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Imagining the unknown. What if a mythical lost 
continent could be found in the future? What if mer-
maids were real and their songs lured young men to 
their deaths? What if animals could come back to life as 
people? Many of the stories we publish in Stone Soup are 
realistic fiction, based on experience. But we also have a 
soft spot for fantasy and science fiction. We love it when 
our writers let their imaginations go and come up with 
an intriguing view of the world as it could be. In this 
issue, what makes “Searching for Atlantis,” “The Songs 
of Green Waters,” and “Rainbows in the Sun” great 
reading is that, in addition to sparking our imagina-
tions, they are grounded in the believable, with realistic 
dialogue, careful descriptions of places, and characters 
we can relate to. Have you ever wished you could make 
something fantastical come to life? Try it in your next 
story! 
� — Gerry Mandel

Editor’s Note

ON THE COVER Amelia Jiang’s favorite 
thing to draw is scenery, using pencil cray-
ons. She loves to play around with colors 
and layer different shades. At school, she 
designs yearbook covers and posters. 
Outside of school, she plays badminton 
and volleyball. Amelia dreams of becom-
ing a designer or lawyer one day.
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I was very  excited to re-
ceive the May/June issue of 
Stone Soup! I especially en-
joyed the story “Friends” 
because the author did 
such a good job and the 
illustrations were great. I 

love your magazine! 
Caroline Krauth, 11

Chevy Chase, Maryland

I am a huge fan of your magazine and my 
favorite story I have ever read in your maga-
zine is “Words,” by Elia Smith [September/
October 2014]. It really improved my vo-
cabulary and inspired me to get a diction-
ary and a thesaurus of my own.

Annabel M. Smith, 11
Manchester, Massachusetts

Annabel’s story, “Don’t Talk to Strangers,” appears on 
page 10 of this issue.

I teach  fifth-grade language arts at Heri
tage Christian School. Thank you for pub-
lishing Stone Soup Magazine. I have enjoyed 
reading the stories to my students. They 
have thoroughly loved listening to the va-
riety of stories in the publication. It has 
fueled their fires to write well. They have 
been able to hear what great young authors 
do to connect with readers. The illustra-
tions are inspiring as well. Thank you for 
your time and effort to foster lifelong read-
ers and writers.

Jennifer Miller, teacher
Indianapolis, Indiana

I have been  a reader of your magazine 
for the past five or so years. I would like 
to comment on “The Girl Next Door,” 
[March/April 2016]. I also have been blind 
since birth, just like Via. I have had simi-
lar experiences with people who have not 
been around blind folks like me. I’ve also 
had friends who haven’t really talked to me 
much due to the fear and misconception 
that people who are blind are “unapproach-
able,” “scary,” etc. This story really moved 
me. My advice to you readers is, when you 
meet a blind person, don’t feel scared when 
you start talking to him or her. When you 
respect that blind person, and that person 
starts respecting you, true friendship is 
going to blossom for the rest of your lives! 
Thank you for this fabulous magazine!

Enrique Lopez, 17
Jerome, Idaho

When I was eight,  my grandmoth-
er got me a subscription to Stone Soup. 
Immediately, I loved it. The stories and 
poems took me into different worlds, but 
the book reviews, oh, the book reviews 
were incredible. I was always delighted 
when someone wrote about a book that I 
had read. When I hadn’t read a book in a 
book review, though, I almost always loved 
the sound of it and went to the local library 
to check it out.

Adina Siff, 11
Washington, DC

Stone Soup welcomes your comments. Send them 
to editor@stonesoup.com.
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Perfect flying weather, especially for this trip
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Amelia Jiang, 13
Calgary, Alberta, Canada

Sonja Skye Wooley, 12
Berkeley, California

Searching for Atlantis 
By Sonja Skye Wooley
Illustrated by Amelia Jiang

july 6, 2052, 9 a.m.

Elizabeth pulled on her trench coat and  
 adjusted the straps to her flying goggles. Her frizzy 
 red hair was barely controlled under her striped 

bandana and her dark green eyes squinted in the glare of 
the sun. She was standing on the stone pavement of the San 
Francisco wharf, gazing out to sea, past the airships lined 
neatly in a row. Behind her lay the city with its multicolored 
skyscrapers, which were topped with gardens that looked 
completely out of place on the buildings. The sky was clear, 
with not a cloud to be seen. Perfect flying weather, especially 
for this trip.

“Wow, look at that thing! I can’t believe the university let 
us borrow it!” said Elizabeth’s friend and lab partner, Jack, 
who was standing next to her. He was pointing to the air-
ship directly in front of them. It was a smoothly built con-
traption, its large propellers whirring as it floated a few feet 
above the sea. 

“Well, I suppose it’s for science. But you know, not every-
body wanted to lend it to us,” Elizabeth replied.

“Really?” said Jack with interest.
“Yeah,” Elizabeth said. “Some of those guys thought our 

whole idea was baloney!” 
“What?!” he exploded. “I’ve studied tons of old geography 

and history books. Lots of them suggest that Atlantis could 
be lying in the Pacific instead of the Atlantic all along. That’s 
why nobody has ever found it. Besides, your sonar readings 
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don’t lie, there is definitely something 
down there.”

“I know, we’ll show them,” Elizabeth 
replied, and she was about to say more 
when Jack’s watch started going off. A 
tiny 3-D projected image of himself, 
short brown hair, jeans, glasses, and all, 
appeared on the screen. 

“Come on, Jack,” it said, hands on 
hips, “you have got to go!”

“Yes, I know,” he grumbled. Jack 
turned off his watch and the projection 
disappeared. “Well, we had better get a 
move on,” he said. Elizabeth nodded. 

So they walked up the gangplank and 
onto the airship. As she passed through 
the entrance she saw The Hurricane writ-
ten in large black letters on the side 
of the ship. “Well, I sure hope not,” 
Elizabeth said to herself, then hurried 
after Jack. 

Inside there was a small sitting room 
with a couch, a table, and a mini-fridge. 
The walls were made of glass so you 
could look out in all directions, the floor 
and ceiling were of polished wood. It’s 
going to look cool in here when we get 
up in the air, Elizabeth thought to her-
self as she passed. 

The control room had such a bewil-
dering number of switches, knobs, and 
levers that only an expert airship pilot 
could actually use them without getting 
a headache. Expert pilot that she was, 
Elizabeth sat down and put on her head-
set. 

“Everything in working order?” she 
asked Jack, who was sitting next to her. 

“Yep,” he replied.

“OK, I’m starting up the engines.” 
Elizabeth adjusted a lever, and a loud 
hum began beneath their feet.

“We’re gaining altitude,” said Jack. 
“This is going to be a great day for flying.”

The airship looked out of place in the 
vast emptiness of the sky. It had a blimp-
like top, large propellers, and a relatively 
small human compartment. In the sky, 
all that could be heard was the drone of 
the propellers and the shush shush shush 
of the engine. That’s why Elizabeth 
loved flying in an airship. When you’re 
up there you feel as if you and your co-
pilot are the only people in the world 
and the sea stretches on forever. Today, 
The Hurricane flew low under the clouds 
and closer to the ocean than some would 
deem safe. But, as was mentioned before, 
this was a very special mission. 

Inside, Elizabeth pulled out a piece 
of paper on which she had printed the 
sonar readings and showed them to Jack. 

“See that part in the middle, with all 
those weird lines? That’s where we will 
be looking.”

About an hour later, they arrived at 
their destination. Elizabeth checked the 
coordinates on the map, then fiddled 
with a compass on the control panel. 

“Perfect, this is just where we need 
to be. Jack, can you get us down any… 
Whoa.”

To the west a huge storm was brewing, 
reaching high into the sky and block-
ing out the sun. Lightning crackled, 
clouds were blown all over the place, and 
Elizabeth could hear the distant rumble 
of thunder. From Elizabeth and Jack’s 
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perspective, it looked just like the un-
sightly contents of a witch’s cauldron 
were being stirred quite violently. 

“Oh great, just amazing!” said Jack, 
glaring at the storm. “Just as we come 
close to making a great historic and sci-
entific discovery, this storm is conjured 
up. As if to drive us away!”

Elizabeth sighed. “Well, we will just 
have to come back another time.” But 
the moment she said that, The Hurricane 
gave a sudden lurch, sending the two 
companions sprawling. Elizabeth heard 
a crash as the furniture in the sitting 
room was knocked about. By the time 
Elizabeth managed to get to her feet, she 
almost fell back down again in surprise. 

“Jack!” she cried. “We’re heading 
straight into the storm!” Elizabeth 
helped him to his seat and the two pilots 
desperately tried to get The Hurricane 
going back in the right direction. But it 
was too late, the storm had already swal-
lowed them up.

Rain lashed at the windshield and 
lightning struck so close it nearly killed 
them. All they could see through the 
windshield was a whirling gray soup. 

“We’ve got to get out of here!” 
Elizabeth shouted over the howling 
wind. 

“I’m working on it!” Jack yelled back. 
He furiously tried to get The Hurricane 
facing into the right direction, but the 
airship just kept turning in ludicrous cir-
cles, buffeted by the wind. 

“Jack, we need to get to the top of the 
storm!” Elizabeth cried. 

“Are you crazy? It’s even worse up 

there!” Jack replied.
“If we can get above the clouds, it will 

be perfectly calm.”
“Yeah, and the flight there is suicide!”
“It’s our only chance, we have to,” said 

Elizabeth.
“Fine,” grumbled Jack, “but if some-

thing goes wrong, don’t blame me.” 
With difficulty, the two pilots fought 

their way up through the sea of churning 
clouds. Just when Elizabeth thought she 
could see a glimmer of sunlight through 
the blackness, the world turned upside 
down and she saw no more. 

