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The Heirloom by William C. 

I have always been a bit of a hermit, even more so after my grandpa died. I spent most of my time going to
school, doing homework and studying. I did not want to go anywhere else or see anyone else. My life had a
routine that I thought I liked.

Sat upon my cluttered desk was the snow globe I inherited from grandpa. The base was covered in snow and
inside it stood a little house and a little boy, peering out through the glass that confined him. With the snow
globe, grandpa left me a note: “This is a prized possession that has been passed down to me from my father. 

"Take good care of it. Listen to it and learn from it. May it help you on your life’s journey.” 

“Listen to it?” I was often puzzled by his choice of words. I placed the note aside and examined the snow
globe more carefully, shaking it gently. As far as I could tell, there was nothing special about it besides the
fact that it was my grandpa’s. I put it down and returned to my studies when I heard the sound of tapping on
glass. I checked my window, expecting a bird. When I did not see anything, I shrugged it off, blamed it on my
imagination and went back to work. As I heard the sound again, I looked around in confusion but my eyes
locked on the snow globe. It seemed like the little boy inside the globe was tapping on the glass! I reached
out to take a closer look and was startled by the sound of his voice.

“Hello.” 

“What are you?” I responded skeptically, “Is this a dream? Are you a spirit or something?

“I don’t know. All I know is that I’m trapped in what you-giant-people call a snow globe. What about you? Are
you my new owner?”

“I guess I am. My grandfather died and left me this snow globe. My name’s Tom, I’m 13.”

“I am sad to hear that George died. I guess he was your grandfather, then. Was he killed by another giant-
person? You-giant-people love to tell stories about your scary outside world.”

“No! What do you mean?”

“Well, that’s what my first owner used to say. He would yap about keeping his kids safe from the scary
outside world. He hoped his kids would be like me, protected, always safe.”

“The world is not so bad. When I used to visit my grandpa, we would go to the local park to feed the fishes at
the pond.”

“Weren’t you afraid that the fish would attack you?!”

“What? No! Fish don’t do that.”

“But one of my owners once told me a story about how a huge fish knocked him off his boat!!”

I was shocked to hear the fear and trembling in his voice. I could not help but wonder at the absurdity of
feeling such fear from what was probably just a guy who went out fishing, caught a big fish which flapped
about on his boat and knocked him over. The little snow globe boy really didn’t know much. In a sense he
was just like me. Except that he wasn’t trapped by a wall of his own making. 
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The World Through My Eyes
by Aryan S. 

 
The Best Part about me are my eyes,

they are not small or oversized
They have a light ashy-brown color,

which makes me different from any other
 

I think I get it from a family member who lived a long time ago,
who do I get it from, I really want to know

Oh, I love how they pop so bright
even in the cold starry night

I can see the beautiful gradient of the lovely sky,
as well as the fireworks that go off on the 4th of July

My eyes let me see my loving friends and family,
so that I can have fun with them happily

With my vibrant hazel eyes,
I can see through all lies

I can see the world ahead of me,
to shape who I really will be :))

A Shadow
by Aryan S

 
Darkness is everywhere

Even in the shadow of daylight
We always have a pair

Hunting in the silence of the night
Shadows always seep through the ground

The king of darkness they are crowned
You can never get rid of it

Nor can you leave it behind
It will follow you till it eats you up at night

And will haunt you till the day you die
 

So be advised !!
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Midnight Storms 
by Morgan H.

