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The Crow on Top of the Alps, iPhone 7 Plus

by Ziqing Peng, 11
Nanjing, China
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The Crow
by Aiah Morris, 12
Burien, WA

The crow flies across the sky away from all troubles,
the wind whipping through her wings. 

She basks in the sun as if it were a precious gift.

She doesn’t have a voice like a scream piercing through the air.
 Her voice is firm.

 Never complacent.
Yet

docile.

Like a vulture, she only takes what no one wants.
 

Everyone thinks crows are menacing and go to graveyards, but they are kind like 
vultures.

Whenever she comes down to perch, she knows the sky will always claim her 
once again.
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Slaying Monsters
by Liam Hancock, 11
Danville, CA

William Morgan prepares to surf the same 
enormous waves that killed his father

The usual morning fog is persistent 
today. The long jetty near Pillar Point is 
swallowed by the soupy grey, seem-
ingly disappearing into the abyss. 
Through the panoramic view of my 
bedroom window, I see Half Moon Bay 
coming to life in the early morning. 
A man is taking a jog down the steep 
beach with his stumpy bulldog. A cou-
ple of early commuters’ headlights are 
slicing through the fog and heading 
into the overshadowing mountains. 
The occasional surf shop is lighting 
up and un-shuttering its windows. 
The ocean is roaring today, and an 
excitement bubbles up inside me as I 
remember that today is Mavericks.

I hear the hissing of bacon hitting 
the frying pan and the hum of the 
espresso machine. My mouth waters 
as I stumble down the stairs. Mom is 
plating up my breakfast. A pink box 
is set in the center of the table. Wait, a 
pink box? I settle into my chair.

“Donuts, Mom?” I ask, shocked. I 
open them up . . . My favorite—maple 
bars. “C’mon. An athlete doesn’t eat 
donuts on a day like this. My stomach 
will weigh me down more than the 
waves themselves!”

Mom gives me one of those mom 
looks. “Now, last time I checked, donuts 

don’t weigh hundreds of thousands of 
pounds. And I spent good money on 
these, so eat. Mom’s orders.”

I groan, then my wall caves in. If 
William Morgan has one weakness, it’s 
maple bar donuts. I dig in, cover the 
donuts with that greasy bacon, and 
feel that amazing feeling of a future 
heart attack. I swear, if this is what 
they eat in Vermont, I’m gonna move 
there someday.

The forecasters on the minivan’s 
raspy weather radio are warning 
that the Mavericks waves are larger 
this year than ever before. As I stand 
on the beach, I can see where they 
are coming from. Beyond the small 
ripples lining the shore, I see the 
world-renowned monsters. I’d seen 
them many times before, but not at 
this volume or this dramatic angle. 
It seems Mother Nature is having a 
temper tantrum. Do giant, lethal waves 
scare off William Morgan, a three-time 
Mavericks champion? 

Possibly.
But not today!
I can hear the engine of Mom’s 

ancient minivan kicking up dust in the 
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Admiring Ocean, acrylics

by Nataly Ann Vekker, 12
Towson, MD
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parking lot behind me. It’s only a faint 
noise, drowned out by the sound of 
water pounding water. I know the usu-
al question is coming: “You sure, Will?”

I understand her concern. She 
doesn’t want to lose me in the giants 
like she lost Dad. I remember the day 
she came home holding pieces of 
Dad’s famous orange-and-pink surf-
board, but no Dad. 

I manage a tiny nod. “Yep,” I mut-
ter. “Yep, sure as ever.”

But she doesn’t leave. She jumps 
out of the van, embraces me in a tight 
hug, then gets back in. As she pulls 
away, she calls, “I expect to see you at 
home at seven tonight. Promise me I’ll 
see you at seven. Mom’s orders.”

I look down at my watch. I can’t 
stay down here much longer. Sandy’s 
waiting for me on the jetty.

“You will,” I promise. Then she 
takes off, turning onto the main drag. 
I watch her go. I watch her go every 
time, hoping it won’t be the last.

I meet up with my friend Sandy at the 
jetty. The iconic foghorn is blaring in 
our ears. My skull seems to rattle every 
time it bellows loudly. Everybody calls 
him Sandy because of his trademark 
surfer-dude hair and yellow surfboard. 

From here, we have a clear view 
of the waves in all their glory. They are 
even scarier from this vantage point 
than from the beach.

“The waves are wicked this year,” 

Sandy says excitedly. “I’ll be tearing 
it up out there. You just wait and see. 
Beating my records from last year.”

I know those records will be hard 
to beat. Last year, Sandy scored a ten 
on his first wave, then doubled his 
score on the second one. On the third 
and final wave, he blew it but still got 
pretty high up on the podium. Top ten 
well within reach, at least.

