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Editor’s Note
Faced with a multitude of tests, school projects, family obligations, and 

friend drama everyday, sometimes it’s hard to believe we can survive and 

come out alright in the end. We all need an interlude where we can cease 

our worrying and realize that we are not alone. The same God who has 

endowed everyone at TKA with the gift of creativity has also given us His 

reassurance and His love. As you flip through the myriad of colorful pages, 

enjoy being whisked along through the imaginations of the authors and 

artists. Remember that, though our transient world is inevitably changing 

and throwing us constantly in the quicksand of life, God remains constant, 

and we can get through it all. 

Enjoy.
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Photography by
Lindsay Nelson
Grade 10

Often I wonder 
What it would be like

To be a bird
The most cliché 

Yet truly relevant 
Symbolism of exploration

And freedom
A gypsy of the sky

Free to travel
Free to experience

Yet they know not the luck
That is bestowed upon them

The mountains are their playgrounds
The ocean is their highway

And the tallest tree 
Is their home

And often I wonder
What it would be like

To have memories from older times
To lie on a soft tan carpeted floor

My family on the couch 
And hard harmonic rain outside

A tranquilizing fire
Sharing the same glow 
Flickering in my heart

Quiet cracking
against the charred brick fireplace

Everyone together
No phones, No TV

Just everyone
Listening to old animated voices

And beautiful gentle static
That rings through your body

Like warm drink on a snowy day
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Longing
Sabrina Broyles

Grade 11

And often
 I wonder 

What it would be like
To hug God
A feeling

Warmer than the sun
More calming than the ocean tide

And safer than a mother’s embrace
An overwhelming comfort

More than anything comprehendible
A grasp you never want to escape

I imagine there to be 
So much love and tears in that hug

A lost child, finally meeting his father
After so many painful years

Peace

But the truth is
I don’t just wonder these things often

I long for these things everyday
I am constantly yearning 

With all of my being
My heart aches

Every hour
For the things 

Just out of my reach
The things that 

If one small change
Had been written in history

They could’ve been mine
My longing spirit cries

“if only”
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Penance and Redemption
Zoe Chen
Grade 11

 She hissed as the blade cut into her arm. She 
watched, mesmerized as the blood trickled down her arm 
from the small bird she had carved on the inside of her 
forearm. She pulled a bandage over it and pulled her sleeve 
down, feeling relief as the physical pain seemed to drown 
out her heartache. She leaned back against the stone wall, 
gritting her teeth as she knocked her elbow against it, caus-
ing the new wound to throb with pain. 
 Renee threw the stolen knife under a loose floor-
board. Her master wouldn’t find it. Not when it was hidden 
so well. She vaguely traced the other marks on her arm: a 
small tree, a fish, a deer. 
All marks of shame, of guilt. All symbolize freedom, some-
thing that for her was as unattainable as it had been 10 years 
ago. 
“Girl!” a voice bellowed, cutting her thoughts short. She 
winced as she stood on her skinny legs, swaying a bit before 
steadying herself and hurrying in order to not keep her 
master waiting. 
“What were you doing?” her master asked as she bowed to 
him. 
“Nothing, Master,” she murmured, her head down. She was 
caught by surprise when a blow to her head knocked her off 
her feet and she let out a cry. 
 “You think I can’t recognize a lie when I hear one?” 
her master asked, his voice smooth as silk but as strong as 
steel. 
 “Master please!” she begged. 
 “Your punishment is the usual. Don’t you dare come 
back unless you’ve done your duty to me. The owner circle 
speaks for itself.” Renee grimaced, and tried to ignore the 
black band tattooed on her left arm around her forearm 
as it gave a pulsing throb that matched the pulsing of her 

fractured heart. 
 “It means I own you my dear. So do your duty.” With 
that, her master left, his smooth black hair and pale skin the 
last thing she saw before the door slammed in her face and 
a satchel thrown at her feet. Renee shivered in the cold 
before reaching down and retrieving the satchel. Inside was 
a steel bladed knife. Renee shivered now more from fear 
than from the cold. 
 She picked up the satchel and slung it over her 
shoulders. Gosh, she wished that her life was over. 
 But for a slave, that wasn’t possible. No, that wasn’t 
supposed to be it. Slaves were created to serve their 
master. To attend all their needs, to serve in all their duties. 
There is no other purpose for them. Renee trudged on, tug-
ging her ragged tunic around her as she made her way to the 
forest. 
 She knew what she had to do.
 Her master had been talking about the monster 
that stalked the woods near his village. He described him as 
a raving lunatic with powers to see through into people’s 
minds and hearts and twist their thoughts. Renee shivered at 
the mere thought of it. It appeared human, but no one knew 
what it was exactly. Those who did meet face to face with 
this monster, disappeared from their village. 
 Not that the village was something to be proud 
of. It was in shambles, the roofs filled with gaping black 
holes, the windows reduced to shards of glass and splinters 
of wood. Vermin crawled and squeaked as they bustled 
through the houses. The children were stick thin, parents try-
ing their best just to stay alive. Crows were regular guests at 
the village. 
 Renee took a deep breath before ducking her head 
and entering the forest. Her eyes darted about while her 

