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ά¢ƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇƻŜǘǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜǎΦέ 
  
                                                                         ς Walt Whitman (1819-1892) 

  



3 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



4 
  

 

  

BALLOONS Lit. Journal (BLJ) is an independent biannual online literary journal of poetry, 

fiction and art primarily for school-aged readers from upper elementary school years 

onwards. BLJ sees it an important mission to bring the art of literature, and the creation of 

it, to our younger generation. The journal is freely accessible to all electronically. BLJ 

welcomes submissions from people anywhere in the world and in all walks of life. We love 

something that is fresh, surprising, unforgettable, extraordinary, mind-blowing, 

humorous, bold, unique, layered, witty, educational, original...etc. In short, we want 

something exceptionally good. For the most updated information about the journal, 

please visit the official website of BLJ: 

 

www.balloons-lit -journal.com 

 

Submissions are welcome year round. Writers are advised to read and follow the 

guidelines stated on the above website. Enquiries and submissions should be sent to: 

editorblj@yahoo.com                                      

 

Founder, Editor-in-Chief & Layout Designer 

Ho Cheung LEE (Peter), Ed.D. 

 

Editorial Consultant 

Ricci FONG, Ph.D. 

 

All original work published in this issue of BLJ is copyright © 2015 by the poets, authors 

and artists. 

© 2015 BALLOONS Lit. Journal 

 

Hong Kong, China 
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Thank you for reading BLJΩǎ LǎǎǳŜ ¢ǿƻ. Again, this issue has a wide range of contributors and 

genres and I simply love the pleasant surprise each piece gives me in its own unique way. 

For Poetry, we have very young poets like Sage Lauren Kullberg and the grandsons of Gerard 

Sarnat, Elliot and Simon Aron, who give us a simplistic but witty voice. Experienced poets 

such ŀǎ WŀŎǉǳŜƭƛƴŜ WǳƭŜǎ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ WƻŜ .ƛǎƛŎŎƘƛŀΩǎ 

verse on animals lets us rethink about the power of self-belief. I am particularly impressed 

ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōȅ WƻƘƴ CƻǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǾŜǊǎŜǎ ƻƴ Ǝƭƻōŀƭ ŎǊƛǎŜǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘǎ that would have an 

impact on children and adults alike. 

For fiction, the five pieces chosen here exercise an advanced level of descriptive language 

and depth while keeping the words and contexts accessible to young readers. I am especially 

thrilled with AƭƛǎƘŀ ¢ŀƳŀǊŎƘŜƴƪƻ ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎ ²ƛƭƪŜƴǎŜƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƛǎǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

give the pieces a whole new sense and meaning. 

I cannot be more delighted receiving the vibrantly colourful and mesmerizing artwork from 

Tammy Ruggles and Karen Ahn, and am totally ǎǇŜŜŎƘƭŜǎǎ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ LȊŀōŜƭŀ ¦ǊōŀƴƛŀƪΩǎ 

poetically monochromatic photography of the beautiful and innocent children defining 

childhood in the summer. 

[ŀǎǘ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ŀǎ ŀ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ bƛŎƻƭŜ wƻƳŜǳΩǎ ƴƻƴ-fiction work here is one 

of my best decisions in the course of editing this magazine. Her vision on what a good 

teacher should be creates so many ripples inside me. 

I enjoy every single piece in this issue and I thank every contributor for making this magazine 

so beautiful. I thank you, who are reading these words at this very moment, for allowing me 

to once again take you on a refreshing, new, and kaleidoscopic literary journey across 

generations. 

 

Ho Cheung LEE, EdD 
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Walk into a treasure trove, this cornucopia of a delightful little magazine and be amazed by 

the variety on offer ς short, long, narrative, textual and pictorial that are presented to the 

reader ς of all ages! 

 

I was delighted by the sensations that the individual pieces conjured in me.  I could delve in 

the poems and let the thoughts seep through my mind, be rocked by the lullaby, drenched 

by the rain and the leaky concert, puzzle through the beastly math exercise, be alerted about 

environmental issues or ǎǘƻǇ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅ ŀǘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩs wish! Or, soar through the air and see the 

world through different perspectives like that of a balloon, a flower, a cloud, a chicken; face 

the realities of growing up and knowing about love, life and death. Or gaze for long at the 

multƛǇƭŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊΩs idyllic summer, the colorful world of an aquarium, a 

bustling city...and much more! 

