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Meeting with Madness 

By Greta Atilano 

 Five days, for five days the rhythmic dripping sound pealed through the cave until it 

slapped my ears snapped me into a state of awareness. I felt like a prisoner entrapped in a small 

cell, only confined to the small habitable area of the cold cave, which resembled a black hole. 

For five days, my anxiety levels rose as I watched myself imbibe my supply of clean water and 

eat my supply of unexpired food. For five days, I felt my sanity slowly slip away from me, and 

the only sounds I could hear were the dripping water and the internal screaming that smothered 

my mind.  

 After Grizzle passed, we jumped into action to ensure no other members of our brood 

were harmed. We gathered all the clean water and nonperishable food we had and decided to take 

refuge in a nearby cave, hoping to avoid the snake. When we first arrived at the cave, an 

adventurous and excited disposition buzzed through our crew as we made our way into the dark 

dwelling. As I crouched down and crawled forward, I was almost knocked over by the chilling 

wind that inhabited the cave. It was a polar opposite from the sunny and warm beaches to which  

we were accustomed  The new climate chilled my bones physically, and emotionally, too. The 

cold air against my skin brought back memories of winters in Switzerland. I had been so 

distracted by the never ending fight for my life, I failed to remise about all the friends I had left 

behind, friends I had told that I was off the start a better life.  

 All of a sudden a feeling overcame me, one I couldn't describe. It almost felt like anger, 

sadness, and a touch of insanity. All of a sudden a loud noise awoke me from my daydream, or 

rather my nightmare. I looked over and saw that father had started a fire, which produced a small 



amount of light. It had been the first light I had seen in hours. It felt like the blistering sun 

shooting its rays of warmth and light into our humble abode. Our adventurous spirit held 

steadfast yet it slowly began disappearing, just like our food and water supply.  

 After three days, any excitement or energy that remained in our body melted away. 

Desperate for something to do, I slowly slid up, pressing my back against the damp wall of the 

cave. As I looked up I realized, if I valued my life, I would just stay seated. All of a sudden I 

couldn't breathe. I felt my chest tighten and my mind went blank as I stared farther into unknown 

areas of the cave. A million questions raced through my mind, the most bone chilling one being, 

what if we are not the only people here? I slid down and stared into the dark for what felt like 

forever. I was curious. Curiosity and insomnia do not mix well. As morning approached, golden 

rays of sunlight broke though the small crevices in the rocks resembling honey. Honey was 

something I pined for with my whole heart, now more than ever.  

 When we first arrived I felt content with the food. The flavor was slowly blending 

together with the saltines that resided on my lips. Being here was worse than any punishment 

imaginable. I watched as I ate the only food I had, not because it tasted savory and not because I 

was hungry, but because I needed something to do. Every time I took a bite, shocks went through 

my body as my anxiety levels rose. Just as my food was disappearing, so was my sanity.  

 Five days have gone by, at least it feels like it's been five days. I don't exactly know how 

many days actually passed. I couldn't sleep or focus, I relied on only my body's schedule of how 

I used to wake up and go to bed. Just like a prisoner awaiting his fate to be given  to him by a 

judge as he sits behind bars. I sit behind a rock in a prison of my own, awaiting my fate. 

Hopefully, I remain healthy and well minded enough to learn from it. 



The Monkey Massacre  
By DeMarco Avila  

 The horrific scene of the dead carcasses tattooed the sockets of my eyes, as this dreadful 

memory still haunts that wretched island to this day. It all started on one gloomy evening, as 

certain playful creatures began causing dangerous troubles. Monkeys had ruined our outlying 

farms and crops. Though, little did we know, that we would be committing a sinful massacre by 

destroying the minds and bodies of every single monkey.  

 My family set a trap using caoutchouc oil and turpentine. The monkeys would get stuck 

while my family and hounds would end their playful lives. It felt like an eternity, yet as we 

finished setting up our trap, I felt a sudden drift of sadness as I realized what we were about to 

do. We rushed back to Falconhurst and waited for hours until we saw a herd of monkeys 

approaching, screaming with excitement as they discovered our trap. When we heard the first 

screech of confusion, we raced to find all the monkeys dazed, beckoning for their fate to be 

revealed. We finally let our hounds loose, our eyes grew mortified by the carnage.  

 The array of dead bodies left a lingering aroma that quickly spread throughout the island. 