Photography by
Mrs. Park
Teacher
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hand gripped the handle of the knife desperately. She finally 
came into a clearing where she saw the most peculiar sight. 
 There in the middle was a fire, burning brightly 
despite the cold wind that swept through the forest. And a 
man sat in front of the fire, warming himself. Renee couldn’t 
help but stare. 
 The man had wild black hair that grew past his 
shoulders. His clothes were relatively worn if not slightly 
tattered and ripped. He looked very bulky sitting next to 
his fire, and he seemed to be muttering under his breath. 
 This…this man…he fits…master’s description. She 
steadied her grip on the knife. She began to circle the clear-
ing so that she could attack from behind. Then she silently 
swept forward as then as she was about to plunge the knife 
into his back…a twig snapped and the man/lunatic spun 
around with amazing speed. Renee, unused to being face to 
face with her target reeled back and tripped and landed 
flat on her back. The wind was driven from her lungs and her 
knife thrown elsewhere as she lay there helplessly. 
 He’s going to kill me, she thought groggily. She 
watched as he loomed over her with a silver glint in his 
hands. Please. End it. End it now. 
 But the silver glint dis-
appeared and soon after, a hand 
reached down and grabbed her. 
She flinched before realizing that 
the hand was extended to her to 
help her. Renee took it hesitantly 
and stood up. The “raving lunatic” 
stood in front of her. He dusted her 
off and handed back her knife. When he finally glanced at 
Renee, her breath caught in her throat. 
 This man’s eyes were the brightest blue she had 
even seen. But it was more than that. It was as if all the col-
ors of the world swirled within his pupils. 
 “Who are you?” she breathed. The man straightened 
and stared at her so intensely it was as if he was looking at 
her soul. Renee remembered her master’s warning and lifted 
the knife in one hand. 
 “Don’t…don’t think about reading my mind,” she said 
shakily. “I’ll…I’ll kill you if I sense anything strange in my head.” 
The man tilted his head as he studied her with his brilliant 
blue eyes. 
 “Don’t worry. It’s nothing like that. I know who you 
are, even if you don’t know who I am. God told me after all 
and He knows everything,” the man said. Renee shook her 
head disbelievingly. This man really was a lunatic. 
 “We’ve never met before,” she said as she lowered 
her knife. The man nodded sagely. 
“We’ve never met, but I know who you are, Renee Black-

thorn.” Renee’s blood chilled at the sound of her name. 
 “Who are you?” she repeated. “How do you know 
me?” The man smiled kindly. 
 “Let’s sit and get acquainted.”  Renee reluctantly 
followed the man back to the fire, obedience now a habit. 
He offered her tea, which she politely accepted but didn’t 
drink. 
 “So now then. What is it that you wish to know? 
About me? About God? About yourself?” the man asked, 
sipping his tea. Renee stared at the ground. She wasn’t sure 
she wanted to know about the man. She already knew about 
herself, about how broken she had become. 
 “There is no God,” she said finally. The man’s eyes 
met hers over the rim of his cup. 
“Oh, but there is,” he said. Renee shook her head. 
 “If there was a God, he would have realized how 
pitiful I am. And how useless I am as a slave. He wouldn’t 
have let these things happen to me,” Renee said, the ever 
covered fissure in her heart cracking open a bit. “He would 
have saved me,” she ended in a whisper. The man set down 
his cup. 

 “God does exist,” he said simply. 
“And He has told me many things 
about you. That’s why I’m here after 
all. He sent me to you.” Renee was 
shaking her head before he finished. 
 “That’s not possible,” she said. The 
man tilted his head. 
 “And why’s that?” he asked softly. 
Renee had enough. She pulled up the 

sleeve of the tattered tunic she wore. 
 “This proves there is no God!” she hissed. The 
ownership circle stood starkly out against her pale skin. “My 
master branded his mark into me the moment I landed in 
his hands 10 years ago. And if there was a God, he would 
have sent someone to save me a few years back. But no! He 
let me suffer for 10 long years under my master! I have long 
since decided that there is no God. If the ownership circle 
does not convince you, then maybe this will.” She yanked 
down the collar of her tunic and exposed the black leather 
collar latched around her throat. 
 “This collar is engraved with his initials. It’s the proof 
that he owns me and that I must obey his every command,” 
Renee said angrily.  “What kind of God would allow this to 
happen?” 
 “God works in his own way,” the man said simply. 
Renee snorted. “He will save you,” the man insisted. “He is 
the Almighty God, the savior of the earth, and the conquer-
or of nations.” 
 “I have no desire to be rescued only to be made 

