blow up that market for 72 virgins
And not for hot chicks
For a couple of nerds in
Their mother’s basement
Playing Dungeons and Dragons
It’s all just a joke.
He doesn’t mean to poke
Fun at all the religious folks.
If there’s Heaven or Hell, we cannot tell,
But we live in the latter – he sees it well.
Pray five times a day and you might get in
He might just maybe forgive a sin
Or two.
It’s up to you.
To worship someone – something divine.

You have just experienced soliloquy, monologue, political
speech and spoken word, and you have no doubt been the
recipient (and purveyor) of a persuasive presentation or two via
Power Point or another medium, but have you actually studied
the larger, over-arching field of rhetoric? Rhetoric is the art (and
maybe science) of persuasion as it was long-ago explained by
Greek philosopher Aristotle.
According to Aristotle, rhetoric consists of three elements: ethos,
logos and pathos. Ethos is an appeal to character, which we might
interpret today as the establishment of credibility, and also to
morality and ethics. Logos is an appeal to logic, including reason,
evidence and all things scientifically indisputable, and pathos is an
appeal to emotion. If you can lead your audience toward feeling
empathy, sadness or joy, then you just might win them over to
your side.
Here are some sentences written by students. Go ahead and label
them either “ethos,” “logos” or “pathos.”
________ If only you could have seen the look on her face –
how widely she opened her eyes right at the moment that her
young life flashed before them. – James Pak
________ I come to you as a fellow student and life-long friend.
– Joshua Morales
________ Everyone should treat each other with respect and
good manners. – Josh Chavez
________ People should eat breakfast because studies show that
it is the most important meal of the day. – Simon Pascher
________ I felt my heart shatter when he told me it was over
and then just walked away. – Yvette Pouladian
________ Mr. Red is an experienced teacher, he speaks several
languages, and he is punctual, so he would be perfect for the job.
– Emily Fuentes
________ The planets in our solar system orbit the sun because
of the sun’s gravity holding them there. – Charles Limbo
________ Since all the students on the JV swim team are over
there, and I am on the JV swim team, I should be over there as
well. – Alicia Defoe

Satire
While some forms of persuasion are straightforward and at times
even confrontational, one form is indirect and often humorous.
Its goal is the same – to expose faults and effect change – but its
method is a bit easier to take. It’s called satire.
Satire is: “the use of irony, sarcasm, ridicule, or the like, in
exposing, denouncing, or deriding vice, folly, etc.”
(Dictionary.com, “satire” def 1)
Related to satire is irony.
Irony is: “the use of words to convey a meaning that is the
opposite of its literal meaning” (Dictionary.com, “irony” def 1).
Example: Saying, “I can’t wait!” when you don’t want to go.
Satire can be in the form of sarcasm, like irony, or it can be an
entire literary genre. For example, Gulliver’s Travels is a novel of
the satirical genre which pokes fun at human nature and also
parodies travel writers of the early seventeen hundreds. The
Onion is a satirical newspaper that ridicules, among other things,
the sensationalism of typical newspapers, and “The Daily Show”
is a TV program that pokes pointed fun at news shows and
politicians. Satire, whether it involves parody (imitation) or not,
is a great way to make your point while making people laugh.
Irony can be in the form of sarcasm, too, and this is called
verbal irony, but it can also be a literary device. For example,
if a plot turns out opposite of how it starts – if the police officer
lands behind bars – then that would be situational irony; if a
character looks behind a door that the audience knows leads to
disaster, then that would be dramatic irony.
Satire and irony are all around us. Can you find some examples of
satire and irony in this newsletter?

Recipes for Life
With some types of persuasion, the speaker implores his or her
audience to espouse a particular point of view or consider a
specific action. With other forms, such as advice, the speaker
just tells the audience straight up what to do – and how to do it.
How to Procrastinate by Suren Aydinyan
Procrastination is one of the finest art forms known to man. The
ability to slack off and leave important tasks or events until the
last minute may seem simple to many, however to truly master
such a skill takes years of hard work, dedication, and
determination.
First and foremost, one must establish a strong mental
understanding of the procrastination process. Procrastination is
by no means, simply not completing an assigned task because you