The dogs flung the monkeys left and right; as their carcasses hit the ground, an array of blood 

fell. We tasted death when the bodies touched our fingertips, as we attempted to rid them from 

our island. We picked up what was left of their subtle and limp corpses. The horrific crunching of 

dead bodies being crushed haunted me in my dreams that night, and their mortified faces will 

never leave my mind to this day. 



The Seventh Day 

By Landon Cash 

 The ship and its brave crew had been out at sea for six days on their way to a new land 

from their homes in Switzerland. Amongst the crew were a family of six: a brave father; a loving 

mother; Fritz, the eldest at 15; Ernest, the intelligent scholar; Jack, the bold and thoughtless one; 

and Franz, the youngest of the four who was only seven. Those six days had been terrible with 

storms and rain until their seventh day at sea when pandemonium ensued. 

 On that terrible seventh day, the waves crashed into the ship harder than the crew had 

ever faced before, and the ship began to take water. Everyone started running frantically, 

constantly tripping and breathing in the salty sea water, making their lungs twist and turn. Sharp, 

small pieces of wood drove into their hands. The dark, ominous clouds resembled the sea as its 

waves hammered into them. The sky looked like an overhead light, turning on and off. The smell 

of sea water made the crew nauseous and vomit. They shouted messages to each other of 

comfort, but the sound of crackling thunder drowned their cries. The mood of the men was 

mournful and mad, not masculine. Amongst the mist of this, the family of six stood huddled in a 

circle praying to God for their safety.  

 The rest of the scared crew, besides the praying family, ran to the boats yelling, “We are 

lost!” They took off in their row boats and abandoned the family. Thankfully, through the midst 

of all this destruction, their cabin where they had slept remained peacefully seated between two 

boulders high above the water. The family decided they would sleep there during the storm. 

When they awoke, they found that the raging storm had subsided. They made their decision to 

move to the island in hopes of their survival.



Our Next Kill 

By Rose Costello  

 That poor, cold-blooded reptile, I saw it sitting there, hopeless, and unaware of what 

would happen to him. I never acquired any knowledge of this magnificent animal, but a small 

part of me didn't want to kill it. It's beautiful, ruff, green skin shined, and its eyelids drooped, 

masking its eyes. There lay there a gorgeous and magnificent cold-blooded creature. My father 

felt as though the animal called us to him, to act as our next victim. My father didn't kill it like 

just any other animal but in a way that made me cringe and twist with disgust with the thought of 

it. The iguana, like an unaware ant about to be stepped on, awaited its demise patiently. 

However, as soon as it realized the proximity of its death, time vanished.  

  My father told us to keep quiet as to not disturb the victim.  With all the quietness, I 

heard drops of rain falling. Father began to quietly hum in attempt to calm our reptile. I could 

feel the stillness on the ground as my father approached the helpless animal. The reptile slowly 

drooped its eyes as though it wanted to fall into a deep slumber. My father hastened the noose 

around its short, rough neck, and still the iguana laid there steadily. Father slowly slid the spear 

up its nostril, and in just two seconds, zip! The iguana perished.   

 Lying there dead, the deceased creature revealed an unpleasant scene. I smelled the blood 

as it poured out of the dead animal. I almost tasted the defeat that it felt. I followed Father as he 

went to pick up the victim. I usually jumped with excitement, shaking the ground when we 

successfully earned a new animal, but this time it felt different. The clueless iguana laid there 

dead.



Rockburg 

By Maya Crane 
	 

	 Father and my brothers had been trying to dig a hole into the side of the rock for hours. I 

loved digging, but it seemed they were doing it for no reason. Why are they digging holes when 

we could be looking for something to eat? We could be searching for something sweet, like a 

dessert—chocolate—creamy, sweet, smooth chocolate. Oh, how I missed chocolate! I shook my 

head to stop thinking about sweets. I turned around and sat down under a tree, closed my eyes, 

and listened to the clanging of bars hitting rock. I heard Jack, my brother, yell a few hours later. I 

got up and walked over to where my family was. 


 “Run round and get it,” I heard Fritz, another of my brothers, laugh, “perhaps it has 

dropped into Europe—you must not lose a good crowbar.” 

 Jack began to defend himself but was interrupted by my excited father. He motioned for 

Fritz to hand him a pole while I watched, still confused by why Jack yelled like he was on fire. 

