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Writing this oWords from Founding Edi't
tance speeches, it doeskl like receiving an award. BLJ has been receiving fantastic ¢
missions year after year from people all over the world who are talented in crafting lite
art works with a young spirit and witty imagination. It certainly gives me a sense2of pri
ceiving all these wonderful presents. Even for those pieces which | have to painfully r
feel bl essed for having the submitters
thusiastic readers and writers and they are why we exist.

Thesechosen pieces, be they poetry, fiction or artwork, are all connected to you, spea
singing for you in a language or tone so rich in colours and layers that you will swim fi
ther into the realm of beauty they éi@ategoeyond the natural world, our poetry also pal
about the intricate human relationship
courage and inspirational visions; and our art pieces are pictorial narratives or pairgec
your eyes a spellbinding voyage of stimulating imagery.

Every time when | share the works from BLJ with my students, | can see from their ey
sparkling wonder, admiration and thirst for more. And then | strongly sense the value
ing readin@nd the satisfaction of running a literary journal for the young.

Once again, | thank all our fantastic contributors of BLJ Issue 8 for their wonderful ent
the very talented actress Joan McCready for writing a brilliant foreword vaniths/@msue
should read next.

A mandarin song lingers in my head rec
stop at Chapter Sedénh e | onger you write, the far
driving force | have Waiting, sharing, and producing BLJ, issue after issue, for you.

Ho Cheung LEE, Ed.D.
Founding Editor, BLJ .
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Foreward

A Literary Journ@dbkounds acadedwerhaps a little dry.

A Literary Journal for sckhangpegd readérmaybe a publication from which teachers may se
homework?

ButBALLOONS Lit. Journal (BisJp treasure chest ofliielo be enjoyed by teachers and
alike; a joyous potpourri of art, poetry, 6ciuballoons!

In the latest editionRifJ | was i mmedi ately drawn to
it is a very entertaining poem. My Highl &cigtieh teacher was quite simply the finest te¢
ever encountered. She taught with a passion for the material she presented and she 1
ation with her enthusiasm. | can never look at a swath of daffodils (and | have seenr th
out recalling her reading of Wordswort
has never been replaced by any subsequent film portrayal of that hero. To my teenag
hero! My English teacher was not &Wwiitkhe was liywa magician.

In BLJ there is magic, much magic, so much for young readers to revel in.

There argories that tell of bravery, compassion, and empathy, helping you to compref
can be full of fun, adventure, discovery, wonder, and &b Jkmowaih face adversity, illness
death.

There are poems that rhyme, poems that do not,

Poems that sort out the problems youdv
Poems of nature, some short and some long,

Poems that place in your heart.a song

T h e atedikdo make you thirfkle many different ways you can look at the world aro
the peacefulness of the sky over a bea
you can reflect, as the p hbuesegshalpdnebun d
tain guardians. O

Al bert Einstein wrote, ol t iI's the supr
knowl edge. 6 No one who uses this journ
who read it for pleasure willriodh joy.

Teachers and pupils, fly off in §allvonso the heights of your imagination. Enjoy!

Joan McCready
Irish Actress & Teacher

Joan McCreadhas been a teacher of Literature and Language Arts in Northern Ireland and the United States ol
Amerca. She was Head of Performing Arts at the Park School of Baltimore. She has also spent many years in
Professional Theatre, both as an actress and a director.
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Compose a poem inside your head
Etch couplets in your eyes
Plant your feet side by sideBn INB ¢ | LJ

Roots of words and words of roots
That form beneath your pen of dirt
Are safety ropes on this turn earth.

Gather a bounty of bossy words
Your foundation for alliteration
A trunk needs direction in order to grow.

Turn a line

Extenda branch

¢CNE (G2 02dz0K gKIE U 48
Stand on your stanza and raise your arms
lambic pentameter five feet to climb
When you get to the top, through down a rhy

Grow a crown of leaves like similes
Glistening emeralds for the crows
Hidingfrom metaphors. p ‘

L
You can always grow free * ®
From metrical verse

Finding your own way to the stars.

