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Dear God,  

We Know that we are not perfect, we know that we don't always pray, we 

know sometimes we lose our temper but thank you God for loving us 

unconditionally. Thank you for the opportunities you've given us. We 

appreciate every breath we are able to take. Thank you for those you have 

put in our paths. May all of us be happy and find peace within our hearts and 

minds.  

 

This we pray in your heavenly name, 

 

Amen.  

- Francisca Almanza 
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Maritza 

 
Your sparkling eyes full of what seems like life 

Beautiful 

Powerful 

 
I admire ​you ​and I want you to know that 

 
You pushed me to do great and continue to do so 

And for that I will ​never ​stop dreaming and achieving 

 
When talk flows off your lips it is ​inspiring ​in every way 

I ​wish ​you could speak to me all day 

 
I strive to be a strong woman like ​you 

But sometimes things happen out of the blew 

We are not perfect 

but to me you are so near it 

 
You tell me 

“You will, You can,” 

And ​now ​I know 

I will...and I can 

Thanks to you 

My ​inspiration 

 
Your smile ​shoots ​beautiful and great 

Being my sister was ​fate 

And I am so ​grateful ​for that day that came into this world because you were there 

waiting to ​change ​me into a ​strong young girl 

 

Thank you 

 

- Carmen Almanza 

2 



Tell Me 

 

You had me at “Hello”. 

It’s like nothing before 

Thanks to our friend we know each other, 

But please, please 

Don’t say, “Let’s just be friends”. 

 

Tell me, do I have a chance? 

 

Life is one long scary roller coaster, 

But once I met you, it stopped.  

Your eyes are a memory that words can’t express. 

 

Tell me, are your the answer to my question?  

 

To everybody else your name may have no meaning, 

To me, it's the only thing I think about. 

You’re still perfect even when you cry,  

What's not to adore. 

 

Tell me, can you be mine? 

- Maribel Espinoza 
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- Jewelian Anderson 
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Just a Dumb Game 

 
“I said I was sorry! How many times do I have to say it?” 
She says she’s sorry, 
But she had cheated. 
I had the bombshell dropped on me in front of my best friends. 
After I found out, I ran to the bathroom and locked myself inside. 
But she followed. 
“It doesn’t matter how many times you say it, you still did it!” 
I call back. 
I don’t know if I could ever forgive her. 
But she’s adamant. 
“You’re being ridiculous, it was just a game!” 
It was just a game. 
Maybe it was always just a game to her. 
“Was it always just a game?!” 
I yell back to her, not knowing how she could do this to me. 
“You’re being such a baby, you know it’s a game, you’ve been playing along with me!” 
You’ve been playing along with me. 
How could I have been playing with her, when I didn’t even know it was a game? 
She yells through the door again. 
“Dude, come on, you’re over exaggerating!” 
This angered me. 
I’m not over exaggerating, I’m acting like I should, after learning she cheated. 
“I am not exaggerating!” 
Tears started to form in my eyes. 
“Yes you are! We were just playing Monopoly! It’s just a dumb game!” 
She says ​it’s just a dumb game. 
But it’s hard to remember what that means. 

- Omar Medina 
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- Mariano Guerrero 
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Grim Reaper 
 
I have been by your side, 
I have been hearing your problems, 
I have been watching you change. 
 
I have seen your pain, 
I have seen your life through your eyes,  
I have seen the change in environment and personality. 
 
But that doesn’t mean I have done something to change your life for the greater good or bad. 
 
I haven’t made that frown into a smile, 
I haven’t made those problems disappear, 
I haven’t made the effort to make your life easier, 
 
I haven’t made a change because I can’t make the change, 
I haven’t made an effort because I can only watch, not act, 
I haven’t changed who I am but you have, 
 
I can only watch and assist but in order to see a change you need to make that change. A 
change that will not give me the power to make the final choice. 
 
If I made a change in your life….  
 
I will make you be only a memory, 
I will make you physically be by my side, 
I will make you see others’ lives through their eyes. 
 
 
I will make you regret not making a change in your life because you decided to let me 
make a choice.  