But it was more than 
that. It was as if all the 

colors of the world 
swirled within his pupils.
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slave to this God,” Renee spat. 
 “He is the Father of all children, He is Love, He is 
Compassion. He has no desire to make you a slave, only to 
turn you from an orphan lost in the world into his beloved 
child,” the man of God insisted. Renee stood up. She want-
ed to kill this man. She needed to obey her master. But she 
could not bring her knife up as she stared into his galaxy 
filled eyes. Her mind struggled to obey, but in her heart, 
where the fissure ran so deep it was impossible for anyone 
to find her, something stirred with hope. And that some-
thing told her not to kill this man, but instead to listen to his 
words that ring with truth. 
 While her mind and heart battled against each 
other, the man stared intently at her, as if sensing her inner 
struggle. 
 “Go back to your master,” he said finally. “I will be 
waiting for an answer for you until then.” Renee turned to 
leave, but hesitated. 
 “What is your name?” she asked. The man of God 
looked at her. 
 “My name? I suppose you could call me Jeremiah,” 
he said simply. Renee nodded and headed back to her 
master’s house. She slipped quietly into 
her room and started to pace. Her skin 
started to itch and she twitched irrita-
bly to try to stave off the cravings of 
blade against skin. Her master suddenly 
burst into her room, and she stopped 
and stared, terrified. 
 “You disobeyed me,” he said quietly. Renee swal-
lowed hard. Her master stepped forward and Renee 
flinched as he began to beat her. Her cries of pain were lost 
in the seconds it took for him to knock her to the floor. 
 “Don’t disobey me again,” he spat before leaving 
her bruised and bloodied, crumpled on the floor. 
“So you’re back again,” Jeremiah said calmly as Renee stag-
gered into the clearing. She collapsed to her knees. 
 “Tell me,” she croaked. “Tell me why God let this 
happen.” Jeremiah surveyed her and seemed to see her for 
the first time. 
 “Oh my goodness,” he muttered as he hurried over 
to her side. He began to tend to her wounds. In order to do 
that, however, he had to roll up the sleeves of her tattered 
clothes. 
 “What are these?” he asked, pointing to the tattoos 
she had carved into herself. Renee recoiled, drawing her 
arm back. 
 “They’re…memorials,” she muttered. 
 “What for?” 
 “To…to punish myself... for those that I…that I 

killed,” Renee rasped. “Do you understand now why I 
believe that there is no God? I’ve killed people. I’ve taken 
their lives, and he’s punishing me for them.” 
 “Renee, the Father loves all his children, no matter 
the deeds they have done. If you want to be forgiven, to 
be healed, come to the Father. He will forgive you and 
wash you clean.” Renee shook her head, unable to believe 
that forgiveness could come this easily. Her master never 
forgave her. Ever. 
 “He will wash you clean. You only have to come to 
him. Seek him and you will find him. He will never leave you, 
He will be with you always.” Jeremiah’s rich voice floated 
through the air. Renee struggled to find Him. She struggled 
against all that she learned. 
 “What makes you so sure that he will receive me? 
I’ve done so many horrible things,” Renee whispered. Jeremi-
ah embraced her in a hug. 
 “The Father welcomes all his children,” his deep 
voice vibrated through Renee to the core of her being. She 
felt something warm fill the hole in her chest. She sighed 
against his chest as Jeremiah whispered the story of Jesus 
into her ears, his words smooth as honey, as warm as fire. 

 “So, do you believe now?” Jeremiah 
whispered. “Jesus died for you. He saved 
you. God is your Father.” Renee took a 
deep breath. 
 “If I say yes…will I be free?” she 
asked hesitantly. Jeremiah nodded. Re-
nee smiled for the first time in years. 

 Free. 
 The word burst on her tongue like fruit. Free. She 
could be free. For the first time in ten years. 
 “Yes, I believe,” she said excitedly, wounds forgot-
ten. Jeremiah smiled gently. He took her hand and led her to 
a river that ran through the forest. Though it was fall, they 
stepped through and into the river until they were waist 
high. Renee shivered. 
 “Um, Jeremiah, what are you doing?” she asked as 
she rubbed her arms. Jeremiah smiled assuredly. 
 “To make you officially his child,” he said. He took her 
and dunked her into the cold river. Renee came up sputter-
ing but stopped as she felt a change come over her. 
 She felt elated. New and clean. Strong. 
 “Welcome to the family,” Jeremiah said as they 
stepped out of the river. Renee smiled, and tore the collar 
from her neck. Wind brushed up against the pale outline 
where it once rested against her throat. 
 Freedom, it seemed to whisper. Free. Free at last. 

Freedom, it seemed 
to whisper. Free. 

Free at last.
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Zoe Li
Grade 7
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Yoonha Park
Grade 6
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A Clean Surprise
Natania Nisbet

grade 8

 We all came to school early
on a foggy, rainy day,

where we hoped to clean our class
in our own tidy way.

We painted the blackboard with black paint
to make it dark and good,

Then we hammered a nail to the wall
so our teacher could hang her hood.

We scrubbed the floor with shoe polish
then used it on the desks,

I’d say the ones with shoe polish
were the ones that looked the best.

We stacked the textbooks nice and high,
and vacuumed the whole wall,
We put a couple of pictures up
that we had gotten at the mall.

We waxed the carpets, folded the rugs,
and polished the teacher’s new seat,

then we heard a sound like
 stomping high-heeled feet.

We all hid, and closed the door,
though we had wanted to clean some more.