Feed yourself with imagery
Of spindly winter branches
Perfect hammocks for the tired snow.

Revise overgrown branches
Cut away those leafy umbrella
Blockingsunlit words. Q‘

- ¢
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Liz Bértsch




Climb all the way to the tippy top
Keep your footing on the way
LGiQa AYLRZNIIFIyd G2 €221 R2

Laughing children swinging
On your playful branches
Singing sweet sounds to carry you far.

The elderly couple with g®tmemorable hands
Planting a ring of bright red poppies
At your feed.

Your motherly branches swaddling
Il NRoAYyQa ySadi
Rocking the birds to sleep.

The man with the dark hair
Decorating you with a birdfeeder
/ The day his baby girl was born.

See the coloof your words
Feel the hands that touch your lines
Hear the sounds that echo your stanzas

Taste the hope in your verses
Fleshy red syllabic fruit
A silken robe for your ds.

. . g
Let us all imagine *
A world inside
Your hopefilled lines. ‘

Compose a poem iige your head
Etch couplets in your eyes
[ Plant your seeds and grogwou are poetry.

| 2 -

\NJe

Liz Bertscls a graduate of Bank Street College of Education in\New York,
she lives and teaches on the East End of Long IsMndt recently her essays
were profied inEndPairandWest Texas Literary Review
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Derek McCreaonsiders his work both whimsical, impressionistic, and sometimes realistic. Hi

can be found in galleries throughout the sotghstern United States, in private collections worldwic
and in many publication$dis main focus lately has been on around 20 commissions per year fron
customer photos and his miggrm goal is to further branch out into licensing his artwork.
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| Think My Teacher Is a Witc@

She always has an apple on her deskom where? Anavhy?

LO@S ySOSNI BB ®igonKVEond she die? A

The rest of it is covered in mysterious ancient books,

l'YR a2YS 2F WHNY 4&tae (K{UB el dodRs,  /
CtKS2QNBE &aSONBGX FNOIFIYyS 2N {KS
CKFEGQa FdzZff 2F INHzS&2YS ad2NASac
tKS 4{OASYyOS¢ 2yS Aa ¢g2NRG 2F | f
And how to use a Bunsen burner to breyw bubbling potions.

¢CKS GoNBge aldzFET yR 334y Yk 6a BXKLI QBK
Ofherbaltea , 2dz {y26> | LISYOAf Qa az2Nl
She may not be witch-witch, but _ a K S Q &-er YhanIro<d

But anyway, now let me tell you gK& Y& R23IQa |

Deaet
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The Mysterious QWOOO
(Entry from a Nonsense Bestiary

TheQwooois odd at several points:
Its limbs have telescopic joints
Allowing it to change its height
CNER Y ing2alit@ddall and slight.
Its hue, as well, it can adjust

From neon green to shades of rust
And all between. Its contours, too,
Are wholly changeable to view.
Thus many forms it can assume:

A bowl of fruitt an empty roont

A shig A shoa Or me! Or you!
Why, anythingcould be aQwoao.

Daniel Galefvrites everything from cartoons to musicals, and his chil@@oetry has
appeared in theBALLOONS Lit. Jourr@aterpillar Light QuarterlyandChild of Words Fantasy &

— Science Hion. He is one of six featured poets in thew book series by Sampson Low titled
Potcake Chapboolshowcasing rhyming poetry.
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The Qurious

Alzo David-West
Autlenr



We were not exactly sure what it was. Our tele
scopes indicated that it originated frothe Fornax
Cluster a hundred million lightears away. We
assumed it was an exocomet, but it emitted a
curious pattern osignalized radio waves.

The object entered our solaystem at an
incredible velocity of eighty miles per second. It
progressed in a fixed trajectory, curved under th
gravitational pull of the sun, and shot back into
deep space.

There was no trail adfometary debris, so
we disqualified our first assumption. And since w
could neither corroborate that the object was an
' AaG6SNRPARE 6S Rdzoo SR Al
continued to analyze the signals.