could care less about it. The most crucial thing you must learn is
that yes, you do care, just maybe not right now.
A perfect example of this is a history research paper. You are
given a month to perform research and complete a paper on a
topic of your choosing that is somehow related to the 20th
century. The first three and a half weeks should either be spent
brainstorming ideas in your mind during times of boredom or
not doing anything at all.
If at any point you feel a sudden urge to begin researching a topic
online STOP IMMEDIATELY!
You must obtain a routine or activity in which you can purge
your mind of all academic or other significant thought. Easy ways
of doing so may include, but are not limited to: playing video
games, watching television, taking a shower, enjoying a few
snacks, calling a friend, text messaging someone, listening to
music, randomly browsing the Web, youtubing, and/or many
others. Consuming your time and effort with convincing yourself
that you are doing something productive is half the battle. The
other half is ultimately getting the work done. But to get there
you must first overcome the other numerous obstacles, including
sidestepping your parents.
Your parents will continue to nag you and from time to time
decide to check on you in your room to see if you’re getting
work done. This, my friends, is far simpler than it may seem.
Open a few textbooks and scatter them across your bed. Have a
few pens and pencils out. Make sure that you have a minimal
amount of tasks open on your computer (if your parents are
computer savvy). When they walk in, have your eyes set on the
nearest textbook, and if they proceed to question you, interrupt
them by saying “Please mom I really have a lot to do today, can
we just talk about it later?” If this does not work you may use
other legitimate excuses which you may feel are suitable. (Each
parent is different so you must adapt your strategy and game plan
accordingly).
Now, back to the history paper. Time has lapsed, so you now
have three days to perform all the research and complete the
paper. On the third day before it’s due, very briefly “google” a
few of the topics you have in mind. That night, select the topic
you will write about and sleep on it. The morning of day two
should yield new thoughts and ideas which will ultimately lead to
you becoming increasingly uncertain about the topic you
selected. On the night of day two (after a decent amount of
hours spent “wasting” time and relaxing your mind) begin trying
to find a new topic to write about. This time, make sure you are
serious about the topic you have selected and once again, sleep
on it. The morning of day three (the final day) will bring you the
vast array of knowledge about the topic you thought you never
knew. At around 7pm, open Microsoft Word, and proceed to
type your heading. After doing so, stare at the white blank
screen for a decent amount of time before you feel the stress and

pressure beginning to fill your body and mind. This is the point
where people will either crumble under the weight or perform
magnificently and live up to their true potential. You must be
able to cleanse your mind of all worry and thought. For at least
30 minutes, do your favorite activity which you feel best relaxes
you. Personally, nothing relieves my mind and body quite like a
hot shower followed by a bowl of Cinnamon Toast Crunch
cereal.
Once you feel you are ready, sit back down and stare at the
white blank screen some more. You may choose to begin
writing, or you may continue to listen to music or browse the
Web or chat with friends. Around 10 pm is when you should
kick it into 6th gear. Research papers take, at the least, two to
three hours of nonstop hard work. If you plan on spending an
“all-nighter,” then you have time to spare. In certain situations,
you may plot an ever-so-evil scheme to not go to school the next
day until the class period for which the assignment is due. Faking
an illness has proven to be quite effective for me, as my parents
and family members usually run up a wall when they even hear
me cough.
Once again, plan accordingly and take into account different
factors to make sure your plot is doable, and is 100 percent
bullet-proof.
So, it’s 12:30 am on Friday morning and your research paper is
due at the start of 6th period. Hopefully by now you are putting
the finishing touches on it (including a works cited page, which
can easily be B.S.’d).
Arrive a few minutes late to class clenching your paper in one
hand and sipping on a can of Red Bull from the other.
Congratulations! You’ve done it.
Now, do not be shocked if on your first try you get a poor grade
on the essay. For some it may take multiple attempts before they
are in the “A” or “B” zone. Others simply have the ability to get
the best score in class each time. Do not be disheartened, and
remember to always work hard at it. A wise green jedi once said
“Do or do not. There is no try.”
Editor’s Note: the author of this essay does not have a perfect GPA.