He pushed the pole into a crack in the stubborn rock moving it around easily. My brothers 

cheered as if my father had tamed a lion. They celebrated by carving a hole into the rock so wide 

I had to stretch my arms out all the way to touch the top. 

 Father was about to step in when he jumped back quicker than lightning. He went on for 

a couple minutes talking about how the air was too dangerous to breathe. I don't understand why 

he couldn't just say, “The air is too dangerous to breathe,” but I guess I shouldn't judge, 

considering he wasn't used to not being able to share his experiences to his group of friends. 

Father began throwing hay that he lit on fire into the cave, hoping to make the air breathable. The 

fire extinguished almost immediately. Because of this, I couldn't help but wonder if there was a 



Tatzelwurm blowing out the fire. My friends in Switzerland had told me stories of the great 

snake with the head of a cat that lurked and craved the taste of meat.  

 Father sent my brothers away to find some rockets to make a bigger fire. Surely the 

Tatzelwurm can't blow out a fire that big. Once they had returned, they let a dozen or so of the 

little rockets go. I hoped the small, fiery snakes would scare the big serpent I suspected dwelled 

below. The flames appeared to work, and it was soon safe to walk inside the cavern. 

 We made our way inside, and I couldn't believe what my eyes seemed to be seeing. The 

cave appeared better fit for a queen than for a serpent. It sparkled like the promise of future stars, 

shimmering like what can only be compared to a sea of diamonds. Father broke the silence to let 

us know that the cave appeared to be made of salt, if we could care about something as trivial as 

salt when we were standing in a palace fit for God Himself.  

 After we explored for a while, we came across some large rocks that appeared to have 

recently fallen from the top of the cavern. A rush of fear came over me as I started to imagine the 

Tatzelwurm knocking over such big rocks. Father interrupted my thoughts saying the rocks most 

likely fell when the rockets hit the walls of the cave. I calmed down a bit and returned to 

exploring the cave.  

 It was soon decided that this would be our winter home. We debated for a while before 

deciding on the perfect name—Rockburg, a noble name for a noble home. 



The Monkey Massacre  

By Hannah Cullum  

 The morning started like every other morning in the jungle. I woke up and started my 

normal routine. As I stepped outside of our house, I realized that something felt wrong. As I did 

every morning, I went to collect food from our garden. I, then, went to the farms only to realize 

that monkeys had destroyed our fields. I felt empty as all of our hard work had been destroyed in 

a matter of minutes by monkeys. Hatred filled my heart as these monkeys ruined the food upon 

which we relied. I told myself that this would never happen again, and I started to plot a plan.  

 I decided to use birdlime. I coated string with birdlime and placed food nearby to attract 

the misfits. The next day, I set up the trap successfully, and I prepared to carry out my plan. I 

waited a few hours and went back to the trap. I only expected a few of the apes to be caught in 

the trap but went back to find forty monkeys stuck. I remained shocked and failed to find the 

words to speak. I then decided to release the dogs and let them kill the apes. I only took a few 

steps before the screeching of the monkeys rang in my ears. The memory of the destroyed fields 

flashed in my mind, and rage overtook me. Before I knew it, the dogs immediately started 

attacking the monkeys. Within five minutes, the apes laid dead, and the scene looked like a 

bloody massacre, a monkey massacre.  

 The sight of all the apes lying dead on the ground filled me with sadness. An unbearable 

silence showered over the whole jungle, and I could hear the trees crying in grief. I couldn't stand 

to look at the scene. I knew I committed a horrid action. The stain of red blood bleached my 

hands, reminding me of the task I overcame. I stood dumbfounded and in awe of what I just did. 

The reeking smell started to overtake my senses, and I started to run away in search of a safe 



place to rid my mind of it all. I found that the thought will never leave my mind. The event left a 

bitter taste in my mouth for days, knowing that I committed a tragedy that would impact the 

jungle immensely, and perhaps not in a good way. 


	



The Crashing Boat 

By Danny Garza 

When we left our home in England, I did not think I would end up here. At first, I thought 

we could finish the journey to the Americas. I fell asleep. I woke up to screaming and worry. I 

went to the deck and realized our danger. I could feel the water at my feet. As I felt our boat sink, 

hopelessness settled in my heart.  