Elizabeth woke up lying on the  
 control room floor. At first she was 

confused. Where am I? she thought to 
herself. Then Elizabeth remembered. 
The mission. The Hurricane. The storm. 
She sat up, groaning. 

“What happened?”
“Well,” said Jack who was sitting next 

to her, putting on his glasses, “I’ve read 
that on the open sea some storms can 
have powerful updrafts near the top. 
Looks like we’ve been caught in an extra 
bad one and the sudden change in alti-
tude must have knocked us out.”

“OK, next question: where are we?”
“Well,” said Jack, “only one way to find 

out.” Jack stood up and looked out the 
window. “Wow, Elizabeth, you’ve got to 
see this.”

“What? Oh, cool!” 
The Hurricane had, thankfully, landed 

upright on a white sand beach. Further 
from the shore there was a lush jungle 
full of plants that Elizabeth and Jack had 
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never seen before, and the screeches of 
howler monkeys filled the air. 

“Let me check our coordinates,” said 
Elizabeth. “Hmm… Looks like we’ve 
been blown too far to the south.” She 
pressed a button on her watch, and a 
3-D map of the ocean appeared. “Huh, 
this island isn’t on here. Hey! You know 
what that means? We’ve accidentally dis-
covered a new island, probably one with 
tons of new species.”

“Wow! We’ll be famous!” said Jack. 
“What should we name it? How about 
‘Jack and Elizabeth Island’?” 

“What? No! We should call it 
‘Elizabeth and Jack Island.’ Come on, 
let’s go explore.” 

Once they maneuvered their way 
through the chaos of the sitting room, 
Elizabeth walked down the beach, while 
Jack went to check out the jungle. She 
was just about to dip her feet into the 
cool water that was lazily washing onto 

shore when she noticed something. 
About five feet out from where she stood 
there was a steep drop-off. And below 
that was… Elizabeth gasped. Just below 
the waves was a huge castle, completely 
covered with coral, shells, and seaweed, 
but magnificent all the same. Below the 
castle were streets, houses, and villas. 
Elizabeth couldn’t believe it. 

“Jack, Jack! I’ve found it, come here!” 
“What?” he asked, running over. 

“Oh. My. Gosh. Are you seeing what I’m  
seeing?”

“Yep.” 
“We did it! We actually found it!” Jack 

cried. “Now, we have two options here. 
We could either fly home, tell the uni-
versity of our discovery, and then come 
back. Or, there is some scuba gear in a 
chest in The Hurricane. We could explore 
down there right now.”

Elizabeth grinned. “What are we wait-
ing for?”� r
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Maisie Zipfel, 10
St. Louis, Missouri

The Shooting Star
By Maisie Zipfel

The moist grass
comforts me
as I lie there
sleeping
my brother beside
me
later, he shakes
me awake
and calls
my name
over and over
and over again
finally, I sit up
startled
I look up
just in time
to see a beautiful
shiny
shooting star
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Elena Delzer, 12
Suamico, Wisconsin

Annabel M. Smith, 11
Manchester, Massachusetts

Don’t Talk to Strangers
By Annabel M. Smith
Illustrated by Elena Delzer

a true story

Yeah, I think just a cheeseburger will be fine,” I 
told my dad as we stood outside McDonald’s. “I’ll 
take Beacon while you do that.” 

I grabbed my dog’s leash from my father as he strolled 
into the restaurant. Seconds later, my brother emerged. 

We watched as cars, spewing smelly exhaust, drove past. 
A navy-blue Mercedes suddenly stopped, leaving a car sitting 
irritatedly at the drive-through window. 

The window opened and a man with a face the shape of a 
perfect oval and hair that was graying and balding appeared. 
He said something that was inaudible over the rumble of his 
car and then repeated it.

I swear, I had never seen the guy before. He was a total 
stranger and I probably will never see him again. 

“What breed of dog is that?” the man asked. “ ’Cause I had 
a dog that looked just like him.”

“He’s a Maltipoo,” Atticus replied. 
I was lost for words but I managed to utter, “A Maltese-

Poodle.”
The stranger pulled out a brown wallet. He opened it up 

and I saw what I thought was a picture of the Beakmeister 
himself (the Beakmeister was my father’s favorite nickname 
for Beacon). 

The dog in the picture had Beacon’s silky fur and black 
nose and pinkish tongue. The dog curled his tail up against 
his back like Beacon did when he was happy, and most dogs 

“
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didn’t. He had Beacon’s floppy ears too. 
I wondered if the two dogs were related. 

“This is him,” said the man. I jumped 
a little. I had almost forgotten he was 
there. All there was in the world were the 
dog in the picture, Beacon, and me. 

I saw a little bit of something in 
the man’s eyes go out, as if in long-

ing for the dog. He tightened his lips a 
little and dropped the wallet abruptly. 
Reluctantly, he tore his eyes back to the 
wheel. 

“Take good care of him,” the man 
murmured, and drove off. 

I scooped up Beacon and hugged him 
close.� r

All there was in the world were the dog in the picture, Beacon, and me
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Ramsey E. Stephenson, 11
Washington, DC

Book Review
By Ramsey E. Stephenson

Blackbird Fly, by Erin Entrada Kelly; 
Greenwillow Press: New York, 2015; $16.99

Have you ever longed and hoped for something you  
 never had? Like blue eyes, or soft yellow hair?  
 Those are the things Apple Yengko longs for night 

and day. To not come from a different country. To not have a 
mother who does things differently than other mothers. To be 
the same as everyone else. Have you ever felt this way? Then 
you should read Blackbird Fly.

Apple Yengko is from the Philippines. She was born there, 
and that was where her father died. Her mother couldn’t stand 
to still live in the same place. Too many memories. So they 
moved to America. Apple is conscious of her looks and how 
her mother talks. She goes to Chapel Hill Middle School in 
Louisiana. The kids make fun of her because she looks differ-
ent. Looking different can either work for you or against you. 
In her case it works against her. They even put her on a list that 
marks her ugly. But then a bad mistake is made that somehow 
helps Apple make new friends and learn that being different 
from everyone else isn’t so bad. 

One main theme of Blackbird Fly is that being different 
isn’t a bad thing. Sometimes it’s a gift. It’s OK not to blend in 
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with the crowd. You don’t have to always be the same as ev-
eryone else. The author made the passion of the characters so 
strong. Feelings jumped off every page! It was also a little funny 
at times. You would immediately feel trust, sympathy, and 
compassion for Apple. Apple’s mother is always raging about 
American ways and choices and friends. It makes Apple won-
der, if her mom is always talking about how much nicer or more 
friendly or healthy the Philippines are, why did she move her to 
America? This book is a cliffhanger and will deeply impact your 
emotions.

The best thing about this book is that you can really relate 
to the main character. One terrible thing that happens in this 
book is that Apple’s friends don’t turn out to be so friendly 
and are really harsh. They backstab her when she least expects 
it. One time a really good friend of mine backstabbed me and 
I was hurt. But I got through it, and so did Apple. The things 
that happen in this book seem so real and you can totally relate 
to Apple’s good moments, seriously embarrassing moments, 
and terrible and confusing moments. It makes the book seem 
so real because things like that happen all the time. 

All in all, this was a five-star book for me. It made me gasp, 
sigh in relief, and shudder all the while I was reading it. This 
book was very satisfying, but also completely and truly shock-
ing in some ways. Blackbird Fly is a fantastic read!� r
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The last thing he saw was a hoof hitting him in the forehead
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Bedford Stevens, 12
Springfield, Oregon

Benjamin Mollborn, 12
Boulder, Colorado

Scarlet Spring
By Benjamin Mollborn
Illustrated by Bedford Stevens

Kanuna stood silently in the soft, grassy mead- 
 ow, taking in deep gulps of the fresh spring air.  
 The winter had been timeless and bitter, but now 

spring was here. It was only a few weeks ago when Kanuna 
had noticed the first little shoot of grass shyly peek its head 
through the silent blanket of snow. Now, there was not a 
single patch of ice or snow left. The rivers were teeming with 
snowmelt, and the meadows were as vibrant as ever. He felt 
as if the spring were the best thing that could happen to him 
right now.

Kanuna strode over to the river. He could just barely 
make out the form of his mother, standing at the edge of 
their village.

“Kanuna!” his mother called. “Kanuna, is that you?”
“Yes!” he shouted over the roaring river.
“Get over here,” his mother scolded. Kanuna deftly got 

into the canoe, picked up the paddle, and crossed the river.
“Go to your father. Don’t you remember—he’s teach-

ing you how to hunt today,” Kanuna’s mother scolded. How 
could he have forgotten? Kanuna slapped himself in the 
forehead. He’d been looking forward to this for a while.

“Hello, son,” called his father. There are many benefits 
to having a father who is the chief of a tribe. Today, he was 
going to learn how to hunt.

“Follow me!” he called. They walked for half an hour until 
his father suddenly halted.

“Be careful and quiet,” he whispered toward Kanuna, who 
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was still ten feet behind him. There was 
a deer in the meadow. Kanuna shivered 
with excitement. He drew his bow and, 
under his father’s instruction, aimed for 
the eye and fired. The arrow went straight 
and clean, into the eye. It would have 
been a quick and painless death for the 
deer. They carefully made their way out. 
They were halfway across the clearing 
when the gunshots went off. Wild with 
fear, Kanuna looked to his father for help.

