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Words from Editor-in-Clief

Thank you for readingLD & L & 3Adefh, tidisdsBue has a wide range of contributors
genres and | simplpve 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
Sarnat, Elliot and Simon Aron, who giveausimplistic but witty voiceExperienced poet:
suchk & WI OljdzSt AyS wdzZ Sa SyGaSNIFAY dza g Ak
verse on animals lets us rethink about the power of-belief. | am particularly impresse
YR Y2@SR o0& W2KyYy C2aidSNRa @S Nda&tSvauldhaie ah
impact on children and adults alike.

For fiction, the five pieces chosen here exercise an advanced level of descriptive lar
and depth while keeping the words and contexts accessible to young readers. | am esf
thrilled with A A a Kl ¢+ YF NOKSyYy 12 YR / KNRA& 2Af{!
give the pieces a whole new sense and meaning.

| cannot be mee delighted receiving the vibrantly colourfahd mesmerizing artwork fromn
Tammy Ruggles and Karen Ahn, and am totallyJSSSOKf Sda aSSAy:
poetically monochromaticphotography of the beautiful and innocent children definii
childhood in the summer.

[ Fad odzi y20G tSFadx a 0S|I Odidh Warkherdisdnd
of my best deisions in the course of editing this magazine. Her vision on what a
teacher should b creates so many ripples inside me.

| enjoy every single piece in this issue and | thank every contributor for making this ma
sobeautiful. | thank youwho are reading these words at this very momefdr allowing me
to once again take you oa refreshing, new, and kaleidoscopic literary journey acr
generations.

» \ :‘_:,'7 /
O q 7 Ho Cheung LEEdD
NN )
% ) \ )(



Fereword

Walk into a treasure trove, this cornucopia of a delightful little magazine and be amaz
the varietyon offer ¢ short, long, narrative, textual and pictorial that are presented to t
readerc of all ages!

| was delighted by the sensations that thelividual pieces conjured in me. | could delve
the poems and let the thoughts seep through my mind, be rocked by the lullaby, drer
by the rain and the leaky concert, puzzle through the beastly math exercise, be alerted
environmental issues @i G 2 LJ | 6 NHzLJ§ Wwigh! Or, oarahxdRgh & aikand see tl
world through different perspectives like that of a balloon, a flower, a cloud, a chicken;
the realities of growing up and knowing about love, life and death. Or gaze for lahg ¢
multA LIt S A Y 3Sa 2 TFsidyllik Sumindft, 2hé 2ol walkd SINEER aquarium,
bustling city..and much more!

Each piece can be revisited again and again, bringing new sensations, thoughts, imag
ideas.

| also invite teachers to usthis magazine as well as its Issue One to bring forth to t
young readers the wonders and variety of the written texts and pictorial images, for w
this magazine has been specially created.

Simon Tham

Former Head of Sectign
NativespeakingTeachers Section,
Curriculum Development Institute,
Education Bureau,

Hong Kong SAR
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Danny P. Barbar@orks as a janitor at a local YMCA. He has been writing pfuet83
yearsand has been publisheldcally, ndionally, and abroad. His poerhsive recently
appeared irDoxa, Blood and Timder, Dewpoint, The Watershefisisi Online Journal, The
Round as wellasmany other online and print journals.

The Concert
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Z.G. Tomaszewskia poet, rambler, fisherman, and musician currently living in Grand Rapids,
Michigan. Tomaszewski is a foundingproducer of Lamp Light Musical Festival andaimnder of Great
Lakes Commonwealth of Lette Hisbook All Things Duslselected by LYoung Leds forthcoming from HKU
Press.

Argument

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
KAd G2y3dzS GKS o02@& AyadzZ i
the water hisses back.

Deaet

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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| sit at the window watching raindrops .!; |
dance and twirl to the damp streets S
like glass shattering on the ground.

Mist fills the blank skies.

Cars woosh through puddles, ’
making fountains of rain‘water. ] ,q " :
Dark grey clouds blanket the horizon. *. =<

A fire crackles from inside.

Street lights shimmer through the crystal droplets.

Pod Ten years agdSage Lauren Kullbekgtered the world early Christmas morning, 2004
Daughter of June and Justino, Sage is a poet, artist, Girl Scout, animal lover, and tree h
Sage is growing up in San Diego, California with her guinea pig, rabbit, various bugs, ar
assorted piles dbooks and art supplies. She keeps an art/poetry journal in her backpack
those unexpected surges of creativity. Sage does poetry readings with her grandmother
¢tKS t2SUNE . SYyOK Ay . Ffto2F tIN]Z FYyR wS
music, rescuing sad stuffed animals from thrift stores, and making friends with those tha
believe in her.