- Evelyn Pinedo 
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Dreams Lead 
 
Dreams can be the absence of a color 
In a dream you can be anything 
In a dream you can do anything 
You can be remembered  
Or… 
You can be a part of a legend and daydream 
But daydreams can be prohibited 
Or… 
You can move on and not complete a wish 
Dreams are limitless 
Life stops at a point, dreams don’t 
But… 
Goals are a source of happiness 
In a goal you can achieve something great  
In a goal you can be something not that great 
In a goal people can recognize you 
For being that person who did this or did that 
Or… 
You can fail at goals  
You can design a goal that destroys  people 
Your goals can determine who you are 
Goals can determine how big you dream 
How big you think 
Wait… 
By dreaming you can think goals 
By dreaming you can plan goals 
In a dream you can think about your goal 
If you dream you can make a goal  
You can be anything  
You can do anything 
You achieve the greatest things 
Because dreaming is thinking 
By thinking  your creation will be..  
A painting that will leave people admiring 
A book that leaves people crying 
A fashion line that leaves  people clapping  
A piece of technology that leaves jaws dropping 
A  poem that leaves people thinking... 
 

- Jamie Lejarazo 
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 - ​Citlalli Cumplido 
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I AM SORRY 

I am sorry for the discomfort that my presence brings  

I am sorry that the way I dress makes you fear for the life of your child 

I am sorry that my culture and my religion make you fear for your own life 

I am sorry that my hard work and will to succeed fills you with rage  

I am sorry that my skin color brings you distrust and discomfort  

I am sorry that my culture is so unique it fills you with the need to destroy it  

I am sorry that my language is the key that you have used to open the door to discriminate 

and openly hate against me  

I am sorry for the many things that I and those around me make you feel 

I am sorry 

But I will not be sorry for being happy that I am all of those things 

I am not sorry for the pride in my culture and its traditions 

I am not sorry for the confidence in my step for having the will to succeed  

I am not sorry for the existance that is known as me 

I am not sorry for being the preserver of uniqueness that is known as other races  

So yes, I am sorry for all of these things that I have made you feel 

But I will never be sorry of the things that I am and the people who have made me them 

- Yvett Madera Garcia 
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The Change  
 

I am​ the beginning 
I am​ the end 

 
I am​ the one you call  

a friend 
a sister 

a leader​? 
 

Wait, 
Is that who I’ve become? 

Or 
Who I’ve always been? 

 
Am I​ the leader of all nations? 

Will I be the change? 
 

The next ​ “IT FACTOR” 
 

Who am I? 
What am I? 

 
Who will I BE? 

 
I AM, 

I AM THE ONE YOU CALL FREEDOM 
 

- Mireya Rivas 
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Continue 

 
Because I am different they stare at me… it’s like exchanging looks with a statue 

That dead, cold stare 

I won’t let them change me like seasons change the colors of the leaves 

Because I am me and they  

can’t.  

won’t.  

and will not change that 

 
One day they will see me rise like a sunset as they stand below and watch me go 

I believe that we are capable of being more than we are 

Thing is, we can’t let people hold us down like an anchor 

 
I believe in you 

Continue to do what you love, be who you are, and believe what you chose to believe 

Because that is something they can not take away from you and it IS what makes you 

Beautiful 

So go on and continue 

you are your biggest supporter, 

believe in yourself and in what you are capable of because you will and can do great 

things 

Prove them wrong and be you. 

- Carmen Almanza 
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- Britney Martinez 
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The Tale of Amelia Rose VonAhn (Part 2) 
 

“Do it, I dare you! It won’t make you better than Alice and I.” He says gruffly. I put some 
pressure on the knife. He winces but the cruel smile doesn’t fade, I frown. He’s right, if I do this, I 
won’t be any better than them...I can’t...I can’t kill him. I sigh. My phone vibrates, I push the dagger 
deep enough to make him bleed. 

 
“Keep quiet or I’ll push the blade deep enough to puncture your heart.” If I learned anything 

from these two, it would be that they’re both afraid to die. He slightly nodded. I take out my phone 
from my pocket. It’s Mark! I flip the phone and press the green answer button. “Mark!” I whisper 
joyfully.  