“Ru-” his father was cut off as a terrible 
gurgling noise issued from his mouth. 
Kanuna looked at the chief ’s chest and 
saw a bright red dot spreading itself 
slowly but persistently across his shirt. 

Kanuna started sprinting across the 
meadow. He was at the treeline when he 
was cut off by a horse rearing up in front 
of him. The last thing he saw was a hoof 
hitting him in the forehead before he 
blacked out.

Charles woke up with his head  
 buried in the pillow. He sat up, 

coughing in the acrid fumes of burning 
firewood, his father’s cologne, the stink 
from a dead bird on the roof that was far 
along in the rotting process, and his own 
sweat. 

“Charles!” his father shouted up the 
stairs. “Are you up yet?” He gagged in re-
sponse.

“Well get a move on!” his father said. 
“Don’t you remember? You’re coming 
with us today to secure more territory!” 
Charles had been waiting for this day his 
whole life. There were benefits of having 
a father who was the warden.

He and his father had come on a ship 
to the thirteen colonies, just like the rest 
of the town. But having no second-in-
command, when the mayor was killed 
by the natives, the responsibility of 
leadership fell on him. Charles’s father 
was the warden of the town prison, and 
he burned with a hatred for the Native 
Americans. His sole goal was to conquer 
land for farming. People still called him 
Warden, although he should not have 
been called that anymore.

“On my way!” Charles called. A half 
hour later he, his father, and ten or so 
other settlers were seated on their horses.

“Follow me!” called his father to the 
band of settlers. “Be cautious! The na-
tives are extremely hostile.” Charles 
wondered why the natives were oppos-
ing them. They were just taking what was 
rightfully theirs, after all.

Half an hour later, they came to a 
clearing. Everyone spread out in a half 
circle around it. There were no natives; 
the settlers’ attention was on a deer. 
They were licking their lips and loading 
their muskets when an arrow soared out 
through the clearing, hitting the deer 
straight in the eye. The warden quickly 
held a finger to his lips, silencing the oth-
ers. A grown man and his son, both na-
tives, crept out into the clearing.

“Fire!” the warden shouted. A musket 
went off and the man dropped to the 
ground. The child ran across the meadow 
towards the trees. One of the settlers 
cut him off and, while it was rearing, his 
horse’s hoof knocked against the child’s 
forehead, a bruise already blossoming 
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yellow, purple, and black. He slumped 
to the ground, unconscious. Charles’s 
father commanded the settlers to move 
forward and he tied the child up and 
slung him over the saddle. 

Charles looked from the bruised 
child to his father, lying now in a pool of 
blood. Numbly, he thought, This is why 
they’re hostile. In fact, we’re the hostile ones, 
and they’re just defending themselves.

The rest of the ride home was quiet, 
but there was an air of victory among all 
but Charles. The group dispersed, and 
he was left alone with his father and the 
unconscious form now slumped on the 
ground.

“What did you think?” the warden 
asked. Charles just nodded. Honestly, 
this had been the worst day of his life, 
but he wasn’t about to tell his father that.

“Go put this child in the cellar and lock 
the door, there’s a good boy,” ordered his 
father. Charles tromped down the stairs, 
his and the boy’s weight combined mak-
ing the pine boards creak. The cellar was 
a damp and moldy room, with brick walls, 
a stone floor, and one small window with 
iron bars on it. Just as Charles was closing 
the heavy oak door, he saw motion be-
hind it. 

“I know you can’t understand me,” he 
whispered, “but I’m so very, truly sorry.” 
Then he closed the door and slid the iron 
deadbolt into place.

Kanuna woke up in a boy’s strong  
 arms. The boy seemed to be about 

his age. He was unceremoniously thrown 
on a damp stone floor. His forehead 

throbbed where the horse had hit it. He 
wished he could dunk it in some cool 
water from the river at home.

“Oi noor eew kahnt oendrstaint mee,” the 
boy whispered, “boot eiam soew varree, 
troolee sairee.”

The boy whispered words Kanuna did 
not understand, then shut the door and 
slid something heavy into place on the 
other side. Kanuna was left alone, the 
only company he had a solitary rat scut-
tling across the stone floor. His head 
throbbed once, and he remembered. 
His father! His father, lying there, shirt 
stained red. And Kanuna broke. He 
sobbed and sobbed and sobbed. Finally, 
when his eyes were red from crying, he 
slumped against a broken hay bale in the 
corner of the cell. He wondered, would 
he ever get out of here? 

The grassy meadow was soft 
beneath his feet. Kanuna thought 

back to the night when that boy had 
helped him escape. The boy who had 
captured him. The boy who had talked 
to him. The boy who had pitied him. The 
boy who took a musket pellet in the leg 
for him. The boy who stood up to a vi-
cious father for him. He was ever grate-
ful. But the hole that his father had left 
in his heart would never disappear. He 
could fill it in, and he would go on with 
life. Eat. Drink. Sleep. Hunt. Love. Yes, 
holes could be filled in, but the dirt was 
always softer where they had been. But 
right now, he was going to enjoy life as 
it was. Everything was perfect on a sum-
mer’s morning, and he was free.� r
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Anamaria Grieco, 13
Brookline, Massachusetts

My Hammock
By Anamaria Grieco

Suspended.
Still.
Suddenly, a 
sweet song,
a lullaby.

Swinging now.

A hush
a shush
a soft touch
caressing my 
sharp elbows,
my shivering toes,
my rounded cheeks.

Swinging now, 

Swathed in 
silken material
hush, hush, hush
Goodnight sun
alone
but content
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not lonely
several long seconds…

Swinging now.

Stars smile at me
sprinkling light
Each star, its own
star
like snowflakes.
Individuals.

Swinging now. 

I sleep
dreams tiptoeing
across my mind
slippered feet sliding
silently.
I sleep
Safe in my hammock.

Swinging now
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“I’m Lisa,” she says, cheerfully. “It really sucks that you got pushed.”
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Amy Mengler, 12
Kendenup, Western Australia

Devon Davila, 11
Whittier, California

High Dive
By Devon Davila
Illustrated by Amy Mengler

My toes curl and uncurl on the sandpaper- 
 rough diving board. I shiver as I stare into the  
 glittering pool. The chlorine smell turns my 

stomach.
I know I’m eventually going to have to jump, but I just 

can’t. I stand, letting the wind chill my tan skin. It’s the last 
day of summer, and I’m determined to conquer the high dive.

I hear another groan escape from behind me. I glance 
back. Marcy, my best friend, impatiently taps her pink nails 
along the metal ladder. 

“Hurry,” she mouths at me.
Another mosquito nips my arm, and I slap it away. I try 

to ignore the incoherent whispers down below. This time I’m 
going to do it.

I bend my legs, flex my muscles, and do a little hop. The 
whole board quakes, and I let out a little scream before grab-
bing the railing. I hear Marcy’s snort over the racing of my 
heart. I grip the railing with my shaking hands. Just don’t 
look down. Just don’t look down. I stare at the deep blue sky 
patched with pink. 

“She’s never going to do it,” I hear Amy Andrews grumble 
from below. Dark strands of hair flutter in front of my face, 
escaping my thick ponytail. That’s when I know I can’t do 
it. I begin to make my way towards the ladder with wobbly 
steps before disappointment and embarrassment can over-
whelm me. Don’t let them see you cry.

“Jeez,” Marcy says, stepping onto the diving board. She 
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strides towards me, forcing me to take 
about seven steps back. 

“What are you doing?” I squeak. 
She takes a few steps toward me and 

pushes, hard.
I scream, falling and falling towards 

the water. My arms and legs flail uncon-
trollably. I hit the water 
with an icy slap. 

My skin stings as bub-
bles tickle their way up 
my body. I hang there 
a moment, suspended 
under water. My heart 
screams in my head. I 
can’t think anything. Finally, I kick hard 
and break the surface.

I stare up at Marcy. She looks like a 
queen on top of the diving board. 

“Why did you do that?!” I shout, sput-
tering. She rolls her eyes.

“Oh, relax. You finally jumped off the 
diving board. Aren’t you happy?” she 
says, glancing nervously back at the peo-
ple in line. Most of them didn’t even pay 
attention, but I know she hates it when 
someone makes a scene. 

“You pushed me,” I accuse lamely. 
“I was only helping,” Marcy says, roll-

ing her eyes again. “Now you might want 
to move, or else I might crush you.” 

I force smooth strokes to the edge of 
the pool. Acid tears fall into the water. I 
hear Marcy’s happy squeal and splash. I 
climb out stiffly, wrapping a fresh towel 
around my waist and slinging my new 
swim bag over my shoulder. 

“Excuse me,” says a voice behind me. I 
quickly wipe away tears. 

I turn and stare at a girl with sun-
kissed skin in a red bathing suit. She 
smiles at me, and her smile feels like a re-
freshing spray.

“I’m Lisa,” she says, cheerfully. “It re-
ally sucks that you got pushed.” I adjust 
my bag strap and look at my feet. I feel 

the tears about to well 
up in my eyes again. How 
could Marcy do that?

“Do you want to sit 
with me?” she asks. 

What I really want is to 
go home and lie down in the 
clean sheets and forget about 

today. “Sure,” I say, smiling as kindly as I 
can. “I’m Mia.” She sucks in a breath of 
air and then gives me a small smile. 

“Follow me,” she says, before leading 
me off. Together, we brush past the dry 
hedges and go behind the locker rooms. 
You get a perfect view of the high dive. 
Queen Marcy is right back up there. We 
reach a fountain, and I can’t help but no-
tice the sunset reflecting on its calming 
surface. It’s filled with pleasant round 
pebbles that remind me of sea glass. It’s 
a special place.