As we stare down the giants in 
front of us, I feel impending doom. The 
sun, which had been just a half-circle 
when I first arrived, is now high in 
the sky and frying us alive. All the fog 
I saw this morning has vanished. It 
doesn’t usually top 60 degrees in Half 
Moon Bay, but today it feels well above 
80. My phone buzzes in my board 
shorts—an email from the guy I met 
yesterday, a Mavericks Competition 
commentator: 

get your butts down here quick. all 
these tourists are coming in by the 
tons. 

I take a nervous breath and tell 
Sandy, “Game time.”

The waves are even louder than the 
foghorn. Sandy and I push our way 
through the crowds until we find the 
restricted area by the public restrooms. 
We duck under the caution tape and 
find the guy, Mitch, leaning against 
a rather large rock. He totally fits the 

The pressure underwater makes me feel like I’m 
about to be crushed. 
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part of commentator at a surfing com-
petition—he’s been in 20 model maga-
zines, 60 issues of surfing magazines, 
and is a three-time Mavericks cham-
pion. So, yeah. Definitely a good dude 
in the public eye. But in real life, he’s a 
piece of work. His finger pushes down 
on something—a stopwatch—and he 
grins mischievously.

“Only two minutes from the edge 
of that jetty to the beachfront,” he 
tells us. “Not bad for some punk teens, 
huh?”

“Punk teens that also happen to be 
Mavericks champions,” Sandy points 
out. “Not too shabby for some punk 
teens . . . huh?”

We suit up in the bathroom, but we 
can’t have our own stalls because there 
are so many competitors. I end up right 
out in the open, next to a dude from . 
. . Minnesota? Last time I checked, the 
only waves in Minnesota are in a lake. 
He’ll get pummeled by the waves, for 
sure.

A taller dude from South Africa is 
up first. He swims out on a surfboard 
so giant it would be a longboard to 
anybody else. Only a couple of others 
trail behind him at first—after all, you 
don’t want to be the first to go down. 
We watch in uncomfortable silence as 
the monster surges forward, push-
ing him with it. He manages to get up 
into a standing position. The drop is 
perfect, but when the wave crashes, it 
takes him with it.

Everybody holds their breath as 
we count the seconds ticking by . . . 1, 2, 
3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10 . . . 20 . . . 30 . . . 

We all cheer as he bursts out of 
the water. He climbs onto the jet ski, 
awaiting his score. It’s time for the sec-

ond heat to go in. I take one last look at 
Mitch. He smirks . . . and I rocket down 
the sand, into the hungry waters . . . 
 

 
Cold seeps through my thermal 
wetsuit. My exposed hands and feet 
instantly freeze on contact. I forgot just 
how difficult it is to reach the deemed 
“death zone,” where the real monsters 
live. I would’ve taken the boat out, but 
as per tradition, Sandy and I paddle out 
together. It’s what my dad always did 
with Sandy.

“God, this water’s freezing,” he 
acknowledges. Before I can respond, 
a wave comes our way and I need to 
duck. When I come back up, Sandy’s 
hawking up a boatload of salt water. 
“Don’t know why I got in with my 
mouth open.”

Then the water goes still. It’s 
not choppy, or even moving for that 
matter. Both of us know it’s coming. 
The first wave. I grip the edge of my 
surfboard as I wait in suspense for 
that giant swell, dwarfing us in its 
shadow. I can feel those maple bars 
coming back up.

“Crud,” Sandy mutters. We watch 
as the water builds up in front of us, 
wanting to wait until the last minute 
to duck. You don’t want to hold your 
breath any longer than you need to. I 
can see the wave right in front of my 
face and hesitantly duck. The weight 
of the wave shoves me down further 
and further and further. The pressure 
underwater makes me feel like I’m 
about to be crushed.

I open my eyes and try to ignore 
the sting of the salt water. I look for 
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Sandy, but it’s almost pitch black, and 
I can’t see a foot in front of my face. 
The only reason I burst back through 
the surface is that I know the clock is 
counting down. I need another wave 
like that.

Sandy is about a yard ahead of 
me, and I know he’ll most likely get 
the next wave before I do. I can’t go in 
too late, but in his position, he can’t go 
in too early. “Hey!” I call. “How’re you 
feeling?”

He doesn’t respond, which means 
he’s probably in game mode. I paddle 
out just a little farther, hoping to get 
into the best position possible. The wa-
ter begins to build up. I scramble to my 
feet and drop down a breathless 20 
feet. As always, my life flashes before 
my eyes. I remember my dad and his 
kind smile, my mom and her hugs, and 
the maple bars covered with bacon. 

