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Zephyr’s Philosophy 
 

Great Neck North Middle School’s literary magazine,  
Zephyr, provides students with the opportunity to  

share their poems, short stories, and graphic artwork  
with the school community.  Zephyr is a unique way  
for students to express themselves, to demonstrate  
their talents, and to articulate their feelings through  
a creative outlet.  This school-based publication is  

a student-run activity where students are encouraged  
to contribute not only as writers and artists,  

but as members of the editorial staff. 
 
 
 
 
 

 Explanation of Theme 

 
What do you have hidden deep within your suitcase? 

 
“The Overstuffed Suitcase” was imagined by the students  

of the Zephyr club.  The theme was inspired by the 
concept that people often carry around “baggage.”   

We fill our suitcases with emotions, secrets, experiences,  
and stories.  We frequently walk through life holding the  
weight of things that worry us.  However, these burdens  

can often be alleviated when shared with others.   
 

We hope that you enjoy the “baggage” we’ve shared! 
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“My Suitcase” 

by Carina Bazac 

 

My Suitcase holds so much. 

It holds my hopes, 

my fears, 

my desires, 

my past. 
 

My past, 

is what makes it so heavy. 

Memories, 

emotions, 

thoughts. 
 

My Suitcase is priceless to me. 

Your Suitcase is priceless to you. 

Their Suitcase is priceless to them. 

And everyone has their own. 

What happens if it gets full? 

 

Would you replace it? 

Would you throw it? 

Would you buy a new one? 

Would you dump the contents somewhere else? 

Would you dump it onto someone else? 

 

To me, 

my Suitcases are my everything. 

But to someone else, 

my beloved Suitcases, 

are just suitcases. 

 

“The Baggage Within” 

by Elena Esken 

 

Every emotion we experience  

Is contained within our minds 

We sometimes express them  

Through words or actions 

However, more often than less  

We choose to keep them locked inside 

 

The weight that he carries 

Is much heavier than he 

He knows he cannot hold much more 

As he is no longer able to sleep at night 

He begins to sob  

As his heart caves in 

He craves to once again  

See the light 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Secrets” 

by Lillian Wu 

 

Locked away 

In the dark 

No noise, no peep 

To be like a bird 

Free of guilt and sorrows 

Free of mystery 

A faint noise calls me inside 

But I resist and run away 

Secrets, secrets, tearing at me 

Please go away 
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“Our Overstuffed Suitcases” 

by Rebecca Slobin 

 

I’d like to believe 

that everyone has a suitcase. 

A suitcase to lock away memories 

or keep them right on the surface for display. 

I’d like to believe everyone’s suitcase is full. 

Not bursting at the seams. 

Not an empty space. 

I have never met a person 

with a suitcase that isn’t too small or too big. 

I have never met a person 

with a suitcase that isn’t messier than the veins in their arms 

intertwining endlessly. 

I have never met a person 

with a suitcase that is just right. 

I’d like to believe 

that our suitcases are all rainbows and happiness. 

Doesn’t mean it’s the truth. 

Just what I’d like to believe. 

 

 

 

 

“You’re Gone” 

by Sarah Nassir 

 

Opening up this suitcase and it feels like it’s been forever 

The last time I saw it, I cannot even remember 

It’s bringing me back to the day in September 

That one day you left me all alone forever 

I cried wishing you’d come home, but that was lame 

Instead, I sat staring at our lone photo frame 

The moment you left, I didn’t know what I felt 

I just remember that my heart began to melt 

You left too soon and you disappeared too fast 

I would do anything to make sure the feeling wouldn’t last 

I never wanted to come back to this suitcase of mine 

The suitcase I opened the day I turned nine 
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“A Surprising Adventure” 

by Danielle Gardner 

 

       Many people talk about a suitcase like it is nothing.  Just something to hold all of 

your belongings.  But no one thinks deeper about what a suitcase could mean for others.  

For me, my suitcase is filled with amazing opportunity.  For example, I have the option to 

play sports, like hockey or dance!  I am lucky enough to go on trips, and to come home to 

a warm and loving family.  I also always know that I have a home with food to eat and 

water to drink.  I have the privilege of attending school, and learning new languages.  I 

have all I could ever want.   

A lot of people would want to steal that suitcase.  The suitcase filled with luck of 

being born into a heartfelt family, the pleasure of all of the activities, of school, and so 

much more.  Many people are not fortunate enough to be able to afford vacations, 

education, food, and shelter.  But my suitcase is also filled with sad memories.  My 

grandma passed away when I was five, and my great grandpa passed away about two 

years ago.  Suitcases really can contain the story of your life, and the places you’ve been 

both emotionally and physically.  

We all have a suitcase, with memories and possessions we want to save in our 

heart.  So that we can look back, and reminisce.  Don’t treat your suitcase like it is 

nothing, because having a suitcase is more than just a square box on wheels that carries 

clothes.  It is a part of you.  Don’t take what is in your suitcase for granted.  Treat it 

respectfully and be thankful.  If you examine your suitcase, look past the clothing.  Look 

at your life, and the gift of everything you have. 