I take a seat at its base and face the 
hedges. How I wish I could ignore the 
kids jumping off the diving board with 
ease. I stare longingly at them. Why is it 
so easy for them? I wonder. I imagine how 
weird I must’ve looked falling, flailing, 
and screaming from the diving board. I 
want to cry all over again, but I just sigh.

Lisa lies next to me, her curly hair 
stretching across the cold cement. 
Unlike me, she’s staring up at the sky, her 

I’m done with Marcy  

but I’m not done with 

that diving board.
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eyes butter-soft. My muscles begin to un-
clench, and I listen to the trickling water.

I turn to her and say, “I want to be able 
to jump off the high dive just like every-
body else.” Lisa turns and stares at me. 
I push a soggy strand of hair behind my 
ear. 

“I know. You’ll do it someday” she 
says, giving me that ocean-spray smile. 

“Have you ever felt that way?” I ask. “I 
mean… about anything?”

Even though I’m being very awk-
ward, she just closes her eyes and sighs. 
“I moved here at the beginning of sum-
mer. My mom wanted me to go to this 
pool, so I came. I watched everyone 
buy frozen lemonades together and take 
selfies. I was always alone, sitting in my 
chair, with a melting lemonade and a 
camera with no memories. I never had 
the courage to ask somebody to hang 

out with me, but then, I finally did.” Her 
eyes sparkle as she turns to me. “I found 
this place a few weeks ago. I call it The 
Golden Fountain. It looks like it’s come 
straight out of a fairy tale, right?”

“Yeah, it does,” I smile.
I’m done with Marcy but I’m not done 

with that diving board. I will conquer it. 
We watch the sun sink and stars slow-

ly sprinkle across the sky. Lisa tells me 
about her brothers and her dog. I tell her 
about my favorite restaurant and school. 
Lisa is the only girl I’ve ever seen at the 
pool who doesn’t go to my school, and 
I’ve never seen her until now.

As I walk home, a new swing in my 
step, I remember what Lisa said to me.

“Lisa, I’m going to jump off the high 
dive, OK?” I said. 

“I have no doubt,” she said, and 
squeezed my hand.� r
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I noticed that her eyes were almost exactly the shade of the ocean
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Angelica Devers, 13
Kapolei, Hawaii

Hannah Awbrey, 12
Reedley, California

The Songs of Green Waters
By Hannah Awbrey
Illustrated by Angelica Devers

We call you, songs of life serene,
You dive, our beauty never seen
Until you’re trapped in worlds of green.
To land you won’t return.
For beauty won’t your life you trade
And join us in a brief parade?
The countless lives we’ve took and played
All men for beauty yearn.
So join us, hear our siren song
Your lifetime left you’ll come along
Until no more for breath you long
So turn, green waters, turn.
O gentle waters turn.

– Ariella Pearl

There was a conversation going on at the mo-
ment, but I wasn’t paying any attention to it. I 
added in a “cool” once in a while, but my mind was 

far away from my cousins’ small talk. I stood, clad in a damp 
T-shirt and swim trunks, on the wet sand of the beach, the 
ends of waves lapping at my bare feet.

My two cousins, Kyle and Mark, stood by me in similar 
beach garb, involved in a conversation that included various 
and frequent interjections of “dude,” “man,” and “bro.” For 
Mark and Kyle, this was the height of the Californian beach 
experience: looking cool, wearing overpriced sunglasses, and 
exclaiming over bikini-clad, blond-haired, sun-tanning teen 
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girls. I was uncomfortably bored with 
their so far fifteen-minute-long con-
versation about a certain exceptionally 
“hot” bikini-wearer. I wanted to be deep 
out under the ocean, my new goggles 
strapped over my face, with a clear view 
of the green, underwater world. But 
Mark and Kyle would have none of that, 
especially the goggles, 
which they said made me 
look like a dorky robot.

“Jarren!” I broke my 
gaze from the ocean ho-
rizon at the sound of my 
name.

“What?” I turned to 
Kyle, trying to pretend that I had been 
interested in what he was saying.

Kyle groaned. “I said, ‘Jarren, check 
out that…’” But, even though it was no 
doubt some girl, I never got a chance to 
hear exactly what I should check out. 
A skinny, pale-skinned girl on a boogie 
board, with dark, stringy hair and a sea-
green one-piece bathing suit, was ejected 
from the ocean with the waves, whoop-
ing and cheering as she shot right into 
Kyle, knocking his legs out from under 
him.

“Oh!” The girl jumped to her bare 
feet and flung her dark, stringy hair over 
her shoulder, revealing a face clouded 
with freckles. “I’m so sorry!” She took 
Kyle’s hand and yanked him to his feet 
with a surprising amount of strength 
in her skinny arm. “Are you OK?” She 
peered into my cousin’s face. “There’s no 
way to steer on these things, you know. 
Someone should invent boogie boards 

that steer, don’t you think?” Her voice 
came out in a lively, enthusiastic burst 
that made me wonder whether she took 
the time to inhale at all.

“No problem,” Kyle said quickly and 
shakily, stealing a glance at Mark. All 
three of us turned away from the girl, ex-
pecting her to rush sheepishly back into 

the ocean. Kyle and Mark 
returned to their conver-
sation and I, imagining 
the quiet peace I could 
have beneath the ocean, 
looked towards the sea—
and found myself face-
to-face with a freckled, 

dark-haired girl: the kid with the boogie 
board had never left.

“Oh!” I took a leap back. “Er… um… 
are you OK…?” Oddly, to my surprise, I 
noticed that her eyes were almost exactly 
the shade of the ocean.

“Yeah,” she said perkily, looking un-
fazed. “My name’s Rosie.” She stuck her 
hand towards me.

“Um…” I looked over to Kyle and 
Mark for help, but they’d abandoned me 
and moved on to another conversation 
on their own. The girl, Rosie, reached 
down and grabbed my hand, giving it a 
firm shake.

“I- I’m Jarren…” I stuttered, not want-
ing to hurt the kid’s feelings but longing 
to leave the awkward situation.

“Nice to meet you, Jarren.” Rosie kept 
her grip tight on my hand. “Come on, 
you aren’t really interested in what those 
guys are saying anyway. Why don’t you 
come and swim with me?” She gave my 

It was so easy  

to recognize you  

as a kindred spirit.
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hand a hard tug.
“Listen, kid, I can’t…”
“Who’re you calling kid?” With her 

freckled face screwed up in anger, she 
could have been a laughable sight, but I, 
a head taller than her and much heavier, 
was strangely frightened. “I’m thirteen 
years old,” she said proudly. “How old are 
you, anyway?”

My face flushed, an annoying attribute 
that popped up at the most embarrass-
ing times. “Th-thirteen,” I stammered. 
Rosie humphed triumphantly.

It was hard to believe this scrawny 
little imp was my age; she was a full head 
shorter than me and looked unhealth-
ily skinny, like someone who had been 
starved or underfed. Her swimsuit hung 
as loosely on her tiny frame as someone’s 
baggy jeans might.

“Just come on, OK?” she said to me, 
never loosening her grip on my hand. 
“We don’t have to go swimming. Don’t 
you like books? I’ll show you a really 
great book.”

I completely froze in my tracks with 
enough force to make Rosie’s fingers un-
tangle themselves from mine. Suddenly, 
I was shaken deeply. I did like books, but 
how did she know? How did she know 
that I would have rather been enclosed 
in a solitary garden or forest, living in-
credible adventures through written 
words, than here, looking cool on the 
beach? She could have been a good judge 
of character who randomly popped out 
of the ocean. Or, she could have been 
something more than that, something 
abnormal, something fantastical like 

you’d find in a story…
“Jarren?” Rosie turned toward me.
I hesitated a moment. “Yeah… yeah, 

coming.” Then, somehow finding my 
hand back in Rosie’s, I followed the tiny 
sprite of a girl beyond the sands of the 
beach.

Why do I need to see this book 
so badly, anyway?” I was squat-

ting in a sparsely furnished room, won-
dering why I ever followed this little 
stranger to her tiny, cheap-looking apart-
ment. I wasn’t worried that I was in any 
danger—Rosie was such a weak-looking, 
skinny thing—but I shivered with dread 
when I thought of Mark and Kyle finding 
me missing, probably alerting my par-
ents. Before I had decided to try to be 
cool like my cousins, I had many a time 
wandered off into forests and fairylands 
and gotten separated from the group. 
A sickening feeling came over me when 
I thought of my father’s face, once he 
found out I had followed a stranger to 
her house.

“This book is my single most prized 
possession,” Rosie announced, pulling 
an ancient-looking, leather-bound vol-
ume from a wrinkled trash bag. With its 
thick, uneven-edged pages, old, dusty 
appearance, and strange, fish-like sym-
bol on the cover, this was exactly the 
kind of book you might find magic in. 
“Of course,” Rosie continued, hardly 
seeming to stop to take a breath, “that’s 
not much to say, considering the small 
amount of possessions I actually own.”

She opened up the trash bag to reveal 

“
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a tiny jumble of items. They consisted 
of no more than a few T-shirts, a single 
pair of shorts, and a worn-out pair of ten-
nis shoes that looked two sizes too small 
for even Rosie’s tiny feet. The magical-
looking, leather-bound tome that Rosie 
held seemed to be the only book she pos-
sessed.