I see the water below—a choppy 
vortex of pitch black. The sun can 
barely make a dent in it. I feel the spray 
of water hitting my back like freez-
ing cold needles. It’s about to break. I 
take into account all the balancing and 
breath-holding practices I’ve had over 
the years. If I go down, chances are 
I’d be down there for up to a minute. 
Maybe more if a lot of waves followed 
in its wake.

It breaks.
I hear Sandy’s yell as he’s taken 

down. But I don’t have time to worry 
about him. His antique surfboard flies 
over my head and is swallowed up by 
the monster. His mom is gonna kill him 
if they don’t retrieve it.

Then the break is gone. Once 
again, the water is calm. 

I made the wave! I clamber onto 

the boat, anxiously awaiting my score. 
I can hear the roar of the crowd, and 
I offer a friendly wave, which makes 
them roar even louder than before. 

Then I remember Sandy.
Where is he?
He should be up by now.
I can tell that the crowd is realiz-

ing the same thing because their roar 
stops. Mitch’s booming voice isn’t to be 
heard. We wait. And wait.

And wait even more.
But then the horrifying reality 

covers us like a blanket . . . he’s not 
coming up.

“No,” I mutter. Another wave comes, 
crashes then disappears. But I don’t 
hear it, and I don’t feel the harsh spray 
of salt water against my face. “No! No! 
No!”

It’s all I can say, like it’s the only 
word I know. I stumble forward at first, 
then I balance myself and run toward 
the water. The last thing I hear before 
the water engulfs me completely is the 
shocked gasp of the crowd. 

I hope I can keep mom’s promise.

I peel my eyes open. The freezing salt 
water stabs at my skin. All I can see 
are bubbles from previous waves. I 
kick and kick and kick down further, 
finding it much easier now that I’m not 
holding my surfboard. 

A small ray of sunshine punches 
through. I see his hair waving in the 
water below for a second, then it’s 
gone. The ocean is enclosed in dark-
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ness once again. I kick blindly down, 
my lungs feeling as if they’re about to 
melt.

After a couple of seconds of 
searching, I find Sandy’s vest. I press 
the button, and he rockets to the sur-
face. I press my own and join him at 
the top.

This time, the crowd is practically 
beside themselves. I almost feel like 
the water is vibrating at my neck. The 
rescue boat slowly treads over to us. 
The crew lugs Sandy onto the boat. 
I collapse onto the deck, panting. My 
eyes are stinging from all that salt 
water, and my vision is a little blurry as 
we head back to shore. 

I stagger onto the shore, look up at 
the board, and think I’m hallucinating 
when I see the name in first place: 
William Morgan!

As the heats go by, my name stays 
at the top. The next days fly by . . . 
semifinals, finals . . . and by the end of 
this year’s Mavericks competition, my 
name is still at the top.

 
I climb onto the podium. Mitch rais-
es my hand in the air and offers his 
best celebrity grin to the crowd. All 
the pesky teenage girls swoon at the 
gesture. Sandy places lower than last 
year because of his major wipeout, but 
I still drag him up with me and hold his 
hand up. 

In the dense crowd, I spot my 

mom near the front. She is practically 
screaming her head off and doesn’t 
bother wiping her tears away. 

“So you, like, saved my life?” Sandy 
says through gritted teeth.

“Pretty much.”
“Oh,” he says. “Well . . . thanks.”
I make a small eye roll. “A little bit 

of an understatement, wouldn’t you 
think?”

Sandy laughs, says, “I guess. 
Thank you from the bottom of my 
heart, soul, and mind for your brave 
exploit.”

“Adequate.”

A month after I win, it’s Dad’s birthday. 
Mom and I visit his grave, and I bury 
my Heroes of Mavericks trophy next 
to him.

“So you, like, saved my life?” Sandy says through 
gritted teeth. 
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In My Liquid 
Tourmaline
by Lauren Giglia, 11
Irvine, CA

In this shimmering liquid tourmaline
A teal and gold-breasted kingfisher whistles in the green pines
As the lake’s cool breath whispers in my ear
She speaks of laughing trout gliding in her belly
Humans pouring acid in her veins
And her tree friends she has lost
I am wrapped in the scent of salt and sweetness 
As the freezing rush of cold water billows about my hand 
And the smooth trout wriggle across the lake 
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Nature
by Penelope Purchase, 11
Berkeley, CA

Sometimes nature calls to you
And you long to be outside
Basking in the full light of the moon
Or maybe the babbling brook
Nearby your house
Holds an importance
That it has never possessed before
And even if you don’t mean to
You suddenly find yourself
Outside turning cartwheels on the grass
Watching the world spin in dizzying circles
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Mushrooms on a Tree, Samsung NOOK

by Sophia Torres, 12
Chicago, IL
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by Eli Spaulding, 11
Newark, DE

After years of digging for artifacts from World 
War III, James finds something valuable

William’s Journal

“Still nothing?” asks Peter, his nose 
pointed down at me like a beak. He 
has an aura of disdain floating around 
him. Peter is never happy because 
he’s having a hard time with cancer, 
and the doctor said that his days are 
numbered. 