 

Each piece can be revisited again and again, bringing new sensations, thoughts, images and 

ideas.  

 

I also invite teachers to use this magazine as well as its Issue One to bring forth to their 

young readers the wonders and variety of the written texts and pictorial images, for which 

this magazine has been specially created. 

 

 

Simon Tham 

 
Former Head of Section, 
Native-speaking Teachers Section, 
Curriculum Development Institute, 
Education Bureau, 
Hong Kong SAR 
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Danny P. Barbare works as a janitor at a local YMCA. He has been writing poetry for 33 

years and has been published locally, nationally, and abroad. His poems have recently 

appeared in Doxa, Blood and Thunder, Dewpoint, The Watershed, Assisi Online Journal, The 

Round, as well as many other online and print journals. 
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leaking 
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it 
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The Concert 
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 Z.G. Tomaszewski is a                     poet, rambler, fisherman, and musician currently living in Grand Rapids, 

Michigan. Tomaszewski is a                      founding producer of Lamp Light Musical Festival and co-founder of Great 

Lakes Commonwealth of Letters.              His book All Things Dusk, selected by Li-Young Lee, is forthcoming from HKU 

Press. 
 

  

 

  

Stalk of snakegrass in the water swims, serpentines 

with waves to another shore. 

A boy stirs his feet sending ripples 

to carry it towards a thicket of cattails. 

The grass coils. Slithering 

Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛƴǎǳƭǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƴŀƪŜΩǎ ƳǳǘŜ ǊŀǘǘƭŜΣ 

the water hisses back. 

 

Argument 

BALLOONS Lit. Journal  Issue 2  Aug 2015 

 

 

 



10 
  

Ten years ago, Sage Lauren Kullberg entered the world early Christmas morning, 2004. 

Daughter of June and Justino, Sage is a poet, artist, Girl Scout, animal lover, and tree hugger. 

Sage is growing up in San Diego, California with her guinea pig, rabbit, various bugs, and 

assorted piles of books and art supplies. She keeps an art/poetry journal in her backpack for 

those unexpected surges of creativity. Sage does poetry readings with her grandmother at 

¢ƘŜ tƻŜǘǊȅ .ŜƴŎƘ ƛƴ .ŀƭōƻŀ tŀǊƪΣ ŀƴŘ wŜōŜŎŎŀΩǎ /ƻŦŦŜŜ IƻǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ ōƛƪƛƴƎΣ ǎŀƴŘŎŀǎǘƭŜǎΣ 

music, rescuing sad stuffed animals from thrift stores, and making friends with those that 

believe in her. 

 

 

 

  

I sit at the window watching raindrops 

dance and twirl to the damp streets  

like glass shattering on the ground. 

Mist fills the blank skies.  

Cars woosh through puddles, 

making fountains of rain water. 

Dark grey clouds blanket the horizon.  

A fire crackles from inside.  

Street lights shimmer through the crystal droplets. 

 

wŀƛƴΧ 
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Evening is falling, is falling, my dear. 

Shadows assemble, and slumber draws near. 

The horse in its stable, the dove in its nest, 

The child in its cradle anticipate rest. 

 

Embers are glowing and ashes are warm, 

Baby is drowsy, protected from harm. 

The wolf in the forest, the thorn on the rose 

/ŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜƴŘŀƴƎŜǊ Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΩǎ ǊŜǇƻǎŜΦ 

 

Long is the winter, and long is the night, 

Long will I watch you and swaddle you tight. 