“All my belongings have to fit into 
this bag for when I move to a new foster 
home. I’ve been in three different homes 
this year alone. Can you believe it?” 
Rosie grinned at me.

“Um… uh…” I couldn’t believe it, and 
I thought it was awful, but I didn’t know 
how to respond. My skin crawled with 
discomfort. I’d always felt uncomfort-
able around people who had suffered 
great hardships, thinking myself awful 
for not having gone through the things 
they had. Fortunately, Rosie didn’t read 
much into my silence. It took her a split 
second to get back to talking.

“In fact,” she continued in a lively, ani-
mated voice, “I’m supposed to move to a 
new home tomorrow. That’s why it’s so 
urgent we look at the book right now, so 
that I don’t have to move away from the 
beach.”

“Um… uh-huh,” I feebly grunted, 
growing more uneasy by the second.

Rosie blew a film of dust off the book’s 
cover. “It’s not actually this dusty,” she 
explained. “I read it so often that there’s 
no way it could be. But the dust makes it 
look so ancient and magical, so I roll it 
around in the sand quite often. It makes 
it look so lovely, doesn’t it?” I had to 
admit, the particles of dust poofing off of 

the cover gave a dramatic effect.
“This book,” Rosie said, cracking 

open the spine to a yellowing page that 
displayed an ink drawing of the ocean, 
“belonged to my mother. In fact, she 
wrote it herself.” She pointed to a signa-
ture scrawled in the corner, a name hand-
written in black ink that read Ariella 
Pearl. “That’s my mother’s name.” For 
once, Rosie was silent. I stewed in heavy, 
awkward air until she took a breath and, 
fortunately, started up again.

“Do you like mermaids, Jarren?” she 
inquired, her eyes sparkling like the 
ocean. “Not the purple-and-pink, red-
haired kind, but, you know, real mer-
maids? Sirens who lure sailors off their 
ships to drown them?”

“Um, yeah. I guess they’re OK,” I said 
uncomfortably. “Besides the, you know, 
killing people part.”

“Those sirens—that’s what my mom’s 
book is about.” As she leafed through the 
pages, ink-drawn images of beautiful and 
eerie girls with fishtails instead of legs 
flipped before me.

“Interesting,” I said, preoccupied. 
I nervously glanced towards the door, 
wondering when I’d be able to escape 
this girl and her crazy book.

“Do you want to know why I’m in 
foster care, Jarren?” Rosie looked at me, 
making uncomfortable eye contact.

“That’s OK.” I got to my feet, inching 
towards the door. “I wouldn’t want to in-
trude.”

She grabbed my hand and gave me a 
stony stare. Holding the mermaid book 
in the crook of one arm, she read from 
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one of its pages.
“ ‘If a human woman or girl wishes to be-

come a siren, there are three steps she must 
complete. First, she must go out to sea in a 
sailor’s vessel and dive head first into the 
water at midnight exactly. Then, she must 
sing her greeting to the sirens below. And fi-
nally, to prove her heart and worth, she must 
bestow upon the leaders a gift of…’ um…” 
Rosie slammed the book shut… “of 
something special, basically.”

I stared at her for a second, my jaw 
swinging on its hinge.

“Don’t you get it, Jarren?” She tucked 
the book under her arm. “My mother! 
That’s why I’m living as an orphan. And 
my father, he…” she trailed off, on her 
face the look of one who had just be-
trayed an important secret. “Well, he’s 
dead. But my mom, she left me this 
book. She wants me to become a siren 
and live with her. And I’m going to do it 
tonight, because I’ve finally got the spe-
cial gift! Will you help me, Jarren?”

I stood, dumbstruck, for a moment. 
Rosie was insane—understandably so, 
having lost her parents, but still insane. 
And I was insane for the part in the back 
of my mind that wanted, unexplainably, 
to believe her and help her turn into this 
nonexistent creature she thought her 
mother had become.

“Rosie,” I said finally, “I know los-
ing your parents must have been hard. 
And I know believing that your mother 
is a… a mermaid helps with that pain. 
But Rosie… it’s insane!” I burst out. 
“Mermaids, magic spells—none of it 
is real! This book is a work of fiction!” 

I grabbed the book from Rosie, who 
yanked it back with unbelievable force.

As I made my way out the door, 
Rosie’s blue eyes haunted me. She called 
desperately as I left, “Please, Jarren. I 
need you! Meet me on the beach at half-
till-midnight tonight. Please!”

Her eyes flashed in my mind as I 
slammed the door.

I am insane. I am completely insane.”
“No, Jarren. This means you are 

sane, that you still believe.” Rosie smiled 
a crooked-toothed, charming grin my 
way.

We were sitting side-by-side in a 
rowboat we had “borrowed,” the ocean 
turning my face green from seasickness. 
What in the world was wrong with me? 
I was on a stolen boat with a stranger 
at close to midnight, risking getting in 
even bigger trouble than earlier that day, 
when my parents had found out that I’d 
followed Rosie into her house. I didn’t 
know why I’d decided to come out here 
to meet Rosie; I didn’t want to be here. 
I could hardly remember escaping the 
hotel room once Mark, Kyle, and my par-
ents were asleep, but somehow I knew 
there was no other choice but to meet 
Rosie, just as she’d wanted me to.

“It’s nearly midnight now.” Rosie 
glanced at her wristwatch. “Soon we’ll be 
seeing the sirens.”

“Right.” Even though I had mostly 
come to terms with the fact that I was 
helping Rosie on her wild quest, I still 
wasn’t sure whether or not I should be-
lieve in her mermaids. Part of me found 

“
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it so natural to believe, but another part 
saw it as completely absurd. “Um… so 
what exactly will the mermaids look 
like?” I asked.

“Well, it’ll be different for each of us,” 
she said. “I’ll see them in their true form, 
with turquoise-y skin and dark green 
hair.”

“Oh,” I said, mildly shocked. The 
image of a Disney’s Little-Mermaid-like 
maiden disappeared from my mind.

“But for you,” Rosie continued, “and 
for almost all boys, actually, you can’t see 
the true form. The sirens appear as the 
human girl you’re most attracted to.”

My face blushed red.
“But don’t worry.” She grinned. “I 

won’t be able to see what it looks like, re-
member?”

“Right.” I chuckled nervously.
Rosie peered over the edge of the row-

boat. “I shouldn’t dive in and call for the 
sirens till midnight, but maybe I should 
dip down there now to check for obsta-
cles. You know, sharks and stuff.”

I shuddered. “Seriously? You had to 
bring that up?”

“I’ll be right back.” She grinned and 
shed her shorts and T-shirt to reveal the 
same damp, baggy swimsuit she’d worn 
the day before. Her dark hair tied into 
a ponytail, she plugged her nose and 
plunged, feet-first, into the ocean.

Without Rosie, the rowboat was lone-
ly and frightening. The ocean rocked the 
boat slowly and sickeningly, the stars 
glinting evilly on the ocean’s surface. I 
glanced at Rosie’s watch, which she’d 
left on the rowboat’s seat. It read 11:55; 

Rosie would need to be back soon if not 
to miss midnight. I shivered in the cool 
night breeze, wanting only to see Rosie’s 
dark-haired head popping up from the 
water. A splashing noise a ways off drew 
my attention.

“Rosie?” I leapt to my feet, the boat 
splashing underneath me. An eerie, 
beautiful song suddenly seemed to seep 
from the water, but I paid no atten-
tion, because Rosie’s head had appeared 
where I had heard the splash. “Rosie?” I 
called again.

The person was Rosie, no doubt, but 
her black hair was sleek and completely 
dry. Her eyes sparkled blue-green as al-
ways, but her lips had not before had 
that bright red hue.

“Rosie…?” I called again, this time 
more warily. Her bright red mouth 
opened, and a hypnotizing song came to-
ward me. The song’s beauty was beyond 
anything else, and so was she. “Rosie…” 
I mumbled, my lips feeling thick and 
clumsy. Nothing else mattered anymore, 
except Rosie and her song. A glistening 
fish tail emerged from the water; it was 
attached to her torso but I didn’t care; it 
only enhanced her beauty.

“Jarren?”
I blinked and shuddered, looking 

down to find myself balanced on the 
boat’s helm, poised to jump. “What…?” I 
mumbled.

“What are you doing?” The voice, 
the same one that had called my name, 
came from Rosie, tail-less, heaving her-
self onto the rowboat. Her drenched 
hair hung stringily in her face, and her 
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The song’s beauty was beyond anything else, and so was she
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lips were a chilled purple, not the siren-
Rosie’s shade of bright red. I looked out 
over the horizon to see a tail disappear-
ing beneath the waves.

“You were about to jump! Thank 
goodness I was here, don’t you think?” 
She wrapped a beach towel around her 
shivering shoulders. “You must have seen 
a siren, then. Don’t worry. 
You don’t have to tell me 
who she looked like.” She 
placed a wet hand on my 
shoulder, and my chest 
gave an odd flutter. How 
could Rosie be the human 
girl I was most attracted 
to, the one the siren chose to take the 
form of?

Rosie grabbed her watch from the 
seat. “11:59! Come here, Jarren, it’s al-
most time to go!”

Now, suddenly self-conscious, I pulled 
off my T-shirt and kicked away my flip-
flops. Rosie seized my hand, as was her 
custom, and pulled me onto the edge of 
the boat. She focused, unblinkingly, on 
the watch, its little shiny numbers re-
flecting in her eyes, and stood unnatu-
rally still. I stared too, fidgeting a little 
more than her, until, with a barely audi-
ble click the numbers changed to 12:00. 
Before their transformation was even 
complete, Rosie had flung the watch 
aside and disappeared head-first with 
a swan dive into the ocean. Clumsily, I 
splashed in after her.

