
	

The Dream
by Claire L

I take flight
Away from the noise
The sights
The smells
The world.

I soar 
High above the clouds 
Shedding my responsibilities 
As I fly higher  
Higher
Higher.

I dip 
Into the clouds 
And become interwoven in the mist 
Illuminated 
By the glow of the moon
And the glint of the stars.

I descend
And disappear into the wisps of white
Quickly fading behind me
Into nothing 
But a dream.
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  Apples 1933
    by Chrissy H

    Standing by my cart I had set up that morning, I waited. I tried to stay tall, but   
    thinking about Marigold at home with the kids made it hard to put my 
    shoulders back. I promised I would come home that night having sold four 
    apples and an equal amount of cider, but with the business day almost over, and 
    a very small number of people willing to spend money, it did not seem possible. 
    The multiple baskets of full apples and empty glasses stacked upon my stand 
    were no match for my spirit. I wish that I could say that my spirit was full, too. 
    The sun had started to set. I could not see another soul for miles, so I decided to 
    pack up. I jingled the change around in my pocket, and laid it on my wooden 
    shelf for counting. Sixteen cents. My promise had been broken, once again, but 
    this time it was not my fault. 
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by Sophie R

Mrs. Allan was hurrying down a 
stone road with her high heels on. 
Which, she now reflected, had been a 
very bad idea. The sky had torn loose 
about an hour ago and the rain looked 
as though it had no intention of ever 
stopping. She sighed as she stepped to 
the right to avoid stepping into a rut 
that was now filled with water. She 
looked up and saw her destination in 
the distance. The cemetery. Mrs. 
Allan shivered and pulled her coat 
closer to her.

She heard the resounding bang of the 
tower bell striking six. She quickened 
her pace. The cemetery was about to 
close. A few minutes later, Mrs. Allan 
arrived panting. She went up to the 
man in a uniform and said, “ May I 
please come in before you close?”


“ Yes, but make it quick.” He said in 
an apathetic way that made it sound 
as though he did not enjoy standing 
there all day.

She thanked him, and went in. Mrs. 
Allan noticed that the cemetery was 
filling up quickly these days with 
soldiers from the war who were sent 
home to their families to be buried. 
She scanned the graves for her 
husband’s. There, way in the back, 
was his grave.

Kevin Allan, Soldier                
1910 - 1944                                              

We will remember you always. 

A wave of grief washed over her as 
she looked at it. He had died two 
months ago, but the family hadn’t 
received the body until last week. She 
fished in her coat for a hankie and 
blew her nose. Ever since he had been 
sent overseas, she felt more afflicted 

by the war than she had ever 
imagined possible. In her other 
pocket, she felt for the talisman of his 
love. He had given it to her as a 
wedding gift and she carried it with 
her wherever she went. It was a small 
granite stone with a phrase inscribed 
in it. “My love for you will never die,” 
it said. “ But you did,” she whispered. 
“You did.” She wiped her eyes on the 
soiled hankie.

She wasn’t sure how long she stood 
there lost in happy memories, but 
when she looked at the sky, it was 
dark. Mrs. Allan felt a cold breeze 
chill her to the bone. She shivered 
and pulled her coat closer. She 
thought it was odd that the guard 
hadn’t told her to leave yet. Mrs. 
Allan decided that it was time to go 
home. She picked up her purse and 
walked towards the gate. She took the 
handle of the irongate and pushed 
down. It wouldn’t budge, so she tried 
again.

She realized with a sudden certainty 
that the gate was locked.

She heard a voice. “You won’t be 
leaving tonight. In fact, you won’t 
ever leave here!” Mrs. Allan turned 
around. The man was there, but she 
realized with dawning horror, he had 
skin that was too white, and blood, 
dark red blood was coming from his 
mouth. She felt faint. She clutched at 
the talisman. Desperately, she looked 
for something she could do. Nothing, 
however, came to mind. In her 
desperation she threw the talisman. 
To her surprise, he screamed and 
crumpled. Why did that happen? How 
did that happen? She was hit by the 
illumination suddenly. She looked at 
her husband’s grave and smiled. Even 
though he was gone, his love still 
protected her.