Robert Boucheroris an architect in Charlottesville, Virginia. His academic degrees a 11
B. A. 1974, Harvard University, and M. Arch. 1978, Yailersity. His writing appears in

Aldus Journal of TranslatioBangalore Review;erise Press, Cossack, GomglConstruction,
Digital AmericanaGravel, Grey Sparrow Journal, IthacaLit, IMWW, Lowestoft Chronicle,
Review, Montreal Review, New Orleans Revidarth Dakota Quarterly, Origami Journal,
Poydras Review, The Rusty Nail, Short Ficigrpageand Virginia Business.

Lullaby

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
Iy YyS@BSNI SYyRFYy3ISN Y& F

Long is the winter, and long is the night,

Long will | watch you and swaddle you tight.

The mountain is high and the ocean is deep,

ae fdZtlroeQa 20SNE Y& f

Peaet
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Gerard Sarnat & Elliot Aron o=

Deacts

Ottt AZ20Q

I 2 I Onknk Sdlked and talked all the way to the Tower of Love bus station.
We rode upstairs in the sun on the Big Blue Bubble dedblker coach.

It had arainbow restaurantun by two red and green plaid Jersey cows.

They and us baked milk cookies then ate some then | brought the rest home to Morm)

Back there my big brother Simon will open her balye Tylenol bottle for Gramps.

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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¢ erard Sarnat & Simon Argn

Wishes When My Brother
Was Born

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

p ® [gebrid @fdhe new boy

Gerard Sarnaénd his wife of 45 years live in the room above the garage of one of their daug
GSNR& FlLYAf&dd DSNNE Aa GKS FIOKSNI 2F GKNBS
HOMELESS CHRONI®@oaSAbraham to Burning Mam, 1 m Bigpdtes, and September 201478s.
He is now working oRatriarchs. HarvdR | YR { ( | y T 2 NRet 1 BrarStaffadIRIES fc
the disenfranchised, been a CEO of healthcare organizations and a Stanford profesdoififgion
Postreviews, future reading dates and more, visilvw.oerardsarnat.comHis books are available at
select bookstores and on Amazd@errvandhis 5 veamwld arandsonElliot Aron helped write the
LA SOS a9 f this 2yedbld grari®dnSMoN Arorr KSf LISR 6 NAGS (K
2 KSYy a@& . NROKSNI 2l & . 2NJyoé


http://www.gerardsarnat.com/
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Authon

Alisha Tamarchenka originally from Montclair, New Jersey but currently lives in
Highland, New Yorkvhere she attends New Paltz Central High School. She has spent mi

her life travelingwith her family and spent 5 years living in northern Italy. She hopes to
attend a liberal arts cage and minor irEnglish



The Knight came storming into the forest, determined to get to the
20KSNJ aARS® ¢KS vdzSSy KSNARSE T
KFR alFARX az2yfe F2N dKS YvYz2ad
Ff NSFReé aglNYAy3a gA0K (K& | RO
conquering the home territory and seizing the castle. The Knight \
6KS 1Ay3aIR2YQa fFrad IyR 2yfteé K
his bulky white armour weighed heavily upon his shoulders.
Something appeared in the distance and as he got clbser
silhouette of a black Tower became visible from behind the trees.
They had foreseen his arrival. To his left he noticed another Towe
All of a sudden he heard a battle cry behind him as the enemy tro
moved into position to cut off his retreat. Heas corralled. He
gasped as he saw the enemy Queen appear and glide to himin o
smooth continuous motion with her charcoal black cape whipping
behind her until she was an af@length away. He shook violently
with fear as she stood and stared down at himer black evil eyes
filled with revenge and a deep yearning for power. He could feel r
breath on his bare neck and it stunk of dry blood and death.
Suddenly, with one brisk movement, she snatched his arn
and shoved him off his horse, forcing him othe ground. The last
GKAYy3 GKFG KS alrg gl a GKS GNX
delicate ebony lips, as a giant hand lifted him off the chessboard.

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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lyrical atmosphere of her
topics of her works are women w.

ents are: Grand Prix of
veler Magazine2008;



http://www.izabelaurbaniak.blogspot.com/
http://www.izabelaurbaniak.pl/
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Brandon T. Maddemas been published in various graduate, anof@ssional journals
includingSftick, The River and South Review, Flyover Country RéVviewVrite Time at the Write
Place, Gravel Literary Magazine, Empty Sink PublisBedjments Literary Arts Journal, Twisted Vi
Literary Arts JournaRrlingtonLiterary JournalandTorrid Literature JournaHis political theory

LJA S DoSAmericans Still Believe in the Principles S 5 S Of | NI & A 2 ywas publisheg
by the international journalThe Transnationah 2015. He hopes to @day becore a competent
writer. To view his other works please vigittps://www.linkedin.com/pub/brandont-
madden/6b/489/595

.