A small threeyearold girl sat at a table as
we worked over the data. Her father had brought
her to see what he did at our research center. Sl
had crayons, glue, and white paper. We played f
radio wave signals, which were sequenced in cli
and pauses of short pulses and long sounds.

The little child made a picture. She approa
ched our table and held up the paper to her
father.

Ger@al 62y RSNFdzE = Y&
fully, and proudly showed us an ovoid emerald
ascending diagonally, flecked and spangled witk
green, pink, and orange dazzles.

G2 KFG Aa AGKE KS |

G! adzLJSNJ aLJ OS&a KA LE
with a very happy smile.

e — 2 L a S g alas ==

Alzo David-West is a writer, poet, and academic. His creative writing appears in Abstract Magazine,
Antimatter, Cha, Cultural Logic, Eastlit, Grief Diaries, Kdn, Missing Slate, Offcourse, Star*Line, StepAway
Magazine, Tower Journal, Transnational Literature, and 365 Tomorrows. He is also the editor of scifaiku
and tanka translations in Silver Blade and Star*Line.
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TightropeTired

Once a lithe leaper
wagtail wiggle
skyward bound

elegant fence walker
delicate
circus paws

Now
tightrope tired W4
wagtail 7
wibble .
wagtail ” ‘
wobble Ao

a crumbly moggy
a circus
clown

5 .‘
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Bluebells

Bluebell bunches
Wildflower hugs
Moist soil

Soiled fingernails
Sicky posies
Sppy stems
Drippy presents
Delighted mothers
Beaming children
Love sharers
Warm secrets
Blooming marvellous
Vase hunting

Sem trimming

-
‘ ‘ Sicky scissors

Drippy eyes

p/
Wildflower bunches
-
- A Bluebell hugs

-s @

-2 »

Jackie Hosking an Australian poet and picture book author. Her poems have appearec
over the world including such publicationsHse School Magazir{@ustralia) Cricket Magazine
(USA), Educational2 21 a4 o! vt LYRAFOD g ! yikK2f23ASa
The Croc and the Platypisa | NB ¢ NhellOW/| agdfhe PuSdy Bdihzan Australian
twist. Her second picture book is currently in production.
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Down by the Sea

The fresh river hugs the sea at end

as little feet smudge the soft earth
Weaving skilled hands into the sand
and dancing until the yellow sun retired

The scarlet ibis cast shadows abpve
filling the sky in a crimson hue

The bewy of laugher erupted in the air
SO pure, crisp, soulful, sublime

Ly o0f26a 0KS gAYR KAGOAY
chasing behind us while lifting kites

Down by the sea the memaory sticks, it lingers,

it ages with time but it never goes away




Questions Questions

How have we come to be on earth?
Why are the stars so many?

The moon seems so full of mirth
And space so vast and plenty.

2 KFG KIFLILISYya gKSy 7
Il YR LQY (dzO1 SR I gl ¢
Is there magic tht resides?

And waits for me to lay my head.

Why do | walk on my two feet? ‘

And animals walk on four. '
CKAA LI FySiQa dzyi
Perhaps to seek, there is much morg

How does the wind remain unseen?
And the tree becomes a dancer.

My questionsoften cause a scene.
Since no one seems to answer.

f

s

a\ : ad and Tok graduated'with a degree in

AlSH 'zN?I- .|-*és RS:
currently working on tories t&t brings light to the folktales in his country.