The Talisman
Through

the Canopy
by Sophie R

I glide
Down the aisle
Crown of gold

Encircles my head
The palace walls

Reflect the golden light
Beautiful dress

Made of soft blue silk
Flutters down

On the polished wood floor
As I float

To my duties as princess
But wait….

 
My eyes flutter open

Crown of gold is
The sunshine

Landing in beams on my head
The palace walls are

Cherry blossom trees
With pink tufts as soft as 

cotton candy
Beautiful silk dress is

My jeans and blue shirt
 Polished wood floor is

The woodchips on the ground
But I don’t mind

The park is so pretty
in the springtime.



by Claudine D

This tall beautiful structure is a real sight to see.

I can’t help but stop and think that it was only made for me!

I see the tourists walking by taking pictures of it in every direction.

But here I go again thinking of how it is just perfection.

Halfway to the top… the view is just grand.

I could almost hear the lovely music coming from that band.

Take the elevator up one more flight.

I am a little scared of heights so I grip on the handrail really tight.

The cold silver bar is cold beneath my sweaty hard gripping hand.

My hands feel like they are burning the rail just as if it was on hot land.

Now almost to the top, but not quiet yet I find.

The wind is rough, but I don’t mind.

The wind almost blows me back,

But confidence I do not lack.

On top…top is where I want to be… just to freeze there and to stop.

As I ride up, I even notice a little shop.

I take the elevator farther up and can almost feel it coming.

But in the distance I could also hear a humming.

That doesn’t distract me… I can’t stop thinking of what it’s like up there.

The elevator stops and here I am, but let others out first; that’s more fair.

Here I am… on top, on top of the world, looking out to all.

Standing 324 meters up in the sky just makes me feel so tall!

The feeling inside is hard to describe… it feels like I am flying!

But then I remember that I was only just spying.

Just spying at the boy in my art class who is painting the picture.

The picture of the Eiffel Tower.

Eiffel Tower



by Claire L

The evening seemed to sigh as its sky 
darkened into deep purples and blues 
and the temperature dropped, cooling 
the sun-bleached fields. A chilling 
wind swept across the field, flattening 
its grasses against the ground. In the 
forest bordering the field I watched 
from my branch high above in an old 
oak tree. Always waiting. Always 
watching. That is -- for my next meal 
moving around in the grasses. Then I 
saw it -- a mouse snuffling around on 
the ground. I smiled to myself -- that 
is, if we owls can smile – pitying its 
innocence. How could it know that it 
would be my next meal? I launched 
myself into a soundless flight, into the 
indigo sky, hovering above the 
ground . . .

I watched as the sun sank behind the 
hills before I set out for the field to 
have my nightly meal. I poked my 
head out of my burrow, sniffing in 
precaution, but I smelled nothing 
unusual. I scurried hurriedly over the 
short, bristly grass determined not to 
be seen nor heard, for I did not want 
to meet anything bigger than myself 
that evening -- or any night for that 
matter. I raised my ear and let my 
acute sense of hearing go to work. I 
detected nothing, but oddly I had a 
feeling that made my fur bristle and 
muscles tense. I shook myself, telling 
myself it was nothing, but the feeling 
continued to well up within me. 
Perhaps, from a dream, I had 

conceived this notion, but it still 
continued to bother me until I had 
reached the field . . .

I hovered over the place where I had 
last seen the mouse, but it was gone 
when I got there. I refrained from 
calling out in frustration as I made 
my way, silently, back to my branch, 
but then a pelt of gray caught my 
eye . . .

I sniffed intently around the usual 
places where I fed, pushing the 
thoughts of certain doom to the back 
of my mind and not noticing the 
shadow, as dark as death itself, 
cutting a dark mark across the earth 
towards me . . .