Recipes for Sustenance
Now, one cannot procrastinate without eating something, so
here are a couple of recipes.
Sweet Potatoes with Pecan Topping
by Adrine Babakhanyan
Ingredients for the potatoes:

3 cups mashed sweet potatoes
1 cup brown sugar
2 eggs, lightly beaten
1 tsp vanilla
1/2 cup milk
1/2 cup melted butter
Ingredients for the topping:
1/2 cup brown sugar
1/3 cup flour
1/3 cup melted butter
1 cup chopped pecans
Preparation:
Combine the first six ingredients and pour into a buttered 1 ½ 2 quart casserole dish.
Mix the remaining ingredients and spread/sprinkle over the top.
Bake at 350˚ for 35 minutes, or until hot and brown.
Lettuce ‘Wrap’ by Raffi Asheghie
Ingredients:
Iceberg lettuce – ½ head shaped like a bowl
Soy sauce – ¾ tsp.
Worchester sauce – ¾ tbsp.
Orange chicken sauce – 1 tbsp.
Balsamic vinegar – 1 tsp.
Green onions – two
Garlic cloves – two
Chicken breast already fried in bread crumbs
Salt – a pinch
Pepper – a pinch
Garlic salt – a pinch
Mushrooms – 1 cup sliced
Lemon – ½
Yellow or red onion – ½, minced
Cilantro
Orange slices
Preparation:
1) Cut up the fried chicken into bite-sized pieces
2) Put them in a sauté pan with a splash of oil on low heat
3) Add mushrooms, garlic and green onions and turn up the heat
4) Cut the large half-onion and sauté it separately until
carmelized
5) Throw the onions into the pan with the rest of the ingredients
6) Stir well, with oil, on medium heat
7) Add the sauces and continue to stir over medium heat
8) Add the pinches of salt, pepper, etc.
9) After sautéing, pour the mixture into the lettuce that is shaped
like a bowl. (Line the lettuce bowl with lemon juice first).
10) Garnish with orange slices and cilantro.

Recipes for Recreation
When you are up procrastinating and eating, why not also watch
a movie? Here are some possibilities:
Coraline by Jaimee Lopez
Coraline, directed by Henry Selick, is about the adventures of a
young girl who stumbles upon a miniature door that leads to an
alternate life. Her overworked mother and father (Mr. and Mrs.
Jones, played by Teri Hatcher, and John Hodgman) in her real
home are grumpy and stressed. But in the alternate life they are
tranquil and enjoyable. In this alternate life, everybody has
buttons for eyes, and when Coraline’s mother, otherwise known
as the alternate mother, attempts to sew buttons on her daughter
(played by Dakota Fanning), Coraline tries to escape. When the
protagonist, Coraline, finds out that her other mother is actually
a witch, she struggles to save her herself and the others that have
been captured.
Coraline is a captivating new movie that can be enjoyed by people
of all ages. It’s a movie that kept me on my figurative toes and
made me think about the upcoming scenes. The movie’s
craftsmanship is outstanding because although stop-motion
animation has been lost for a decent amount of time, it is revived
with this movie, which makes this movie much more interesting
to watch. It’s great in 3D. Overall, the movie is exciting and
vivid with colorful characters that jump off the screen, making
this movie a great one to watch next time you’re feeling in the
mood for something different.
Chingoo by Joseph Choi
Chingoo is a Korean film that follows four friends from their
childhood into the world of gangs and crime. Joon-seok, Dongsu, Jung-ho, and Sang-taek have all been friends since they were
little. They have done everything together. Joon-seok's father is a
mob boss, and because of that, Joon-seok is considered to be the
leader of the group. Dong-su's father is an undertaker and second
in command. Jung-ho is the clown of the pack, and Sang-taek is
the very timid but intelligent person of the group.
This movie captures the audience with its mix of heartbreaking
and dark aspects. The friendship forged by these four friends
seems unbreakable but eventually falls to greed and sorrow.
This movie brings out the angel and demon of each character. It
examines their faults and strengths. For example, Dong-su, who
is considered second in command to Joon-seok, admires Joonseok, but also longs to have the same power and control that
Joon-seok seems to have over people. He does not have such
power because his father is a lowly undertaker.