The mountain is high and the ocean is deep, 

aȅ ƭǳƭƭŀōȅΩǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ 

 

Lullaby 

Robert Boucheron is an architect in Charlottesville, Virginia. His academic degrees are  

B. A. 1974, Harvard University, and M. Arch. 1978, Yale University. His writing appears in 

Aldus Journal of Translation, Bangalore Review, Cerise Press, Cossack, Conclave, Construction, 

Digital Americana, Gravel, Grey Sparrow Journal, IthacaLit, JMWW, Lowestoft Chronicle, Milo 

Review, Montreal Review, New Orleans Review, North Dakota Quarterly, Origami Journal, 

Poydras Review, The Rusty Nail, Short Fiction, Slippage, and Virginia Business. 
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/ƻŀŎƘƛŜΩn me walked and talked all the way to the Tower of Love bus station. 

We rode upstairs in the sun on the Big Blue Bubble double-decker coach.  

It had a rainbow restaurant run by two red and green plaid Jersey cows.  

They and us baked milk cookies then ate some then I brought the rest home to Mommy. 

Back there my big brother Simon will open her baby-safe Tylenol bottle for Gramps. 

 

9ƭƭƛƻǘΩǎ 5ǊŜŀƳ 
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Gerard Sarnat and his wife of 45 years live in the room above the garage of one of their daugh-

ǘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ DŜǊǊȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀ ǘƻ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ŀǳǘƘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ нлмлΩǎ 

HOMELESS CHRONICLES from Abraham to Burning Man, нлмнΩǎ Disputes, and September 2014's 17s. 

He is now working on Patriarchs. HarvaǊŘ ŀƴŘ {ǘŀƴŦƻǊŘ ŜŘǳŎŀǘŜŘΣ DŜǊǊȅΩs set up and staffed clinics for 

the disenfranchised, been a CEO of healthcare organizations and a Stanford professor. For Huffington 

Post reviews, future reading dates and more, visit www.gerardsarnat.com. His books are available at 

select bookstores and on Amazon. Gerry and his 5 year-old grandson, Elliot Aron, helped write the 

ǇƛŜŎŜ ά9ƭƭƛƻǘΩǎ 5ǊŜŀƳέΤ his 9 year-old grandson, Simon AronΣ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ά²ƛǎƘŜǎ 
²ƘŜƴ aȅ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊ ²ŀǎ .ƻǊƴΦέ 
 

 

 

 

  

1. Give me one beautiful blue blankie 

2. Tie a string around my Mommy  

3. Grow up to be just like Daddy 

4. Another blue blankie or two 

рΦ [ŜǘΩǎ get rid of the new boy 

 

Wishes When My Brother 
Was Born 

http://www.gerardsarnat.com/
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Knight    
Errant 

  

Alisha Tamarchenko is originally from Montclair, New Jersey but currently lives in 

Highland, New York, where she attends New Paltz Central High School. She has spent much of 

her life traveling with her family and spent 5 years living in northern Italy. She hopes to 

attend a liberal arts college and minor in English. 
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The Knight came storming into the forest, determined to get to the 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳΣ άŀ ǇŜǊƛƭƻǳǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴέ ǎƘŜ 

ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ Ǿŀƭƛŀƴǘ ƻŦ YƴƛƎƘǘǎέΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǿŀǎ 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǿŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŜǊǎŀǊȅΩǎ ŀǊƳȅΣ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ from 

conquering the home territory and seizing the castle. The Knight was 

ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǇŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŜǊŎǳƭŜŀƴ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 

his bulky white armour weighed heavily upon his shoulders.  

Something appeared in the distance and as he got closer the 

silhouette of a black Tower became visible from behind the trees. 

They had foreseen his arrival. To his left he noticed another Tower. 

All of a sudden he heard a battle cry behind him as the enemy troops 

moved into position to cut off his retreat. He was corralled. He 

gasped as he saw the enemy Queen appear and glide to him in one 

smooth continuous motion with her charcoal black cape whipping 

behind her until she was an armΩs length away. He shook violently 

with fear as she stood and stared down at him, her black evil eyes 

filled with revenge and a deep yearning for power. He could feel her 

breath on his bare neck and it stunk of dry blood and death.  

