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New in the Lab this Month 
 
The lab will close for the semester at 6:15 
pm on Thursday, December 5.  We’ve had 
219 students visit the lab so far! Can we 
make it to 250 before it closes? 
 
 
If you couldn’t attend a workshop this 
semester, don’t worry! Materials from our 
workshops can be found at 
http://labworkshops.blogspot.com/ 

We are very pleased to announce the winners of the first ever Miramar 
English/ESOL Lab Writing Contest!! 
 
Academic Category:    
1st Place: Roxana Demehri (currently in English 49 with Prof. Michals)  
2nd Place: Shanshan Meister (currently in English 49 with Prof. Forbes) 
3rd Place: Liliana Castro (currently in English 43 with Prof. Forbes) 
*Honorable Mention for Superior Imagery: Tai Dao  

(currently in ESOL 30 with Prof. Johnson) 
*Honorable Mention for Superior Originality: Michael Edmond  

(currently in English 43 with Prof. Andersen) 
 
Creative Category:  
1st Place: Chelsea Duong (currently in English 43 with Prof. Munoz) 
2nd Place: Zen Osawa (currently in English 43 with Prof. Johnson) 

                                     
 

 
 
 
 

Fear on the Clouds 
Written by Chelsea Duong 

 I am trying my best to drive slowly but still, it is coming up so soon. This road seems shorter than usual. I don’t want to 
go there, not at this moment. It isn’t my home anymore. I just want to drive forever until I reach my senses. I have been sitting in 
my car for what seems like hours. I can feel the bewilderment when I stepped through the front door. “What do you think you’re 
doing?” my mom asked, standing up from the couch. “Nothing mom, please…give me some space,” I quietly answered back. 
“You can’t do this! Do you hear me!” she yelled, but I just walked by without a sound and into the kitchen. She sat down on the 
couch…the couch that he and I bought together when we first moved in. It’s the couch that we sat on for movie nights… for 
take-out dinners. I could see the anger and frustration in her expression. “Mommy, I miss daddy. When is he coming home?” A 
little voice spoke to me. “Stephen dear, daddy is on his way, but you want to stay with grandma tonight, don’t you?” I asked. 
“Yeah!” he answered excitedly. “Okay, go play in the backyard until it’s time to leave,” I said. He turned and ran out into the 
backyard so innocently. I waited for my son to disappear before I allowed my tears to fill my eyes. I crouched to the floor and let 
the tears poured out from my heavy heart. I heard footsteps coming toward me. “Honey…” mother said, as she laid a hand on my 
back. “I know you have your reasons and you know I will always be there to support you no matter the cause, but please, think 
about it more. You have a son.” I couldn’t face her or anyone at this point. We gradually stood up together and as we were barely 
standing straight, I threw both of my arms around her with tears pouring down my face. “I don’t know mom! I don’t know what 
to do anymore. What should I do, I just don’t know!” I yelled through my sobbing voice. I can tell she wanted to say something, 
but instead, she just burst in tears. We stood there for a long while before I let her go.                            (Continued on pg 2) 

Pictured Above: 1st Place winner Chelsea Duong 
with BSI Coordinator Mark Manasse and 

English/ESOL Lab Coordinator 
Sharai Forbes 

Pictured Above: Chelsea giving her acceptance 
speech to the BSI committee 
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“Okay mom, I need to get dinner ready,” I said hesitantly while wiping my eyes. Mom got in her car with Stephen as I waved 
her goodbye. Dinner is ready and set on the table… but I haven’t had an appetite for months. I hear the door open. I suddenly 
felt light-headed and nervous. He walked in fiercely toward me as I walked toward him. “There’s nothing to talk about,” I 
blurted out. My fear is taking over me. He grabbed my hand and led me to the dining table. I wanted to let go of his hand, but I 
just didn’t want to hurt him anymore… knowing that I am already hurting him. We sit quietly across from each other…as he 
stare into my eyes while he holds my hand. He reached over and gave me a letter. I tried to pull my hand away, but he grasped 
it tighter making it impossible for me to pull away. I obeyed his tension. Remember when we first met… We would go to the 
Harbor Fish Market for dinner every week because it was your favorite restaurant. Your favorite was the fish and chips. I 
always got the same thing, the Ahi tuna sandwich.  You would always make me watch Michael Myers Halloween every year on 
Halloween because it was your tradition. You told me that there was no one else like me. That you will be with me, take care of 
me, and never forsake me. Tell me… what happened… I stroked his words as I read…I could only feel guilt at this point. I 
couldn’t hold my tears any longer… I couldn’t say it… the dreading D word. I pulled all the strength that I had left and 
hesitantly responded, “I’m sorry, but I don’t love you anymore.” He grabbed my hands tighter as he spoke, “Is it him…” I 
couldn’t tell him that there was someone else. I felt a sharp pain in my heart. “I’m sorry…” I said. Suddenly, a shadow appears. 
My husband was no longer sitting across from me. Where is he? I thought, but most importantly, who is that? I stood up from 
my chair and walked closer to the shadow. The view is becoming clearer and clearer as I get closer and closer. The girl… was 
me… I abruptly opened my eyes. It is dark and cold. I gathered all my senses from surrealism to the realization that he, who I 
love, is lying next to me. I can’t imagine a life so complicated and without him. But all that is over now, it was only a dream. 