The water level rising only solidified my despair. I could almost feel the worry of my 

fellow crew mates. I soon became aware of a child tugging on my pants. I realized that my 

family cowered in the corner, waiting to die. I did the only thing I could do, comfort my family. 

My fear solidified like concrete. I felt as if the crashing waves also felt my hopelessness. I saw 

other crew members scrambling to find something to save the boat, but their disappointed 

expressions revealed their effort as a moot point. The depredations to the boat could not be fixed.  

The sound of blasphemous and vague vows pealed through the atmosphere. Since I do 

believe in God, I went on my knees and prayed to God to deliver us from this disaster. I could 

not force myself to say blaspheme promises, but I knew that was for the better. I checked up on 

my family. The water level rose at an alarming rate. My spouse’s ingenuity amazed me as she 

tied pieces of wood to my children. The floating device would prevent us from dying in the 

crash, and we could live a bit longer.  

Death settled in my heart and left a bitter taste in my mouth. I wished I could travel back in 

time and stop my horrible iota of coming to the colonies. Then I heard a rejoicing cry for my 

spotter found land. Excitement rose in my heart. However, I realized the great depth of the sea 

level, and hopelessness weighed down my heart again; the boat will sink before we could be 
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saved. I wished for the ground to magically appear under my feet. I wished wonderfully for the 

water and wind to wind down and to be washed up on the wonderfully sandy beach. Oh, how I 

wished.  

The water flooded the boat, and the boat gave in to the water. With death on my tongue, I 

scrambled to my feet and tried to find any food left on the boat. Unfortunately, people took all 

the food for their families. Then I spotted a stash of canned goods floating on the water. I swam 

to them as fast as a could. I suddenly blacked out.  

When I awoke, I found dead bodies all around me. I found my family at my feet, mourning 

my death. As soon as they saw my head raise, my family rejoiced. I told them to rejoice as much 

as they could because this would be our last three days on Earth. 
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Stuck To Me 

By Devin Henry 

         Death - scary, horrid, bloody, the end of life, and yet we still think it's something that 

is an everyday event. Our dogs zoomed through the monkeys, killing them like it doesn't matter 

at all. The blood reminds me of lipstick being melted and poured from the sky. The monkeys 

scream in attempt to intimidate us, little do they know they are going to be murdered.  

        Being able to taste the fear in the monkey’s eyes, they realize what's happening. They 

start to scream. The taste of the blood wrapped around my lips like lipstick. The screaming 

booms like waves crashing against the ocean shore. 

     They encounter death, the end of life. How could they prepare for such a tragedy? How 

must someone live a happy life knowing they are going to die? Who knows, maybe once they die 

the whole process starts over again. Maybe once you die, you are forgotten. Some people don't 

think about it. With other people it's all they can think about. Imagine living it, killing animals 

and other creatures everyday in order to save your life.  

    Death isn't something I ponder. I need to be able to do things without thinking about 

what the outcome could be. Living life in fear is worse than living thinking, I am going to die 

that day. 



My Life in Quicksand 

By Faustin Leonard 

 My life spun before me as I lay there in loose, wet sand. I knew I shouldn't have left my 

family without telling them. “They should be looking for me, ” I thought. As I sank slowly into 

the sand, I prayed to God and hoped he would spare my life. I knew I could use some of my 

senses, but I did not know how. I started thinking long and hard. “How can I use my senses to 

help my situation?” 

 The first thing I thought of when I realized I had five senses was my sense of sight. I 

knew I could scout out the area from where sand trapped me, but I knew that wouldn't be 

enough. I had to look for resources that would be beneficial to my situation. But just then, my 

eyes caught a pair of beautiful bees that buzzed busily in the sky. As attractive as they may be, I 

had to keep myself focused on getting out of this wretched quicksand. 

 The buzzing got louder and louder until the bees surrounded me. They hovered over 

where I got stuck, but luckily they failed to notice me and flew away. After their annoying 

buzzing left of my head, I started listening for other sounds. I wanted to hear my name called and 

respond back in return, but only silence prevailed.  

 I thought of calling out for help, but it was no use. Even though I was stranded on an 

island, help felt like an eternity away. I felt hopeless since all I could feel was the dreadful 

substance slowly pulling me down. However, feeling determined to escape, I knew there existed 

a way for me to escape.  