 

 

“Patched” 

by Jules Sanders 

 

I felt the soft touch of the sand wrap around my toes, as my foot sunk into the soil 

of the sea.  I took a breath and closed my eyes.  I let my hair become disheveled, as the 

wind ran through my brown mane on its course west to the Everglades.  Everything 

seemed so calm.  There was absolutely nothing to fret about.  The crashing of the waves 

on the shore soothed my damaged mind. 

I heard my friends calling my name from behind.  I opened my eyes as they were 

beckoning me to join them at the pool.  Before I could take a step in their direction, a 

large man bumped into me.  He tried to apologize, but his shame failed to make him more 

cautious.  Proven by another sensation of stress in my back, he went to take a seat to the 

left of me.  Annoyed that I wasn’t moving fast enough, my friends started to call my 

name more loudly.  Women on the beach were yelling at each other a few steps away.  

Children ran past me, giggling before they were splashed by the sea.  My friends, 

obviously vexed, had left, filling me with guilt.  A gargantuan wave drenches my pants as 

it meets the beach.  I sit down on the sand.  I take a breath.  I patch my torn suitcase.
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“The Journey That Lies Ahead” 

by Kajal Ramphul 

 

I start at the beginning 

Relaxed and content 

Waiting for the journey that lies ahead 

 

I’m pulled in deeper 

Feeling slight unrest 

Knowing in front of me lies a big test 

 

Continuing on 

I start to feel fright 

It keeps me awake most of the night 

 

I’m almost through 

I don’t know what to do 

I keep on traveling on 

 

Getting close, there’s a shock 

Sad and upsetting 

I can’t go on any longer  

I’m suddenly filled 

With anger and tears 

But I push through to the end 

 

 

 

 

I’m free, but I’m not 

I can’t help but wonder 

What’s next for me?  

What lies in wait? 

 

I’m full of thoughts 

Emotions and feelings 

Happy and sad 

My heart torn in two 

 

And after a long time 

I’m finally ready 

To begin this adventure again  

 

It’s a part of me now 

I live, and die, and breathe 

Through the lives of people 

I suddenly feel closer to 

Are they real? 

Are they not? 

It doesn’t matter anymore 

 

This is my life now. 

This is our story.

“My Whole Life” 

by Aaron Mashieh 

 

I packed my whole life, 

Into a small suitcase, 

Leaving it behind, 

Not even knowing why, 

Because over time, 

You need to change, 

From a child, 

Into an adult, 

From that moment on, 

You can do, 

Whatever you want. 
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“4 Stuffed Suitcases” 

by Anna Goldman 

 

Here I am in the middle of the town 

Carrying 4 suitcases all around 

There’s one for joy, sadness, anxiety, and dreams 

But one isn’t exactly how it seems 

Joy is for my friends, family, and loved ones 

Sadness is full of tears and hardships in everyone 

Anxiety is my heart, as scared as could be 

Not knowing what might come or what I will see 

And finally, my bag full of dreams 

Of being on Broadway and riding on a long stream 

Of all the places I’ve wanted to go 

And a long, white bridge just for show 

But under that bridge is a small dark corner 

Where no one would dare to look 

That’s where the broken dreams go that fall off the hook 

Those go into the sadness one, cause I’m sad about them, too 

But remember if you see me, you will have no clue 

That I have 4 stuffed suitcases, each of them special to me 

But I like to carry them around with oh such glee 

Cause each of them have emotions and everything is shoved 

Into 4 stuffed suitcases, full of love 

 

 

 

 

“Feelings” 

by Ben Fuchs 

 

I have all of these feelings all bundled inside 

I have all of these feeling and I don’t know why 

I have all of these feelings when I am sad 

I have all of these feelings when I am glad 

I have all of these feelings right before bed 

I have all of these feelings all stuck in my head 

I have all of these feelings that I can’t let go 

I have all of these feelings I just can’t show 

I have all of these feelings every day 

I have all of these feelings they just won’t go away 
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“Emily” 

by Ashley Dong 

(edited by Audrey Han)  

 

Just leave me alone.  Just leave me alone.  The nagging voice of Ms. Wilson rang 

in my ears.  I guess it’s what you get when you’re born without parents.  As you may 

have guessed, I live in an orphanage, Springfield Orphanage.  Every day, in this 

monotonous, gloomy place, children like me hope for a family.  But every time a couple 

walks in saying they’d like to adopt a child, everyone jumps up and begins tidying.  

Rooms are cleaned.  Bathrooms are scrubbed until the tiniest speck of dust succumbs to 

the cleaning rags.  

    “They’re here!” my overly-optimistic roommate, Kelly, squeals.  