Suddenly, with one brisk movement, she snatched his arm 

and shoved him off his horse, forcing him onto the ground. The last 

ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘŀƴǘ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ 

delicate ebony lips, as a giant hand lifted him off the chessboard. 
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Born in 1973, Izabela Urbaniak is a commercial 

and fine art photographer based in Lodz, Poland. She 

has an MD in Management Psychology and has 

graduated with honors from Warsaw Film School. She 

ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ±ƛŎŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ½t!C όtƻƭƛǎƘ tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊǎΩ 

Association) in Lodz and is well known for 

characteristic style and lyrical atmosphere of her 

photos. The main topics of her works are women with 

their beauty and fragility and surrounding life. She 

introduces this sophisticated art into commercial part 

of her work, where she shoots, among others for 

Dilmah and Bols.  

Her main achievements are: Grand Prix of 

National Geographic Traveler Magazine in 2008; 

Photo of the year of Photo Art Magazine in 2008; 1st 

Place in the Polish edition of EISA Photo Contest 

2009; 2nd Place in the Photo Industrial 2009 contest; 

Honours from Sony World Photography Awards 2011; 

1st Place in Viva Photo Awards 2012; 1st Place in 

Samsung Fotoblog Awards 2012. More of her work 

can be found at www.izabelaurbaniak.blogspot.com 

and www.izabelaurbaniak.pl   

http://www.izabelaurbaniak.blogspot.com/
http://www.izabelaurbaniak.pl/
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summertime 
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Brandon T. Madden has been published in various graduate, and professional journals 

including S/tick, The River and South Review, Flyover Country Review, The Write Time at the Write 

Place, Gravel Literary Magazine, Empty Sink Publishing, Sediments Literary Arts Journal, Twisted Vine 

Literary Arts Journal, Arlington Literary Journal, and Torrid Literature Journal. His political theory 

ǇƛŜŎŜ άDo Americans Still Believe in the Principles of ǘƘŜ 5ŜŎƭŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ LƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜέ was published 

by the international journal: The Transnational in 2015. He hopes to one day become a competent 

writer. To view his other works please visit: https://www.linkedin.com/pub/brandon-t-

madden/6b/489/595 
 

The child clutched tightly to the red balloon. It 

bobbed up and down staring at the crowds of 

people moving around the child flowing towards 

the nearest rides, attractions, and food stands. 

The sun was beginning to set as the carnival began 

to sporadically set off fireworks, signalling its end. 

The explosions caused the herd of people to 

momentarily stop, catching glimpses of reds, 

greens, and blues while the child stood alone. 

No one bothered to acknowledge it. 

The balloon looked down at its owner, it 

could feel the fear rising up from the plastic 

ribbon and into its helium. The child gave a frantic 

look around, trying to peer above the sea of 

bodies, in search of something. It could not get a 

glimpse of what it was looking for, so it attempted 

to edge its body closer to the current. The steely 

roar of the rollercoaster nearby startled the child 

and it gave out a loud gasp, which was drowned 

out by the screams of the passers-by in the metal 

cart. It began to sob as the balloon continued to 

bob up and down from above, not knowing what 

to do. 

Circus music merrily played out from a 

nearby tent that drew the attention of both the 

balloon and the child. The balloon, noticing that 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ǎƻōǎ ƘŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊ ŀǘ 

the sound of the music, began to tug towards the 

red and white striped tent. The child dutifully 

followed, slicing through the crowds which caused 

them to abruptly stop. Some yelled at the child 

while others shook their heads, but the child did 
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Carnival 
Balloons 

 

 

the crowd. It lurched back and could no longer see 

the child as it whizzed past people that attempted 

to swat it away.  

The child abruptly stopped.  

Its grip loosened and the balloon began to 

float higher away from the child until it could no 

longer feel its little fingers wrapped around its 

string. Losing sight of the child, the balloon hoped 

that it had found what it was looking for. 

 

A family began to walk back to its car after 

the carnival had finished for the night. The 

relieved mother talked to the ashamed father 

claiming that they needed to be more vigilant and 

protective of their child. The child, hanging onto 

its fathers shoulders, realized that its balloon was 

no longer wrapped around its hand. 

It looked up into the night sky, seeing if it 

would find it floating above the circus chatting 

with the stars. 

 

not notice, or at least the balloon did not. 

