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"Prologue," by Ayda, 8th grade, Hillview School 

My long, wet eyelashes create smudges in my vision. I try turning around to see Josh, but my muscles 
don’t cooperate. Finally, I manage to walk over to him, burying my face into his neck, hoping to get 
some comfort. I don’t think I can ever come home again. 
“It’s okay, it’s all going to be okay,” he murmurs into my ear, but from the way he is trembling I can tell 
he doesn’t believe it. Little Louisa totters over, wrapping her short arms around my knee. I lean down 
and pull her up into my lap. Knowing this is probably the last time I will see her, I kiss her tiny nose so 
hard she starts whining that it hurts. 
For one instant, everything is back to normal. I am sucked back into a world where my life is perfect, 
with a loving husband and a cozy apartment. Seeing myself taking care of Louisa, thinking about how 
those piercing gray eyes would water when I couldn’t play her Tossing Game. How she would always 
cuddle her nearly destroyed stuffed cat that she loves so much. The peaceful look on her face as she 
would sleep, after long days of roaming around exploring paths, trees, and cute bridges in Central Park. 
Loud sirens startle me out of my daze, bringing me back to the horror of my condition. I already have 
difficulty breathing sometimes, but thankfully I am not contagious; I can visit home one final time to say 
goodbye before being taken away. The doctor had said that he would send an ambulance to pick me up, 
as I am a special case of a certain type of lung disease, which blocks the airflow to your lungs. Since I am 
such a petite person, the illness affects me much more severely, because my airways are smaller than an 
average person’s. The sickness is usually fatal for small people like me. 
The sirens get louder and louder. Louisa whimpers and hugs me tighter, and I whisper sweet nothings 
into her ears to calm her down. Josh walks cautiously over, careful not to disturb us. He sits down next 
to me and gazes into my eyes with such a look of love, hope, and devastation that I start crying again. 
We melt into a group hug, wishing and wishing that I hadn’t gotten sick. Louisa climbs down from my lap 
and walks toward the kitchen. Even a toddler as young as her seems to be able to sense our sadness. 
The doorbell rings loudly, a harsh reminder of what’s to come. Louisa dances along with the short 
melody it plays, and even though I haven’t left yet, my heart aches from missing her. Before Josh can 
stand up and let them in, she scampers over to the door and opens it. As soon as she sees the mass of 
hospital personnel that stand there, she shrinks back in fear and runs into her room. I can hear her 
scrabbling into her usual “secret” hiding spot. 
A nurse says, “Ma’am, we were sent by Dr. Arnolds to take you to Urgent Care.” As he says this, two 
others come in carrying a stretcher. 
“Yes, yes. I’m coming. Let me just say goodbye to my little girl one last time,” I say to them. 
“Ma’am, I’m sorry, but you can’t. You may have become contagious in the time you spent here. I 
wouldn’t risk spreading it to your child.” 
The nurses holding the stretcher maneuver around me to block my way to Louisa. My mood 
immediately switches from depressed to enraged. I know I shouldn’t, but I start to shout at the nurses 
for not allowing me to say goodbye to her; how dare they, how DARE they?! As I am yelling at the nurses 
furiously, Josh backs away into Louisa’s room, probably going to get her from her hiding spot.  



The head nurse mumbles something into her walkie-talkie. She gets a reply; something similar to ‘Won’t 
come… yes… forcibly… she’ll die otherwise…’ 
She gives a command to the group of hospital employees behind her, and they flood into the room, 
surrounding me and cutting me off from the rest of the apartment. Josh returns to the hallway with 
Louisa in his arms, sees the commotion, and quietly blows a kiss to me as a final goodbye. The nurses 
herd me over to the stretcher, where they tightly crowd around me, forcing me to climb on.  
“Someone’ll hear about this,” I promise them, gritting my teeth. To them I may seem defiant, but inside 
I am hollow and empty. I can’t even imagine a life away from my family. Oh, Josh. Dear Louisa. As they 
carry me out of the room, the last thing I see are those innocent, stormy gray eyes staring at me, 
wondering why I’m being carted away. 
 

