
 

Sevent� Grad� Write��  
 
Dheebhan Jeganathan 
Crossroads North Middle School 
 
Speak of the Devil 
 

Fear. There was a beast inside me, devouring up my 
thoughts as it rampaged through my inner peace. 
The teacher muttered out the names of all the speakers.I could 
easily feel the exhaustion from his mu�ed tone and bags under 
his eyes, which probably appeared during the hours he had 
spent setting up the speech tournament, the one my dad forced 
me into. 

There was a ravenous beast still lurking inside me, and I 
could feel its thunderous stomps synchronized with my 
heartbeat. Anger at my dad for joining me into this 
time-consuming speech class.. 

“For the final speakers of the day, Impromptu!” the teacher 
muttered. 

Shoulders glued to my sides. Every internal organ spilling 
out of me in a complete frenzy. My mind bursting into a million 
thoughts. Chaos. 

As the judges showcased the names, I found to my horror 
that the first name was my very own. 
“Dheebhan,” the teacher’s voice boomed, “you can come up to 
the podium now!” 

Slowly, I trotted up to the measly floor-raise, which was 
right in front of an attached microphone. Two so-called ‘helpers’ 
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of the event came to lower the microphone, and one even found 
it necessary to adjust my collar. The words “Good Luck,” escaped 
his mouth as they raised the lighting, right up in my face, 
blinding me for a second or two. What I saw next was fifty people 
staring at me, cold-blooded as Scar when he stared at Simba 
for the last time. 

Starting, I had thought, would probably be the easiest part. 
I had memorized my introduction so I felt pretty confident with 
it. After a few stumbles, I finished my thesis, and pulled out the 
notecards I held in my left hand. Great. Thirty seconds out of the 
way. Only five minutes left to go. 

That was when I began to monitor the crowd closely. The 
pure silence surrounding my voice. All those eyes fixed straight 
on my- Hey, wait a minute! 

Only about twenty people were in my sight, now that I had 
gone up to the podium. To make matters even more ironic, all of 
them looked as wary as the teacher! 
If this is how much people are interested, I ran through my mind, 
then have I been stressing out for nothing? 

From then on, my fear of public speaking was swallowed up 
by the beast. I had found the key to my cage, and now had all 
the freedom to continue with the moment peacefully. 
Slowly, but surely, my mutters went AWOL. I glanced over at the 
judges. A slight nod by the old man to the left, and some sincere 
writing by the right. Not bad. 

A final applause by those awake in the crowd led to me 
slowly walking o� the podium. A sigh of relief escaped my mouth 
for the first time that day. 
Finally, the medal presentation. After a slow finish of the first two 
groups came the final stretch . . . 

“Finally, for the 2nd place medal, the youngest speaker of 
the day . . . Dheebhan Jeganathan!” 
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The walk up to the podium to receive my second place medal 
was when I felt true inner peace for the first time that day. The 
beast in my head? Long gone. 

That day struck gold inside my memory because of the 
change it made. I had never been invited to trying something 
di�erent to my current lifestyle, nor was I willing to. But, in the 
end, though my dad had to make that decision for me, the 
results were amazing. 

Happiness.  
 
 

 
Anirudh Pasupathy 
Crossroads North Middle School 
 
Just Enjoy 
 

Smoke. Smoke was everywhere. It engulfed the priests, 
hovering in a gray shadowy blanket. I was in an Indian hall, 
watching my grandparents get married again. There was always 
a second marriage when they turned 80. The orange, lusty fire 
blazed to the ceiling, leaving a trail of smoke and ash. 
“Feeling okay?” my mom asked, examining my tormented face. 
“Yeah, i’m fine, but the smoke is really hurting my eyes,” I 
announced. 

My mom said, “It’s fine because we’re going outside in a few 
minutes to do a special indian tradition with the cows.” I looked 
back up at the smoke-filled stage and discerned the elegant 
clothes by grandparents were wearing. All my paternal uncles 
had matching pants, solemnly sitting on the stage, books open. 
“Anirudh, get up,“ my mom urged, “We have to go outside.” 

79 



The priests descended the stage, and the whole crowd shifted 
over to the outdoor venue. I opened the elegant door and the 
cool air washed the smoke out of my eyes, swallowing me with a 
relieving breeze. 

A big crowd awaited, over 100 people surrounding the cow 
and its calf. The priests were talking amongst themselves, 
whispering like ghosts. The priests turned around and faced the 
gargantuan crowd. “Daughters, sons, grandchildren of Mr. 
Gnanasundaram, please stand in a line, and we will give you 
something,” the priest started, lifting a plastic container up. 
I got in a queue behind the seniors, watching as they took the 
holy mixture and circled the cow. 

I thought to myself, What is the point of this? 
Soon enough, it was my turn. I walked around the cow and the 
calf slowly, staring at their grimy faces. The mixture in my hand 
sloshed around as I strutted to the backside of the cow. Once I 
got there, I took the mixture in my hand, and placed it on the 
cow. 

It was like the devil had planned for this to happen. The 
cow started peeing! The liquid came out quickly and I didn’t 
have any time to react. 