Being beneath the ocean made me 
wish I had brought along my “dorky 
robot” goggles. I opened my eyes to get 

a blurry view of the space around me, 
but salt stung my eyes. The underwa-
ter world, which was usually silent and 
peaceful, was alive tonight with a creepy, 
alluring song. A few inches away from 
me, bubbles flew from Rosie’s mouth 
as she sang a greeting to the sirens. In 
my blurry, water-clouded sight, with 

her hair spinning grace-
fully around her, she 
could have been a siren 
as far as beauty goes. She 
also didn’t seem to need 
to breathe, which was 
my problem. My heart 
pounded in my chest and 

my lungs seemed to beat against my rib 
cage as I struggled to survive the lack of 
air.

Then, suddenly, I found myself gasp-
ing in saltwater from surprise. A pale 
white hand reached up from the ocean 
depths, and a siren, identical to Rosie, 
seized my ankle. I tried to scream but 
only breathed in more water. Every time 
I coughed, more ocean invaded my lungs. 
The siren was pulling me into a deeper, 
darker, noticeably colder depth of the 
sea. Where was the real Rosie, and why 
wasn’t she trying to help? Had she al-
ready made her transformation into one 
of these awful, murderous creatures?

Then, suddenly, a hand slipped into 
mine: never before had I been so glad 
that Rosie had such a strong grip. My 
blurring, clouded vision could perceive 
her freckled face above mine, ripping 
me away from the siren. We rocketed 
towards the surface of the ocean, Rosie 

I finally found her,  

and she was ready  

for me to come home.
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pulling me along, with sirens’ songs and 
smooth fingers brushing against my feet. 
A large part of me wanted to stay down 
there with the sirens, sacrificing my life 
for a little of their beauty and music, but 
I didn’t fight against Rosie’s power. After 
what seemed like a lifetime, we broke 
through the water’s surface, and Rosie 
heaved me into our rowboat. I sputtered 
and coughed a good amount of seawater 
onto its floor.

When I was finally able to speak, I 
turned to Rosie. I was alarmed to see 
that her face was red and tear-stained. 
“Why did they do that?” I said in a raspy 
voice. “They tried to kill me!” Then, 
looking her over, I saw her feet and toes. 
“You’re not one of them. You didn’t give 
them whatever that ‘special gift’ was! Oh, 
thank goodness!” I grinned, but caught 
myself. “But… your mother…”

Rosie took in a raspy breath and 
sniffed. “Jarren?” she said, sounding 
more timid and shy than I’d ever heard 
her. “I need to tell you something. Those 
sirens, they kill people, you know. More 
precisely, they eat them. Their food con-
sists of male humans. That’s why they 
like to lure the men off of ships, so that 
they can eat them.”

“Ohhh…” I muttered, not knowing 
what to say as tears cascaded down her 
face. She sniffed hard and spoke again.

“But there’s something else you don’t 
know!” she choked out miserably. “The 
gift that a girl has to give to become one 
of them—it’s a male human! You have to 
give them a boy they can eat, and then 
they’ll use their magic to make you one 

of them! That’s the gift to prove ‘heart 
and worth’!” She broke into sobs. “When 
I saw you, it was so easy to recognize you 
as a kindred spirit. You loved to read; you 
desperately wanted to believe in magic. 
You were the perfect one to trick into 
coming. You were the perfect gift.”

“So…” I shuddered. “So I was the gift. 
They were going to… eat me.” Rosie 
managed to nod her head. “But you saved 
me! You saved me before they could eat 
me, and they didn’t get their gift! That’s 
why you’re not one of them.” Somehow, I 
couldn’t be angry at the girl who had just 
nearly led me to my death. All I wanted 
to do was console her and stop her heart-
wrenching sobs. 

“My mother,” she said softly, wiping 
tears from her face with wrinkly, wet 
fingers. “I saw her down there. My fa-
ther, he was her gift to the sirens. It was 
shortly after I was born. She wrote a 
message to me in the back of the book, 
telling me about giving my father as the 
gift and turning herself into a mermaid. 
She was the one who grabbed your ankle. 
When she saw me—recognized me—she 
looked so… so happy! My mama, I finally 
found her, and she was ready for me to 
come home. But I left her there. I left 
her there!”

“Rosie,” I said, grabbing her firmly by 
the shoulders. “Your mother loves you. 
But you should not—cannot—join her. 
You’re different than she is. She mur-
dered your father, Rosie, and left you an 
orphan. But you’re so much better—you 
couldn’t even manage to kill me, a strang-
er. She loves you, Rosie, and you love her, 
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but you can’t be together. She’s not de-
serving of you. And you’re too good to 
become a monster like she is.”

Rosie’s head dropped onto my shoul-
der, sobbing and shaking. Silently, with 
as much strength as Rosie had when she 
pulled me from her mother’s claws, I 
paddled the small boat back to shore. 
My shoulder was clammy and soaked 
with Rosie’s tears, and I would treasure 
that feeling forever. When we reached 
the sand, I dragged the rowboat back to 
its ignorant owner’s dock, and Rosie col-
lapsed into a heap on the sand. When I 
came back, her tears were dried, and she 
stood unsteadily on her feet. She took 
me softly by the hand.

“Rosie?” I said nervously, relieved that 
she was looking more like her strong self. 
“When I saw the sirens… they looked 
like you.”

Rosie threw her skinny arms around 
my chest, and I could feel the bony joints 
of her shoulders as I wrapped mine gen-
tly around her neck. Her lips were soft 

and cold as she kissed my shoulder.
“Have a good trip to your new foster 

home tomorrow,” I said, choking on the 
words.

“You have a good trip too. To wher-
ever you go next.” She released me and 
took ahold of my hand, leading me off 
the beach and silently letting me go as we 
got to the road where our ways parted.

As I walked alone and barefoot on 
the side of the road, I thought of faces 
clouded with freckles, ocean-colored 
eyes, raven black hair, evilly glistening 
mermaid tails, and the feeling of freez-
ing lips and salty tears on my shoulder. 
From where I stood, a strip of the sea 
was barely visible. As I looked out over 
it, I thought I could see a glint of a siren’s 
tail, but I didn’t care. I thought of Rosie 
rocketing into my cousin and tears slid 
down my cheeks. Oddly, a verse of po-
etry that I thought I had long forgotten 
drifted in to mind. 

So turn, green waters, turn.
O gentle waters, turn.� r
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Ellanora Lerner, 13
New London, Connecticut

Tracks
By Ellanora Lerner

I go to the tracks to think,
The ties go on for miles.
They let me see the world,
They remind me how small I am.

The bushes creep into the dirt in the cracks,
Even in synthetic structures there is nature.
They have sat here long enough to be ruins,
And trellises for invasive vines.
But they were once signs of progress,
Human civilization creeping over unclaimed lands.

I go to the tracks to think,
There’s a rock a few yards off.
It’s big enough to sit on,
So I sit and watch.
Most remnants of the tracks’ glory days are gone,
But I can feel the rush of the wind as the trains hurtle past.
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Christian Rice, 13
Quakertown, Pennsylvania

Book Review
By Christian Rice

Swim That Rock, by John Rocco and Jay Primiano; 
Candlewick Press: Somerville, Massachusetts, 
2014; $16.99

If you want a book with daring adventures and even pi- 
 rates (gasp), then Swim That Rock, by John Rocco and  
 Jay Primiano, would be the perfect book for you to cozy 

up on the couch with. The book zooms in on Jake Cole, whose 
life is about to change drastically. After his father’s disappear-
ance/assumed death, Jake walks out of his house with a mo-
tive—a knife with his father’s initials was left in his gate, and 
he must find the person who left it. He runs into this man, who 
gives him only the name Captain. Captain is wearing “rubber 
boots, worn jeans, and a red flannel shirt… (with) black hair… 
matted across his forehead.” He leads Jake on a semi-legal jour-
ney, which earns Jake 300 dollars. But this is just the beginning. 
Jake and his mother, along with their friends Gene, Tommy, and 
Darcy, must earn 10,000 dollars in one month or lose their res-
taurant and move to Arizona—which is most certainly not on 
Jake’s to-do list. Either by quahogging or by the Captain’s meth-
ods, Jake knows he must save his restaurant.

One of the best parts of the book, in my opinion, is when 
Jake almost injures himself to save someone’s equipment—a 
person whom, chances are, he will never see again. When this 
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guy, Paul, drops his brand-new equipment into the water, he 
immediately and dejectedly gives up. Seeing this, Jake jumps 
into the water to help Paul retrieve his equipment, almost kill-
ing himself after getting tangled in an anchor line. When Jake 
retrieves the equipment and gives it to Paul, Paul offers him 
money, which Jake refuses. Although it may seem kind of weird, 
as I am a thirteen-year-old, I have done the same thing. While 
shoveling my driveway, I watched my neighbor struggling to 
shovel her driveway across the road. I felt a pang of pity and 
went over to assist her. She pulled out her wallet, and I told her 
that I wouldn’t take it from her because people had shoveled 
my driveway for me, so I was just paying it forward.

I cried while reading about Mary, the homeless woman. She 
had lived on the beach for seven years. Once she saw Jake on 
the beach she called home. She gave him a quarter and told 
him to call his mother. He originally said he couldn’t take her 
money, but she forced him to. He turned around to thank her, 
but she was gone. I couldn’t take it—it reminded me of the 
story in the Bible where the poor woman who gave a little but 
gave it all truly gave more than the people who gave a lot but 
had so much more.