¢ƘŜȅ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ 

face lit up.  

Inside were exotic animals that roared or 

trumpeted while humans performed acrobatics 

moves and tricks to amuse the crowds. The child 

laughed and giggled, which made the balloon feel 

at ease (although it was petrified by a nearby 

group of clowns and their treatment of its own 

kind, bending and twisting them into torturous 

shapes).  

The child continued to wander around the 

tent while the balloon dutifully followed behind, 

ǘǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

nothing left to see. They exited the tent, which 

relieved the balloon for it was safely away from 

the clowns. 

The sky was now dark and fireworks 

continued to sporadically burst, colouring it for a 

brief moment. The balloon looked at awe wishing 

it could be amongst them with the stars, but it 

could feel that the child was growing more 

worried by the minute. It looked down and 

noticed that the child was beginning to become 

fainter in the darkness (only the tight clutch of its 

tiny fingers let it know it was still around). 

It began to fear that it was no longer going 

to be able to track the child and be able to help it 

find what it needed. Gun powder filled the air, 

creating a thin haze, as the fireworks began their 

finale. The ribbon began to shake violently and the 

balloon could feel the child begin to run away into   

 

 

*  
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  An Honorable Mention recipient for the Fernando Rielo XXXII World Prize for Mystical Poetry, 

Joe Bisicchia has had works appear in various venues. He is a former television host  

who also taught high school English. He co-invented an award winning family  

card game and currently writes in marketing and public affairs. 
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Learning about yourself in a world of others 
 

Shell cracked open. New life squinted new eyes. The little 
one took whiff of stinky coop and scratched furry head. 
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ LΚέ 
 
With so much curiosity, he wanted to know. Soon he quickly 
learned to strut, and soon he was wondering how to use 
those things on his sides, his little wings.  
 
But, then one day, all chickens of the coop scurried with fear. 
 
       άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƻȄΣέ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ a red monster. 
 
And the new life then wondered why feathers were flying. 
He found himself tossed through the gate and under a bush, 
     his foot aching until he fainted. 
 
Seeing whole sad spectacle, the eagle swooped down,  
embraced the unconscious chicken and carried him up 
        ƘƛƎƘΣ ƘƛƎƘΣ ƘƛƎƘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜΩǎ ƴŜǎǘΦ 
                   Dŀƭƭŀƴǘ ōƛǊŘ ƴǳǊǎŜŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǊŘΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ 
until the chicken awakened with hopeful eyes wide. 
     άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŜŀƎƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ōƻŀǎǘŜŘΦ 
 
άbƻΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦέ 
 
Everyday Chuck would sit from his safe seat in the nest 
and watch the eagle spread mighty wings to sail to the sun. 
Chuck dreamed of the day he too would master sky and  
soar. 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǿƛƴƎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘǳŎƪΦ 
 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǘǊǳǘΣ ǇǊŀnce back and forth, and bob 
ŀƴŘ ǿŜŀǾŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ 
closeness of earth, and all the goodness that can come of it. 
Especially, when being part of a community like yours. Get  
to know your world, and all who share it with you. And show 
ƪƛƴŘƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ 
 
{ƻƻƴΣ /ƘǳŎƪΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ƘŜŀƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ Ŧǳƭƭ 
               and he felt a need to strut. 
   From lofty perch, his wings wanted to spread wide. 
 

The Chicken 
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άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŜŀƎƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ōƻŀǎǘŜŘΦ 
 
άbƻΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜ ƪƛƴŘƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦέ 
 
ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
 
άL ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜΦ  L ŀƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
ά¢ƘŜƴ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƻŀǊ ǘƻƻΗέ 
 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜΦ  άLƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΣ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ 
ŎŀƴΦέ 
 
ά¢ƘŜƴ ƭŜǘ ƳŜΦέ 
 
The eagle looked upon him with understanding eyes.  
        It was time. The chicken needed freedom.   
So, she embraced the bird, and held him close 
                         all the way downward back toward earth. 
 