“Ahhhhhhh!” I screamed as I jumped back from the cow and 
ran to my mom. The pee stained my leg like juice on a white 
carpet. The smell filled my nostrils and I felt like puking. The 
hard stone ground was now a pool, drenched in the cow’s pee. 
A wave of embarrassment washed over me as laughter filled my 
ears like fruit punch in a bowl. 

“Anirudh, it’s okay,” my mom comforted as I buried my head 
in her sari. The laughter around me rang in my ears like a gong 
as the line kept on moving forward. “You know,“ my mom stated, “ 
it is considered good luck if a cow pees on you.” I reluctantly 
picked my head up o� my mom’s sari and a grin crept up on my 
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face. My cousins patted me on the head and I went to the back 
of the crowd. 

I learned two things that day. I realized what it meant to 
have an open mind. It means to try something new when you 
have the chance. When I was scared to do the Indian tradition 
with the cow, I should’ve had an open mind and accepted it with 
a challenge. But I also learned to enjoy everything you have 
because it might not last forever. I won’t get to go to India every 
year, so while I’m here I should enjoy it. 

As the last of the line finished going around the cow, I sat 
on the stone ground and thought to myself, Just Enjoy!  
 

 
Sawyer Thornton Stellitano 
East Amwell Township School 
 
The Cow Show 
 

It was Friday afternoon, around 3:00 pm and it seemed that 
the sun had decided to start radiating more heat than usual at 
the calf barn. We could all feel it especially the cows, while we did 
our final preparations for the cow show. I worked on cleaning my 
calf of all straw, mud and even earwax, I wanted Grace as perfect 
as possible.  
 

When it was time to go my partner Noah grabbed our 
monster of a calf and started walking her towards the driveway 
to the backyard but she was already acting up so I joined in to 
help. With the two of us walking her it was easier as she was 
most likely disoriented from the di�erent surroundings, and the 
intense heat beating down on her almost completely black coat 
of hair. We finally made it up to the backyard and we brought all 
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the cows under a tree so they could cool down in the shade. 
After a few minutes the counselors had scattered a few buckets 
of water around for the cows. My calf decided that she was like a 
superhero who didn’t need water, but we made her drink 
anyway.Then, my partner and I decided who would go first out of 
the beginning two shows. We decided that Noah would go first 
and I would go second. 
 

When the judge finished her speech, which felt like hours, 
about how she grew up on a farm and she wanted to give other 
kids the opportunity to be on a farm to, the people in the first 
round started filing in one by one to form a circle with the judge 
in the middle. Everyone tried to do their best in their round to 
make it in to the winners circle and there was one person in 
particular that I watched, his name was Chris. Chris was a year 
or two older than me and was one of my biggest competitors 
and I wanted to see how well he showed. When the round 
finished Chris was elected the best showman of the round 
meaning he would go on to the next round. Then everybody 
walked out of the circle and switched positions with their 
partners. Now it was mine turn to go up. 
 

I switched positions with my partner, and started to make 
my way into the circle. there was one person in my round who I 
was nervous about, her name was Gemma she was older than 
me and was a good calf shower. I could also see some family in 
the crowd of parents- my mom and sister- but mostly focused 
on the judge so I could get into the next round and when the 
judge finally called the people who made it into the next, and 
final round where there is only supposed to be two people, but 
myself and Gemma tied in my round so there were three. The 
final round was about to start. 
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Once the round started, the three of us, Chris who was 13 
or 14, the girl I tied with, Gemma who was 14 or 15, and me who is 
12. I did the same routine as before for about two rounds around 
the circle and then about halfway through the third time around 
my cow fell out of nowhere as if something had knocked all will 
to walk out of her, but shortly after and to my relief she got back 
up again as straight, solid and somber as before. Then once we 
had walked some more the judge called us all into a line and 
asked what ours cow name was and how long we had been 
going to camp. I answered that my cows name is Grace and it 
was my fifth year at camp. Then the judge started talking to the 
crowd and said, 

 
“Everyone did great, but I have to give the first place award 

to this young man!” As she said it she gestured to me. I had won!   
 
 

 
Rhea  Vishnuvajhala 
Crossroads North Middle School 
 
 

Snorkeling 
I looked down into the depths of the Atlantic. It was 

beginning to lose it’s light aquamarine color and was turning 
into a dark blue. The intense cries of seagulls filled the air, 
mixing with the chatter of the other passengers. I could see 
glimmering white sand and palm trees far o� in the distance. We 
were a bit too far from the shoreline, and I was sure the water 
would be unfathomably deep that far out into the ocean. My 
thoughts were then interrupted by a loud  THUMP! 
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I looked up, startled, and directed my eyes to the front of 
the boat to see our tour guide grinning. I looked next to him to 
see what his excitement was about, and the first thing that came 
to my mind was;  I can’t do this! 

“It is time to go snorkeling, everyone,” he exclaimed, “inside 
the box you will find your snorkeling masks. If your life jacket is 
on, you will be fine.” 

“Come on,” my dad said demanded, “we  have  to do this!” He 
tugged at my arm but I resisted. “Don’t you want to do it?”   

“Nope,”  I said stubbornly. But, deep down I felt like it would 
be a  fun experience.  