 
“Where are you? Are you okay? Why’s your house a mess? Why is there blood in your 

basement? Please tell me you’re okay!” There was quiver in his voice and sounds of panic in his voice. 
 
“I’m okay, I don’t have much time!” I motioned for Edgar to sit in the chair, still pointing the 

knife at his heart. “I managed to injure one of them, they’re planning to kill you, all of you! Get out of 
town, take the others with you, I’ll stay here. 

 
“No! I’m going to get you out of there!” Mark says fiercely. 
 
“No.” I say calmly, “I’m possibly going to die trying to get out of here, but I’m not going to die 

without taking these two down with me, I love you, Mark.” I hang up with tears in my eyes, slowly 
flowing down my face. “I’m sorry.” His eyes widen and I push the knife all the way in his chest. His 
brown eyes, wide and unblinking, and his heart no longer beating in his chest. I take out the blade 
and chop his head off, blood spilling on my dark, black, clothes, and my jet black, straight hair. 
Making sure I got the job done. I put his head on the table next to all of the weapons. I check my 
phone, 126 calls from Dennis Mark, Jess, and Kim, and 400 texts, god how I love them. 

 
“Edgar?! What has taken so long? Have you done it? Have you killed the girl?!” THUMP! 

THUMP! THUMP! Footsteps are getting closer and closer to the opened door. I quickly run toward the 
door and hide under the stairs, sitting in the darkness like a predator ready to catch it’s prey. I clench 
the knife tightly in my right hand as I hear the footsteps on the wooden stairs. Clickity clack! Clickity 
clack! C’mon! Hurry up! Her and her pink high heels. I frown. Hurry up, grandma! “Edgar?!” She says 
as she hops off the stairs. “Edgar!” She screams as she approaches his corpse. Alice begins to sob.  

 
I feel terrible, they may be bad people, but nobody deserves this. I won’t kill her, I just won’t. 

I slowly and quietly get out from under the steps and slowly begin to go up the stairs. Creak! Oh no..I 
turn my head to the left to see Alice turning around with tears flowing from her eyes. Her eyes 
turned to sad and depressed to angry and ready to kill. “You!” She growls. I completely turn around 
and slowly walk backwards as she quickly started walking towards me and up the stairs. As I reach 
the top of the stairs, she was on the fifth. I ran inside and quickly slam the door closed. Slam! I lock it 
then I take a look around. Old, pink wallpaper on the walls, white couches, and white carpet, pretty 
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normal for the psychopaths they really are and better looking compared to the house they tortured 
Dennis and I in. Thud! Thud! Thud! I roll my eyes, this again. 

 
“You and that man you call a husband are the same time of idiotic.” I say unrealizing I said 

it out loud. 
 
“Wait until I get through this door and beat you like when you were ten years old! But this 

time, I’ll end you!” Anger overcomes me.  
 
“Oh really? Just like your dear husband? Oh, right, we both know how that story ended.” I 

growl. “Maybe I’ll even let you join him!” I stand by the tall white door. I breathe in, and out, letting 
the anger slowly fade away and sigh. “You’re not the only one that is in pain...I just remembered the 
day,” I pause, “the day you two killed my parents.” My voice cracks. Absolute silence. “Your husband 
threatened to kill the only family I have left, Mark, Jess, Kim, Ben, and Dennis. I had no choice but to 
kill him…” I wait for the thudding to begin once more, for her to tell me that she’s going to kill me, 
but there was nothing except for Alice’s heavy breathing. 

 
“Do you-Do you have someone?” Alice asks softly. 
 
“What do you mean by have someone?” I ask, leaning my head on the wall. 
 
“Boyfriend or fiance?” 
 
“Boyfriend.” I say warming up to her, maybe she can change. I smile softly thinking about the 

image. 
 
“That’s good… Very good... He’ll feel the pain I feel when I’m done with you!” She growls and 

a red, sharp hatchet soon appears through the door. She continuously hits the door with the hatchet. I 
sigh, I guess she won’t change after all. I rapidly grab my phone and call Dennis. 