Herwork has b p ] in thigrinidad Eg)ress, the Trinidad Guardsedl is forth
coming inAkashic Book

-
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Once | was three years old. Thomas the
Train was my best friend in the whole worls
L O2dzf RYyQili NBIRXZ |y
fast, but on the other hand, I could sitfe
alphabet and count to a thousand almost il
my sleep. | was afraid of the dark, and acc
dentally getting on the wrong train in the
bustling Boston train station. | hated when
iKS G28a O20SNBR (K
see the worn fuzzy carpet undeeath them,
and | was forced to clean them up. And
R2y Qi S@Sy 3ISdi YS a
vegetables; baked, broiled and battered
however dad wanted them. My mom and
dad were the only people | knew, what the
said was all that mattered to me. They rea
my books and tickled me, what was not to
like about them? Mom said | was going to
have a little brother and that we were goin¢
to move to a place called Indianapolis,
where we could be close to family. That @
UKz &

=

RARYy QG aoOl NB YS
still shining, and life was good.
Once | was five years old. | discove
SR GKS YIFI3IaAO0 2F GKS
where | spent every morning playing on PE
kids before | went to this new place called
a0Kz22f® L gl ayQd 3N
jump rope verywell. On the plus, | could
read¢ sort of, tie my shoes, and solve
simple addition. | was afraid of my P.E.
teacher, and losing my little green folder
with my name printed neatly in the top righ
corner. | hated homework, all the meaning
less squiggles oam page only equating to
less time outside and playing with my little
brother. My friends were anyone and every
one that would listen to me, and play with
me at recess, because | was too young an
nave to care about personalities and
common interess. Momand Dad smiled

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 8 Sept 2018
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every day as | told thenbaut the exhi
larating adventures | had at school, thougt
they seemed to think that speeding tickets
and pay cuts were more stressful than play
ing kickball in gym. At the end of the day
though, it was hard not to smile beause
the sun was still shiningnd life was good.

Once | was seven years old. | becal
obsessed with playing school, and | startec
to play almost every day. My teacher said
had bad handwriting and criticized it almos
SGSNE RIF&@8d Ly | RRA
understand the order of perations, and
why | always had to restate the prompt in
my answer. But | could solve basic facts fo
all four orders of operations, and | could
read, which was now a great way to enter
tain my little brother. I lived terrified of my
teacher, who, | was cwinced, hated me,
always chiding me for lack of integrity, and
responsibility, as well as not having a com
passionate attitude toward other students,
all words that far surpassed my firgtade
vocabulary. There was a lot more homewa
every night, but ateast mom always made
sure it was done, neatly. My friends becan
more important to me, and drama became
FfY2ad OSNIFAYy® | 2d
everyone because there were obstacles in
the way, mainly gender, and who was gooi
at soccer. | learned thmeaning of the word
crush, and girls started to linger in the bacl
of my mind, though perhaps far too pre
maturely. Things might have been differen
but not too bad, for the sun was still shinini
and life was good.

Once | was nine years old. | becam:
an established actor and enjoyed the
spotlight, staring in several school musical
| developed an intense personality and let
my opinion be heard loud and clear. | was



far too boisterous and unruly at times, and
was bad at science, as well as geometry. |
did, however, undestand the power of
figurative language and | was starting to
learn to play the piano quite well. My big
gest fear was always messing up in front ¢
some girl, though | was far too young and
stupid to go down that road. | drove my
friends up the wall, alwaywanting to have
I GaaASNA2dza RAaOdzaaAa
should go about asking the next lady out.
My friends always responded the same
OF NEBFNBS ¢l &3z &adza3as
enjoy their recess than throw away time
debating futile females. It wasportant to
keep hold of friends, though it was hard to
do so without allowing their hollow picture
of my life define my future. | certainly

2 dd Ry Qi

because the liars often dressduemselves

like friends, and the lonely kids were often ..

the funniest, and most caring. Nine was a
difficult age because life was starting to
heat up, and | was too dumb and inexpe
rienced to fight back. All that said, it could
have been worse; the sun wasll shining;
life was good.