 I tried using my sense of smell to locate a familiar resource. Yet, only the scent of wet 

mud, old moss, and rotten dew persisted. Then I blacked out and reappeared in front of my 



family, and I tasted the flavor of freedom. It remains a mystery as to who or what saved me, but I 

remember pain. I felt it mainly in my ribs, and I still remain clueless why any of this happened to 

this day. 



The Monkey Massacre 

By Hally López  

  I woke up one morning in our house doing our everyday activities. Our home, with many 

implements and utensils for making items, was an amazing and humble abode. However, we 

always wondered when something horrible would happen. I later tasted something different that 

was never ending, the monkey massacre. 

 Our perfect abode changed instantly one evening. Many monkeys around Falconhurst and 

our soon-to-be home in a cave. Previously, the monkeys never really caused a big disturbance, 

but one day that all changed. We heard the monkeys coming our way, so we put birdlime on 

everything. Birdlime is a sticky substance used to trap predators. We put the birdlime on many 

items including the trees and our water trough. Once the monkeys came, we heard them 

screaming horrifying sounds that pealed through the forest. They all stuck to the trees and the 

items covered in birdlime. Forty monkeys stuck on everything. We sadly let our dogs out to 

slaughter all forty of them. My family and I also went with our scythes to kill the monkeys.  

 The taste of guilt remains in my throat to this day. Forty dead monkeys laid in our yard. 

Now only silence remained in the forest because all the noise-makers had passed. The smell of 

birdlime and infectious blood infested my respiratory system. I helped my family carry away the 

deceased monkeys to another area. The blood stained my hands carrying those monkeys away.  

 I am still trying to forget what happened, but I can't believe what we had to do. This was 

the most horrifying and devastating action we have ever done in our lives. I really hope we don't 

ever have to do that ever again because I will not stain hands in blood, carry away dead animal 



bodies, smell blood, hear nothing but my heart sinking, look at poor animals suffer and die, and 

taste guilt. I don't want to taste guilt anymore like how I did before because it's horrible.



Abandon Ship at Sea 

By Cinco Medina 
  

 My family and I woke up to no crew. Only solitude, sadness, and silence remained on the 

ship. It was as silent as a funeral of a family member. Our feeling of sadness increased on the 

wooden figure that we held onto for the last seven days. Silence scattered throughout the empty 

ship as we awaited the creation of a plan. The sound of the ocean overpowered our thoughts, and 

we could barely hear ourselves think. With a depressed feeling, I felt as if  my family and I had 

woken up on the wrong side of the bed. 

 As I wake up ready to start another day, I go out of my room and see no one. My crew 

that I had spent these last couple days with is gone. While I am outside, I open my ears to hear if 

they are still near. I hear nothing but the sound of the gentle waves splashing against the wooden 

boards. I imagine the smell of the breakfast my crew would be preparing for my wife,  my 

children, and me. This whole morning, a bitter taste lingers in my mouth from the way that the 

crew members just left us on this ship, abandoned and afraid. As we try to compose a plan of 

escape, I feel the water as I wonder where our journey will lead us. 

 My feeling of sadness and depression instantly changes as I see the outline of a deserted 

island. We have been searching for ways to get out of this boat, and we have finally found the 

solution. As we get closer and closer, we see that there is not just one island but three. I figure 

out that in just thirty seconds, my feelings can change. Even though we still have to find a way to 

get home, this is where God has called us to go, and we feel completely content. 

 



War of the Raids of the Apes 

Avalouisa Newman-Caro 

 In little time we prepared, rioting for the war of the raids of the apes. The raids harmed 

none, yet these beasts, that some might call humans, found us guilty. Releasing their enslaved 

animals upon us, they left us no time to prepare for war. Screeches and screams awoke my 

seemingly sedated surmise that our raids had stayed secret. The daze of the fighting whizzed 

viciously across my vision. Thereafter, monkey see, monkey do. My fellow companions charged 

on the humans, and the humans clubbed them one by one. I charged in full force. Adrenaline 

stunk up the air, seeming to have suffocated the war enveloping us.  

 Who would've thought the useless human beasts begging for help from our shores would 

be taking advantage of the liveliness of our land? Notice then, that I said our land, for this resides 

as our home. It remains our duty to protect what belongs to us, the true inhabitants of this 

territory. Viciousness became more than the anger of our raids but the territory for which we 

killed. In this case, it proved that the territory became what we died for in patriotism resulting in 

crazed carelessness.  