Pictured Above: 1st Place Winner Roxana 
Demehri with BSI Coordinator Mark Manasse and 
English/ESOL Lab Coordinator Sharai Forbes 

Coming to the America 
Written by Roxana Demehri 

 There is nothing worthy in the world that can be 
achievable easily, which makes the life  not as simple as it 
should be. However, there is nobody in the world who is not 
capable of doing more than he or she thinks they can do. Still, 
most of the time, people choose to sacrifice their goals and 
dreams, instead of making the right decision by working hard 
and being patient to achieve what they really want. Hence, they 
will always be regretful of not trying, for the rest of their lives. 
But I didn’t want to be one of those people. I didn’t want to be 
sorry for myself in future, because I was not brave enough to 
fight for my dreams in past. I have always wanted to come to 
America to start a new life in which I could achieve all the 
things I should have had as a human being that have been 
excluded in my life. However, the difficulties of immigration 
and my parents resistant kept me away from perusing my 
dream for a long time, which I always feel bad about because it 

 kept me two years behind from becoming the happy person I am now. Anyway, after years of being scared, I finally 
decided to get over my fears and to persuade my parents to agree with what I wanted to do with my life. I have spent hard 
times attaining my goal, but I didn’t give up this time, and I did anything I could to prevent anyone or anything from 
getting into my way to freedom and success. Therefore, by not changing my mind about coming to America, I could 
finally land in the country of my dreams, which has completely changed me as a person. First of all, I learned that I can 
have friends to have fun with them. Secondly, I understand that I can respect myself as a human, regardless of my gender 
and finally, by finding a job, I am able to become financially independent without my parents support. 
 People need to socialize in their everyday lives, in which friendship is one of the most important parts of it. But 
there was limited freedom in my country, where girls and boy were not only prohibited to be friends and hangout, but there 
were also little possibilities available for them to have fun in their free time. As a result, I have spent most of my life being 
alone at home, doing my homework. In the other words, my social life in my country was limited to sleepovers in my only 
two friend’s house, or girl’s group studies in schools, which was even more boring than listening to my grandfather telling 
his love story for the fifth time. However, since I came to America, I have found friends from all over the world, with 
different genders, and religions, which gives me the precious feeling of not being isolated by myself, and the joy that I can 
freely choose my friends without any limitations. As a result, my social life has changed completely. I don’t have to stay at 
home watching the tedious news in my free times. In contrast, I can go out for a dinner with my friends, without being 
scared that the polices will arrest me because I’m out with a boy, which makes me to smile every time I think about it. 
Without any doubt, I am now able to have friends of my own without any restrictions.                          