I mused, as I flew very slowly 
towards the pelt of gray, whether to 
use the cunning approach or to take 
down the mouse with the audacity of 
a lion on a hunt. I decided . . .

I stared in horror at the shadow 
about to engulf my own and me with 
it. No time for concealment now -- 
only to run. My heart was beating 
vehemently as I sped across the 
spiky grass -- faster, faster! I saw 
my burrow -- only a few more feet 
-- my vision went red and then all 
went dark.
	
Dawn broke as an owl flew 
across the field to retire in an 
old oak tree for the day. The sun 
rose and all was quiet and still. 

The Hunt
I’ll Do the 
Missing

by Sophie R

When you go off
To nursery for the half day,
I’ll do the missing

When you go
To kindergarten for the full day,
I’ll do the missing then, too
 
When you go
To your first sleepover, teddy 
bear in hand,
I’ll do the missing
 
When you go away
On your first trip from home,
I’ll do the missing for both of us
 
When you go

To college,

I’ll do the missing, even then.
And wherever you go.
I’ll do the missing. 

FROM THE EDITOR
If you wish to be a part of the Chez Nous staff during the 2012 - 2013 school year, be sure to sign up on the club form that gets sent home in September. 

Mother’s Request
by Chrissy H

The sun is high in the sky. 
It is noon.

"Bring me the sunset in a cup", 
My adventurous mother says.

I hustle through the hallways,
and bustle in the kitchen.
Throw open a cupboard,

and stick my hand in.

I grab the yellow mug
with a pale blue rim,

fling open the cabin door,
and hear it slam shut behind me.

Wood shavings flutter and fly 
through the air.

They look like butterflies. 
Scoop up the sky,

Close my eyes.

"Yes"! I whisper.
The twinkle and twist

of the sunset in my cup
fills my spirit. 



by Sidney C

I SAT AT THE BACK OF THE CLASS 
SILENTLY PRAYING THAT THE 
TEACHER WOULD NEVER CALL ON 
ME BECAUSE THE BOARD WAS 
SWARMING WITH LETTERS AND 
NUMBERS, NONE OF WHICH I 
UNDERSTOOD.

My dyslexia held me back, but I didn’t 
mind. School was a time filler, nothing 
more. I knew all my friends were only 
looking forward to the bell at the end 
of the day that signaled our freedom. 

My best friends Vero, Nettie, and Bex 
all went to different schools. (FYI; 
Vero stands for Veronica, Nettie 
stands for Anett, and Bex stands for 
Rebecca) Vero and I attended the 
same school, a private school in New 
York. Nettie went to a school in 
Colorado, and Bex went to a private 
school in Georgia. 

I know you’re asking yourself, how 
did we meet every day after school? 
We had powers. We kind of 
disappeared, and then appeared 
somewhere else. There were a few 
rules and regulations about where we 
could end up, but that isn’t important 
now. Remind me to tell you later.

“Alex, can you answer number 
three?” asked our history teacher, 
Mr.Sullivan. Oh, great, that’s what I 
get for totally spacing during class. 
Vero gave me a sympathetic look.

“Um, can you repeat question number 
three?” I responded without trying to 
look like I don’t know if question 
three came from a recent test or last 
night’s homework, neither of which I 
paid attention to.  

Mr. Sullivan sighed and said, 
“Number three states, ‘What was the 
purpose of the Jim Crow laws?’” Grr, 
couldn’t he have picked a question 

that applied to reading I actually 
completed for this class, during the 
first semester. (We were currently in 
the last semester of the year!) 

Then came my stupid reply, “Um, the 
Jim Crow laws. They had something 
to do with segregation, I’m pretty 
sure.”

“Can you please come in tomorrow 
with a completed homework 
assignment, Alex?” Mr. Sullivan said 
in a snarky tone.

