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The Key
S

By Caleb Gottry

This has to be the hundredth time he’s béen to his father’s house. He can’t bring
himself to sell the little cabin. Old wood beams on the worn stair case. An old air
conditioner that rattles when it turns on. A rusted hinge squeaks as he turns the doorknob
and goes into his father’s room. War posters are hung on every wall. The closet is nearly
empty except for the camouflage war uniform. The cap sits on the neatly made bed. His
father’s night stand is layered with medals. An old power chair sits at the foot of the bed,
but the manual wheelchair is missing. He sneezed.

The room is covered in dust. Another sneeze comes, this one more violent, and he
doesn’t have time to raise his arm to block it. The sneeze blows the medals off the small
night stand. He gasps hoping that he didn’t break any. He is about to lean down and check
when he notices something that he has never noticed before. On the polished wood, used,
but well cared for, is a small metal lock, like the kind on a doorknob. He looks through the
medals scattered on the worn carpet until he finds what he’s looking for: a little gold key.
He knows that this is the key to the small metal lock.

He inserts the key and starts to turn it when he stops suddenly. What if he really
doesn’t want to see what is in this hidden compartment? Visions of skeletons, ghosts and
booby traps fill his mind, but he quickly pushes them away. This is his dad. He was meant to
find the key and he knew it. He can barely dare to think of it, standing there with the key in
the lock waiting to be turned, but what if this small compartment holds the secret to his
father’s death? His eyes well up with tears as he thinks of the large New York City cemetery
with his father’s grave with no information about his death and no actual body in the earth
bellow. All he knows is that his father is gone.

He wipes his tears away and turns the key in the lock. After his fearful visions, the
small black notebook sitting in the compartment was very anti-climactic. He picks it up
curiously and opens it. Words...lots of them, written in black pen. It’s his father’s diary. He
can barely breathe as he flips to the last page written on the faded white paper. His heart
pounds in his chest and he reads:

Today ( board a plane o surprise my son ix Vermont on hic 7 5% anniversary. (o ol me not to because of the disability sxponses, but my
ol f/‘/éﬂ{ fﬁm bt camp et me 4 with a fm tieket offeﬁ s [ coull 2. / car t wat to see my Sox & f’-;'r.-m'!; faae apai ard fee/ the warm embrace.,
My tog is sluwly recuseriny stitl) but it witl xever teuly be the same, [ wish [ codll have stayed and hotped tuger i the Midte Fastorn Conflict
but being shot is no small matter. [ am saffe ix Awerica, thouph, and [ get to be with the peqple that [ bve, ( Krow thal this is a shorter extry, but
/ fave a f/gbﬁ Zo cateh, /”y o, [ am M//(/)r}/ i

My tears stain the black ink as [ read the date: -Septemter 77, 2007
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Dear Bottle Tree, _ o o / '/
You are the light that shines bright. You are a wonder and an amazement. You are tall and wide and have beautiful
leaves. | love climbing you and enjoying your brightness. You are special because you grew from a stump, and all
you wanted to do was grow. Even though you don't produce fruit or other things like some other trees. YOU, you are
still special, because you are yourself growing. 1 wiil climb and admire you soon.

Love,
Your Secret Admirer

Dear Secret Admirer:

This is so exciting! | have never had a secret admirer write me! | am here for you always and invite you to climb me
anytime.

My irregular growth pattern is just another example of the wonders of nature.

Happy Summer!
Bottle Tree
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The song that currently has the most meaning to me is All You Need Is
Love by The Beatles. While this is not a song that would normally be on my
playlist, it has found it’s was into my life.

In choir, my eighth grade year, I was a part of the tech crew and the
group that spent our lunch period in the choir room.

Every year, the tech crew presents a poster, signed by everyone in the
eighth grade chorus, at the Last Concert Concert. My friends and I took on this
project a mere four days before the concert. I bought the poster board and
wrote, All You Need Is Love. I crossed of the word love’ and wrote<Ms. Potts’.
My friends and I had all agreed that this was a cute idea. |

Over the next few days, we did some sneaking around to get this huge
undertaking finished. Mariah and I ‘ditched’ study hall; Jo, Jeremy, Ysabela,
Zach, and I almost got sent to the detention room; I made an announcement at
lunch. "

Fast Forward to the night of the concert, which was super stressful, as
we had to set up everything, do our homework, run the equipmen't':, and finish
this surprise. And when people started filing in I saw my crush in the front
row.

Zach ran to the store, while we were setting up, to buy flowers and left
me to cover for him. He went to get dinner, if anyone asks. -

When Ysabela arrived, I got her the poster and my pens, I sald that if she
needed anything, that she could call or text me and that I would text her if Ms.
Potts was coming. .

So of course, when she called me, Ms. Potts was right next to me at the
soundboard. I played it off cool, I think, by picking up and say1ng;; “Hey. Yeah, I
can’t talk right now; 'm busy.” I hung up. As soon as Ms. Potts walked away, 1.
ran to the choir room to see what Ysabela needed. &

When there was only one song left of our show, Ms. Potts got up on the
stage. She was giving a speech thanking her entire tech crew for all of our help.
And while we were standing in the wings, holding the flowers, poster and our
speeches, our teacher called us all up on stage.