The amazed chicken cherisƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ άL !a ŀƴ ŜŀƎƭŜΗέ  
   
¢ƘŜȅ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƻǇΩǎ ŘǳǎǘΣ  
                                         amidst startled inhabitants.  
 
άbƻΣ Ƴȅ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ōƛǊŘΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀƎƭŜ ƪƛƴŘƭȅΦ  
          ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦέ 
 
The eagle took Chuck from under her wing,  
                and with hopeful eyes, said goodbye.   
                                       
All the chickens marveled at the flight of the heavenly bird  
and then turned their attention to their long lost friend,  
                                     now back home, grounded. 
 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ LΚέ ƘŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
 
ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ 
 
Just then, all the chickens scurried with fear. 
 
άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƻȄΣέ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΦ 
 
Feathers and dust began to fly.  
          The fox came face to face with Chuck,  
                                       who fearlessly welcomed him. 
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    Rest of coop quickly ran to the corners. 
 
ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜΚέ asked Chuck. 
 
ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŘƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻȄΦ  
 
ά{ŀŘƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘǳŎƪΦ  ά!ƴŘ ǎŀŘƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
know much about you.  Other than the obvious,  
ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ƳŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ L Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΦέ   
 
ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΚέ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻȄΦ 
 
άDŜǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΦέ  
 
¢ƘŜ ŦƻȄ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  
And then, excited about this game,  
       the fox lunged at the foolish fellow. 
 
Chuck reacted with his natural gifts.  Turned cheek and 
bobbed left.           
            Fox missed. 
Chuck bobbed right.   
             Fox missed again.  
The fox wondered how this chicken could be checked.   
Gave it one last big lunge and Chuck held his breath.   
 
άhǳŎƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘǳŎƪΦ   
    His beak had poked the fox in the eye. 
 
άbƻ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΣέ said the fox holding his eye all teary. 
           ά.ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 
   
άbŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜŘ /ƘǳŎƪΣ  
       άƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǇƭŀȅΦέ 
 
!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴǎΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ /ƘǳŎƪΩǎ ōǊŀǾŜǊȅ ŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻȄΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 
them bobbing and weaving, their beaks seeming to the fox 
like pointy points clearly made.  
 
The fox, squinting and trying his best to see straight 
                     looked at the power of this coop.  
άLŦ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘǊǳŜΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇƭŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ 
folks kind of scŀǊŜ ƳŜΦέ 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘǊȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴΦ  
 ά/ŀƭƭ ƳŜ /ƘǳŎƪΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜΦ       
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!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 
 
The fox paused to think about the oddity of this 
conversation. He knew how chickens should know his type, 
if he were them.  After all, he was a fox, the enemy. 
 
²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚ 
 
But never before had a chicken asked his name. 
Never before had a chicken cared to know. 
!ƴŘ ǎƻΣ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ άLΩƳ WŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ L ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƻΦέ 
 
άDƻƻŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ /ƘǳŎƪΦ  
               ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ  
 
All the chickens circled tighter around the fox, bobbing and 
weaving, and he shrunk with fear, finding it hard to breathe 
with all the feathers in his face. 
 
ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜ ƪƴƛǘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ /ƘǳŎƪΦ ά!ƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ 
ǿŜƭŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƎƛŦǘǎΦ 9ȄǇŜŎǘ ƛǘΦέ 
 
ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭΣέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ 
ǘƛƳŜ L ƎƻΦέ  !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ǳƴŜŀǎȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘΣ 
he then turned and darted away.   
 
All the chickens of the pen danced and strutted around 
Chuck. 
 
And high above, the eagle smiled.   
                  Chuck had indeed learned to soar. 
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How many days till I have twenty 

if Dad says five bucks per week is plenty? 

  

How many cookies for John and Ken 

if the box has three times ten? 

 

Every math problem on the page 

roars like a tiger in a cage. 

 

!ƴŘ ŀƭƭ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘ 

is a pencil I sharpened 

ǘƛƭƭ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘŜŎŜŀǎŜŘΦ 

 

How many hours will it take 

if I start now without a break? 

 

Could be one or two or eightτ 

as long as I procrastinate. 

 

Why do you have to pound 

Like a stampede on the roof? 