“Can you please come in tomorrow 
with an attitude check?” I muttered 
under my breath. 

Before he could pull a “What did you 
say young lady?” on me, the bell rang, 
and I zipped out of the classroom and 
waited by my locker for Vero. TGIF!

After school outside in the 
schoolyard, I texted Bex and Nettie, 
telling them that Vero and I were 
going to arrive at our meeting place in 
a second. (Literally one second). 

I bet you’re thinking that we meet in 
some abandoned building to be all 
secretive (which would be cool), but 
no. There is a really nice café not far 
from Bex’s school. After going to a 
few places in New York and some in 
Colorado, we all decided that we liked 
the cute little café in Georgia best. 
Sometimes I wish that we could go 
someplace really cool, like Barcelona, 
to meet, but just like preparing for a 
long airplane flight, we need a really 
good night’s sleep to travel so far. 

I sat at the back table in the café arm 
wrestling with Vero when Nettie and 
Bex walked in. Nettie has gorgeous 
blond curls, and Bex is the total 
opposite, with straight, light brown 
hair. Vero slammed my hand down 
against the table, and I sighed. She 
won again, and I put a tally mark 

under her name in the notebook I 
always carried with me.

“Hey guys!” I said to Bex and Nettie 
as they slid into the seats at the table. 
“We should probably work on our 
homework, because my teacher got 
angry with me today.”

Of course, we all started cracking up. 
Puh-lease! The only reason that I 
have not been kicked out of my 
private school is because the 
government gives us money for 
tuition, as long as we keep our powers 
a secret. At first, we were scared that 
they would want to experiment on us 
or something, but it turns out we 
were wrong. But as soon as they 
found out about our powers, they 
relocated our parents so that we 
could not find them. 

We used to live in the same town, and 
went to school together. Our parents 
knew that we were different, and we 
were not allowed to tell anybody. But 
when the four of us became best 
friends, we all told each other. We 
thought it was fate, and that the 
world wanted us to find each other. 

We always came up with crazy plans 
to do ridiculous stunts. One summer 
day we decided that we should do 
something totally crazy. We thought 
that there was nothing to lose. Boy, 
were we wrong. We decided to 
“appear” at the White House. But, of 
course, The White House has some 
pretty awesome security. They 
questioned us, so we told them about 
our special “capabilities.” Obviously, 
they thought we were crazy. Then, we 
showed them how our powers 
worked. Which was either the best or 
worst mistake of our lives.  I don’t 
wish I could go back in time and 
change it though, because I believe 
that everything in life happens for a 
reason. 

Tales of a Teenage Teleporter 



by Chrissy H

Chapter 1

Mother thinks the television off from her place and rises slowly 
towards the kitchen. We are all careful not to move too quickly. 
Once the dreaded first drop of sweat falls, it all goes downhill. I 
follow warily behind. Mother calls for Dot, our new Twobie 2000. I 
cannot hear the message that passes telepathically through 
transparent waves of blue, but I assume that it is a command to 
produce ice-cold water. 

Within a matter of 30 seconds, Dot has produced two sweating 
glasses of sparkling water. I grab mine off her tray and wander 
over to one side of our translucent globe dwelling. Although I 
cannot make out details of the city lying before me, I see enough to 
catch a glimpse of a long line of people and their house robots, 
waiting for their turn to swim in our city's elevated ocean. A 
garbage plane zooms past my view, carrying plastic bags filled with 
metal robot parts and glass waste to the middle of the dried out 
Atlantic.

People act surprised at this hot winter, but they couldn’t have 
expected anything more. Considering the last time our Earth saw 
temperatures below 60 degrees was 12 years ago when I was only 
three, and the drying out oceans, we all knew what was coming. 
Today, the weatherman reported that the last piece of ice in the 
world had officially melted into a puddle amidst the drying 
Antarctic Ocean. In our 16-mile wide cube of living, human life 
looks lively and healthy. Past the border, though, there are barely 
any signs of life. Garbage planes are the only vehicles allowed past 
our "habitat". 