Leave me alone, I think to myself. 
I’ve been digging in this hot, dry dirt 
since five a.m. And I just want to go 
home. But I just say, “Yep, still nothing.”

I have a job at a dig site to find 
clues from a battle in World War III. 
My father said that it was one of the 
bloodiest events in history. He served 
as a ground soldier and when he 
came back, he was never the same. He 
started taking drugs and gambling to 
buy more drugs. He sold our house to 
buy more, and we went into poverty. 
My mother ran away with me when 
he had sold almost everything we had. 
She got a job and raised me by herself. 
And now I have a job at a dig site 
studying the war that drove my dad 
insane.

It has been a mystery for 18 years 
now what happened to the soldiers 
that were here. A storm came through 
and when it passed, all that was left 
was mud. The same mud that I am 

getting paid to dig through for the 
museum.

“You can go home now, James,” 
says Peter, his voice shocking me out 
of my thoughts. “Better luck next time.” 

I walk to my car and drive down 
the empty streets to my house on 
the corner of 13th street. Thirteen, I 
think. People always said that 13 was 
unlucky. And I have not had any luck 
at the dig site. 

“Welcome home, James,” says my 
wife, Betty. 

“Daddy! Daddy!” scream my two 
children.

“Hello,” I say. “No luck again.”
“I’m sorry,” says Betty. She is 

pudgy and has a round, kind face. 
“Come, let’s eat dinner. I hope you 

have better luck next time.” 
The next day I get up at five a.m. 

again and drive down to the dig site. 
The dig site is a grassless stretch of 
desert. I work for about five hours 
without finding anything. Until—

For the first time, I strike on some-
thing other than dirt and mud. It’s a 
metal box. I have seen countless num-
bers of these in museums. It’s probably 
nothing. But I still feel excited. The 
box has a lock. It is rusted. With three 
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strong hits with my shovel, the lock 
breaks. Inside is a little book that looks 
like a journal. 

“I found something!” I yell.
Peter and a few other men come 

running over. “What is it?” asks Peter. 
“I think it’s a journal,” says one 

man with a shovel.
“You men go back to work. James 

and I will look at this journal.” 
And that is when my job at the dig 

site started to get interesting.

                                                                               
                
Peter and I walk briskly down the hall. 
Thoughts run through my head: Could 
this really be from the battle? What if this 
has the answers to the mystery? What if 
this could be the thing that gives me the 
money to send my kids to school? All of 
this crosses my mind while we walk 
down three flights of stairs and open 
a door. Peter flicks on the lights to 
illuminate a large desk at the end of an 
otherwise plain room.

“Let’s take a look at what you 
found,” says Peter. 

He places the small book on the 
desk, and we both sit down. The sus-
pense is killing me as he slowly, slowly 
moves his hands toward the book and 
opens it. Inside are thin yellow pages. 
At the top of the first page, it says: 

General William’s Journal, June 
26th. 

Peter and I look at each other in 

awe. 
“Could this be the thing we have 

been looking for?” I say to Peter.
“Yes, yes. I think it is.” 

June 26 
This is the first time I have 
recorded. The fighting has been at 
a standstill. Both my side and the 
enemy’s are not getting anywhere. I 
am just about to go play cards with 
Tucker, Bartholomew, and Sam. 
After that, I am going to send a 
small scouting party to check on the 
enemy’s position. Tucker is going 
with the scouting party.

The end of day bell rings. The day 
went by so fast. I found a journal, and 
it has some answers. 

“Tomorrow we’ll continue to look at 
this journal,” says Peter, and we walk 
out the door.
                                                   

                                            
As I walk to my car, I think of the 
good news I can tell my wife and kids. 
For months, I had nothing good to 
tell them. Today, I would finally have 
something good to say to them as I 
came through the door.  

When I drive into my driveway, I 
see the faces of my two little children 
peeking out at me, and I smile. They 
will go to school.

I walk through the door, and my 
children run at me. 