Our teacher walked in, and we shouted, “Surprise!”
She was happy until she realized,

the mess we made
was so extreme,

even though we had just tried to clean,
Her eyes popped out,

and she fell to the floor,
when we all told her there was much, much more
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New Shoes, Strengthened Motivation
Grace Schonfeld
Grade 11

Photography by
Meghan Leong
Grade 12
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 Just keep moving, just keep going. I am breathing hard 
as my lungs take in oxygen to the time of my footsteps. I 
look down at my shoes. They are old, worn out and covered 
in dirt. I am jogging because that is as fast as I can go. I try to 
distract my brain, but every time I do, I go back to this past 
summer; I was better then. I was not even great—pretty 
mediocre in my opinion. However, I had built up enough 
stamina to where I felt comfortable starting my first cross 
country season. Suddenly it was gone. All of that hard work 
is not evident as I slowly trot along the path. As I try to get 
myself going, my motivation drops, springs up, and changes 
direction, like a conductor’s arms during a very intense song.  
 Finally, I see the last curve and I look at the timer 
standing next to the varsity boys, all lined up, and ready to 
start their race. Oh no, oh no, I panic in my head, I’d bet-
ter run faster because the paths merge, and I really don’t 
want to be trampled by a herd of men. I run as hard as I can 
towards the finish line. However, the boys start running right 
behind me. I give everything I have, yet I feel humiliated 
because I am so slow that they have to start the next race 
before I can finish.  
 Flashback to the first league 
meet last week. My coach had warned 
me that there were many short but 
steep hills. As I approached the first 
and most brutal one, I noticed the 
faster runners clumping up to fit on 
the thinning path. The closer I got, 
the more I realized that I was lagging 
behind the mob of runners, but we 
desperately dug our toes into the soil, hoping to attain some 
extra leverage. The trail made my shoes brown with dirt. I 
tried to charge up the top of the hill, but my body defeat-
ed my mind, and I walked up to the top. I fell into a jog and 
continued on.  
 Grace, the first hill discouraged you, but you can 
muster up the energy to get through the second one, I 
contemplated, gaining hope. Nevertheless, at more times 
than I wanted, I stopped to walk. Even if I was slower than 
before, and slower than everyone else, my only goal was to 
keep going. Step by step. I can. I can was the rhythm in my 
head. However, I simply did not have the mental strength 
to battle through the slope I was running through. I wanted 
to quit at every turn. My coach speculated that anemia was 
slowing me down. My mile pace for a distance of three 
miles went from a 9:15 to a 12:30. It was a hard mental bat-
tle between dealing with discomfort, and pushing the limits 
of my body. Both my dad and my coach encouraged me to 
continue to push myself and rest when needed. The only 
person who felt hopeless and drained was me. 

 It is a year later, at the end of summer with the next 
cross country season right around the corner. Thanks to P.E. 
and a big boost of iron, my mile time drastically improved. 
Over the summer I almost doubled what I was running daily 
compared to that of last season. 
I am now determined to make the upcoming fall season 
much better than last year. 
  I come home from running one day to see my dad 
handing me new shoes. Same color, same brand, only whiter. 
 “On this upcoming season, you need to remem-
ber that everything is going to feel different. You are on 
a whole new level now. You have improved so much and 
can improve so much more. Just keep giving it one hundred 
percent. Maybe these shoes will help a little,” he says with a 
smile. His advice inspires me to keep running and to continue 
challenging my body, pushing past its limits.  
 Sooner than expected, it was time for the daunting 
two mile time trial. I can feel the nervousness throughout 
my whole body. I want to do well. I can do well, and I can 
go faster than I ever have. The timer starts, and the girls are 
off. Lap two ends, and I am faster than my goal pace. This is 

good. Just keep it up. I am on a new level 
and I can do this, I encourage myself 
as I look down at my white new shoes, 
already broken in. The final 150 meters 
is coming up. I put my heart and soul into 
every stride, every step, going faster 
than I ever thought I could. As I cross 
the finish line, I feel free. 
 After everyone is done, my coach 

walks up to me and asks what my pace was, I say 8:01. He 
looks shocked, remembering my rough season last year. 
 “Woah! You are superwoman!” my coach exclaims, 
leaping with excitement. I stand there smiling from ear to 
ear. 
 “Thank you. It really means a lot how you value our 
personal victories.”  
 After practice, I cannot help but consider that my 
pace is still unremarkable. Many runners are faster, and my 
coach is certainly one of them. I remember the advice my 
dad gave me: I am on a new level now. A new level in my 
journey of fitness. I will always give one hundred percent of 
what I have to this team and to this sport because both 
have helped me so much. I will always be thankful for my 
coach and my father who constantly encourage, build me 
up, and celebrate my personal victories. 
 I untie my clean, new running shoes. They always re-
mind me that I overcame a rough season and that I am a new 
person in my running talent. Running will always be a part of 
me. 

They always remind me that I 
overcame a rough season and 
that I am a new person in my 
running talent. Running will 

always be a part of me. 
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Alyssa Tucker
Grade 11

Ashlyn Murphy
Grade 11
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Esther Kuiper
Grade 12

Giulianna Giordano
Grade 8
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I am special needs and such have been labeled all through life.

At times from truth and others from stereotypes.

Sometimes from issues of anger and emotion stemming from my label.

