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The Rowdy Rollercoaster 
 

“Clatter, Clatter” I heard the sounds of forks and knives 
cutting, eating, and scraping in the breakfast hall. My brother, 
sister, Mom, Dad, and I were all digging in into our delicious 
breakfast. I was enjoying my sausage, eggs, chocolate milk, and 
pancakes with Hershey chocolate chips. 
“So, are you going to go on SkyRush today?” my brother asked 
me. 

All of a sudden my pancakes didn’t taste all that good. I 
started thinking about last summer's trip to Six Flags. 

“Riggity, Riggity.” the roller coaster was going up and up 
and up super fast until we got to the very top. 
“I Love Rollercoasters!” I screamed, awaiting the 400 ft. drop at 
Kingda Ka. 

But it didn’t come. Instead, I suddenly feared that I was 
stuck at the very top with my sister next to me and my brother in 
front. 

The sound of my brothers voice asking, “ So, are you going 
to go on?” 
finally snapped me back to reality. 
“Uh, yeah... maybe.” I finally answered him. 
Soon break fast was done and we were greeted by beautiful 
yellow and green flowers spelling H-E-R-S-H-E-Y. We parked and 
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got out of the car and there was also a giant brick wall where we 
would enter. There was one rollercoaster that stood out of the 
brick wall…. SKYRUSH. Then, Six Flags flashed back to me. 

Well at least I thought we were stuck. I noticed that the 
green car was starting to roll backwards, and we were going 
backwards just as fast as we went upwards. 
When I got o� the ride I said feeling awful, “I hate roller coasters.” 

“JACK STOP!” 
I realized there was a car not 4 inches in front of me before 

I halted to a stop. 
“Look both ways Jack, c’mon.” my mom said. 

When we got to Skyrush my brother made me get the guts to get 
on the line without turning back. When we were almost up to the 
front of the line, I could see the bright yellow and blue coaster 
take o� to go the huge way up. The gates opened for me, my 
brother, my dad, and my sister. My mom went to go shopping at 
their stores, so she didn’t go on. I sat in the cart next to my dad 
with my brother and sister behind me. It took what felt like 
forever for the ride to take o�, but finally we went up the huge 
coaster. The ride up was so suspenseful wondering when the 
huge drop was going to come, but finally it came. We zipped 
through the air and I screamed in excitement! I was about to 
start thinking about my Six Flags experience, but I pushed it out 
of my mind and continued to fly down the huge ramp, going 
sideways, twisting, and turning. When I got o� the ride, my 
Mom’s troubled look quickly changed when I exclaimed, 
 

“I LOVE ROLLERCOASTERS!” 
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Amina Swarns 
Tuscan Elementary School 
 

The loudspeaker commences. I hear, but don’t listen. I never 
do. My thoughts take over. Songs, images, books, poems, words, 
names, and sounds. Forming a sea to which my mind is the 
world. My attention becomes a small boat. Rocking, twisting, and 
riding tidal waves of memory. With serenity, I become a nomad 
in my own conscience. Not knowing where the wind will bring me 
next on my journey through this vast, wondrous ocean of 
contemplation. 

A small, sti�, strong golden word reaches my ear from 
reality; pledge. Though I am overwhelmed by words already, I 
discover it. I am almost reluctant to indulge in the word but 
seem not to be capable of prying my attention away. It is almost 
as if I am a compass and the word is the pull of the earth. 
I advance on the word. As I approach, I wonder why? Why should 
I pledge? Why should I pledge blindly to something that I don’t 
agree with, that I barely even understand? I go over the words of 
the pledge that I know so well, that I have said all my life without 
question. What do they mean? I ask myself. What is their 
purpose? Everyone else in the room gets to their feet. I stay put. 
Each person that I see begins to pledge to the unknown. To 
something they likely never even thought about; the same way 
that I never did. Not before today. I remain silent. 

I know that I have the freedom of speech. That was 
something that I had learned very young. Though people looked 
and gave me questioning glances, there was nothing that they 
could do to stop me. No one could take that away from me. I had 
the right to sit there silently while everyone else in the vicinity 
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stood and pledged. And so I did. I had heard of the football 
players kneeling and I knew why. I agreed with their reasons. I 
wanted to show it. Show that all of these shootings were not 
okay. That police brutality was not okay. That just because I was 
a child did not mean that I was unable to identify unfairness, 
unable to understand it. 