Ailer

., / 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 be:
to sparadically set off fireworks, sigralg 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 ownet
could feel the fear rising up from the plastic
ribbon and into its helium. The child gave a frant
look around, trying to peer above the sea of
bodies, in search of something. It could not get ¢
glimpse of what it was looking for, so it attempte
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 passdrg in the metal
cart. It began to sob as the balloon continued to
bob up am 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
iKS OKAfRQa a20a KFR
the sound of the musidegan to tug towards the
red and white striped tent. The child dutifully
followed, slicing through the crowds which cause
them to abruptly stop. Some yelled at the child
@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015 while others shook their headsut the child did
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Canival

Bal

not notice, or at least the balloon did not.

¢tKSe SYUSNBR AyG2 i
face lit up.

Inside were exotic animals that roared or
trumpeted while humans performed acrobatics
moves and tricks to amuse the crowds. The chilc
laughed andyiggled, which made the balloon fee
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 dufully followed behind,
GNF O1Ay3a GKS OKAf RQa f
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, caldng 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 growingore
worried by the minute. It looked down and
noticed that the child was beginning to become
fainter in the dakness (only the tight clutch of its
tiny fingers let it know it was still around).

It began to fear that it was no longer goinq
to be able to track the child and be able to help i
find what it needed. Gun powdditled the air,
creating a thin haze, abe fireworks began their
finale. The ribbon began to shake violently and t
balloon could feel the childegin to run away into

H5YNS

the crowd. It lurched back and could no longer s
the child as it whizzed past people that attempte
to swat it away.

The child abruptly stopped.

Its grip loosened and the balloon began t
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 hope
that it had found what it wasooking for.

A family began to walk back to its car afte
the carnival had finished for the night. The
relieved mother talked to the ashamed father
claiming that they needed to be more vigilant an
protective of their child. The child, hanging onto
its fathers shoulders, realized that its balloon wa:
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.



22

AnHonorable Mention recipient for the Fernando Rielo XX¥drld Prize for Mystic&oetry,
Joe Bisicchiaas had works appean various venues. He is a foemtelevision host
who alsotaught high school English. He-iicwented an award winning famil

card game and currently wriggn marketing and public &dfrs.




TheChicken

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.

G2 KFEG 'Y LKE

With so much curiosity, he wanted to know. Soon he quick
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 fe
aL Y (KS aredEmrsteraNR 6f SR

And the new life then wondered why feathers were flying.
He found himself tossed through the gate and under a bus
his foot aching until he fainted.

Seeing whole sad spectacle, the eagle swooped down,
embraced the unconscious ch&kand carried him up
KAIKZ KAIKE KAIK dzLJ G2
DFftlFyd 6ANR ydzZNBSR f)
until the chicken awakened with hopeful eyes wide.
gL LY Fy SI3ftSs¢ KS o621 ad

Gb2x¢é¢ OFIYS GKOKNBLIEYF dé o, 2d

Everyday Chuck would sit from his safe seat in the nest
and watch the eagle spread mighty wings to sail to the sur
Chuck dreamed of the day he too would master sky and
soar.

4. 2dz KI 98 YAIKGe 6AyIazé &

G! YR &2dzQNB hcé thadk and 2ortha andtei =
YR 6SIF@S>¢ &alAR GKS St 3f S
closeness of earth, and all the goodness that can come of
Especially, when being part of a community like yours. Ge
to know your world, and all who share it with yolind show
1AYRYSaa Ay 6Kl u e2dz Oy K

{22y [/ Kdz01Qa F220G KSIfSR
and he felt a need to strut.
From lofty perch, his wings wanted to spread wide.

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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aL FY Fy SF3tSz¢ KS o2 afl
Gb23¢ NBLIASR GKS SIF3tsS |
G.dzi gKI G | NB @2dzKé

GL tfAPS KSNB Ay GKAa dYsz

G¢eKSY L gl yd G2 2N G22F

Q¢

! YR @82dz gAff Z¢ AR (KS

Ol Yy o

QX

G¢KSy S0 YSop¢
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 chickenche(iS R G KS Ff A 3K

¢tKSe fFTYyRSR az2¥Fidte darRy
amidst startled inhabitants.