Others of misunderstanding and prejudice.

All things make a contribution to the struggle as my labels are eternal.

Sometimes as I struggle with my own label, I become what I despise.

I become a person who labels others for their imperfections and differences.

Differences can scare people and cause them to label.

For people fear and sometimes put down what they don’t understand.

At times I have wondered why God made me as I am so different from those around me. 

I have wished it was a dream and I was normal.

 I have thought myself cursed. 

But I have learned to accept my label. 

For it is not negative, and as much as I would like to believe I am doomed, I am not. 

I was made as I am for a purpose; God does not do anything without reason and a plan. 

His plan for me might be treacherous, but I will have him as a guide. 

I am labeled but that is okay.
Joe Antonicic
Grade 11
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Kari Bergstedt
Grade 11

Kari Bergstedt
Grade 11
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The Wheelbarrow
Virginia Xie
Grade 11

“Julian, what kind of show are you going to put on?” Tycho asked, pacing the room anxiously. “We’re going to 
have a big haul. Thousands of people are coming to watch, and we can’t disappoint them.”

“Don’t worry. They’ll be amazed for sure,” Julian replied confidently. 
“What are you going to do?” 
“I’m going to walk across a rope.”
“Is that it?”
“With my eyes closed.”
“Okay but….”
“Pushing a wheelbarrow.”
“It’s incredible you can do that, but there’s going to be thousands of people there…”
“Across the Niagara Falls.” 
Tycho’s jaw dropped wide open. “No way…”
“See for yourself, and decide whether or not you want to believe me.” Julian gave an aloof smile and busied 

himself with other menial tasks. 

On the day of the show, Tycho made his way to the top of Niagara Falls with a sinking feeling in his heart. Due to 
the great skill of the publicity crew, he and Julian were expecting nearly one million people to gather to watch the show. 
He could only trust Julian to pull off the impossible stunt in front of the judging gazes of a large audience in a position where 
even the slightest mistake guaranteed death. 

Upon reaching the top of the waterfall, Tycho saw that a rope had been strung across both sides, spanning a 
distance of 2000 feet. Just looking at the dizzying 167 feet drop was enough to make him sick to his stomach. How could 
anyone dare to walk across the rope with the ominous crashing of the water roaring the lullaby of death?

A sudden gust of wind nearly blew off his cap, and Tycho broke out in a cold sweat thinking about the effect it 
would have on Julian’s performance. 

He found Julian in the makeshift tent, doing his preliminary stretches. 
“Julian, you can still opt out. It’s too dangerous. You’ll die.” 
Julian continued on with his weird stretches. “Do you trust me?” 
Julian was a world-class tightrope walker who had risen to fame in France at a young age. He was by far a prodi-

gy in his art. If he couldn’t do it, no one could. 
“Yes, I trust you.” It was the obvious answer. 
When it was finally time, Julian stepped out of the tent to greet the massive audience. 
The crowd gasped in shock and nudged one another in apprehension as Julian tied on his blindfold and ascended 

the rope with the wheelbarrow. He walked across the entire stretch of the rope seemingly unfazed by the screams of the 
crowd and the crashing waves on his left. While he was in the middle of the rope, a gust of wind nearly overturned the 
wheelbarrow, but after a few seconds, Julian managed to regain his balance, and he proceeded calmly as if his life was not in 
serious danger. Once he reached the other side safely, the crowd burst out into frantic applause. 

After a brief respite, Julian mounted the rope once more. 
Everyone “oohed” and “aahed” as he pushed the creaking wheelbarrow back across the rope and walked across 

the Niagara Falls for the second time. 
When Julian reached the end of the rope, the cheers of the crowd dwarfed the roar of the Niagara Falls. 
“I knew you could do it!” Tycho exclaimed with a wide smile plastered across his face. 
“Really?” Julian asked, raising a skeptical eyebrow. “Did you really trust me?”
“Of course I did!” 
Julian smiled mischievously. “Then get in the wheelbarrow.” 
 “That’s insane!” Tycho cried, his smile vanishing at once. 
 Julian’s eyes danced playfully in amusement from beneath the blindfold as he replied, “No, it’s blind faith.” 
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Clockwise from right to left:

“Orange Headed Foreigner”
Emily Zhu
Grade 7

Lois Yoon
Grade 7

Alexa Ma
Grade 7

Mingyuan Dong
Grade 9
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V i n e s Sapphire Liu
Grade 9

She stands on the edge. 
This is her first time seeing the city 

from such a high view. Everything seems so 
small now, like an easy-crushed ant. 

This city, which had brought her joy 
and pain. 

Her heart aches. The vines crawl all 
over the roof. 

Wind blows past her body. She sits 
down, with her legs dangling off the edge. She 
looks like she’s gonna fall any minute. 

But she doesn’t care. 
Grandma died yesterday. The only 

person who ever cared about her died. 
She had no parents...wait, she did, 

but they died when she was very young. It 
doesn’t count. Grandma took care of her and 
raised her. 

She closes her eyes to feel the wind 
that brushes her face gently. For a second, she 
thought it was her Grandma’s rough but gentle 
hands touching her face. 