 (Continued on pg 3) 
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Therefore, I have become like any other normal girls in American, who can choose their friends, spend their time with their time 
with them, any wherever and any time they want, which has became one of the blessings in my life. 
 Being a girl has always bothered me and made me to feel bad about myself, however, since I came to America, my 
ideas have changed about being a women, which has positively transformed my feelings about who I really am as a girl. I have 
spent tough times in my country dealing with anything, from wearing scarves, to not being selected in colleges as a girl, which 
had depressed me throughout my life. At the same time, I have completely forgotten that I should respect myself as a woman, 
because everything and everybody around me were against the fact that a woman should be respected equally as a man. I was 
always in tears, thinking why I was not a boy. But nothing remained the same since I finally landed in a country in which women 
are respected equally and even more that men. Therefore, I could finally find myself. I could finally feel good about being a girl, 
who may be a little emotional or weak, but can be strong and serious at the same time. Moreover, after years of hating myself, I 
become able to love myself as a girl, to love my long hair, and to feel good about my emotions as a woman. People respect me 
for the hard working I do as a woman, and not because I am able to do man’s jobs and become one of them. Meanwhile, I don’t 
spend most of my time persuading other people that I as a women am capable of doing anything a man can do, which makes my 
heart to beat faster from the joy I have inside of me that I haven’t felt for a long time. Hence, being a woman will not bother me 
anytime again because now I live in a country where I can proudly say that I am a “girl”. It feels good to be equal. 

Money has always been an important part of people’s life, which has usually brought independency and freedom for 
them. However, I have never felt that I am self sufficient because my parents have always paid for my expenses, before we move 
to America. But Since I came here, I have learned that most of the people, from the young sixteen years old girl to a ninety years 
old grandmother are trying to be independent by making their own money. So I started to look for a job, because I wanted to gain 
that financially independency that all the working people have. However, Since I didn’t have any experience nowhere other that 
McDonald had hired me, which at that time I had no idea that if it was a good or bad place to work in. I was getting the 
minimum wage, which may be so little for some people. However, for me who didn’t really need the money, and just wanted to 
learn how to not rely on my dad for everything I want to buy, was helpful. But soon, my job was not only for me working on 
myself to become independent, and it became a big help in the house. My mother couldn’t find any job in nursing field, and she 
didn’t want to do anything else, so all our saving that we have brought from my country was getting over. So I felt being a 
beneficial person on those months when my mom didn’t have job because  I could easily help her with the grocery shops, and 
with the half of the house rent. It was a precious feeling I had, every time I knew that I am able to help my mother. It has been a 
year from those days.  I quit my first job and I am only working in college, which is a little help for my mom, because she feels 
good when she knows that I can at least pay for my own expenses.  In fact, I have gained the feeling and the confidence that I am 
able to be independent financially without my parents helping me, which makes me even more proud that I didn’t change my 
mind about coming to America. 

Immigration is one of the hardest things to do, and it has not been easy for me and my family either. However, I 
definitely got precious results that I could never achieve in my country, which shows that it worth to work hard for it. In my 
country, I was embarrassed to be a girl, I was isolated in my room, and was not able to make my own money and feel good about 
it. In contrast, I have become a proud girl in America, who is able to make her own money, and who has friends that has been 
chosen without any limitations. Hopefully, I will never go back to who I was before, and keep being this new person I am now, 
because it really brings joy to my heart. 

Attendance Policies 
Written by Shanshan Meister 

 The Attendance policy is one of the most important policies in colleges. However, it is also the one which is more 
disputable than others.  No matter how many reasons students have against this policy, such as claiming the policy is too strict 
that it should give adult more freedom , comparing to three major outstanding benefits, those excuses no need to mention at all. 
The question of “Should professors have mandatory attendance polices in place for their classes?” just like asking, “Should 
people obey rules in the public places?”  The Answer obviously is “Yes” because attendance helps students get better grades, 
expands their social lives with good communication skills, and teaches them how to balance their busy lives, taking 
responsibilities.   
 First, attendance helps students get better grades by asking questions and working as a group. They can ask questions 
and get answers right away in class. This is the most efficient way to help students comprehend the texts. I still remember how 
frustrated I was when I was stuck on one question while doing homework at home. If lucky, the problem would be solved within 
the same day after I sent an email to the professor, but in the most cases it would take one or two days. Imagine that if I came to 
the class, the same question should be answered right away. Class is a time saver! Speaking of working as a group, the professors 
create guided samples and assignments for group discussing. Students with different experience and unique personalities, discuss 
with one another. You never know, maybe someone’s insights will inspire you and open your mind, thus new knowledge and 
skills will be gained. In my marketing class, four students as a group with four different career backgrounds, we created one of 
the most impressive marketing plans in our class, and as a result, we received a good grade. Therefore, there is a positive 
relationship between attendance and better grades. 

(Continued on pg 4)
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 Don’t forget to like us on 
 Facebook and follow us on Twitter! 
  