A thousand heavy bodies 

Stamping each and every hoof! 

 

LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ƳŜ 

That I should stay inside. 

You can stop your shouting. 

LΩƳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ 

 

Thunder 

The Math Beast 

http://www.jacquelinejules.com/
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Evening 
Shadows 

They loved the way the sun beat on their backs, 

the way the stray balloon tickled as it passed 

through. They liked to catch the birds as they flew 

past and occasionally rest upon the mountaintops. 

But this morning was so pleasant and the air was 

still in the skies.   

ά[Ŝǘϥǎ ǊŜǎǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ 

land below us and make sƘŀǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ 

said one cloud to the other. They swayed before 

the sun, casting long shadows all around as the 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŀȅΩǎ ƭŀōƻǊΦ   

ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎƻ ǿŜŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘΣ 

ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜΚέ  

ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƛǎ 

great and strong like an oak.έ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǎƻ ǇƭǳƳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ōŜΚέ  

  ά²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ 

home her shadow is slender and gentle like a 

ŦƭƻǿŜǊΦέ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ǎƻ ǿƛƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜΚέ  

ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǉƭŀȅǎ Ƙƛs shadow is carefree and 

ŘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇǳǇǇȅΦέ  

The day went on, the gentle breezes blew, 

and the people passed by. The clouds chuckled 

and dreamt of life as they lazily gazed and made 

shapes of the people below. At noon, the sun beat 

down high in the sky. One small, weed-like boy 

crept out his door and into the hot sun, stretching 

and yawning, having just awoken from a long 

sleep. His eyelids and shoulders drooped as he 

dragged himself to the field to labor. He stood in 

down high in the sky. One small, weed-like boy 

crept out his door and into the hot sun, stretching 

and yawning, having just awoken from a long 

sleep. His eyelids and shoulders drooped as he 

dragged himself to the field to labor. He stood in 

the field under the noonday sun, his shadow a 

shriveled figure on the ground.   

ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻȅΣ ǎƻ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜΚέ 

άbƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǎΣ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƛǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŀƎƛƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǇǊƻǳǘΦέ 

The boy soon got tired in the sun and 

scratched his neck where the hot rays beat down. 

He put down his tools, left the field, and went 

back into his home to sleep until the next day.   

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΚέ 

pƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŎƭƻǳŘΦ ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ 

until the evening sun so he can see how tall his 

ǎƘŀŘƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ōŜΚέ   

Days passed and the winds blew the cloud 

over farms and villages, but every time the winds 

returned the cloud to that village, the cloud 

searched for the boy. It seemed that every day the 

old, crooked man who lived nearby would knock 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǇŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ 

the mountain, but the boy did not wake up and 

step out of his house until noon. After a few hours 

in the sun each day, the boy soon returned into his 

 

 home. The old neighbor worked tirelessly 

each day, his crooked back lengthening like a great 

oak as he stood and admired his growing field. 
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  ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘŜΦ IŜ  

ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ 

pondering about the boy. She wanted to see the 

boy all day and wished the boy could see his 

evening shadow at least once. The cloud 

remembered the boys deep brown eyes and 

crooked smile.  

άL ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ Ŏƻuld feel the love of all the 

ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƪȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ 

friends and told them her plan. She asked each 

cloud to blow a kiss to the boy so that maybe he 

would feel so loved that he would always want to 

be under the sky.   

The next morning the clouds assembled 

and covered the whole sky, waiting anxiously for 

the boy to come out. The old neighbor knocked on 

the window, called out to the boy, then ventured 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ work. Noon 

came and the boy peaked out of his house. All of 

the clouds began blowing kisses to the boy, but 

with all of the clouds blowing, the air became 

frigid and each kiss fell as a fluffy white crystal. 

The first crystal gently fell and tumbled down, 

ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ 

shivered, running back into the home to protect 

him from the cold. The cloud was so sad to see the 

boy return to his home and to see her plan fail 

again that she began crying, but each of her tears 

turned into crystals as well. The crystals fell all day 

and all evening. The cloud noticed a dark shape 

amidst the sheets of white in a field close by. It 

was the crooked, weary old man. He continued to 

labor all day, but the frigid air was causing him to 

slow down. He could barely lift his tools and 

slowly pulled his feet through the fallen snow. The 

cloud saw this and cried more. She didn't mean to 

cause so much trouble; she had only wanted the 

boy to feel loved.   