 Tasting blood, it spewed like a volcanic eruption flings lava. Grabbing onto life, we 

continued to fight, yet our struggle lost breath. My turn soon came. Wide-eyed at my fallen 

soldiers, distracted, I subjected myself to the blow of the enslaved dogs. My time terminated, yet 

the war of the raids of the apes shall rise again. My last glimpse of the invading human beasts 

turned my hatred to confusion. Depression deepened into their faces, burning an image of 

sorrowful mass murderers into my monkey mind. In all my spastic life, I'd never thought I'd 

forgive these sunken-faced, killers who teared up at their aggressive attack.



How I Came to Be 

By Hayden Patek 

 Hello, my name is Fangs. I am a jackal and love to play around with my family! I will  

tell you a story about how welcoming hands changed my life. I recall the day April 15, 1965, 

when my family and I were taking our usual afternoon snooze. We knew that a family who goes 

by the name of the Robinsons recently became stranded on the island of residence. And 

apparently, they have two dogs.  

 It seemed about half way into our snooze time when I heard barking; I was dreaming of a 

menagerie of animals that day. Then, I heard whimpering, whining, more barking and so much 

commotion that I felt utter confusion. At that moment, I knew it wasn't a dream. I woke up and 

took my first breath. The air smelling morbid, I opened my eyes and realized why. At first, I saw 

the two of the Robinsons’ dogs running out of what used to be our warm and welcoming cave. I 

looked down and witnessed the remains of my fellow jackals. I looked around to see my family 

ripped apart. I ran over and felt the pulse of each and every jackal I could find with my tiny baby 

paws - no pulse, cold bodies, they were gone. 

 I breathed in the air, tasting sadness, smelling death, feeling like my whole life 

disappeared through my hands. I howled and howled, screamed as much as I could in attempt to 

locate any remaining jackals. However, only silence answered. Silence rang for miles. I began 

thinking it is all over. I thought, “Why was I the only one left?” I don't even know how to hunt or 

even find water! I cried and cried in my cave, my cries echoed, for what felt like hours and 

hours. Then, I heard branches crackling and crunching, sounding as if someone or something was 

coming. Thinking it was the dogs, I ran to the back of our cave to take cover, and before I knew 



it, the stabbing pain of abandonment vanquished with the soothing touch of welcoming hands. I 

looked up, and my tiny jackal body resided in the hands of Jack Robinson. I instantly felt the 

warmth of his hands and felt loved again. 



The Intruders of the Jungle 

By Elle Reede 
  
 I felt the wind hit my face, the animals inside me stirred about as to ready themselves for 

a storm. The sun made its way to the horizon like a flower closing in the spring. The night filled 

with thunder that banged and boomed across the sky like a thousand drums. Off in the distance, I 

saw small figures approach me from the west. The creatures came and collapsed on my beaches. 

My mind at first stayed cautious, but calm. I didn't want to be too quick to judge. Suddenly, a 

sharp pain hit my back. I moved my eyes to the trees that rested on the shoreline. They looked 

like aliens coming down from earth. These white devils took without mercy. Blinded, I reached 

out with my other senses to suddenly feel a terrible heat burning my skin. The smell of death 

clouded my lungs, and the taste of smoke stained my mouth. My jungle is like a wall protecting 

my family from these new invaders. The heat was extinguished by the cool waters of the ocean 

as my skin sank back down into the sand. 

 The noise of the intruders silenced and became only a hushed repetition of calm 

breathing. I sent out my dogs like troops to scout this new foe. A terrible cry pealed across the 

jungle, my jackals slaughtered and wounded. This house invasion contained more then any 

robbery, these invaders killed and destroyed everything I loved. The creatures finally retired for 

the night. As soon as they fell asleep, I lowered my long lengthy vines onto their little fortress. 

Their skin didn't consists of hair or fur; it felt smooth like marble and warm like fire. I left these 

devils alone for the longest time until I found 40 of my beloved monkeys on the ground.  

 This bloody battle scene stained the world around it. My precious monkeys lay 

defenseless as they were trapped and entangled in wire and trees. Their cracked heads and the 



missing chunks from their bodies that had the mark of dogs bled out creating a river of blood. I 

watched these dogs closely as their blood stained lips craved for the taste of iron. I sent my most 

dreadful creature out to dispose of these devils.  