  
                                                                            

 
 
 
 
 

Losing Everything    Written by Zen Osawa 
I made this poem off of a dyeing heart  
lost like I’m stuck in the middle of nowhere car in need of a kick start,  
in despair  
wanting to give up and say “this isn’t fair”.  
I’m losing my ability to care  
It’s my worse fear,  
I’m not sure what goes on anymore I play it by ear.  
Commercials making it sound like your problems will go  
away with a nice beer  
I’m tired of this garbage  
to me it’s worse than living life on the edge.  
Broken to pieces in the inside,  
fat on the outside  
obsessed with food, fried  
I’m not amused  
childhood a little abused.  
Started to think happiness is a fantasy  
so much of this hypocrisy  
lost the battle but won the war  
with an wish to an shooting star  
lost my heart to a crook  
the winners had already wrote the history books.  

Next, attendance colors students social lives 
and develops their communication skills. In schools, 
students with different culture, religious, experience, 
gathering together in the class with the same subject 
that expands their social life. New people will meet, 
new cultures can learn, new opportunities may occur. 
Someone may become your lifelong friend, or your 
potential employer, even your sweetheart. Especially 
for me, as a new immigrant, everything is new. One 
of the efficient ways to engage in this new world is 
going to schools, making new friends, and 
developing a new social life. Regarding 
communication skills, attendance in class, just like 
Mrs. Chili said, “Learning to engage peers in 
academic conversation, to disagree respectfully, to 
question fruitfully, and to challenge on another’s 
thinking is a vital part of any college course.” This 
indicated that in class discussing will help students 
build communication skills fundamentally. 
Interpersonal communication skill is one of the most 
significant skills benefit students forever. For 
example, two equally intelligent students, one 
possesses good communication skill, another does 
not. Who will be popular and have a better chance for 
success in their future lives? Of course, the one with 

good communication skills because he knows how to get along with others and how to express himself thoughtfully. Attendance in 
class, students will learn the art of communication, knowing how to express themselves clearly and how to respect others. Social life 
and interpersonal communication skills can’t be gained from those who study alone and are isolated themselves from others; 
however, attendance in class can.  
 Finally, attendance helps students learn how to balance their busy lives and take responsibilities. Attendance urges students 
to learn how to balance their lives among their family, work, school, social life, etc. According to Mrs. Chili claimed, “One of the 
objectives of the professors is to create an environment where students can learn to balance what they have to do with what they 
want to do.” That means in class, the professors as models will train students how to gain these skills which are beyond the textbook. 
I, as a mother of 10-year- old kid, know how important for me to manage my time and better balance my busy life. I must set 
priorities among my multiple roles on a daily basis.  This time management skill is also the crucial factor of students’ successful 
careers.  The more activities involve in students’ lives, the more opportunities to learn better balancing life and overcoming stress. 
As for responsibilities, Mrs. Chili indicated, “They should know what is required to successfully navigate college life and, 
eventually, the professional world which the students will enter after graduation.” This tells students, it is time to grow up and learn 
independence. Responsibility is the symbol of maturity. Students need to take responsibilities for their college life, such as getting in 
class on time, submitting assignments before deadline, knowing how to set a priority of tasks, and checking the “To do list”. 
Attendance in class is a reminder that keeps students on the right track and teach them how to treat these responsibilities in an 
efficient manner. Students are whether success in college is depending on only themselves. The skills of balancing life and taking 
responsibility are the vital part of success for students’ college lives as well as are their future lives. 

Everything has rules. The attendance policy is not only fair, but also is necessary in colleges. Furthermore, attendance is a 
door way of success for students’ college life. Through attendance, students will achieve better grades, color their social lives with 
good interpersonal communication skills, and gain the knowledge of how to better balance life and take responsibilities. In 
conclusion, students should stick on and embrace to the attendance policy to pursue the successful completion of college, eventually, 
to the successful completion of professional life.    