The old man worked without ceasing 

through the icy cold weather. Meanwhile, behind 

 

 

 

 the frosted window, two sleepy eyes 

peeked  

home. The old neighbour worked tirelessly each 

day, his crooked back lengthening like a great oak 

as he stood and admired his growing field. The 

cloud saw the pride and contentment in the old 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎǊƻƻƪŜŘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ 

ƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŘƻǿƴƘŜŀǊǘŜŘ 

saunter as he looked down at his shriveled 

shadow that trailed behind him when he returned 

to his home each day. She wished the boy could 

see his great evening shadow too. The cloud had 

an idea.  

  The winds had calmed and the cloud 

settled above the village for a while.  

άL ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ 

ōŜ ǎƻ ƘƻǘΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘhe 

boy sauntered out into the hot sun, the cloud 

gently passed in front of the sun and cast a wide 

shadow over the land. The boy took a deep 

breath, looked up at the sky, and smiled. He had 

never felt so comfortable outside away from the 

heat. The cloud saǿ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎ 

and crooked smile and felt a love for the boy. She 

wanted him to see how tall his shadow could be in 

the evening so she could always see his crooked 

smile rather than his sulky saunter. The boy put 

down his tools and laid comfortably on the 

ground. Then he tucked his knees to his chest and 

smiled as he fell asleep under the cool sky. When 

the cloud saw him cease his labor, she became 

frustrated.  

ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ 

shouted as great thunder rolled across the skyΦ άL 

wish he would labor a little longer, else he will 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀŘ 

that her plan had failed. She sniffled and shed 

tears of disappointment on the boy. The teardrops 

Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǇŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ 

tears fell quicker and quicker and began soaking 

the boy. He jumped up and fled back into his 

house.  

άL Řƻƴϥǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ  

 

ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ IŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

shade. He  

ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƴΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ 

the sky  
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  the frosted window, two sleepy eyes peeked  

above the window pane. The old man worked 

through the night, shoveling the snow and tending 

to his crops. Dawn broke and the man fell to his 

ƪƴŜŜǎΦ Iƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ 

through the snow any longer. The air was cold and 

still. Soft crystals fell from the gray sky. 

Then, through the silence of the falling 

snow, the door of the little house creaked open 

and one droopy eyed boy peeked his head out. He 

opened his eyes, rolled back his shoulders, and 

ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǘƻƻƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ 

watched as the old man lifted his feeble hand in 

gratitude and spent the morning instructing the 

boy on what to do. The boy worked under the 

gray sky all day, not stopping to eat or rest. The 

clouds smiled. The noonday sun began to fall in 

the sky and the boy put his tools down. The clouds 

sat still in anticipation. He wrapped his long, bare 

fingers around the crops of the field and began 

harvesting the crops that the old man had worked 

so long to plant. The old man smiled. He 

continued to work as the sun fell further in the 

sky. 

{ǿŜŀǘ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΤ ƘŜ 

panted and looked through his deep brown eyes 

at the field before him. The day's work was done. 

The clouds shouted and danced for joy, splitting 

from their mass in the sky and letting the sun spill 

through them. The golden evening rays warmed 

the ground below, melting the last traces of frost 

and trickling onto the fragile boy. He stood, staring 

at the cultivated field before him and saw, for the 

first time, a shadow stretching out on the soil 

below, taller than he ever imagined it could be. 

His hands were raw and his body sore, but he 

raised his droopy eyes and smiled a crooked smile. 

It was a pleasant evening and the sun 

warmed ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΩ ōŀŎƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎŀȊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

people below them. 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƳŀƭƭΣ ǿŜŜŘ-like boy, what  

 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ  

 

ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻŀƪΦέ  

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜΚέ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴŜ ŎƭƻǳŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ  

ά²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ƻŀƪΦέ  
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