After reading this book, I couldn’t help but wonder if there 
are people throughout the world who are in hard situations like 
Jake. I know there are, and I hope everything works out for 
them—short term and long term.

This book would be perfect for anyone from the ages of 
eleven to fifteen. I feel that anyone who hunts/fishes regu-
larly would have an easier time understanding this book—still, 
though, it is good for anyone who likes strong protagonists who 
do not shrink in times of danger.� r
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I never knew how small the fountain could look
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Matthew Lei, 11
Portland, Oregon

Hannah Mayerfield, 10
Scarsdale, New York

Rainbows in the Sun
By Hannah Mayerfield
Illustrated by Matthew Lei

Water trickled from in between the cracks 
of the fountain, the sun glinting off its surface 
as it set, going drip… drip… drip… I watched 

the water splatter into my palm. I never knew how small the 
fountain could look. I used to be smaller than a soda can, 
with wings and bright blue feathers. I used to drink from 
this. I used to fly about the lakes, flip about the treetops and 
see rainbows in the sun. I wouldn’t think of eating anything 
other than birdseed. I never saw the world as the big, fast, 
killing predator. Just the innocent prey. But then… the bul-
let… a flash of light… then darkness… and I was back. Just… 
not as a little blue jay. I had become akin to the one who 
killed me, ate poultry and fish and hamburgers and cheese 
sandwiches… But normal people don’t remember being 
killed… or their lives before. They only remember their cur-
rent life. I stared at the water in the fountain… I could not 
see the rainbows in the sun. Only the darkening sky. I can’t 
see anymore. And… a warm glow spread across the water 
as the moon hit it. I can see again. The woods loom large 
around me, their shadow and mystery curling around me, 
holding me close, hugging me tight. I hear my former preda-
tors, the night owls, hooting and flapping their wings like I 
wish I could. I hear the rustling of leaves, feel the light of the 
moon on my face, and the ground beneath my feet. Maybe 
tomorrow, I will also feel the wind beneath my wings.� r
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Edie Patterson, 10
Lawrence, Kansas

Topanga Canyon
By Edie Patterson

Two white cars pass each other on the highway,
One maneuvers easily around a red barn, 

through a twist in the highway,  
and towards the seashore’s fogbanks,

Pulling up the canyon side, the other passes  
under the shady brambles of a glen, 

And its destination, far from sight,  
twinkles reflected only in its seeker’s eye.

Now the first car is only a speck on the horizon;  
the ocean is far from me but not from it,

Going fast, the second car enters the woods’ splintered  
sunlight, unseen to my eye,  
gone like the nighttime stars,

And as the morning star fades, I recall how soon  
I will have to get in my car and leave this paradise.
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Coyotes, far on the other side of the canyon, howl; 
can they feel the loneliness in the air, too?

A finch hops onto an ancient locust tree’s limb,  
its feathers creating a halo of sunlight and joy,

Not a care in the world, the finch lifts off,  
its sequined shard of light following it wherever it goes,

Yammering, higher on the cliff; our neighbors’ chickens awake 
to the already bright sky.

On the cliff, I sit; I can see the Pacific before me, like a mirage,  
moving away through my car window…

Now my dream vanishes: I am still here, 
still sitting in this wondrous place,  
but for how long, I cannot say.
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Hannah Mark, 13
Hardin, Montana

Savannah Ugo, 12
Toronto, Ontario, Canada

Growing Season
By Hannah Mark
Illustrated by Savannah Ugo

Ryan, honey, guess what?” Mom bounced into  
  the room, a cheerful smile on her face. “Grandpa  
  just called. He is delighted to have some extra help 

on the farm this summer!”
Oh no! Ryan thought, dragging his eyes away from his tab-

let. He pulled off his headphones. 
“But, Mom! We’re going to Disneyland this year!”
Mom’s brow wrinkled. “Oh, honey, we can’t quite afford 

Disneyland this year. I’m sorry. I know you want to go. But 
Grandpa needs your help, and besides, a real-life experience 
is far more precious than Disneyland could ever be.”

Her smile was back. 
Ryan groaned and went back to his game. Maybe this was 

all just a crazy dream.
But it wasn’t. Two weeks later he found himself hugging 

Mom goodbye and boarding a plane for middle-of-nowhere 
Montana.

Grandpa picked him up at the tiny airport in a beat-up 
white pickup, hardly visible under layers of dust.

“Hi, Ryan,” Grandpa greeted him. 
“Hi, Grandpa.”
Suddenly, a furry mass catapulted out of the car and tack-

led Ryan, covering him with kisses. Grandpa chuckled. 
“That’s Bolt. I think she likes you already.” Understatement 
of the century, Ryan thought as he heaved the dog off of him. 

Grandpa lifted first Ryan, then his suitcase into the truck. 
“So, you excited to work on a farm?”

“
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Ryan didn’t bother to remove his 
headphones. “No,” he mumbled under 
his breath.

After a good hour of driving along 
mostly unpaved roads, the pair reached 
Grandpa’s small farm. There was a little 
house surrounded by pine and cotton-
wood trees. To the left of that was the 
animal barn where the goat, Sukie, and 
the ten chickens lived. Behind the house 
was a blooming garden where Grandpa 
grew his vegetables. 

It sure didn’t look like much. Ryan 
scanned the roof, searching for a satellite 
dish—nothing. This house didn’t even 

have TV. Ryan slowly climbed out of the 
truck. Grandpa whistled as they walked 
to the front door. He flung the door 
open wide. “It ain’t much, but it’s home! 
Ryan, your room is upstairs. Can you find 
it OK?”

“I guess.” Ryan could hardly remem-
ber his last visit here, but the stairs 
were right next to the front door. He 
trudged up them, opening the first door 
he found. It was a tiny, plain bedroom. 
Ryan deposited his suitcase on the floor 
and surveyed his surroundings. In the 
corner of the room was a large window. 
He glanced out. A lush, emerald field 

“It ain’t much, but it’s home!”
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stretched to the edges of the boundless 
sky. On the very edge of the horizon, a 
faint blue smudge of mountains was vis-
ible. 

Bored, Ryan shifted away from the 
window and flopped on the bed. He 
switched on his tablet, tapped his fa-
vorite game, and waited for it to load. 
The moment was ruined, however, by 
Grandpa’s call up the stairs. 

“Ryan, you settled in? C’mon down, 
we got some work to do.”

Grumbling, he thumped downstairs, 
trailing headphones. 

“There you are.” Spotting Ryan’s 
tablet, Grandpa held out a hand, face 
creased with an odd expression. 

“Why don’t I keep that safe for you? I 
don’t hold much with these newfangled 
electronics. Besides, we’ll be so busy this 
summer you won’t have any time for it.”

Ryan’s mouth fell open a little and he 
stared at the outstretched hand. 

“But, Grandpa!”
“No ‘buts’ about it.” Grandpa’s eyes 

twinkled.
A shocked Ryan slowly handed over 

his prized possession. First I had to come 
to this stupid farm to work all summer. Now 
this! It was inhumane. 

“All right. First thing, we got to change 
the irrigation.”

So Ryan, clad in tall rubber boots and 
armed with a shovel, walked out into the 
field with Grandpa. Bolt trotted happily 
along, and while the two shoveled mud 
and changed the canvas dam’s position to 
redirect the water flow, she hunted mice 
in the grass.

Then Ryan fed the flock of chickens. 
They gathered around his feet in a fog 
of feathers. After that Grandpa cooked 
supper and Ryan had to wash the dishes. 
He finally fell into bed, exhausted to the 
bone, or so he told himself. 

When Ryan opened his eyes, Grandpa 
was shaking him. 

“Wake up, son! Time to milk!”
It took Ryan a moment to register his 

surroundings. And then he groaned what 
he imagined to be a groan of long suffer-
ing. Really, he just sounded pathetic. 

“Get dressed and meet me at the 
barn.” Grandpa clomped down the stairs 
but Bolt jumped on Ryan, refusing to 
let him fall back to sleep. She wagged 
her tail fiercely and gave an exuberant 
bark as he pulled himself out of bed. He 
yawned and glanced at the clock. What is 
this unimaginable hour? Good grief ! No one 
should be forced to rise before the birds!!! But 
he yanked on his clothes and wandered 
out to the barn. 

Grandpa was in the barn, sitting on 
the milking stanchion (a sort of table) 
with Sukie on top. There were two slats 
which held the goat’s head in place and 
a box for her to eat out of. Milk was 
streaming from her teats into a bucket 
with clear regularity. Grandpa glanced 
up from his work and saw Ryan, who was 
standing uncertainly in the corner. 

“You come try,” he commanded. 
“Hold the teat like this, pinch it off, 
and squeeze the milk down.” He guided 
Ryan’s hands through the motions. Ryan 
was clumsy. By accident, he squirted his 
shirt with milk and the sticky warm felt 
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queer against his skin. 
After the milk was strained and put 

away, the irrigation had to be changed 
again. So Grandpa moved the canvas 
dam and Ryan shoveled the wet dirt into 
mounds, while Bolt hunted. 

When they finally got to eat some 
bacon, eggs, and toast, Ryan’s thoughts 
kept straying to his tablet 
and all the great games 
and things he was miss-
ing out on. Maybe, just 
maybe, he could convince 
Grandpa to let him have 
it back again.

Hey, Grandpa! Can I 
have my tablet back? I just 
want to beat this one level… Even in his 
head, the words sounded stupid.