The worst part of our confined life is that nobody seems to want to 
help any of the other dried up, shriveled towns that are in their 
state because of us. Nobody seems to care. 

January 3, 2046. 
New York City

Brought to the Table
by Chrissy H

The long table of people
I've loved for so long
Feels coldly unfamiliar, 
And chills my brain like a smoothie. 
The banquet of secrets
The gathering of gossipers
Is strange . . . 

Is it possible for people to change so quickly?
My eyes wander up and down the table, 
Sensing all that has been brought.
I smell the plate
Blanketed with baked play dates from second 
grade. 

And the chalice, with golden liquids
Overflowing from the edges;
Its moist rim gives me hope 
That our time has not yet dried out.

I hear the round bowl of friendship,
The laughter filling it to the brim, about to burst.

It makes me smile just a little,
Until I remember that the fact that we sit on 
opposite ends of the table,
Represents the distance
That only seems to grow out. 

I want to jump back into before.
I want to dive into the past, 
And watch as little droplets of happiness
Splash into my eyes,
My photographic lenses.

As I enjoy these bitter-sweet memories, 
My urge to inhale all that sits before me grows. 
You see, I want to keep all these memories close 
to my heart.

If I try hard,
maybe they will stick. 



by Claire L

• • •

“YOU KNOW TOO MUCH,” HE HAD 
TOLD ME THAT FATEFUL NIGHT. THE 
NIGHT I HAD JUMPED OFF THE FIRE 
ESCAPE.

It had been a Friday evening when I 
had been wandering the streets of 
New York. I had been out of school for 
nearly three hours already, but it 
would probably take some miracle to 
have my father notice my 
disappearance – he probably wouldn’t 
care. He had never cared about me, 
not since my mother had died. She 
had been all he ever cared about. Not 
me, her. He used to only spend time 
with me to make her happy and ever 
since, his efforts to spend time with 
me had been halfhearted, until finally 
he had stopped all together. I 
resented him for it, growing bitter 
towards my friends and teachers. I 
needed my mom more than ever now; 
she was the one who could level my 
anger and frustration, even if she was 
the one I was mad at. She was exactly 
what I needed right now.

I continued meandering down the 
block and that’s when I witnessed it: a 
man coming out of the local bank. He 
had burlap sacs with him, sacs 
overflowing with money. I stopped 
and stared, my fatal mistake. His eyes 
locked with mine and that’s when I 
ran. 

I ran until I reached an alleyway, into 
which I ran, my other fatal mistake. I 
heard footsteps echoing behind me. I 
looked forward to what lay ahead of 
me: a dead-end. My throat closed up; 
my death approached unless… I 
looked up. I saw a fire escape, 
forgotten, attached to an abandoned 
building, its ladder hanging down: my 
only escape route. I jumped and 

grabbed onto the last rung, but it was 
too late as I heard him closing in on 
me. Still, I climbed for all that I was 
worth and spun around just to be 
staring into his cold eyes, eyes that 
radiated death. 

“You know too much,” he had told me. 
It can’t end like this! It just can’t! I 
thought frantically to myself, my 
heart beating vehemently. I turned, 
looking down from the escape 
apprehensively and a breeze washed 
over me pushing my long satiny hair 
back behind my ear like my mother 
used to do. I could smell a faint whiff 
of the perfume my mother used to 
wear; I looked up, startled. Was she 
watching over me as I came to terms 
with my fate? My mother would’ve 
wanted me to keep calm in situations 
like this, but how could I now when I 
was looking death in the face? So I did 
what my only choice was – I jumped. 