There is a cacophony of pounding and wailing outside; 
the midnight rain, 
torrential and ferocious, 
relentlessly bangs against the ceiling. 
Trying to penetrate. 
Failing continuously. 
However, I find comfort in this wild, deranged storm. 
The walls of my room, 
often constricting, 
are now like a hug, 
soothing and unyielding. 
During these times, the existence of safety, 
my safety, 
is made known: 
the softness of down comforters, 
the sturdiness of the house, 
the warmth so opposite the cold outdoors. 
I snuggle in closer; 
I feel secure.
Yet, 
there is still a part of me, 
so small yet implacable, 
that yearns to be in the rain. 
Feel the water cascade down bare arms, legs, cheeks. 
Feel naked and unafraid. 
Danger is a lure, 
so primeval and raw, 
that gnaws at my will. 
I no longer want this protection, 
this assurance. 
I want to throw open the bedroom window, 
let the tempest fill the room. 
Want the wind to kiss me, 
that mesmerizing dance, leaving me breathless. 
Lightning cracks and thunder booms.
I need to see, touch it all. 
Then, quickly (too quickly),
it dissipates, that hunger and curiosity, 
and I am left trapped and terrified in my bed, 
tears pooling against my pillow,
the storm without unable to conquer the storm within.
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Spring
by Vaanya S.

 
The flower buds,

Rain floods,
Birds chirp,

As smoothies are slurped,
 

Spring has arrived,
Although winter had thrived,

Nature is now revived,
 

Time to dive
And revitalize

The prized sunshine,
And break the thin line
From winter to spring,

 
As everyone sings,

And children occupy the swings,
Bells ring,

With children at every door,
Away from doing their chores,

 
And families occupy the shores,

While some at the bookstore,
Yet no one is indoors,

 
Everyone adores

Being alive,
Different than before,

From the dreary winter,
No one remains splintered,

By the dullest wintertide
 

As spring arrives,
Flowers bloom,

Happiness arrives,
From every corner,
As spring arrives.
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The Power of a Smile
by Aryan S. 

 
The Power of the smile, what is the power of the smile? Power is given to things that
can impact, influence, and change things in a profound way and smiling its just a bland
human expression. How can it impact, influence or even change things in our world?
When I was younger, I never frankly believed in the so-called “power of the smile”, I
always assumed that it was this cheesy superficial saying that everyone uses. Like it's
what's on the inside that counts or reach for the moon ... if you miss at least you'll be
among the stars. I mean sure we all want to believe these so-called sayings and they
may be true, but love and compassion don’t pay the bills. Don’t get me wrong; I am all
for compassion and trust but let’s face it we are humans and execution is what matters.
If you don't believe me, try paying your insurance agent with a hug or worse with a
smile. But I heard a story that changed my perspective and it made me believe that
there may be, there just may be a silver lining in every situation and that these cheesy
superficial sayings just may have a meaning and there is something known as the
“power of the smile”. The story was about a 9-year-old boy and a 12-year-old girl, they
were neighbors and for the boy, she was his best friend, she bought him chocolates and
gifts all the time, for the boy she was his Santa Claus, but that is when terror struck and
the girl was diagnosed with cancer; can you imagine being diagnosed with cancer at the
age of 12, going through chemo every day and losing strands of hair as you loose
strands of hope. She was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer she quickly learned that
about 95 percent of people with her type of cancer die within a few years. However, her
doctor gave her hope by mentioning a similar patient, who was successfully treated
some years earlier and is now happily skiing in the mountains. This picture of someone
skiing in the mountains became her motive. She had all these bad statistics against her,
but then she also had this one story. And she thought, maybe, just maybe she can also
be telling the same story because that story was somehow the personification of a
possibility. It inspired her to rethink how she saw her own situation. And the 9-year-old
boy unaware of the situation wondered what happened that her days of despair had
gone and now all she did was smile. He cherished those moments and her smile just
made the atmosphere light, unfortunately, that story wasn’t hers to tell, she died and the
9-year-old boy was devasted. The 9-year-old boy in this story was me. But then I
remembered when she smiled I did not even remember she had cancer and that is
when I realized that is the power of the smile. Smiling is universal and it’s not just a
bland human expression, it’s a feeling. Have you ever wondered why being around kids
makes you feel optimistic and full of joy? The answer can be found in the power of the
smile. And even though her story didn’t have a happy ending she still died smiling and
full of hope. And what astounded me was the fact that someone who was even younger
than me taught me something that even the greatest minds couldn’t, she made me
believe in the power of the smile and that these cheesy sayings just may have a
meaning.
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