This film not only emphasizes on the characters' personalities,
but it also focuses on the background and setting of rural Korea
and how childhood impacts adulthood. The movie also carries a
message, which is that the best of friendships can fall to simple
human emotions, such as greed and love. Although, this movie
has a dark and violent tone, there are important parts where you
can feel the same pain that the characters feel on screen. For
example, in the climax of the movie, Joon-seok feels remorse for
his actions and thinks back to his childhood. This scene not only
shows human weakness, but it makes a character that previously
seemed immortal seem mortal and even vulnerable as a
consequence of his actions. This deep movie will make you
cringe at some points and cry at others. I recommend it.
Taken by Leo Abnoos
One movie that I saw recently is the movie Taken. The movie is
about a divorced father who worries about his daughter going on
a vacation to another country. He tries to prevent her from
going, but he can’t, and so his daughter goes to the country and
gets kidnapped. What the kidnappers don’t know is that the
father is an ex-secret agent who knows all the tricks in finding
people like this kidnapper. He uses voice recognition tactics and
studies the evidence that is left behind. I liked this movie a lot
because it is very action-packed and to the point. Also, I love the
tactics the man uses to try to find his daughter.
Saving Private Ryan by Jason Suh
The movie Saving Private Ryan is based on WWII. The movie is
historical because it is takes place around the Normandy
Invasion. The movie is packed with action, drama and bloody
violence. If you are easily disgusted then this movie is not for
you. It should be seen with a parent if you are too young.
The story is about a group of soldiers who attempt to bring back
a soldier from war after his brothers are all killed. The main
character is Tom Hanks. He plays the leader of the group. He is
the one most responsible for trying to save Private Ryan.
Saving Private Ryan is about three hours long, but it has a fantastic
story-line that will blow viewers away. Saving Private Ryan allows
viewers to see what war is really like. It shows young men dying
for their country. If I had to give this movie an actual rating, it
would be four stars. This movie is a one-of-a-kind masterpiece.
Here is a film that one movie-goer says you should certainly avoid:
Watchmen (or Don’t Watchmen) by Robert Manukian
For the past week, or so, it has been impossible to stick your
head outside the window without seeing Dr. Manhattan’s bug
blue face staring at you. Last Friday marked the release of the
over-publicized Watchmen movie, and if the makers of the movie

could afford a giant billboard in Times Square and a full page
MySpace takeover, then the movie must be good, right?

because they are interactive, they require almost as much
creativity from the players as from the designers.

Wrong!

Here is one gamer’s review of a relatively recent release:

The Watchmen has turned out to be a three-hour-too-long
debacle full of “superheroes” and “action.” First, and foremost,
what makes this group of lame senior citizens “superheroes” is
beyond me, especially seeing that they don’t have any super
powers. According to this movie, anyone who can afford a
leather thong and some shoulder pads can be considered a
superhero.

MotorStorm: Pacific Rift by Andrew Thompson

While on the subject of costuming, why does a female
“superhero” need a leather thong and a see-through shirt to fight
crime? The costumes in this movie are so tacky, they would be
passed up by Cher for a music video, and they are reminiscent of
something one would see driving down Sunset Blvd. at 1AM.
The only superhero in the movie who has any real super powers
is Dr. Manhattan – a giant, blue, naked, glowing man-god. In
fact Dr. Manhattan has so much super power, it almost makes up
for the other lame superheroes in the movie. His super power is
the ability to be God, and in so doing he has the ability to morph
all matter and shift time and space.
Even though he is God and is the focus of the entire story, it
seems as though the only thing viewers and nearly every online
critic can talk about is Dr. Manhattan’s glowing, blue,
nakedness. Yes, the sixty-foot-tall demigod is naked throughout
the entirety of the movie – something I’m sure the FCC is
ecstatic about.
Aside from the terrible costuming and lackluster superheroes,
the comic book-turned movie meets its true downfall once the
plot reveals itself. This movie suffers from the same clichéd plot
that every other superhero movie seems to, i.e., Superhero is
just but is perceived by the public to have bad intentions;
superhero then saves the world and finds himself while doing so
but also kills a more minor superhero in doing so.
In the end, this movie has bad characters, plot and direction and
is bogged down by its three hour length, putting the viewers to
sleep slowly. The bad villains, cheap costumes, and terrible plot
leave a bad taste in the viewer’s mouth. This over-hyped
extravaganza of lame action, kicking, and punching and boring
storyline leaves the viewer begging for no more.