I stood up uneasily and blinked. Could 
I have survived the fall? I couldn’t 
have and I didn’t; I looked down for a 
second and immediately looked away. 
I could hear the sirens, and I knew 
that soon the police would arrive. I 
look over my shoulder just to check 
though. No sign of him anywhere. 
Something caught my eye, and I 
looked down at my hand – I could see 
through it! My senses finally came to 
me, and I realized I was just a ghost, a 
wandering spirit in New York. But 
why New York? Shouldn’t I be in 
some kind of afterlife? Why was I 
here?

I sort of drift through neighborhoods 
gazing longingly in the windows of 
bakeries and cafés at the savory 
sweets, wishing that maybe I could 
just have one taste of something, but 
of course I can’t. The littlest things, 
the things you take for granted, in life 
can truly drive a person, or ghost in 

my case, to desperation and 
frustration. Mother used to say that 
the world was my oyster – that it 
could be what I wanted it to be and 
shaped it to be. Well this oyster had 
just slammed its shell down on my 
fingers shutting me out of the life that 
I had once lived. Death was so unfair 
and sudden, claiming the most 
innocent of souls without mercy. It 
wasn’t right – here I was trapped in a 
world I once loved, but now I find 
myself being a prisoner, doomed to 
walk the earth as wandering spirit 
forever – or so I thought … 

…

As I wander the world, I see it in a 
different light: a terrible light at that. 
New York, now through my ghostly 
eyes, seems to be a terrible place to 
live. Poverty left and right, shootings 
and robberies – the life I once lived 
seems so different from this. Then 
again my family certainly wasn’t the 
poorest. I begin to feel guilty – really, 
really guilty about all the things that I 
see. My mother had always been for 
helping out the needy and community 
service; I had always been buried in a 
book or busying myself in other 
things. The world was her oyster, not 
mine – if I ever had an oyster it was 
probably one on my plate that I used 
to eat at a seafood restaurant, not one 
that compared to how I shaped or 
changed the world. My mother made 
an impact on the world with her  
kindness and compassion; I had made 
my impact with moodiness and a 
sudden death. Why did I have to 
spend my days brooding over a 
mother who was gone when I could’ve 
been doing other things that actually 
mattered to the world?  

I continue to brood when I feel rain-

                                            (Go to Page 8 )

The World Was Our Oyster



The World Was Our Oyster
The Angel 

by Claire L

O how quickly does the silent 
night fall

Seeping from the indigoes of the 
sky 

Covering the land with a jet-
black pall

The soldier waits for morning 
light to die

The footsteps trudge wearily 
down the road

Past the soldier, their troop 
mate, lying there

The men push on, each 
burdened with a load

Too heavy to stop, but still they 
do care

But what is this? A light in the 
distance?

Dawn breaks bringing with it 
the light of day 

And with morning’s glow, a 
healing presence;

Providence is sending help on 
the way.

An angel wearing white bends to 
give aid. 

The hero’s life to endure, not to 
fade.

(Cont from Page 7) 

drops on my head and shoulders – just to match my mood, I think sullenly. But wait, 
this isn't right, I think to myself. It never rains in this ghostly version of New York. 
Why now, I wonder, as the sun starts to come out again only to be interrupted by a 
hailstorm that returns to sun. Suddenly, I’m surrounded by people like me – pale, see-
through ghosts. Then I hear a loud trumpet like one of an elephant. I spin around and 
see a mammoth behind me with the rest of its herd. What is this place ? All of a 
sudden, I feel warmth on my back and I turn around. My mother stands there with her 
long hair billowing behind her and I hesitate. You would think that I would want to run 
up to hug her after all these years, but instead I find myself hesitating to reunite with 
the one person whom I actually loved. As I regard her coldly, I see a small trace of 
sadness etched onto her face that was made young again from the years in the 
afterlife. Her eyes plead forgiveness from me and I felt sorry for her, but still …

“I know it doesn’t change anything between us,” she says hesitantly, “but death is for 
the better of our world… do you see?”

“My death…” I say, “was that for the better too?” She falters and then says, “Yours was 
untimely and it was unfair…” she pauses, “but all things must come to an end.” 