Once | was eleven years old. | took
on an interest in sports, constantly finding
my eyes plastered to the television, insteac
of the mounting stack of school work that
should have been completed. | was bad at
group work, léting my temper get in my
way of our success. | was still terrible at
science and wondered why we had to-un
derstand the periodic table. | got good at
writing and enjoyed journaling in my free
time. Though | certainly continued to carry
my loud opinion, learned that there was a
time to debate, and a time to let the teache

0S FTNRASYRA ;
was hard to know with whom you could be 7

"

=3y

L
A

be right. Grades became important, and |
was always afraid of failing gym, turning a
project in late, or getting a bad sciea fair
partner. My friends became everything to
me. | never wanted to disappoint them
because they did so much for me, helping
me through the rough patches of my life,
including another move to a faraway place
called Atlanta. Girls began to play a diffete
role in my life, as suddenly | found one girl
that might have been more than an impul
sive crush, and we became good friends. |
was a teadfilled, miserable day when |
boarded the plane and waved goodbye to
the city of Indianapolis, and the beloved
people that called it home. But when we gc
2 DS2NHA I-Bad bedausé thesyf
was definitely still shining, and life was still
good.

Once | was thirteen years old. | got
better at basketball, and almost figured oult
how to master the spiral orhe football that
| could never get right. | struggled to unéler
adryR oA2ft238 FyR ¢
gebra. | did make some improvements witt
my piano and started playing at church
events, and | really got good at my writing,
entering in contests, and wing for some
magazines. Asthe jg S OdzNA G & |
work started to go down, | started to worry
we might move again, heading toward-an
other downward spiral of grief and loss
called Chicago. Friends were less impor
tantci KSNB ¢ SNBy Qi anda
few were worth trying to keep happy any
way. Mostly, | worried about high school,
YR GKSy O2ffS3aS Iy
know where to go to college or even what
wanted to study. Though it seemed a millic
miles away, | was becomimggcreasingly
aware of the scary reality that the real worl



was right on the horizon. Decisions were
going to have to be made, and more and
more things were going to have to get don
Still, when it all got too hard to handle, |
held fast to the fact that the sun wasilt
shining, and life was good.
{2YSRlI&zx LQfft oS
Someday my childhood will turn into my
| Rdzt 6K22R® { 2YSRI &
license, date the girls, and enjoy my seniol
LINPYD® {2YSRI& LQff¢
ball from the comért of my living room and
a0l NI 6 GOKAY3 Ay
the big game. Someday, the cute girlfriend
will become the cute wife, and the years ol
training will turn into the years of working.
{2YSRI& LQff o6dz2 GK
Somedayi KS OKAf RNBY gA
Y2@S G2 GKS adzyye a
walk, take them to birthday parties, drive
them to school, and tearfully watch them
02FNR (KS aoOKz22f od
F2NJ az2Y YR 5FR® 28§
they play lasketball in the driveway, go to
summer camp, take their dates to the
Y2@ASas FyR KFy3a 2d
anything to keep them from. Onrley-one
gSQft o6AaK GKSY ¢St
al¥Sie 2F 51 RQa K2d
step into the terrorof the real world. When
0KSE@QNBE 3I2yS 4SQf ¢
Ay (GKS O2dzyiNEB I YR
spend some happy evenings cuddled up
together on our couch watching the Red S
game, as the soft orange fire glowing peac
fully in front of us wams our chilly feet.
285Qff KI@S GKS Tl YA
aLI2Af 2dzNJ INF YROKA f
few romantic vacations, and before we car
blink, the basketball legs will tuinto the
wheelchair legs, and the dream home will

@ BALLOONS Lit. Journalssue 8 Sept 2018
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turn into the nursing home. Someday soon
Lottt t221 ol O]l IyR
hours spent on work, and more with family
fewer years spent dreamingnd more
spent doing. Someday so close | can almo
NBIFOK 2dzi FyR G2dzOK
sunset, my whole life behind me. And so
NAIKG y265 gKAES (K
LQff YIS SOSNE SF7¥
est, while the sunsi still and shining, and life
is still good.

e OGOV

Braxton Schieleksfourteen years old.
He attends Emmons Grade School in Antioch,
lllinois. He has a passion for writing and dream
finding a career in it someday. It is his hope anc
dream that with the stories and poems that he
creates, he can, from his small corner of the
world, empower ordinary people like him to do
extraordinary things.



Orange Field

Norma Alonz®




Yellow Farm
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Park #1
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