Gb2% Yé FStf24 O0ANRZE NBL
@, 2dzQNBE I OKA Ol Sy ¢

The eagle took Chuck from under her wing,
and with hopeful eyes, said goodbye.

All the chickens marveled at the flight of the heavenly b

and then turned their attention to their long lost friend
now back home, grounded.

G2 KIFIG FY LKE KS FNRIKGT A

G, 2dz (y29 oKIFG @2dz  NBX¢

Just then, all the chickens scurried with fear.

aL Y GKS F2EzX¢ 3INRBgt SR (

Feathers and dust beq to fly.

The fox came face to face with Chuck,
who fearlessly welcomed him.



Rest of coop quickly ran to the corners.

G452 &2dz lagkedaChueld K ¢

.54 L R2X¢é¢ &FAR GKS F2E®

G{FrRfe&z L R2YyQl GKAY]l &2dz
know much about you Other than the obvious, 5
g KAOK KI YS LINBLI NBR G2 R

! yR GKIFIG AaKé I dzZAKSR (GKS
GDSO (2dzAdéy 296 &2

¢tKS F¥2E fl1 dAKSR S90Sy Y2NBo®
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 bbbed right.

Fox missed again.
The fox wondered how this chicken could be checked.
Gave it one last big lunge and Chuck held his breath.

GhdzOKZ GKIFG KFR (G2 KdzNI 3¢
His beak had poked the fox in the eye.

b2 1 AddiRthefdaX Rolding his eye all teary.
. dzi L GKAY]l LQY I £ NRIKI

GbSEG (AYSZ¢é LINRLIRASR / Kdz0
GK2LISFdAf t& ¢S Oly KI@S I

lff GKS OKAO1Syasz aSSiay3a |/
them bobbing and weavingheir 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.
aL¥ 2yte UKLO O2dz R 0S UNI
folks kind of se N5 Y S

(OF3
a2 Stttz ONE KA
al It f s dzO1

~~

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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l'YR @2dzK 2KIFGQa @&2dzNJ yI YS

The fox paused to think about the oddity of this
conversation. He knew how chickens shouldwrios type,
if he were them. After all, he was a fox, the enemy.

2 ayQi KSK

But never before had a chicken asked his name.

Never before had a chicken cared to know.

l'YR a2 KS |[YyagSNBRXZ 4adaLQY

aD22R 02 F2N¥rtfte YSSG ez
a¢CKFEO YSIFya 6SQNB 2YyS

All the chickens circled tighter around the fox, bobbing ai

weaving, and he shrunk with fear, finding it hard to breat
with all the feathers in his face.

62 SENBf 2a8s l)f,l] O2YYdzyAie
St O2YAYy3IdP 2AU0UK aLISOALE 3
a2Sfftz yaAOoS G2 YSSG eée2dz t
UAYS L 3I2 ¢ 'YR 6AU0K Y
he then turned and darted away.

All the chiclkens of the pen danced and strutted around
Chuck.

And high above, the eagle smiled.
Chuck had indeed learned to soar.

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015
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T 2
The Math Beast |

\vf

How many days till | have twenty e
if Dad says five bucks per weelpienty? N
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. Th u n d er
YR Fff LQ@S 324 G+
is a pencil | sharpened Why do you have to pound
UAtt AuQa ttyz2adu R: Like a stampede on th@of?
e A thousand heavy bodies
How many hours will it take Stamping each and every Hoof!
if | start now without a break?
_ LT &2dz2ONBE A NEAY3
Could be one or two or eight That | should stay inside.
as long as | procrastinate. You can stop your sholti
LQY +fNBIRES S NN\. .
&

T Jacqueline Jules

Jacqueline Julesa G KS | dziK2NJ 2F on 6221a F2N &2dz/ 3
GbSASNI { & | acssddfOP 2WNRNE GdzNAFESFIAKS a | NI Ay ST K& €
appeared inCricket Magazine, The Poetry Friday Anthologies, Stories for Chddcedozens of adul
journals includindred Booth Reviewou can visit her online atww.jacquelinejules.com
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Shadows

They loved the way the sun beat on their backs,
the way the stray balloon tickikas it passed
through. They liked to catch the birds as they fle
past and occasionally rest upon the mountaintog
But this morning was so pleasant and the air wa
still in the skies.