Gaming Gurus
Video games are the new movies. They are a ten-billion-dollar
per-year industry and are becoming more sophisticated all the
time. The stories are becoming more mythic and emotional, and

2007’s Motorstorm was Sony’s feature racing game for the
Playstation 3 platform, and a torrent of hype followed the game
up until its release. Motorstorm: Pacific Rift, unlike its predecessor,
has not enjoyed the same buzz, but it is the new must-have
driving game.
Maybe this is a result of the first Motorstorm’s solid but unpolished
state upon release, or perhaps it’s because the PS3 has filled its
catalogue with many more racing games since early 2007.
Regardless, the lack of hype for Pacific Rift is a shame, because it
stands out as beautiful, fun, and one of the few genuinely
interesting games of its genre.
The most immediately impressive aspect of Pacific Rift is almost
certainly its visuals. Set on a tropical island, with tracks grouped
into “land,” “air,” “fire,” and “water,” zones, the game features
races along coastal bluffs, eroded mountain tops, dense forests,
and even erupting volcanoes. One particularly memorable track
weaves around (and over) a lava field that flows into the ocean.
It’s clear that a lot of time has been invested in making each area
look detailed and believable. There is a fine line between great
graphics, and great graphics that pop out as looking just right, and
Pacific Rift absolutely nails the latter. The occasional lowresolution texture here and there can be excused considering
how good the game looks as a whole. These huge, impressive
environments aren’t just for show, either; the game-play of
Pacific Rift takes full advantage of the tropical setting. Driving
under a waterfall keeps your boost from overheating; dense
foliage tears apart all but the largest trucks; and lava fields melt
anyone foolish enough to drive near.
There are eight different classes of vehicles, including fast (but
weak) motorcycles, all-around-good racing trucks, and virtually
indestructible big rigs. Each class has certain advantages and
disadvantages when competing against each other, and some are
more suited to certain obstacles you’ll face on the island. For
instance, bikes and ATV’s might be forced to take longer routes
to avoid water or mud, while big rigs can plow right through
with barely a drop in speed. Most of the 16 tracks are a blast to
play using any vehicle, and there are thoughtfully laid-out routes
and short cuts. However, there are a couple tracks that are, for
no apparent reason, almost completely linear and contain no
incentives to choose one route over another, and as a result they
quickly become boring. But aside from a few bad apples, the
tracks in the game are a whole lot of fun and let you play to the
strengths of any of the different vehicles without any one class
being overpowered. Being able to race so many vastly different

vehicles together is something that no other game lets you do,
and it’s a real selling point of Pacific Rift, and it puts it above the
other more derivative racing games on the market.
Putting aside the intricacies of Pacific Rift’s game-play, the most
important aspect of this game that I cannot stress enough is its
universal appeal. It’s one of those rare games that anyone can
pick up and play, jump into a race or two, and have some nononsense fun. Even my brother, who has sworn never to play a
racing game that is not called Burnout, picked up the controller
and was immediately sold. If the first Motorstorm was full of great
ideas that weren’t fully realized, then Pacific Rift delivers on what
it could have been – and then some.
Left 4 Dead by Phien Le
Do you want a video game filled with zombies, cool guns, and
bloody action right on your TV or your computer screen? Then
Left 4 Dead is the perfect video game for you. It is one of my top
favorite video games. Left 4 Dead is played on a PC or an Xbox
360. This video game is so realistic, and it gets scarier every time
you play it. It consists of four campaigns and five chapters in
each. The four campaigns are “No Mercy,” “Dead Air,” “Death
Toll,” and “Blood Harvest.” Each of the four campaigns has a
different vehicle that saves at the finale of each campaign.
There are four main protagonists: Zoey, Bill, Francis, and Louis.
They all have different personalities and hobbies that you really
get to know before the infection starts to come out.
The main goal of the whole game is to escape from the
apocalypse and survive until you get rescued.
This game gets even better when you play with your friends. It
has a 4-on-4 mode, Zombies vs. Survivors, and more. The game
can tell whether or not you can depend on your friends or
teammates because there are five special zombies that you don’t
want to get near. If certain zombies attack you, you need your
teammates’ help to get the zombies off or to get them killed.
Special zombies, such as the hunters, smokers, boomers, witches
and tanks are different from each other – they attack differently
and make noises so you know that they are near you. So watch
out for the scary zombies, and stick with your friends and
teammates.
One of the best things about this game is that each time you play,
it is different. Remember the zombie you killed last time in front
of that tree? It won’t be there this time. But still watch out and
be cautious. Left 4 Dead is different and scarier than other games I
have played before. Try it out. It’s worth the money and time
you spend on it. Good luck and have fun!
Here is a video tip:

Dead Space by Khaled Bitar
Chapter 12 of Dead Space is called “Dead Space.” You exit the
escape pod right onto the alien planet. Your wife Nicole tells you
to take the marker off the ship and take it to where it came from.
You go to the left once. Then you exit your ship and use kinesis
on a metal sword-like object and bring it to your ship. The
maker is placed on the square. Then, you use kinesis to put the
marker back near the big door that is closed. There is a small
door near the big door that you have to go through in order to
open the big door. If it’s locked, there should be another door
behind it. Once inside that door there is a Save Station, a bench
and a store. Stock up on what you need at the store, and then
there will be two doors. One leads to a room with ammo and
supplies. The other leads to what looks like a freezer. Go into
the freezer, and two enemies should fly out. Kill them fast
before they turn the dead bodies in the room into necromorphs.
Go inside the freezer room, and to the left there should be a
power box. Pick it up with your kinesis, take it outside and put it
back in its place. The small door is now open!
Enter through the small door, and push the panel in order to
open the big door. Once open, pull the marker in, using your
kinesis so the next big door also opens.
Next go through the small door that is now unlocked and pull
the marker into the big room. Pull the marker farther in, but
wait because there is a bridge blocking the way. Push another
panel that lifts the bridge. Hurry and pull the marker through
with the kinesis before the bridge goes back down.
Once through, a quarantine is activated. Swarms of necromorphs
and other enemies come. Kill them all off, and the quarantine
should be lifted. Continue through the room, dragging the
marker along with you. In the next room, you can’t go farther
until you get the ventilation working. There will be a door
leading you to get it fixed. Beware. There are two enemies stuck
to the wall, guarding the door, and they shoot out little mirrors
that attack you. Kill them, and enter the room that is now at
zero gravity. Jump into the vent and run down the one-way path
until you get to the end. There should be the power lever. Use
kinesis to pull it down. Now the fans in the vent are working
again! Zero-jump back into the vent, and kill the enemies that
come at you. Use stasis on the fans to get through. Go back into
the room where you left the marker. Watch out! Brute alert!
Use stasis on the brute as it chases you, and run behind it and
shoot its back until it dies.
Then pick up the power node it drops and continue to the next
room. Keep bringing the marker with you. Take the marker into
the next room. There are a couple of easy enemies. Just kill
them and continue. Now you’re outside – finally. There is a
straight-away path. Use kinesis to drag the marker all the way
down, but notice that there are three tentacles that come up to
attack you. Shoot the yellow bulges to destroy them. There will

be necromorphs also attacking you. Once they are all dead, finish
dragging the marker. Then your wife Nicole will come and give
a good-bye speech. A bright light will come and go, and then
Nicole will be gone. Kendra will come and take the marker from
you and say that the Nicole you were seeing was a hallucination.
There will be a video. Then Kendra will take the marker and
leave. You will go back to your space pod, but the ground will
shake and you will stumble, or else the hive mind will appear.
Kendra will try to escape, but the hive mind will kill her. Now
you will have to kill the final boss. There are six yellow bulges
around its mouth. Destroy them and those on its chest. The hive
mind will be dead. Go to the pod and enjoy the ending.

Source Code
Game designers need to tell stories, yes, but they also have to be
adept at coding – writing the source code or computer language
that makes the games work. To practice your own coding (or in
this case, decoding) abilities, figure out what each letter
represents to reveal the message that’s hidden beneath.
Miguzdzrk’u itkzdign ndvuguzu de ztikk krkbkvzu: kztdu, rdydu
mvs jmztdu. Kztdu gu mv mjjkmr zd ntmimnzki, ptgnt pk bgytz
gvzkijikz zdsmq mu ztk kuzmfrgutbkvz de niksgfgrgzq. Rdydu gu
mv mjjkmr zd rdygn, mvs jmztdu gu mv mjjkmr zd kbdzgdv.
Clues: Z-T; Q-Y; D-O; I-R; Y-G; M-A; N-C; C-K; S-D