C. 6th grade, Hillview School: 

'This is really bad, my first day and I'm already late,' I think to myself as I rush through the empty halls. 
My mom's gonna kill me. I glance at my watch, two minutes! Scratch what I said before the council’s 
gonna kill me! I round the corner and run straight into a wall, wait, not a wall.  I glance up into the eyes 
of a dark haired boy. Aware of our close proximity I take a quick step backwards. Only to trip over my 
fallen backpack, and topple over. Before I can hit the ground, the strange boy grabs one of my flailing 
arms and yanks me upright.  
 
Julia, 8th grade, Hillview School: 
A blaring school bell echoed through the plain, nearly empty halls, breaking the complete silence. The 
halls quickly filled with teenagers chattering with their friends, while sprinting towards their freedom. 
Soon once again the halls were cleared except for teachers and one student. A girl with fiery, red hair 
angrily stomped down the hall, each footstep echoing loudly. Her mind was racing with plans to get 
home before her father noticed. Her name was Joanne Ryan, but she made everyone call her Jo. A 
teacher with a pleasant face and floppy brown hair called after her.  
"Ms. Ryan, I wish you would spend less time in my classroom for detention. If you simply thought before 
you spoke, the principal's office would not be your second home."  
"Got it Mr. Elliot. See ya tomorrow." She said through gritted teeth, trying to curb her tongue, because 
she had a rather nasty temper that matched her bold personality. 
 
S., 7th grade, Hillview School: 
 Ashley Carlson was in a very good mood at swim practice on February 
1st. After making the cut for the 100 IM, her time had crept lower and 
lower until even her coach was surprised. At this rate, he had told 
her, she would have a good chance of winning her race at the Junior 
Olympics. 
        For days, she was happier than ever before, excelling at what she 
loved and doing more and more swimming. Ashley was going in the fast 
lane to stardom, and she was training harder than ever to get better. 
She was even more hard-working than her twin sister Emmy, and more 
ambitious, too. Ashley was going to get what she wanted in life. 
        "Feet closer together!" yelled Coach Jim, already repositioning 
Ashley's feet on the block. "And use that power!" 
 



Tori, 6th grade, Hillview School: 

The Accident.  It all started a few years ago when James shocked me.  Back then I talked.  I talked so 
much, I got in trouble at home.  But I don't talk now.  It's not that I can't talk, I won't talk.  What I saw 
scared me so bad, if I were to open my mouth, it would all come tumbling out like a tidal wave.  And if 
anyone ever found out what James can do........it would spell disaster with a capital D.  In fact, the only 
reason I'm writing this is because it was a dying wish:  James's dying wish.  Obviously, it took me a 
couple years, but it's out now.  So before we actually start, I should probably say what James can 
do.  But before I do, there's something I should say.  James wasn't born the normal way.  It was kind the 
way Jesus was born, but not exactly.  Only James isn't Jesus.  James is James.  And he's special.  But not 
in the cheesy way.  In the jaw-open-eyes-wide-really-creepy-really-extra-special way.  That's why we 
haven't told anybody.  Yeah, I know I'm beating around the bush here.  Prepare yourself.  It's a bit 
shocking.  Ready?  Ok.  James can do whatever he wants whenever he wants. 
 
 
 
 

Antonia, 6th grade, Hillview School: 

Prologue  
 
Sometimes when things happen fast you don't remember them... 
All I remember is crash and then a scream; not the kind you like to hear, but the blood curdling kind that 
makes your skin crawl. 
 
I wake up with handcuffs on my wrist and somebody watching me, although I can't see the person, the 
hair on the back of my neck stands up. I look to see where the handcuffs end and I'm tied to what looks 
like a hospital bed, but way more revolting. A smell overwhelms me and I'm about to gag, it smells like a 
sewer mixed with an overly sweet berry scent. Then sure enough a person I've never seen before comes 
over to me and looks at me with a tilted head and like I'm some kind of rare bird she caught. Then 
suddenly all I can see is bright red hair hanging in my face and then everything goes black.  
 
 