 Unfortunately my warrior snake was killed without mercy as the sound of guns bounced 

off the rocks and pealed across the jungle in the sound of drums. I could no longer take these 

heartless acts of greed and unmerciful killing. I sent a warning to all my brothers to join me and 

to leave this forsaken land. 

  For two years, we have stayed and watched idly by and have done nothing while my 

brothers have died in vain. I took what family I could save, and I departed my island. My spirit 

drew out of each of the plants and animals. I left their bodies, but I took their spirits with me. I 

took them somewhere safe where they could live in peace.



The Death Of A Dumb Donkey 

By Laura M. Reilly  

 As I walk through the long, tall, bright green grass, it seems as though the grass sways 

like hair. I feel the hot boiling sun pressing down on me. My arms feel itchy, and my body aches 

from the hike. Sweat drenches my shirt, and I feel faint. Then I walk into a cool, dark cave. I 

instantly feel better as a breathe in the fresh air and drink water. I suddenly hear a strange noise. 

 What could it be, mice, bats, spiders? I walk to the entrance of the cave, I see the familiar 

diamond pattern and the yellow, cunning eyes of a snake. I back up slowly, afraid I may disturb it 

surely resulting in the end of my life. I cover my mouth to silence a piercing scream. The snake 

slithers into the sun. I see its scales, the sun reflecting off of them making them look like 

diamonds. I feel as terrified as a mouse that saw a cat. I smell the disgusting stench of the snake’s 

venom floating around him. 

 Then I hear the familiar sound of my beloved, sweet donkey. He must've been wondering 

where I went and followed me to this cave. I wish I could warn him in some way, maybe a 

whistle, but I could disturb the vicious snake. Instead the dumb donkey walks directly into the 

trap. The snake lunges at the donkey with inhuman speed and wraps around the donkey as fast as 

a bullet. The scales of the snake contrast against the silky, gray fur of the donkey. I cry out, but it 

is too late; I hear the last whimper of my loyal donkey and the satisfied hiss of the snake.  

 My minds clouds with anger, and my vision turns red. I grab the nearest rock and smash 

the head of the snake. The snake crumples and lessens its grip around the dead donkey. I sigh 

with relief because of the death of the horrid creature. Then I remember the death of my friend, 

its scared eyes turning glassy. I drop to the ground and feel my warm tears run down my face. 



How could my donkey be so dumb? I felt heartbroken, but I was thankful for the time my 

donkey and I had together.



                               Our Good Old Boat 

      By Isobella Shannon 

Our boat looks wonderful on the outside. It sparkles on the sides where the sun hits the 

water. What a shame we will destroy it, but we must. We remain in dire need of materials to 

maintain our safety. It should be a happy event to destroy it, yet we pause sorrowfully with 

discontent. I looked in despair at our last hope of getting off of the island going up in flames. 

 The water laps calmly at the shore. The water will not understand. It brought us here in 

the first place. The clouds grow together in a heaping mess like chalk being cast into a sheen 

bucket of water. They turn dark, they know what we will do to our poor old boat. The trees sway, 

a storm approaches. The wind whooshes past us and sways our boat. Our good old boat will 

always be in our hearts and our memories. The water laps at her sides, comforting her, for the 

water sees the dynamite and knows of what will come. 

I light the dynamite, and the flame dances back and forth. I throw the dynamite. The boys 

come to say goodbye to our dear, old friend as she parts from us. “Goodbye,” our words echo 

through the jungle. Boom! Crash! The dynamite hits the boat, the wood separates leaving a cloud 

of smoke behind it. The bright light exploding from the boat with a memory that would remain in 

our heads tonight and forever. The flames seemed to sneer at our faces warning us to back away 

lest we get burned. Ashes fall around us, teasing us. The ashes know that our boat, our dear, old 

friend, left us hopeless. The air tasted of smoke and ashes, burning through our throats, and 

leaving tears in our eyes. We could not, we should not have kept her. She might leave us in 

danger.  

 



We retreat to our dwelling, the aftertaste of hope left in our mouths. Tomorrow I will pick 

up our friend’s remains, and we will make ourselves a new home. She will be of some use to us. 