Visions and Plans
As the end of the school year draws near, students are
contemplative about the many opportunities that await them.
When asked a few simple yet potentially profound questions
about what is next for them, here is what a few said:
What do your parents hope for you?
“To obtain a scholarship, to attend a four-year art college, to
marry an Armenian woman, have Armenian kids and be proud of
being Armenian…” – Michael Geozalian
“My parents hope for me right now is to graduate high school
and go to a university to find my true calling. My dad also wants
me to be a professional soccer player who can offer [my family]
whatever they want.” – Pedro Salinas

paycheck and because it is in high demand. There will always be
a job.” – Jose Zafria
What do you want from life?
“To obtain an art scholarship, work and go to college, become
either a graphic designer or open my own tattoo shop I want
complete independence from my parents, and I want to marry an
Hispanic woman so I can have multi-cultural children and tell
them that they can marry whomever they want – that they don’t
have to be Armenian – and that they should love people for who
they are, not for their culture…” – Michael Geozalian
“If I survive after my service to the country is done, I’ll go to
college and become a computer engineer or invent new stuff for
the country.” – Trung Vu
“I want adventure. I want to live my life! I love feeling the
danger around the corner. I love feeling the suspense. I love
journalism! I want to travel. I want to party, play basketball and
write stories. I want a husband who can keep up with me and
never let me down…” – Michelle Rios
“All I want from life is to be able to change racism and
discrimination…I also want the ability to make people see that
money isn’t worth a person’s life.” – Alfred Martin
“The thing I want from life would be sharing experiences
through the stories I want to tell…I want people to enjoy what I
have created…” – Stuart Guerrero
“I want my parents to be alive when I have my first child. I want
them to hear my kids call them ‘Grandma’ and ‘Grandpa’”
– Melissa Rubaclava
“What I want from life is peace, love, unity and respect.”
– Adrine Babakhanuan
“I want to be able to look back on life and be proud of my
accomplishments.” – Vanessa Sanchez
“I want to become a basketball player.” – Jessica Diaz
“I want to serve God and travel around the world…”
– Emily Fuentes
What will you do after high school?

“My parents hope for me to graduate and succeed and be
everything they weren’t because they made some mistakes…But
something they’ve always done right is raise us to follow our
dreams…” – April Altamirano

“After high school I’m thinking about going to a community
college, maybe GCC or PCC, either one…After a couple of
years, I’ll transfer to a university.” – James Pak

“My parents hope for me to be an R.N. My father thinks that this
is the right way for me to go because I’ll make an excellent

“Right after high school, I’m going to sign up for college and at
the same time, I’m going to start on my wrestling career.”
– Artin Torosyan

“I will pursue my dream career of becoming a chef by attending
culinary school.” – Joshua Morales
“Right after high school, I’m off to Boot Camp at Camp
Pendleton. I won’t be receiving college instruction because I will
be in the Marine Corps until I retire…my job is to be in the
Marine corps and accomplish a mission that will save others with
a death-defying act or stunt.” – Raymond Gonzales
“After high school I plan to be already sponsored in skating, but I
can’t rely only on skateboarding. If it doesn’t work out in the
long run, I will need an education, so I will go to college and
study veterinary medicine. I love animals.” – Yesenia Ramirez
“Right after high school I want to go straight to school and learn
about fixing cars and welding and all that stuff…I want to work
with cars and have my own shop.” – Mitzi Aguilar
What will you do after college?
“After college [in Michigan], I will go to grad school and
eventually get my doctorate… I hope to become a worldrenowned psychologist and travel the world.” – Jose Galvez
“After college, I will marry the sweetest, most attractive guy I
find, find a lovely home with four bedrooms and a giant pool in
the backyard and work as an orthodontist to help people have a
beautiful smile.” – Phien Le
What is your life’s purpose?
“My life’s purpose is to party and to live life to the fullest.”
– Javier Luna
“My life’s purpose is to become a rock star with my brother in
our band and to get married to my soulmate.” – Mikaih Lei
“My purpose is to give people amazing food and to have a family
in my three-storey mansion with my super model wife and our
Golden Retriver dog.” – Raffie Asheghie
“My life’s purpose is to be a good Christian…”
– Biayna Der Sarkissian
“My life’s purpose is to help others in any sort of way…once I
make them happy or see a smile on their face, I will know I have
done my job.” – Simon Pascher
“Since I was three years old, I have had a pencil in my hand. I’m
not exactly the animation type, more the fashion, interiordesign, sculpting, mask-making, still life, acrylic, canvas, walls,
type…After F.I.D.M. I’m going to…maybe move somewhere
else, open a business, travel, anything that I want to do toward
my road to success.” – Maggie Papikyan

The Clowns by Francis Avancena

Thank you for enjoying this issue of the Nitrometer. An online version will be available imminently at www.webstaclecourse.com.
Any comments or questions should be addressed to Ms. Kittelson at akittelson@gusd.net. Thank you for your support.