She reaches out to the air, as though 
she is trying to hold onto something. 

But there’s nothing; she’s gone. 
Her lips curve up in a sad angle. 
She scoots her body to the edge a 

little more. She looks down and stares at the 
gathering crowds. She can hear the noise of the 
coming ambulance and police car, sirens echoing 
into the air. 

The vines are blooming beautiful 
and lively leaves. The leaves look like as if it’s 
covered in blood under the dying sun. 

A little more, just a little more. 
All in a sudden, the distant church 

bell rings. She stops her movement. It rings so 
loudly that she feels like it’s ringing in her head. 
She looks at the church. It’s little golden angel 
on top makes the building very recognizable. 

Grandma always took her there 
ever since she was a kid. The little her looked 
at her Grandma’s solemn face while praying and 
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joyful while worshipping. She felt like her world was filled. 
She stares at the angel on top while the tears dry 

on her face. A verse suddenly flashes through her mind, it’s 
Grandma’s favorite verse:

‘I am the resurrection and the life,’ said the 
Lord. ‘Anyone who 
believes in me will live 
even if he dies, and 
everyone who lives 
and believes in me will 
never die.’ 

She thinks 
about this verse over and 
over again. Jesus is the only 
way to Heaven, and those 
who believe in him will never…

The vines waver in the wind. They look like 
they’re crawling toward her as if they’re alive. 

She smiles. 
“I get it now,” she says. “Grandma.” 

One month later
“Are you willing to accept Jesus Christ as your 

Savior, and believe that he died for you on the Cross?” 
“Yes.” 
Grandma, you didn’t die. You’re still alive and 

you’re with me. 
She sinks into the 

water. It’s so cold and fresh. 
She thinks she sees a crimson 
leaf in the water. But the 
next second she is lifted up. 

The crowd 
cheers. 

She feels the wa-
ter dripping down her face. 
A warm towel wraps around 

her immediately. 
She opens her eyes. 

‘I am the resurrection and the 
life,’ said the Lord. ‘Anyone who 

believes in me will live even if he 
dies, and everyone who lives and 

believes in me will never die.’ 

David Shih
Grade 10
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Marzia Sutera
Grade 11

Ellie Taylor
Grade 8
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Tammie Ma
Grade 11
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Top: Kelsey Lee
Grade 12

Left: Nika Lee
Grade 7

Bottom: Rishab Vashistha
Grade 11
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The Young Samurai
Justin Shen
Grade 7

Photography by
Kelsey Hagan
Grade 12

 A rooster crowed, signaling the start of a new 
youbi1. The boy woke and drowsily opened his eyes. For a 
moment, he wondered where he was. Then he remembered. 
As he stared at his musty room, filled with dirty cobwebs 
and signs of rodent inhabitation, he envisioned it instead as 
a magnificent palace, richly ornamented with gold and fine 
jewelry. 

He stood up, still a bit sleepy, but now full of 
enthusiasm, wondering what the day was about to throw 
at him. He dressed in his kimono, which lay on the floor. It 
was torn and full of holes, for it was the only clothing that 
he owned. He knew that a great deal of things was going to 
happen that day; his heart told him so. After all, it was the 
first day of his samurai training. 

The boy looked out the window at the seemingly 
endless stretch of land. He suddenly felt a pang in his heart 
and a desperate need to cry. He knew the feeling, now surg-
ing through his veins, as homesickness. He was so far from 
his home and his mother. He was so far from Miki Ando, his 
darling little gray striped tabby. He was so far from ev-
erything he knew and loved. But deep inside his heart, he 
knew that this was no time for feelings of homesickness. A 
warrior, which was what he was going to be, should crush his 
feelings down deep, and bring it back out when it was the 
right time. Now was not the right time.

As the youth walked out of the room that was 
now his living quarters, he left those feelings of remorse and 
sadness behind him. He was now focused only on the task 

before him.
When the boy had walked but a few minutes, he 

caught sight of the magnificent palace of his new mentor 
and teacher. He had never seen anything like the grand 
Kyuden2  before him. His eyes were dazzled by the beautiful 
group of buildings before his eyes. These buildings were not 
lofty. No, no. The beauty was all in how they were shaped 
by the architects who built them. The elegant curve of the 
archway, the high, sloped outline of the roofs. 

It was too much for the boy. This was beyond even 
the wildest reaches of his mind. This could not be, was not 
real. He shook his head a bit, trying to clear his vision. He 
looked at the buildings again. It was still there, the same as 
before. Must have been a great architect, he thought. The 
boy felt both scared and important as he walked under the 
huge archway. He felt like the samurai that he was going to 
become. As he walked into the garden of the great samurai 
that he was going to learn from, he thought about his home.

The boy came from a particularly poor family that 
was looked down on by most of his neighbors. They lived in 
a broken down house tucked into the corner of a deserted 
alley, not that it was much of a house at all, probably just a 
small lean-to. Their neighbors were always throwing garbage 
into the boy’s home, showering him with dirty and stinky 
gunk. How he hated that place. The other boys living in the 
houses next to him taunted him, made fun of him, and beat 
him to the ground. Living conditions weren’t so great for the 
boy and his family.