 
“Hello? Amelia? Where are you?” 
 
“I’m at​ their ​house, Dennis. They’re trying to kill me.” I say calmly. 
 
“WHAT?! How are you so calm about this?” He says as I walk straight to the barred 

windows and try to look outside. I quickly walk across the living room and turn left to go into the 
hallway and run into the first open door on the right. 

 
“I’m in a room, she’s trying to get out of the creepy basement they locked me in, hitting the 

door with a hatchet. I’m calm because...I had...Already...Killed...Edgar.” I mumble, but I’m pretty sure 
Dennis understood what I said. 
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“You...Did...What?” He says as I lock the door and turn off the lights. I begin to push the queen 
sized bed from the middle of the room to in front of the door. “Can’t you just go through the front 
door? I mean seriously Amelia, common sense.” 

 
“You know I would, but they have barred windows and I can’t see where I am and if I’m in 

the middle of nowhere, you know, she’ll catch me and drug me and torture me slowly, until I die.” I 
say as I give a final push to the bed. 

 
“Oh, right.” 
 
“Shh.” I interrupt. “It’s quiet, too quiet, if you want to get me out of here track my phone!” I 

whisper then hang up as I try to listen closely for the clickity clack of her high heels, crashes or thuds 
of any kind. I hear nothing, absolutely nothing. Suddenly, a hatchet comes through the door, close to 
injuring my face. I gasp. 

 
“I’m going to make him live miserably, for as long as I live!” Anger overcomes me. 
 
“Then you won’t live.” I say fearlessly. I break the leg off a wooden chair in the closest right 

corner. “Come on! Be the man your idiotic husband couldn’t be!” I yell. The hatchet repeatedly makes 
holes in the already damaged white wooden door. Slowly walking back towards the door, my heart 
thumps loudly against my chest. Once I got to the door, I hop over the bed. This seems familiar, my 
kind goes back to my house in my basement with Edgar. I quickly come to my senses when I 
remembered this is the kind of thing that got me captured, in the first place. I shake my head. 
Thump! She jumped off the bed onto the brown, square carpeted floor. 

 
“Prepare to meet your end, Amelie.” 
 
“It’s Amelia Rose, you ugly beast.” I take a swing for her head as she ducks. She throws the 

red hatchet across the room barely scratching my pale face, and sticks on the yellow wall. A stinging 
feeling on my face catches my attention. Raising my hand to my cheek, a boiling, hot liquid touches 
my fingertips. Blood. My sight begins to fade, I’m suddenly in a dark room, warmness overcomes me. 

 
“Aaaaahh!” I jolt upright. My hands are smaller than I remember. As I look around the room, 

it seems familiar. The white walls, the twin bed I’m sitting on, the black medium sized mirror 
attached to the black dresser.  

 
“Aaaahh! My baby!” Another scream? I jump off of my bed and run for the door ahead. 

Voices can be heard down the hall. “Please don’t hurt us!” A soft female voice calls out. 
 
“Mommy.” I softly whisper as I crouch down next to the table. 
 
“Sorry, not sorry.” Says a strangely familiar drunken voice. I hide under the little glass table, 

shivering as my cold feet touch the stone, cold floor. 
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“Oh, but you will be.” A bold voice says next to the woman, I had called my mom. 
 
“Dad.” I whisper as tears flood down my cheeks. Crack! My Dad punched the mystery man, 

whom I had come to realize was Edgar. 
 
“You’re gonna pay for that.,” Growled Edgar as he began to take many swings at my father. 

“Enough of this foolishness!” Edgar trips my Dad and grabs a knife from his back pocket and puts the 
knife on his throat., “I’ve waited to do this all of my life!” He growls. 

 
“James!” My Mom cries slowly trying to get up as I notice a bump on her stomach. Slowly 

coming to reality, I realize I’m on the floor, surrounded by a pool of blood. My vision is a bit hazy, 
but good enough to see Alice standing over me with the hatchet in her hands. 