“Like yours did?” I ask.

“You still don’t understand, do you?” She seems more sympathetic than angry though. 
“All things must come to an end. It is the laws of nature. Nature creates things and 
eventually they wear down, then she rebuilds them again.” 

“So you’re saying that I’m going to be replaced with another thing that Nature 
creates?” 

“Not entirely replaced – your memory, your reputation lives on. You’ll never be 
forgotten.”

“My rep wasn’t really good in the first place,” I say dubiously, “and I haven’t made 
much of a name for myself. How will I be remembered?” 

“You’ll be remembered by being you,” my mother beams.

“That pretty much clears everything up,” I mumble.

“What I mean,” she says rolling her eyes, “is that you’ll be remembered by your 
personality and the image you made for yourself while on Earth.”

“That’s not saying much for me, but I think I understand that death is inevitable, 
but all for the better.” I conclude. My mother smiles and then takes my hand.

“Where are we going?” I ask

“On.” She replies as light enfolds us.

Perhaps it wasn’t that the world was my oyster. Perhaps it would’ve been if my life 
had been longer. My mother had made her impact, but I could’ve had too. Maybe 
the world was never my oyster; no the world had been our oyster.

Staff Writing Tips

Go out and look at the world to become inspired if  you have a bit of writer’s block.
Write down all ideas because there are no bad ones.

Before writing, know what you want to write about and brainstorm ideas.



by Claire L
• • •

IT HADN’T BEEN THE 
CRAFTSMANSHIP OF THE RING 
THAT HAD CAUGHT HER EYE; 
INSTEAD IT WAS THE GLINT OF THE 
RUBY EYES AND THE GOLD 
CROSSBONES. IT WAS A GOLDEN 
SKULL WITH AN ONYX 
BACKGROUND AND A GOLDEN 
RIM. SHE HAD ALWAYS BEEN 
INSTANTLY IN LOVE WITH 
ANYTHING THAT HAD A SPARKLE 
AND A CERTAIN DEADLY ALLURE. . .

Elizabeth was of good birth, coming 
from a very wealthy family that lived 
in London. She and her husband lived 
in a townhouse on a main street 
looking out on a lovely park. She had 
learned to evaluate things by value, 
not by beauty for her father had been 
a banker. However, as a child, things 
with dark beauty and complexity had 
always fascinated her and her liking 
had followed her into adulthood.

It had been on her nightly walk when 
she had acquired the ring. It was a 
cool, crisp night with the full moon 
high in the sky. She was looking down 
a street she’d never seen before. 

“Strange,” she thought, “I don’t 
remember seeing this street here 
before…” She decided to take a look. 
No moonlight pierced the dark 
alleyway as she made her way down 
the cobbled path. She came to a tiny 
shop with a sign hanging outside it, 
The Curiosity Shop. She was debating 
whether to go in or not and finally her 
curiosity got the best of her and she 
stepped into the shop.

Inside it was dim and dust flew when 
she put her foot down. There was a 
single beam of light emanating from a 
door that stood ajar in the back.
“Excuse me!” she called, glancing 
about the shop. “Is anyone here?” 

Precipitately, an old man hobbled out 
and light flooded into the shop.

“Hello, hello! Please, make yourself 
comfortable,” said the old man giving 
her a toothless, yet hospitable grin. 
Elizabeth smiled her thanks as he 
flourished about with a feather duster 
and offering her a seat.

“Please, look around; see what you 
like,” he said. “It’s been a long time 
since anyone has visited.” 

Elizabeth nodded politely and 
inspected the display cases. That was 
when the ring caught her eye. It was a 
golden skull and crossbones with 
ruby eyes.  She called the man over 
and asked about the ring. He hobbled 
over and glanced at it, and then did a 
double take, staring at the ring.

“Th-that one?” he asked cautiously. 
She nodded, clearly confused.