Could this really be from the battle? What if this 
has the answers to the mystery? 
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“Did you find anything?” they ask. 
“Yes, my darlings.” I say. 
“Well, come on, sit down and tell 

us,” says Betty, and I do.
The next day, I meet Peter at the 

dig site. He says we should go look at 
the journal now so we could find out 
more. So we go down to the studying 
room and read some more.

June 27 
The scouting party I sent was spot-
ted and killed by the enemy. Tucker 
is dead. It is time I taught those 
scumbags a lesson. I am going to 
send a full attack on the enemy. We 
have the power—plus I am one of 
the greatest generals we have. I am 
sure that I can beat them. 

The sadness of Tucker’s death 
is killing me. He only had two more 
months in the army. 

The fort is in need of supplies. I 
think they are coming soon. I hope 
they are coming soon.

Peter taps me on my shoulder. “I think 
it’s time for lunch.”
                                                   

                                         
I feel good with a ham-and-cheese 
sandwich in my belly, but as soon as 
I’m finished, it’s back to work.

June 30
The attack I sent failed, and we 
were massacred. Bartholomew is 
dead. I did not think I could lose so 
much so fast. I hope the supplies 
and new troops come soon. We are 
going to need them fast.

July 2
I got a message from the govern-
ment. They said that we were a lost 
cause and that they were going to 
send supplies to the good forts. We 
have no help coming.

July 7  
A huge storm has been going on 
for two days nonstop. The fort is 
almost buried in mud. Many have 
died. I don’t know what to do.
 
I imagine the screams, the wind, the 
rain. I wonder what it would be like to 
be in his position. The end-of-day bell 
jerks me out of my thoughts. 

Peter looks up at me. “The muse-
um is giving you a raise for finding the 
book,” he says, “and lots of money for 
publishing it.” 

He walks out, leaving me with an 
astonished look on my face. 

             
                                    
July 16
We are going to lose this. The 
enemy is not affected by the mud 
because they are on higher and 
sturdier ground. They are starving 
us out. But I am going to go out 
fighting for the friends I have lost.

July 18
I have rallied the troops and they 
are ready. I started so high and 
have been brought so low. But I will 
go down fighting.

Peter and I stare at each other for a full 
minute. 

“That was beautiful,”  I say.
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And so I published William’s journal 
and got rich, but I will never forget his 
story. My grandchildren look up at me 
with their big eyes, and I smile.       

“Grandpa, can we go to the battle-
field where you found the book?” asks 
my oldest grandson. 

“Yes. How about right now?” I say. 
So we get in the car and drive to 

my old job.
I get out and everything looks 

exactly the way it did when I worked 
there. People are still working in the 
dry dirt. There is still no grass, the 
land is covered in holes and trenches, 
and the familiar smell of dust and dirt 
is comforting. It’s not like I miss the 
job—it was hard—but it reminds me of 
when I was younger. 

I can almost see the general and I 
think, That man lost so much and I gained 
so much. Is it fair? No. I never did any-
thing that brave, but he did. Life reward-
ed the wrong person. I owe William for 
everything I have, and I will never be able 
to repay my debt to him.
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Honor Roll
Welcome to the Stone Soup Honor Roll. 
Every month, we receive submissions 
from hundreds of kids from around 
the world. Unfortunately, we don’t have 
space to publish all the great work that 
comes our way. We want to commend 
some of these talented writers and 
artists and encourage them to keep 
creating.

Fiction
Layne Dawley, 10
Nora Heiskell, 11
Quinn Kennedy, 13
Diya Mukherjee, 13
Ever Sun, 9
Soraya Takhari, 7

Poetry
Max Corthésy, 10
Riley Killen, 8
Lucia Murdoch, 12
Adele Stamenov, 10
Jungwoo Wi, 10

Art
Elise Ko, 9
Selina Ni, 12
Kathleen Werth, 10
Grace Williams, 12

Visit the Stone Soup store at 
Stonesoupstore.com to buy:

●  Magazines–individual issues of 
Stone Soup, past and present

●  Books–our collection of themed
anthologies (fantasy, sport, poetry, 
and more), and the Stone Soup Annual
(all the year’s issues, plus a taste of 
the year online, in one volume)

● Art prints–high quality prints from
our collection of children’s art

●  Journals and sketchbooks for
writing and drawing

    . . . and more!

Don’t forget to visit Stonesoup.com to 
browse our bonus materials. There you 
will fi nd:

●  20 years of back issues–around
 5,000 stories, poems, and reviews

●  Blog posts from our young bloggers
on subjects from sports to sewing– 
plus ecology, reading, and book 
reviews

● Video interviews with Stone Soup
authors

● Music, spoken word, and
performances
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