That day after the pledge, I knew that I had done the right 
thing. Not because I had wanted attention, but because I knew 
that it was important for me to stand up for what I believed in. 
And so I did. That day I kneeled. That day I silently, peacefully 
protested. For my beliefs. For what I knew was wrong. What was 
unfair. What others looked over constantly. That day I spoke. Not 
through words, but through actions. That day I learned 
something extraordinary; that I had a voice, that I had the power 
to make a change for the better in this world, and that I had 
used that power, that voice, for what was right and just. That day 
I discovered the importance of having faith in my personality. 
 
Aribella Strikes 
Washington School 
 
                                                 Let’s Move to America 
 

When I woke up from my deep sleep, in my cozy pajamas 
and warm little bed, my brown hair slowly lifted o� of my pillow 
after hours of sleeping and dreaming. Dad had some news for 
me and my sisters. He has been o�ered a job in America! 
I couldn’t help but wonder what it would look like. Would we just 
go to Disneyland every day? What would my teacher be like? Will 
I even go to school? Will I make friends? What would they be 
like? Will they have American accents? I HEARD IT SNOWS OVER 
THERE! When does it snow? When will it snow? I wonder if they 
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like it? What's it like? Will they look like aliens? Will they think I 
have a accent? Do they even know what Australia is? Will they 
think I’m weird? Are they all nice? What about New York? I heard 
that the city is amazing. I wonder what it will look like in snow 
and Christmas and Halloween? But the big question is, will I fit 
in? And will the Americans like me? 

“If I take the job we will move over there.” My sisters and I 
were SHOCKED! “WAIT! WHAT?” we said back to them. “It's up to 
you girls, if you don't want to, we don't have to,” Mum and Dad 
said. We all paused for a second, WOW! I was definitely not 
expecting that when I woke up and you said you had some news 
that this is what it would be! But it would be a amazing, so I said 
“Yes, yes, yes, let's do it! It will be great fun. Thinking about it, I 
said it will be cool! 

A day later it was o�cial, “WE WERE MOVING TO THE U.S.A”! 
The time before leaving went quickly, we said our farewells and 
THE big day came. “Girls wake up, we have to go to the airport”! I 
had to take a few seconds to remind myself what was 
happening! It was crazy! I asked my sister to pinch me. “OUCH”! I 
yelled. Well, yup I was definitely NOT dreaming, that's for sure! So 
we got dressed, said a final good goodbye to the house and 
country I had lived in for ten years. 

As we jumped into the taxi I looked back from the car 
window at our house getting smaller and smaller. Then, it was 
gone and everything else was gone too.  
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Olivia Fadden 
White Rock School 
First Friend 
A Memoir   

“I’m not going to school”! I yelled. “Olivia Fadden, you are 
going to school whether you like it or not”. “Okay” I could yell but 
my mother could yell louder, and it was no use anyways. My mom 
would get me on that bus if it was the last thing she did. So I 
stepped outside and I started to calm down. I didn’t like going to 
school. Mostly because I didn’t have any friends, only 
acquaintances. But maybe this year would be di�erent. 

It was so hot outside that even my short walk to the bus 
stop felt like a few miles in a desert. I had finally made it to the 
bus stop. Then I saw one of my friends coming over. “Oh no, not 
her” I thought . But I had no other choice “Hi” I said. “Hey”. “Did 
you finish your summer homework”? “No”. “Okay”. And our 
conversation ended before we even got on the bus. 

As I got on the bus I saw some of my friends from last year. 
They smiled at me but I didn’t say anything. Sometimes I just 
don’t have anything nice to say about them. I was quiet for the 
whole bus ride. But it wasn’t anything new, I just liked to look 
outside the window. As the bus pulled into school I saw first and 
second graders rushing into school, eager to get into class. So I 
followed the example and ran all the way to class. 

The teacher was already announcing the schedule when I 
walked in. So I sat down at my desk and looked at the person 
sitting across from me. She had dark brown hair, brown eyes 
and was wearing a tie-dye t-shirt. “Of course” I thought everyone 
and anyone who went to camp had done tie-dye it looked like 
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we’d time traveled back to the sixties. “Hey” I said. “Hi”. “How was 
camp”? “Good, but how did you guess?” “It was a Lucky guess.” 