Motherhood                                    Written by Liliana Castro 
 
I will never forget how scary I felt the day I gave 

birth to my daughter. I remember this day like yesterday when 
I went for my checkup. The technician directed us to the room 
and asked me to lie down on the bed.  I lifted up my dress to 
expose my big belly and he squeezed a bottle of clear cool gel 
and started to look on his monitor. I remembered the room 
being dark, cold and very quiet. The monitor seemed to be so 
big; it was flashing my eyes with the bright image of my 
baby. I only could hear her heart beats like a big drum playing 
hard in my own heart.            (Continued on pg 5) 

www.facebook.com/MiramarCollegeEnglish
andEsolLab 

https://twitter.com/MiramarENGLab 
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Vinh Ha Long 
Written by Tai Dao 

Ha Long Bay is one of the most popular places in Vietnam because it is so wonderful and beautiful. In 
the morning, when the first sunlight comes to the earth, and the sunlight wakes up the bay after the deep sleep, 
lots of animal, people, and boats travel across the bay. Some people are standing on the boat at the middle of the 
bay and sell their stuff to the visitors, and it makes the bay more vivid and full of energetic life. In the front of the 
gigantic rock at middle the bay, passenger ships slowly move around the bay, so the visitors can take the pictures 
of the beauty of nature wonders or relax by talking to their friends. In the back side of the passenger ship, many 
kids are hiding or running behind the chair, and some of them are chasing each other. The sky is blue, and the sun 
is hiding behind little cloud, so the weather is very good. The water is color of the sky, but if look closer you can 
see a color of rainbow on the surface because the reflection of sunlight. In the evening, when the sun falls into the 
ocean, people leave the bay, and the bay goes back to sleep. The bay is so silent at night because you only see 
some fishermen pulling the net, but at that time, you can smell the aroma of the sea that you cannot find in the 
morning. I love Ha Long Bay, and I wish I could go back one day. 

I remember asking the technician if everything was ok. His face appeared worried and then he told me he needs to contact my 
doctor as soon as possible. It seemed that my baby didn’t have enough fluid in order to move inside my belly. A few minutes 
later, I registered myself in to the hospital; they would have to delivery my baby right way. I was scared, surprised and very 
worried. When we were in the room, I started to cry, and my mom was trying to calm me down and be positive. I was terrified 
when I noticed they needed to give me an injection on my lower back, called an epidural, in order to delivery my baby by 
cesarean. I was not comfortable having this injection. I have always been a little skeptical about any procedure that has to deal 
with my spine. After I had this injection, I felt nauseas and my hands were sweating. I was extremely anxious. I had numerous 
nightmares of giving birth. After spending the past 36 weeks thinking about how I was going to give a natural birth, here I was 
trying to figure out how to get strength and become strong. Certainly this wasn’t part of my plan. My mom called my good 
friend to be with me in the operation room and gave him the news. As soon as he arrived to the hospital, the doctor and the 
nurses rushed me into the operation room. I was awake. The operation room was big and very bright. Every stainless steel tool 
was polished, from the big lamp that was over my head to the sharp scalpels that were on the platter. I could see myself in the 
reflection on the lamp like a perfect mirror.  My friend was holding my hand very tight. I felt that he was more scared than I 
was, so at that moment I wasn’t sure if it was a great idea to have him there with me instead of my mom. But it was too late to 
make any decision and my emotions were more focused on what was about to happen than anything else. Next thing that I 
knew I had small curtains that divided my upper body from the rest of my body. I assumed that it was to prevent me from 
seeing the procedure and keep me calm and relaxed. Little did they know I was watching the whole event from the reflection 
of the holder of the big lamp that was illuminating the doctors. It felt like I was in a spacious room hearing a bunch of voices 
in echo and I was about to watch my own movie. I saw my doctor cutting my belly with one of the sharp scalpels. I was so 
shocked that I couldn’t even speak. I was very happy that I couldn’t feel anything from my waist down. I could hear far away 
in the background my friend’s voice telling me to breathe deep and relax. It seemed that he needed to keep himself calm. Then 
suddenly, I saw my doctor pushing down from my upper belly. I felt a lot of pressure but no pain. After a couple minutes of 
pushing hard, I saw him pulling out my baby. Quiet tears started to come out of my eyes nonstop. I remember a very strong 
feeling of emptiness as soon as the doctor cut off the umbilical cord. This feeling was indescribable. It was obviously that part 
of me was separated and I already missed her. The first few seconds I didn’t hear her crying. My heart dropped and I 
desperately started to ask if she was ok. The nurses rushed to clean her and gave her oxygen. Then she started to cry and in 
less than 5 minutes I had my new born baby girl laid on my chest. I was delighted looking at her while the doctor continued 
putting the stitches on my belly to close the open wound. Then, one of the nurses approached me and put some medication in 
my IV bag and took my baby away from me while she was telling me;” We need to do a thorough physical exam to her. You 
will be transferred to your room so you can sleep. Later you will be able to spend more time with your new baby girl.” In a 
few seconds I was out. The next thing I remember, it was already the next day. Today Shellsea is 18 years old with special 
needs, and we still don’t have any diagnosis. After several surgeries and appropriate medical attention she has come a long 
way. Definitely, I won’t ever forget the day Shellsea was born since I celebrate her birthday with her every year. My daughter 
is my inspiration, my hope, my strength, and my hero. Even with all her medical difficulties that she faces every day, she is a 
very happy and naïve child. I feel blessed because I appreciate life more; I had learned that it takes one second to lose the 
people that we love the most. I learned how strong a person I can be. I learned not to worry about the past because it’s gone. I 
learned not to worry about the future because it’s not here yet and enjoy the present because it’s all we have. I learned not to 
plan and pretend that I can have control of my destiny. I believe things happen for a reason and we all have a purpose in life. 
God is the only one who can draw our own destiny. 
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Congratulations once again to all of our winners and thank you to all who sent 
submissions. We were overwhelmed by the number of students who participated. Stay 