“What’s wrong with it?” Elizabeth 
said tilting her head. The old man 
took a shaky breath and said, “That 
ring has a cursed past.”

“Cursed?” she laughed, “do you really 
believe in that ridiculous notion? Do 
you want to go against a chance of 
profit?” she stared defiantly at him. 
He grimaced and finally in the end 
agreed to sell her the ring.

The curse started to set in at 
afternoon tea the next day. It started 
with her pet cat, Seymour. At tea, 
Seymour would usually curl up in her 
lap and on occasion would daintily 
lick the butter off of her scone. 
However, today he glared at her with 
his amber eyes and hissed when she 
tried to pet him. Then she reached out 
to her dog, Rufus, who usually lay at 
her feet and he backed away growling. 
She decided to give them some space 
today and brought her tea into the 

drawing room to gaze out the window 
at the people strolling in the park.

The next evening guests came over, a 
business acquaintance of her husband 
and his wife. As their husbands 
conversed, Elizabeth and Lucy talked. 
She was complimented about her new 
ring.

“It’s really quite beautiful,” Lucy said, 
touching the golden skull, “where 
ever did you get it?”

“The Curiosity Shop,” she said, “just 
down the block and down an 
alleyway.” 

“Alleyway? Curiosity Shop?” said 
Lucy, frowning. “I don’t remember 
anything like that on the way in.” 
Elizabeth shrugged and they 
continued on, dismissing the subject.

The next day Elizabeth’s husband 
came home, face flushed white. 

“They’re dead!” 

“Who?!” she gasped, but her husband 
was sitting head in hands. He choked 
out the rest of the story and Elizabeth 
listened in horror as she was told no 
one had survived except for the 
driver, who told the police that 
something had spooked the horses. 
She told her husband to go and rest. 
She looked down at her ring -- her 
ring, a sense of dread flooded her. 
Could this be the reason why they 
died, why her pets avoided her all of a 
sudden? 
	
She hurried outside and down the 
street. She had to return the thing!
	
She turned down the alley and 
quickly walked to where the shop 
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was. She glanced up -- there was no 
shop! Where was it? She walked 
vigorously out of the alleyway, her 
heart beating vehemently. 

“Excuse me?” she asked the nearest 
policeman. “I was just wondering 
where the shop down that alleyway 
was. Has it moved or been sealed off 
or something?” The policeman looked 
at her strangely. 

“There wasn't ever any shop or store 
of any kind here while I’ve been on 
this beat, and that’s been some years, 
but if you want to see any kind of 
record for anything like that you can 
go inquire at the town clerk’s office." 

Elizabeth thanked him and went on 
her way to the clerk’s office. She 
asked for the clerk, who was out on 
his lunch-break and the clerk came 
back. He said that the only kind of 
record they had of a curiosity shop in 
that location was one that dated 
nearly 100 years ago. 

How could that be? She had just been 
there last week. She thanked him and 
went on her way again to the park to 
figure things out. There she sat before 
the park's lake and stared at the 
people, so happy and worry-free. How 

she wished she was carefree as well, 
unburdened with the cursed ring. She 
needed to get rid of it somehow. She 
took it off and lay it on her jumper 
that she had taken off. She glanced at 
it furtively. Her hatred for the very 
object filled her heart and then she 
did something very impulsive. 

She hurled the ring into the lake as 
far as she could. She watched as it 
sank beneath and radiated a single 
ripple from the middle of the lake. No 
one could find it now, she was sure of 
that. She hurried home in the fading 
light, hoping to live her life as it was 
before. But would it ever be normal 
again? 
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Never.
I forgot to do that homework
Whatever.
Supposed to organize my locker
Haha. Funny.
Clean my room?
I’ll do it later…
Or something like that.
I lost my Metro card.
I can just walk, right?
Man, this class is boring.
Let me draw in my notebook, the teacher isn’t even looking.
Why do my homework on Friday,
When I can do it on Sunday night?
My life is easy.
Trust me.
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