“C’mon, let’s go! Try new things, or one day you may regret 
not doing them!” he urged. “Let’s go.”  

“Okay. Fine,” I agreed begrudgingly.  I was convinced 
something bad would happen, but I decided that my dad was 
right. 

I got up with my father to the front of the boat, grabbed a 
diving mask and strapped it over my head. I made sure my life 
jacket was secured. My stomach was churning and I was 
fidgeting with my jacket. But I took a deep breath of the salty 
ocean air and relaxed.  This is going to be fun,  I told myself. I 
descended down the cold, wet steps and looked down. The 
ocean was calm and moved slowly past the boat. The talk from 
the boat faded away, and I focused on getting in the water. I 
bent my knees and slowly jumped in.  

SPLASH! 
My first thought was;  Why did I do this?!   The salty ocean 

water had gotten into my mouth. My eyes were burning. The 
water was freezing. Yet I couldn’t help but grin. I looked behind 
me and saw my dad get into the water along with an excited 
couple. 

“Maybe you can put your head under the water,” my mom 
suggested from the boat. She and my sister weren’t going to 
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come in the water, no matter how much we persuaded them. So 
they watched from the boat. 

I put my mouth around the snorkel, and ducked my head 
under the water.  

Woah.  
The ocean bed wasn’t as far down as I had thought. On the 

floor there were colorful rocks scattered across the sand which 
was coated with dark green moss. I turned to my side and saw a 
school of gorgeous brown and yellow fish darting around me. 
The water was even prettier, being a more glittering turquoise 
than a dull blue.  
  I barely noticed the was water in my ears as I was too busy 
taking in beauty of the world I had only seen in the picture. I 
realized how I would have missed out on this beautiful 
experience if I stayed on the boat and didn’t push myself to try 
something new. As I looked at the breathtaking beauty that lies 
in the ocean, I promised myself to never sit on the sidelines or 
be too afraid to face my fears. 
 
 
Bryan Lawson 
Pearl R. Miller Middle School 
 

The silence from the kitten was the first sign that 
something was wrong. 

“Is anyone going to check in on the kitten?” my dad asked. 
My mom stood up and headed towards the bathroom where we 
were keeping her temporarily. I heard the door open slowly and 
all I could remember after that was all of us rushing to the 
bathroom. I stood there in complete shock. The kitten was laying 
on the ground motionless, her eyes lifeless. 
“Call an animal urgent care,” my mom said. 
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Car rides can sometimes be entertaining, boring, long or 

short, but this car ride felt like one of the longest car rides in my 
whole entire life. Questions kept crowding my mind, Is she going 
to be ok? Is she going to die? Many questions worried me, I was 
afraid to know what would happen next; I was afraid of the 
future. I calmed down at some points but tears filled my eyes 
when the little kitten struggled out the tiniest meow. We didn’t 
want to lose her after one week of having her. We already got 
attached to her after such a short time 

Within the first ten minutes of arriving at the animal urgent 
care, me and my mom went in with a vet to check out what was 
happening to the cat. They had to run some tests on her to see 
if it was any type of disease. 

“There’s one final test left, we’ll do that and we’ll get the 
results back to you soon,” the vet said. 
Me and my mom nodded as the vet went through the door. We 
stood there for what felt like the longest time until we heard the 
doorknob turn. 

“We have the results for the tests,” the vet said as she 
walked in. 

I wanted to know the results but I was afraid of what they 
would turn out to be. 

“The test for feline distemper came back as positive,” the 
vet said slowly. “The treatment is very expensive with no 
guarantees of it working, so you may have to let her go.” 

As soon as I heard that I couldn’t keep any sadness in 
anymore. After only a week we’d have to let our kitten go. At that 
moment, my brother and dad walked into the room. Nobody 
really spoke because the results were on our faces. 
My brother broke the silence. “Why can’t we get the treatment?” 
he asked. 

“It’s too expensive, I don’t think she’ll make it even if we do.” 
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“Why?” My brother repeated. 
At that point, I needed to leave. I knew the final answer and 

what was about to happen. I took a short walk and waited for 
the argument to die down. When it did, I went back into the 
room. 

As a family, we made our final decision. 
So we let her go. 

 
 
 

 

Eight� Grad� Write��  
 
Erika Zavala 
Wall Intermediate School 
 
Awake 

Opening my eyes to a new day, I did not know what was in 
store. Not knowing that anything could happen, anything at all. 
It started o� like any other. I open my eyes from slumber and I 
am now back to reality. I am awake. I am met with mu�ed words 
that take me a good second to process, when I finally do 
understand these words, my heart sinks. 

“Chiquita muero,” sobbed my mother. I immediately sprung 
out of bed to see my mother at the door to my room, tears in 
her eyes and grief in her tone of voice. 

“No, you’re joking,” I replied in denial. 
“Chiquita wouldn’t leave me, not so suddenly. 
“Lo siento, Erikita,” she paused for what felt like decades, 

”pero ella se ha ido.” Gone? How is that possible, she can’t just 
leave like that. It’s not possible, I’m dreaming I know I am. I can’t 
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