We go to bed in a melancholy mood tonight. We will never get back home. We live here, on the 

island now. Maybe we will build ourselves a new boat, there will always be tomorrow. 

 

 



The Explosion in My Heart 

By Diego Trevino 

  It all started on a hot, sunny day. My family and I started our day by eating breakfast on 

the table. We ate a savory meal and then got started on our day. Our plans for the day included 

gathering materials to build our house. After hours and hours of gathering, the sun set. We still 

needed to collect wood however. We decided that the best way to gather materials was to explode 

our ship. The ship was our only hope to escape the island, but we knew we had to gather its 

wood to help us survive. 

 My brothers and I set up the gun powder in the ship. I then saw the most joyous, yet 

saddest scene. As the ship exploded, my childhood years returned as if I were watching fireworks 

on the 4th of July. Explosions resounded one by one like gunshots. Smoke arose from the sight 

and fogged my vision of the boat as if I were wearing a pair of foggy glasses. 

 As our ship exploded, smoke rose up into the air like my joy; conversely, my heart also 

dropped as I knew we had lost all hope of leaving the island. I smell the burning wood and the 

dark smoke. It reminds me of the smell of my dad’s smoked barbecue he would make for my 

family on weekends. As the memory of the barbecue sits on my tongue, I taste the explosion of 

the boat. Like the tangy sauce, I savor the sweetness of freedom and the fiery spice of 

permanence on the island. As I looked into the sky, debris flies left and right. 

 After the explosion, I went to retrieve the remains of the boat. When I picked up a sharp 

wooden plank, the sharp edge pierced through my finger like a razor-edged knife. This was a 

dark day for my family but was filled with joy because we now possess the supplies we so 

desperately needed. 



 A couple of minutes later, the smokey fog cleared. My mouth dropped from the scene. 

The ship had disappeared, only leaving the remnants of wooden planks. My family and I started 

to collect the wooden remains of the ship. After we collected all the wood, we began building our 

house.



The Donkey and the Snake 

By Rolando Trevino  

 As the donkey bolted from a cave, he met his demise. He was curious and wanted to 

investigate the new sound. Little did he know that the noise would be his last. This is the story of 

the donkey and the snake. 

 On a scorching hot day, Grizzle the donkey heard a peculiar sound. The sound was new 

and different, like a bullet ripping through the water. Just then, Mother opened the door to feed 

him. As she was feeding him, Grizzle’s curiosity got the best of him, and he bolted at full speed 

out of the halter. Grizzle headed straight toward the marsh, the evil lair of the snake. Just then, 

the family saw Grizzle, and his fate was sealed. 

 Once Grizzle escaped, he saw a ginormous serpent. It was at least 30 feet long. Once 

Grizzle realized his mistake, he grunted and tried to run, but it was too late. The serpent tied 

around him like a lasso. The ferocious beast then strangled and consumed poor Grizzle.  

 Grizzle sealed his own fate, but it was worth the sacrifice. After the serpent consumed 

Grizzle, the snake became vulnerable, and the family killed him. The family killed him by 

shooting him in the eyes with bullets while he lay asleep. Grizzle saved the day by both his 

curiosity and stupidity. That is the story of the donkey and the snake.



 The Monkey Massacre 

        By Lily Webb 

 The Robinson family traveled to an island to start a colony. Many different animals 

inhabited the island, including monkeys. Sometimes the animals invaded the Robinsons’ 

dwellings, so the Robinsons resorted to creating birdlime and attempted to devise other ways to 

get rid of the animals. 

 One day the Robinson family heard a loud noise that sounded like a circus. They armed 

themselves with clubs and cudgels and brought their dogs to see what caused the commotion. 

Leaves rustling, sticks cracking, and loud noises came from millions of apes. The Robinsons had 

covered the trees and ground in birdlime. The apes were stuck. The whole island heard the 

screams and cries from the apes. The Robinsons let the dogs off of their leashes, and the 

massacre began. The dogs zoomed towards the monkeys and began to kill them. The monkeys 

had nowhere to go, and they knew they had no chance of living. Monkeys all over began to die. 

Blood from the innocent monkeys sank into the soil as each monkey faced its death. 

 After the monkeys were all killed, the island became quieter than a library. Depression 

and gloom filled the Robinsons. They looked around at all the innocent dead monkeys without 

saying anything. The island remained still, silent.