1 day in Japanese
2palace in Japanese
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One day, the boy was sullenly walking down the 
street in which he lived on when he crashed straight into a 
tall man wearing armor and holding a sword. The boy rec-
ognized him as a samurai. This particular samurai seemed to 
be one of the greatest samurais of all time, the famous and 
well known “Rokkaku Yoshikata.” This warrior had fought in 
many battles and survived. He had fought in many duels, and 
won. But the most impressive thing about him was that he 
always, no matter what happened, was the first in the ranks 
of battle. He was a courageous and proud samurai who was 
afraid of nothing. 

The boy immediately bowed down before the 
samurai, and soon after, kneeled in front of him. The samurai 
looked at the youth kneeling before him, thinking about 
how even poor people these days had a good upbringing. 
The boy looked admiringly up at the samurai. He had always 
wanted to be someone like Rokkaku Yoshikata, someone 
who was skilled in the art of battle. Now, he had actually 
come face to face to his role 
model, his future goal. 

“Master, I have al-
ways wanted to be a samurai: 
one who fights and serves 
faithfully under the shogun, 
our ruler. I have especially 
looked up to you. You are the 
most honorable samurai that I 
have ever had the chance to 
know about. Please, accept 
me as your student. I may 
look poor and weak, but I 
will try my best, even if that 
path leads me to my death. My master. Please accept me as 
your student!” The samurai would have refused, but look-
ing down on the still kneeling figure of the young boy, he 
reconsidered his choices. This youth claimed that he would 
do his best, and even better, until all his bones cracked and 
his heart stopped beating. That was certainly a rash state-
ment. But it was that exact statement that made the samurai 
change his mind. This boy shows courage and bravery. But 
most of all, he shows honor. I guess I will just give it a try, 
The samurai thought. 

That was how the boy came to live next to Rok-
kaku Yoshikata’s palace. That was how the boy started his 
training to become a samurai: one who serves the one and 
only shogun. Ruler of all. 

The boy stood in his tattered clothing as he 

approached the door, with its dragon head doorknob. He 
hesitated just a moment, then knocked twice. No answer 
from within. He knocked a bit louder. Still no answer. Finally, 
the boy banged on the door with all his might. There was no 
respond from within the room. 

The boy sulked a bit as he awaited the creak of the 
door as it opened. He waited there for almost forty buns3  
before the samurai came out. The boy bowed down before 
Rokkaku Yoshikata and showed no sign of the anger at the 
disrespect that his mentor had just thrown at him. The samu-
rai stroked his chin slowly, “Ah, it seems that you have the 
ability to withhold your emotions inside you. Good, good. 
Well, without further adieu, let’s get started.” 

The boy was escorted to a room far inside the 
house complex. There were plenty of things to stare at, but 
not enough time to see them all. The samurai strode through 
the final building until they came to a small courtyard. “Here 
you will start your training.” The samurai handed the boy a 

small wooden sword. The 
boy was very disappointed. 
He thought that he could 
have used one of the metal 
swords that the samurais 
used. His mentor took up 
a wooden sword also, and 
told the boy to attack him. 
The boy stood, looking at 
the samurai in amazement. 
“I told you to attack me,” 
the samurai told him once 
again. The boy whispered an 
apology and then struck at 

his mentor with the wooden sword. Amazingly, the sword 
was blocked by a lightning fast movement of the samurai’s 
own sword. Angrily, the boy struck again and again. Each 
time with more energy and power behind it. Each time, the 
blows were blocked. An upper jab, a lower thrust. Every-
thing failed to work. Finally, the young boy stopped, panting 
for breath. He raised his hand in defeat. “You have plenty to 
learn, young one,” the samurai told him. 

All of a sudden, the young boy struck his sword 
out, aiming for the samurai’s belly. Again, the blow was 
stopped. Rokkaku Yoshikata’s reactions were too fast. “As I 
told you, you have plenty to learn,” the samurai repeated to 
the boy, whose jaws were hanging wide open. “Cut down 
this wooden post,” the samurai told the boy, pointing at a 
huge wooden block of wood in the middle of the court-

3minute in Japanese

He had fought in many duels, and 
won. But the most impressive thing 

about him was that he always, no 
matter what happened, was the 

first in the ranks of battle. He was a 
courageous and proud samurai who 

was afraid of nothing. 
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yard. “When I come back, I want to see this wood chopped 
in ten pieces with the wooden sword you are holding now.” 

“But that’s impossible!” the boy exclaimed. 
His mentor eyed him sharply. “Remember, young 

one. Nothing is impossible. This is easy work.” Then, the 
samurai stalked into one of the buildings. The boy looked 
at the wood, then back to his sword, and started hacking. 
One stroke after another. When the samurai came back, he 
saw the wood in nine pieces. The boy was busily hacking at 
the last piece. In his heart, the samurai knew that this was 
extraordinary for a young boy in training, but he didn’t tell 
that to his pupil. “I remember telling you about ten piec-
es, not nine,” the samurai stated. Then he took a wooden 
sword, went to an even bigger chunk of wood, and with 
swift movements, cut the wood into ten even blocks. He 
instructed the boy to keep on practicing on the other six 
blocks of wood left untouched in the courtyard. Then he 
went on to do some study regarding the letter of one of his 
fellow samurai. 

