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3.      winter 

the ground froze over 

and there you stood on the porch of 

 My Eternity 

 begging for forgiveness 

and chewing on the ice 

that once covered the ground 

and then bled from your heart 

back into mine. 

but i just wanted to see you 

dance 

again. 

 

4.      spring 

i wanted you to dance in winter 

i wanted you to dance with the snow 

but you didn’t move 

you just wanted to sleep 

so i let you sleep on the fold-out couch 
of My Eternity’s living room 

              ….Loisa Fenichell 

and you’re still there 

                                                                
       ------- Loisa Fenichell 

 

1.  summer 

there you danced 

twirling 

spin-
ning 

                          winning 

winning My Heart 

and spitting on My Soul. 

but i cradled you when you were cold 
after swimming, 

i saved you when you almost drowned in 
our lake, 

and 

i made you mine 

i thought 

you made me yours 

i knew 

 

2.      fall 

you were not so proud as to 

ignore me 

completely 

and 

foreverly 

but you were not so kind as to 

keep me in your heart 

and join me in Our Eternity 

The One that we built together with 
our hands 

(Yours strong 

Mine weak from try-
ing to pull away from you) 

and The One that you knocked down. 

so i was forced to watch It fall to the 
ground, immersed in red leaves. 

and there you stood on the porch of 

 My Eternity 

 begging for forgiveness 
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                            An excerpt from 
                   Seasoning life  by  Yayue Luo 
 
 Life is like riding a bicycle, you have to keep balance because you have to keep moving, the road is not always 
what we want it to be. We fight with the monster on the road. We cry for the difficulty in life; and sometimes, we 
want to give up in the middle of the road. But that just life. 
                                                                                               ----Chinese proverb 
 
   The beginning of life is like a dish without colors or tastes. The process of life is to keep adding different season-
ings into the dish we have. Some make a sweet dish, some make an extravagant and beautiful dish, and some ruin 
the dish they have. So what are those main seasonings of the dish? 
 
   If happiness is one of many seasonings, it will like honey. There's no standard for happiness: Valentines feel 
happy when they have love; soldiers feel happy when they win the war; athletes feel happy when they gain the 
championship; pathfinders feel happy when they discover new lands……All of these happinesses have the same 
base--with smile, with love, with excitedness. Happiness is not a tree without roots, a leaf out with stem. We don't 
know what the taste of happiness is when we are born. Life, is the one who tells us.  

Suzanne Gashi 

Read Annabelle’s full piece at  https://sites.google.com/a/
rocklandcds.org/collection-for-creative-space/non-fiction-continued  

Our hands clasped tight 

As we stand parallel 

And walk through the night 

With voices quelled 

Tip my head back, 

Look at the stars 

I tell you, "they're nice" 

But you're closer to Mars 

Mumble, "they will suffice" 

As the sky goes black 

I squeeze your hand once 

You don't squeeze mine back 

Quietly, "it's been months…" 

Your fingers unbend 

And unfurl my own 

I look at you, then 

And I see I'm alone 

The cool sweat that falls 

From tightly gripped fingers 

Can not match at all 

The tear in my eye that yet lingers 

I laugh, but it's fake… 

I know you see through it 

"I was wrong about you, 

But I always knew it". 

 

                  ….Briana Y Gwin 

(an excerpt from) Chapter I:  The Beginning 
of The End     by Mary Reddington 

 

Emma Rowan. 16. High School Junior. Blonde 
hair. Blue eyes. My mom’s love me very 
much. I get average grades, A’ and B’s. I 
don’t play any sports, I just write in my 
journal. I’ll write anything. Poems, lyrics, 
stories, critiques, you name it. Some of it’s 
good. Some is complete and utter crap.   
Oh, and cancer. 

  

Cancer, cancer, cancer. 

  

I have cancer. I’ve seen movies with people 
who have cancer. Hell, I even have family 

members who have cancer. Yet I never, 
ever thought it would happen to me, now. 
Maybe when i’m in my late forties like my 
aunt, or early eighties like my grandmother. 
I even thought that if I were to get cancer 
I would get something curable like breast 
cancer, but leukemia? Leukemia???? The 
name even sounds scary! Anyway, this is 
where my story starts. 

Lu Huang 

   Ma journée a la plage   

     par Coby Pohs 

Samedi dernier, Je suis allé à la plage 
avec mes amis. J’ai apporté mes lunettes 
de soleil, une serviette, de la crème 
solaire, et un maillot de bain. Il faisait 
du soleil. D’abord mes amis et moi som-
mes allés à la plage dans le bateau du 
père de mon ami. J’ai fait une prome-
nade avec Bob et Carl. J’ai mis mon mail-
lot de bain sur moi. Nous sommes allés 
nager à la mer. J’ai plongé dans la mer. 

Ensuite, nous sommes allés faire du ski 
nautique. Mes amis et moi avons dejeuné 
ensemble. À trois heures il est tombé 
des grelons de la taille de balles de golf. 

Nous avons du courrir à notre station 
balnéaire. Enfin, nous avons  dîne et nous 
sommes allés dormir. Aujourd’hui nous 
sommes retournes sur le bateau du père 
de mon ami. 

La Fin 

Read more at 
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