After breakfast, Grandpa showed his 
grandson how to weed the garden. “See 
here, Ryan, just pull gently on the base of 
this weed. See? It comes right out. Now 
here’s an onion. Let it be. But this one’s 
a weed! I want to see you pull it out… 
Good!” 

Despite Grandpa’s instructions, Ryan 
still pulled up a few onions. Guiltily, 
he patted them back into the soil and 
hoped his grandpa wouldn’t notice. 

By lunch he was longing for a break. 
He despaired of the long hours of toil 
that stretched before him. He deserved 
a rest! Hadn’t he been working hard all 
morning?! 

He sat sullenly down to his soup. 
Finally he could not hold the question 
in any longer. It burst out of him like 
an angry bull. “How can you stand it? 

Working all day long with no rest and 
then waking up and doing the same thing 
the next day?”

Grandpa paused in the middle of 
buttering his bread. He looked Ryan 
squarely in the eye. “Who says work isn’t 
fun? I work hard because I enjoy work-
ing. Working makes me feel young,” he 

said simply. “When we 
weed the garden we earn 
healthy strong plants and 
good food to eat. We ir-
rigate the fields to get 
nutritious hay for the ani-
mals. You only reap what 
you sow, Ryan.” 

“Well, I don’t care! I 
only came here ’cause Mom made me! I 
hate work! I hate this farm!” As soon as 
the words were out of his mouth Ryan 
knew they weren’t true. He wished he 
could hide. Grandpa’s face was drawn, his 
brow wrinkled. He looked like an old, old 
man. Abruptly, he pushed back his chair 
and stood up. When he spoke his tone 
was level with no hint of anger. 

“Ryan, there’s something I’ve been 
meaning to show you. But I think you 
can see it for yourself. Just walk down 
the field and out that gate.” He gestured. 
“There’s cookies on the counter and 
water in the fridge. Help yourself. I’ll be 
in the hay field.” He disappeared out the 
door. 

Blind with shame, Ryan grabbed the 
snacks and hurried out the door. He 
found the gate easily. Why had he said 
that? he wondered as he plodded along. 
Bolt trotted faithfully at his heels. She 

“Oh, honey,  

we can’t quite afford 

Disneyland this year.  

I’m sorry.”
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seemed to sense that something was the 
matter with her friend. 

The gate opened up to a path, and the 
path led to a river. He stopped, gazing 
with awe at its flowing grace. It swirled 
on, unburdened by any worries. Plunking 
down by its edge, Ryan chucked a rock 
into the blue. Its splash was satisfy-
ing. He threw another. 
Sploosh. Another. Thunk. 
He began hurling rocks 
as fast as he could, not 
thinking about anything 
or anyone, not caring. 
Then, exhausted, he 
flopped down on the cool 
grass until he remem-
bered the cookies. He ate two. Bolt sat 
before him, her brown eyes pleading for 
all she was worth. Ryan laughed for the 
first time all day. “OK, girl. Here you go.” 

They walked back to Grandpa togeth-
er. And Ryan knew what he needed to do.

“Grandpa?… I… I’m sorry. For the way 
I acted. I… I guess I just said that… be-
cause I was mad. I didn’t mean it.” 

For a long, long time they stood there. 
Then, slowly, the two walked back into 
the house.

One rainy morning, two weeks later, 
Grandpa sent Ryan to find his tackle 
box. Ryan heaved a creaky cupboard 
door open. He scanned the dusty shelves 
for the box. Was it there on the top 
shelf? He caught a glint of something 
up there. He reached upwards and his 
fingers closed over something smooth, 
something cold, something familiar… 
It was his tablet! Enthusiastically, he 

pressed on the button. The device sput-
tered to life. There was still battery left! 
All of a sudden, the front door squeaked 
on its hinges, and Grandpa’s boots 
thumped in the hall. Ryan tried to stow 
the tablet but he was not fast enough. 
The closet door opened wide.

“What are you doing in there, Ryan?’’
“I… I was just looking 

for the tackle box and…” 
he fumbled.

But Grandpa had seen 
the tablet resting on 
Ryan’s lap. A tiny frown 
creased his features. 

“Well,” he said, “you 
can play on that if you 

want. Bolt and I are going fishing.”
Yes! Ryan thought. His hands shak-

ing with eager impatience, he opened 
his favorite game, the one he longed to 
play. His fingers practically flew, bat-
tling monsters, aliens, and other players. 
But as he waited for a new level to load, 
he happened to glance out the window. 
There he saw Grandpa striding along 
the path to the river with Bolt bounding 
at his heels. The rain coated the fields in 
a thin mist. Ryan switched off his tablet 
and ran out the door after them. 

Over the next few weeks, Ryan’s life 
fell into a rhythm. Between milking, 
cutting baling, and stacking hay, weed-
ing and picking in the garden, and fix-
ing meals, Ryan had hardly any down 
time. Whenever he did, Grandpa taught 
him how to whittle or shoot, or he read 
books which he found in his room. On 
rainy days, he and Grandpa went fishing. 

As soon as the words 

were out of his mouth 

Ryan knew they  

weren’t true.
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When Ryan needed a rest from the work, 
he walked down to the river. While he 
still wasn’t perfect, he didn’t find quite as 
much to complain about anymore. 

One morning in early August, Ryan 
paused in his work to stare at a cloud 
of dust crawling up the driveway. He 
squinted at the smudge. It was a car. It 
was his mom. 

Mom covered Ryan with hugs and 
kisses. 

“I was so worried, honey!” she cried, 
bending over to look him in the eye. 
“You weren’t answering any of my emails 
or texts! And I was so anxious to see you 
guys that I just decided to come. I’m so 
glad you’re all right.’’ She straightened 
up. “Now tell me: did you enjoy your 
summer, Ryan?” 

Ryan glanced up at Grandpa. “Yeah,” 
he grinned. “Can I come back again next 
year?”� r

He stopped, gazing with awe at its flowing grace
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Stories
Vidhu Aggarwal, 10
Kate Armstrong, 13
Montana Azzolini, 13
Alexandra Blair, 11
Emily Boyer, 12
Abigail Cargo, 13
Ethan Coe, 12
Chloe Cohen, 10
Annabel Cox, 12
Nick Daoust, 13
Aderet Fishbane, 13
Cailin M. Goodrich, 12
Renee Kelly, 8
Jessica Li, 12
Simone Long, 11
Siona Manocha, 13
Gal Mazor, 10
Kip Nilsson, 10
Kene Nnolim, 11
Elena Oliveira, 12
Sydney Riemer, 12
Hope Robinson, 11
Roan Ryan, 13
Mark Schoeppel, 11
Sarah Silver, 13
Nicole Tong, 13
Jacob Weingard, 12
Stephanie Zhang, 13

Poems
Estelle Luna Anderson, 12
Ariana Azarbal, 12
Ella Boehme, 13
Olivia R. Frakt, 11
Elise Guerrand-Hermes, 12
Alayna Judd, 11
Hannah Mitchell, 12
David Neiman-Brill, 10
Will Partridge, 9
Zoe Redlich, 13
Daniel Scaramuzzi, 11
Percy Unger, 13
Anita White, 9
Anna Catherine Wilson, 13

Book Reviews
Dylan Ha, 12
Rishika Porandla, 9
Isabella Raymond, 10
Asha Swann, 12
Jaina Swann, 11

Artwork
Yulan Guo, 13
Sarah Henry, 12
Olivia Najarian, 13
Robyn Simpson, 11
Nikita Singh, 13

Welcome to the Stone Soup Honor Roll! We receive 
hundreds of submissions every month by kids from 
around the world. Unfortunately, we don’t have space 
to publish all the great work we receive. We want to  
commend some of these talented writers and artists and  
encourage them to keep creating.
� — The Editors

Honor Roll 

Bonus Materials
On Our Website
•	 Editor Gerry Mandel blogs 

about the featured story from 
each issue.  
stonesoup.com/blog

•	 A feature about child composer 
Jahan Raymond, including video 
and sheet music. 
stonesoup.com/jahan

•	 Hundreds of stories, poems, and 
book reviews from past 
issues—FREE in the Stone Soup 
Archive! 
stonesoup.com/archive

On Our YouTube Channel
•	 Stone Soup authors and 

illustrators talk about their work.

Find Stone Soup Magazine at 
youtube.com

In Our iPad Edition
• Bonus stories and poems.

• Creative writing activities. 

Find Stone Soup Magazine for iPad  
in the App Store, or subscribe to  
the digital edition of Stone Soup  
at stonesoup.com

Stone Soup
 �e Magazine by Young Writers & Artists

Illustration by Amelia Jiang, age 13, for “Searching for Atlantis,” page 5

Searching for Atlantis
A huge storm threatens to ruin everything

Growing Season
Ryan can’t imagine a whole summer without his video games

july/august 2016 $6.99 us   $8.9 9  canada
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Anthologies
For kids who love to read and collect books, we 
offer anthologies of writing by young authors 
from past issues of Stone Soup. Choose from 
Friendship, Animal, Fantasy, Historical, Family, 
Sports, and Poetry. Our new Holiday Stories 
celebrate holidays throughout the year.

Stone Soup Anthologies, $7.50 each

Journals & Sketchbooks
For young writers and artists, we offer a line of journals and 
sketchbooks featuring favorite Stone Soup illustrations on 
the covers. Great for jotting down story ideas, snippets 
of dialogue, reflections on daily life; and everything from 
quick sketches to detailed drawings.

Journals & Sketchbooks, $7–$8 each

�e Stone Soup Store

Order online at StoneSoupStore.com
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