tuned for details about our next writing contest in the Spring Semester! 
 

                                                                                  

Chicken Sandwich of Comfort and Healing 
Written by Michael Edmond 

 The Really Big Chicken Sandwich is served at Jack in the Box once a year. Two chicken patties and two strips of 
bacon begin this masterpiece, two squares of cheese in the middle to add to the taste, than a small mountain of lettuce is 
added with a small river of Ranch sauce inside two mighty buns that hold it together. Many people look at this, and think 
about the calories that they’ll be taking in, but to me the Really Big Chicken Sandwich stands for comfort, family, and has 
healed my nonphysical wounds. It isn’t the health factor, or the fact it tastes amazing, but it’s the way this sandwich makes 
me feel about my friend that makes me continue to buy and eat this regularly. My friend Kevin and I would always go to 
Jack in the Box when the time for the sandwich came around, and have them made special with no tomatoes. We always 
talked about our days, and how life was going to be so much better in high school. In the 2006-2007 school year I shared my 
last chicken sandwich with him an hour and a half before he was hit by an oncoming car on Mira Mesa Boulevard. Now, 
many people may stop eating the sandwich because the memories are all bad, but to this day I go into Jack in the Box, order 
my sandwich the same way, with no tomatoes and think of Kevin, and the times we had inside that Jack in the Box, and I 
realize he’s in a better place. Next, the chicken sandwich has helped me to mend fences with my dad and keep us talking. 
My dad and I have a weird relationship, and as many males do, when we don’t agree on how something should be done an 
argument starts. We solve the issue, and then usually when it’s time for lunch, he’ll take me to Jack in the Box. He usually 
orders a Really Big Chicken Sandwich with tomatoes, and I order mine without tomatoes. When we’re eating we talk, and 
not about the argument we just had, but about sports, and life in general. At the end we usually forget what the fight was 
about. The chicken sandwich is common ground, and opens the door for conversation. Finally, the Really Big Chicken 
Sandwich helps heal wounds that you don’t physically see on the outside. A few days ago I got word that I may not be able 
to see my son till sometime next year, although I had been told prior to that date that it would be shortly after the case. As 
the harsh reality set in, and time kept spinning, I went to Jack in the Box, and ordered my sandwich. Sure, I am still hurt by 
this oversight on my end, but the chicken sandwich makes the pain a lot less painful, and comes in like a doctor, and mends 
the wound, not with stitches, but with pure flavor, and good vibrations. In conclusion, it is not the food itself that makes my 
enjoyment of it so high, but the way it makes me feel that keeps me buying it every year. It helps me cope with my friend’s 
death, mended a fence with my dad, and helped me when mere words and bandages couldn’t. The Really Big Chicken 
sandwich is not just a sandwich, but I guess you can say it’s a counselor. So come on, you have no clue what you’re 
missing. Go to Jack in the Box right down the street, and order your really big chicken sandwich today. It’s not the way this 
sandwich tastes, or looks, but how it makes you feel that will keep you running back for more. What have you got to lose? 

THIS COULD BE YOU 
WINNING A PRIZE!! 