G StGY4ya NBaAG KSNB |
land below us and mak&ksl LJSa 2 F (K
said one cloud to the other. They swayed before
the sun, casting long shadows all around as the

LIS2LJX S 06S3tFy (GKSANI RIF ¢

G[ 2212 GKFG 2fR YLl
gKIFEG O2dzZ R KS 06SK¢é

G2 KSy KS g2NJa Ay i
great and strong like an oak

GCKFEG 62YFysS a2 LI «
O2dzZf R 4KS 0SK¢é

G2 KSy &aKS Gdz2Nya aal

home her shadow is slender and gentle like a
Tt 26SNWE

G¢KIG OKAfREZ
O2dz R KS 0SK¢

G2 KSy K S sHatlow 8 éarefied anc
RFNIGAY3I fA1S | LidzLILIe d¢

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 be

az oAt

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 2 Aug 2015

down high in the sky. One small, wekkke boy
crept out his door and into the hot sun, stretchini
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 underthe noonday sun, his shadow a
shriveled figure on the ground.

a[ 221 G GKIFIG ozeéex
O2dz R KS 0SKEé

b2 YIGGSNI 6KAOK 41
aKI R2¢g A& avltt FyR ¥F1

The boy soon got tired in the sun and
scratched his nek 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.

G2 Ké RAR KS NBOdzNY
pP2Y RSNBR 2yS Of 2dzZRd 645
until the evening sun so he can see how tall his
AaKIFR2g OFy 0SKE

Days passed and the winds blew the clou
over farms and villages, but every time the wind:
returned the cloud to that village, the cloud
searchedor the boy. It seemed that every day th
old, crooked man who lived nearby would knock
2y (KS 062&8Qa 6AYyR2g 2«
the mountain, but the boy did not wake up and
step out of his house until noon. After a few houl
in the sun each dayhe boy soon returned into his
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home. The old neighbour worked tirelessly each
day, his crooked back lengthening like a great oi
as he stood and admired his growinddieThe
cloud saw the pride and contentment in the old
YIyQad ONR21SR ¢lt1 I a
saunter as he looked down at his shriveled
shadow that trailed behind him when he returnec
to his home eachaly. She wished the boy could
see his great evening shadow too. The cloud ha
an idea.

The winds had calmed and the cloud
settled above the village for a while.

aL gAftf O20SNJ GKS ¢
0S &2 K20GHé¢ &l AR (K&e (
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 hac
never felt so comfortable outside away from the
heat. Thecloudsa G KS o62&Qa RS
and crooked smile and felt a love for the boy. Sr
wanted him to see how tall his shadow could be
the evening so she could always see his crooke:
smile rather than his sulky saunter. The boy put
down his tools and laid comftably on the
ground. Then he tucked his knees to his chest a
smiled as he fell asleep under the cool sky. Whe
the cloud saw him cease his labor, she became
frustrated.
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shouted as great thunder rolled across the ®ky ¢
wish he would labor a little longer, else he will
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that her plan had failed. She sniffled and shed
tears of disappointment on the boy. The teardroj
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tears fell quicker and quicker and began soakinc
the boy. He jumped up and fled back into his
house.
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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.
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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 wouldvaays want to
be under the sky.

The next morning the clouds assembled
and covered the whole sky, waiting anxiously foi
the boy to come out. The old neighbor knocked
the window, called out to the boy, then ventured
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came and the boy peaked out of his house. All o
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,
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shivered, running back into the home to protect
him from the cold. The cloud was so sad to see"
boy return to his home and to see her plan fail
again that she began crying, but each of her tea
turned into crystals as well. The crystals fell all d
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 t
labor all day, but the frigid air was causing him t
slow down. He could barely lift his tools and
slowly pulled his feet through the fallen snow. Tt
cloud saw this and cried more. She didn't mean
cause so much trouble; she had only wanted the
boy to feel loved.

The old man worked without ceasing
through theicy cold weather. Meanwhile, behind



the frosted window, two sleepy eyes peeked
above the window pane. The old man worked
through the night, shoveling the snow and tendir
to his crops. Dawn broke and the man fell to his
l1ySSao | Aa o601 ¢l a o¢
throughthe snow any longer. The air was cold ai
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. |
opened his eyes, rolled back lsisoulders, and
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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 clou
sat still in anticipation. He wrapped his long, bar:
fingers around the crops of the field and began
harvesting the crops that the old man had worke
so lorg to plant. The old man smiled. He
continued to work as the sun fell further in the
sky.
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panted and looked through his deep brown eyes
at the field before him. The day's work was done
The clouds shouted and dancéa joy, splitting
from their mass in the sky and letting the sun sp
through them. The golden evening rays warmed
the ground below, melting the last traces of frost
and trickling onto the fragile boy. He stood, staril
at the cultivated field before mn 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 sir

It was a pleasant evening and the sun
warmedi KS Of 2dzRaQ o6 Ol aa
people below them.
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