The day was dragging on, partially because it was so hot 
we stuck to our seats. But mostly because we were dragging 
ourselves from class to class. Then our teacher announced a 
project. “Students, tomorrow I will assign you a project for 
writing. You’ll be writing a persuasive letter to the principal 
asking her to continue summer”. She had caught us completely 
o� guard. No one expected to be assigned a project the 2nd 
day of school. She told us it was only to see how good our 
writing was. But you could see some kids already stressed. “I will 
tell you guys your partners at the end of the day”she explained. 
“But for now, we need to complete our worksheets”. I stared at 
the blank, humid walls. How was I supposed to finish my 
worksheet when there was a project tomorrow? My anxiety got 
so bad that it was unbearable to be in that hot, sticky 
classroom. When the end of the day finally came I wasn’t as 
nervous, but as soon as the teacher started calling partners, I 
started to break down. 

My palms were sweaty, I felt claustrophobic in the tiny 
classroom, and I felt nauseous. I was about to go to the nurse 
when the teacher said. “Olivia, you’re partners with Samarah”. 
“Samarah? Who is Samarah”. I thought,”Now I don’t even know 
who my partner is”? But I didn’t care, I didn’t have the energy to. 
At the nurse’s o�ce I saw the nurse, a short person with glasses 
and brown hair. I told her what happened and she sent me 
home. I was eagerly waiting to go anyways. 
The next day at school we worked on our projects for morning 
work and I met my partner. It was the same girl I met on the first 
day. “Hey” she said “I already started the project, want to see it?” 
“Sure”. The few paragraphs that she started were pretty good. 
And after a few minutes of us working together got us a really 
good introduction and a good body paragraph. A few nights 
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later we had gone over to each other's houses and became 
friends. We played dress up together, and went swimming 
together. 

We hung out all the time. And our parents said we were two 
peas in a pod. We were really good friends. Because I’m still 
friends with Samarah today. 

 
Juliana Pasckvale 
Packanack Elementary School 
Needle in a Haystack 
 

I remember, looking at the pit bulls in the animal shelters. 
“That one smells weird.” “That one is too loud,” I remember saying 
things and judging every pit bull in the shelter as if it was their 
fault (I’m not saying that anything I said was true). Now I would 
want every dog, but back then I was really picky and just wanted 
the puppy to be a Disney princess pet. I felt like I was looking for 
a needle in a haystack, even though I thought that there wasn’t 
even a needle. Like it was a pointless search going nowhere. My 
parents wanted to adopt a pit bull, but I didn’t. 

Trying to find a puppy was fun and exciting but the longer 
we searched the more boring and hopeless it got. 

There was one pet store that was taking in a few dogs and 
trying to sell them all. I remember walking in with my smile/frown 
and hearing the little bell on the door ring. There were about 
four crates stacked on top of each other. I took one look at the 
puppies. Hmm, let’s see too loud, too loud, too loud, quiet. Then I 
said, “I want the quiet one.” My parents could easily tell who the 
quiet one was because all the dogs were yapping except for one. 
She had a black face with a brown body just like all of her 
siblings except she had a little white spot on her chest. After my 
parents and my sister had a minute of chit-chat my parents 
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quickly decided... “ok.” If I had a tail it would’ve been wagging 
because I was so happy! I imagine that they said yes because it 
was the only dog that I said yes to. 
Since we knew which puppy we were getting my mom wanted to 
take a picture with me and the new puppy together. We asked 
one of the ladies who worked there if we could take a picture 
with the puppy that we were getting and she said yes, and I 
frowned.  

My mom put the puppy on my lap and went on one knee to 
take the picture. I want to frown, but I’m getting good vibes from 
this dog I thought. Bella was small, but I was too, so she got 
loose and ran around the store with my mom chasing her. She 
must not like pictures either! That’s when I knew that she was the 
one. 

I remember the day we brought her home. She fit right in as 
if she was meant to be there from the beginning, or like she was 
my best friend even though it was only my second time meeting 
her. 

It might have taken a month to find her, and she might not 
be the Disney princess pet that I had in mind, but she is perfect 
and was worth the wait. I finally found the needle in the 
haystack. 
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