 
“I thought I ended you!” Growls Alice grabbing me by my collar. “You’re supposed to stay 

dead!” I say nothing, waiting for her to chop my head off, to send me with my Mom, Dad, and two 
siblings, tears blur my eye sight.  

 
“Just kill me already!” I yell throwing my fists around, succeeding in punching her old 

wrinkly face. 
 
“Eager, are we?” She throws me back on the ground. “Maybe I’ll just kill that lovely boyfriend 

of yours and let you live in eternal pain and misery.” She kneels over me and slices my wrists 
vertically, careful not to hit a vein. I don’t make a sound as I turn my head to the right. 

 
“Why me? Why my family?” As I ask those questions, my vision slowly fades to black.  
 
Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Am I in a hospital? My eyes flutter open. Yeah, there’s the familiar 

white ceiling . Sighing, I turn my head to the left to find Mark holding my hand, sound asleep. I 
smile and take a glance to my right and see Jess with a magazine over her stomach, also asleep. Oh 
how I love them. My vision soon fades to darkness.  

 
“You’re going to suffer, you didn't think that I was going to do you a favor and just kill you 

and spare your whole family, did you?” Edgar smirks and looks at my Mom. “Yes, she will do.” Her 
green eyes water and tears slowly fall. He moves on from my Dad to my Mom, and makes her 
stand up. “Too bad that baby will never be born.” As she kneels, his silver knife slashes the back of 
her neck. 

 
“No!” Yells my father, weakly and slowly getting up, as my mother’s body falls on the floor 

and blood pools around her.  
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“Now.” Edgar says  walking towards my father’s body on the floor. “Where were we?” Blood 
splatters onto my feet, my Dad’s blood. Memorizing his scruffy beard and raven black hair. I try to 
sneak past the three dead bodies and the man with no success. Edgar eyes me up and down. 

 
“Now, where are you off to?” He asks in a sick sweet voice. Running into my room, my heart 

thumps aggressively against my chest. I don’t wanna die! I don’t wanna die… 
 
“I don’t wanna die!” I scream. Edgar walks in slowly. 
 
“Now, who says you’d get the delight of being dead?” The image of Edgar standing in front 

of me fades. 
 
“What do you mean she has to stay here for three more days?! She’s been in a coma for the 

past week!” Suddenly the pain of injuries hit me. I slowly open my eyes and groan as I try to sit up. 
“What are you doing?” Mark asks as he rushes to my side, making me lay back down. “You need to 
sleep.” He says softly. I try to speak but to no avail. I bring a hand up to my throat and send a 
questioning look to Mark as soon the Doctor leaves the room. He groans and pulls my hand away 
from my throat. “Don’t do that, love.” A few minutes of silence pass. 

 
“Do you know what happened? Before we got there, I mean.” Shaking my head no, I grab his 

hand pulling him closer so I can hear him better. “The police came after a few minutes after we got 
there.” He paused. “She got a life sentence in jail, turns out you’re not the only one they kidnapped 
and killed. When we got there, I had to pull her off of you… There was so m-much blood. Dennis 
held her captive while I tried to help you. When the police and ambulance arrived, they put you on 
the stretcher, and said it would be unlikely for you to make it out alive. They found a dead body of 
a man in the basement… His head was chopped off…  Dennis wasn’t surprised to see that.” My eyes 
start to water and tears slowly fall down my face. “When we got to the hospital, they had to take 
you to the ER, after that you were breathing.” He chuckles softly. “I was so happy and demanded to 
see you, they said I shouldn’t, and that there was some information that I needed to know. 
Apparently, you were in a coma then, I demanded to see you. Ever since then, I’ve been by your 
side, hoping you would  wake up.” He smiles, looking at a faraway place then at me. “You ended up 
waking up after all.” Laying a kiss on my forehead, the tears fall from his face onto mine and I wipe 
the tears away, slightly smiling. 

 
“Yeah.” I croak. I’m finally free from them, I always knew that freedom would feel amazing, I 

just didn't know that it literally feels like a weight was lifted off of my chest. 
 

- Daniella Rodriguez 
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