When the samurai came back out, he was pleased 
to see that all six pieces of wood were each cut into ten 
chunks. Even though misshapen, unlike the 
ones he had cut, the samurai still consid-
ered it good work for a starter. 

Through the next few days, the 
boy was asked to do many hard tasks that 
involved walking across a beam four feet 
up in the air, doing a hundred pushups in 
one minute, running more than seven li4  
without stopping, and many more. The 
samurai never even gave one word of encouragement or 
congratulations at all. The boy was taught many of the things 
that samurais did in their spare time. He was taught how to 
sing, to write, and to read. He was taught how to dance, to 
paint, and to shoot arrows. He was taught many things. As he 
learned more and more, and knowledge flooded his brain, 
time seemed to fly past. A day turned into a week. A week 
turned into a month. A month turned into a year. The boy 
never even noticed. 

One day, after the boy had just turned sixteen, the 
samurai Rokkaku Yoshikata told him that his training was over. 
He had already won many duels, won much fame through-
out the kingdom, and learned all the things that the samurai 
himself could provide in the case of knowledge. Now it 
was the turn of the boy himself to choose his path and learn 
more through his own experiences. The boy bowed down 
before the samurai who had trained him for ten years. He 

had learned much about war, strategy, and swordsman-
ship. He had learned about the things that samurais did in 
their spare time and many aspects of art. He had learned 
about the inner part of a person and the abstract ideas, like 
patience, love, kindness, self control, loyalty, and especially 
sonkei5. The tears came to his eyes as he thought of leaving 
his master, who had taught him so much, in the years that 
they had been together. “My young boy,” the samurai said, 
“you are a very, very good student. It has been a great joy 
teaching you.” The youth looked up in surprise. Rokkaku Yo-
shikata had never, ever said something like this in their years 
of training. He was always criticizing his student. Telling him 
that his arm position was wrong. That he was not patient 
enough. That he was too expressive, and should remain pas-
sive and indifferent to what was going on around him. The 
samurai always found some way to criticize. Even if there 
actually was nothing to criticize. The samurai turned around 
and strode, with his head turned toward the sky, into the 
gardens. Without turning around, he gave a small wave at 
the youth and disappeared from sight. The youth saluted 
at the disappearing figure, and went on his journey. To learn 

more, and to gain fame and glory.

45 years later
The boy had grown up into a 

brave samurai, winning all the duels he 
fought. Never once did he show any 
cowardice. One winter morning, he died 
as a brave war hero. At the end, cancer 
claimed his life. 

A huge throng of people stood, huddled together 
in a group on a winter day. In their midst, lay a grave. This 
grave seemed to be special. The people all bowed their 
heads and prayed to their own gods, Buddha, Amatera-
su-ōmikami, and others, that this man may live happily in the 
afterlife. That his mentor, Rokkaku Yoshikata, may live on, 
too, for both men were great and honorable samurais.  

On the grave was the name Miyamoto Musashi6. An 
honorable samurai, a brave soul. One who respects others. 
The best swordsman the world will ever see. Miyamoto, 
may you live forever. Your name is to be remembered for 
eternity, by all who live in this world. 

“You will be remembered forever, forever, forev-
er,” the crowd chanted, over and over. Over and over.                       

4mile in Japanese or Chinese
5loyalty in Japanese
6Miyamoto Musashi (c. 1584 – June 13, 1645), was an expert 

Japanese swordsman and rōnin. Musashi, became renowned 
through stories of his excellent swordsmanship in numerous 
duels, even from a very young age.

Your name is to be 
remembered for 

eternity, by all who 
live in this world. 
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Standing straight and bold,
Towering up to the sun, 

Its many arms waving hello, 
But its feet standing perfectly still;

The sequoia, the giant sequoia. 

Its bark hard from the bottom, 
Growing softer reaching up, 

Its leaves infused with strange colors, 
Growing lighter every day, 

The sequoia, the giant sequoia.

When autumn comes, their leaves stay green,
When winter falls, their leaves speckle white, 
The tree never changes color as an evergreen,

The sequoia, the giant sequoia. 

The Giant
Abigail Leong

Grade 8
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Photography by
Victoria Lieb
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We say there are people
Who want us to succeed

Who pray everyday in hopes we’d learn to 
lead.

We say there are people 
Who take their time

To show us the way so that we’ll be sublime.

We say there are people
Who give us their all

So that we will stay strong and try not to fall.

We say there are people
Who try ever so hard

To get us much farther than we are at the start.

We say there are people 
Whose intentions are purer than gold

Who only want us to grow up and be bold.

We say there are people
Whose words strike a chord

And cause other people to seek out the Lord.

Are there such people
Whose each day is a speech?

I say it is so: it is those who teach.

There Are People
Katherine Wong- Lam

Grade 11
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If you have any questions, or if you have any writing, 
art, or photography pieces you would like to submit, 
please contact us at tkaliterarymazagine@gmail.com.

THANK YOU FOR READING!