After she read her speech, we retrieved our surprise and brought it
onstage; I read my speech. A few of my friends said a few words. As soon as we
exited the stage, we all started sobbing. Ms. Potts even looked a little
teary-eyed. .

We sat in the back hallway, as we cried and cried. This was the moment -
when most of us realized that we weren’t going to ever be in Ms. Potts class
again or hang out with her at lunch.
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The Statue

By Damon Martinez-Jackson

The statue stays still. Sees the whole world. All alone in a void. Rust
to show wars, and its age. Forced to live, not the same. I've seen things,
getting stolen, even me. Some have been found, some have been sold. All
over again, always pain, and sorrow back to the Roman Empire, most have
been honored. It comes at a cost, mined up, melting in a bowl. Formed,

and folded, no one cares.
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Common garden areas like this create leaming spaces that are
both beautiful and functional.



Chapter 1
Bobby Yalam

Kaanapali — a town of rest, of chaise lounges and coconut drinks, of birds of paradise, avian and floral,
that drink from potholes in roads long overdue for paving. Moisture hovers like a crysalline awning,
trapping warm air below, rising and recirculating. In deep summer, locals can always spot a tourist;
they’re the ones wearing pants, linen, denim, or otherwise. She likes to consider herself a local. (One
month a year — that’s a longer stay than most.) For Eliza, it’s a sojourn, a rest stop, and she’s ready to
continue her travels.

It was a tiny plane, two lines of two seats twenty rows long. They boarded from the ground, carrying
plasticky carry-ons up the fold-out stairs. Just like in those golden era movies — Eliza wore a broad black
hat and thick-rimmed sunglasses just for the occasion. Dreams of Audrey and gutter fans on the city
street grounded her, forty-thousand feet in the sky. Usually, she took a couple sleeping pills during
takeoff, but usually, she was flying to some glorified glass metropolis to present on her useless
treatments for her helpless patients.

As the plane eclipsed southern California (according to the cheery voice overhead), she read that it was
typical of resorts to greet each guest with a lei of plumerias for the women, kukui for the men, cowry
shells for the kids. The first time she’d visited, elementary school Eliza and her parents had stayed in one
of those ritzy places; she’d worn that string of cowries with pride, day in day out, and had hung it above
her headboard, a paradisiac dreamcatcher, a shrine to that microcosm of Eden.

Even without a ritual blessing or divine feathers, her tropical beads had worked for years — caught her
dreams of a happy family and success and rooted them in reality. It worked so well that it became a
source of fear, fear that moving this talisman would crumble the life around her. Before she left,
everyone told Eliza that science would overpower her faith during medical school, but they had only
been half-right. Sure, she lost her faith in that miracle worker who lived in the clouds, but she clung to
her faith in that weathered necklace hanging in her childhood bedroom.

Now, she couldn’t care less about those plastic imitation shells; she figured they were bunched between
an old sweater and Christmas garland, tucked away in a room of boxes collected for an estate sale. Her
parents’ lawyers had asked if she wanted to sort through their things. She wanted to more than
anything, but everything had too much sentiment in that four-walled colonial, everything other than her
disappointing “lucky” cowries.

Lucky. She didn’t know if someone could scoff silently, but somewhere over the Pacific, she came as
close as she could. Psychology was right; luck and faith are just misattribution and human error. The
same type of error that causes a car to swerve or a cell to mutate.

Last year, they were all on the same flight she was on now, headed to the same destination, the same
happy family. Her parents had sat together in the row in front of her; Eliza always liked meeting new
people, hearing their stories. (Maybe that was her psychiatrist mentality, always on call.) This year, she
sat in silence, ignoring the older man beside her. He seemed warm, comforting even, but she’d had
enough of hearing people’s stories, with no one to listen to her own.



Charles Zhang
The Abandoned Farmhouse

The investigators quickly entered the threshold into the mysterious and abandoned
farmhouse. This was the house in the community where everyone thought was haunted and
nobody dared to explore it so the local police decided to take action and investigate. But the truth
was, there were never any murderers, zombies, or ghosts that dwelled in this farmhouse in the
past. About eighty years ago, a cheerful family lived a wonderful life in the beautiful red
farmhouse. Their life was undistured for many decades until the Nazi’s invaded their country.
Then, the Nazi’s forced most of the civilians out of their houses onto trains such as this family.
Later, after the Nazi’s rounded up all the citizens, they raided their houses for any precious or
useful material. With nonchalance, the malicious Nazi’s dumped out their drawers, grabbed
paintingsfrom walls, and also destroyed bibles like clearing out a refrigerator. After a few
minutes of exploring the farmhouse, the detectives discovered a torn up and crumbled bible in
the living room and broken toys in their backyard. The investigators were baffled and thought
about what had happened in the past, but there was no sufficient evidence to know what

happened so they closed the case.
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