I sighed.  A primly dressed woman opened the door.  She wore a crisp white shirt 

tucked into a high-waisted skirt.  She seemed very snooty and snobbish.  I’d never want 

her for a mother.  The woman surveyed the room pompously, her hooked nose flaring.  

    “Well?” her sharp voice slashed the air, making me twitch.  “Aren’t you going to 

greet your superiors?”  

A moment of silence passed without sound.  I didn’t want to talk.  She made an 

impatient sound and walked swiftly out the door.  She must’ve snitched on us, because 

later Ms. Wilson knocked on our door and reprimanded Kelly and me severely.  She then 

punished us for treating our visitor rudely and told me to do lavatory duty for the 

following month.  

    “But Ms. Wilson!” I cried.  

    “No buts!  It’s your fault, so you should be punished.”  

I felt so angry.  I didn’t want to blame Kelly either.  She, like me, had done nothing 

wrong.  I grudgingly agreed, knowing there was no way out of this.  And so, for a whole 

month, I cleaned the revolting toilets until they shined like diamonds.  That horrible 

Bobbie Rosenblum helped make an extra big mess every time he went, splashing water 

all over the sink and clogging the toilets with paper.  

    “I hate you!” I would shout after him, earning only a reproachful look from 

Hannah, Ms. Wilson’s assistant.  

After a tiring day of cleaning, I trudged into my room.  Kelly was asleep already.  I 

decided not to wake her up as I changed into my night clothes.  As soon as my head hit 

the pillow, I was sound asleep. 

    “Wake up. Wake up!” Ms. Wilson’s knuckles rapped on the door smartly, as she 

barked her usual greeting.  

I blinked, and tossed my blanket over my head.  

    “Good morning Emily!” Kelly sang.   

She pulled the covers off of me and I was suddenly hit with bright sunlight.  

    “Nnnngh…” I grumbled.  

I groggily climbed off the ladder and got dressed into my usual grubby, faded gray 

uniform.  I looked at Kelly.  Her hair was swept into a bun in a messy but graceful way, 

like she had just walked through a tornado, but she had a huge smile on her face. 
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    “Why are you smiling in this dump?” I asked, still half asleep. 

    “I don’t know,” she said, shrugging innocently.  

I looked at her knowingly.  “Come on Kell, we both know that you’re not good at 

keeping secrets,” I said, with the faintest hint of a smile. 

     “Okay, fine,” she said, and added, “Did ya hear?  Ms. Wilson was talking with this 

rich guy on the phone.  The man said that he would pay her a lot of money if she would 

let him adopt an orphan.  Oh, I hope it’s me!”  

     My eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.  

    “Say what? Are you sure you didn’t mishear her? 

    “Nope,” Kelly squealed. 

    “Does anybody else know this?” 

   “No,” Kelly said.  “I was shining Ms. Wilson’s shoes and I heard her talking about 

it.  She even agreed!” 

     “Alright, well, hopefully you’re right,” I said. 

      But truthfully, I didn't really care anymore.  I was just trying to be happy for Kelly.  

I had been stuck in this place for eleven years now and nobody had even looked at me.  I 

had pretty much given up hope to live with a real family. 

     “Well, ok then.  We better go down to eat breakfast before snobby Ms. Wilson 

gives us toilet duty for a year,” I told Kelly. 

       She giggled and ran after me as I walked out of the room.  We walked downstairs 

to the dining room and sat down at a table.  We waited for the cooks to serve us porridge 

and eggs, when suddenly Ms. Wilson stepped onto a table and cleared her throat.  The 

entire room hushed instantly.  She smiled, which in my opinion looked like a witch 

happily trying to force-feed poison to someone.  

    “A very special person is coming today, to adopt one of you,” she said.  “You 

better be on your best behavior.”  

Her eyes swept across the room and struck mine with undeniable despise.  I looked 

away, quickly busying myself with my shoelace.  

“He is a very nice man,” she added. “Very nice.”  

With this, she wobbly slid off the table and began her daily barking at unfortunate 

people.  

“When do you think he’ll come?” Kelly asked.  She fidgeted excitedly.  

   “I don’t really know, but frankly, I don’t really care, either,” I replied.  I wasn’t 

trying to be mean, and Kelly knew that.  

    “Can you braid my hair?” Kelly asked suddenly.  

I was bored, so I agreed.  

    “What kind?” I asked.   

Kelly thought about it for a while.   

“I think double Dutch would be nice.” 

With Kelly’s hair twisted into Dutch braids, she admired herself dreamily in the 

bathroom mirror.  

    “I look very pretty,” she said.  “Thank you, Emily.”  

I smiled back, “It’s okay.”  
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We played Cat’s Cradle for a while when Ms. Wilson banged open the door.  She 

tossed a pastel blue dress towards me and a pastel yellow one to Kelly.  They were simple 

but fancy, with lace on the edges.  

    “Put these on,” Ms. Wilson said. “And these, as well.”  

She gave us each a pair of Mary Janes.  They matched our dress colors.  

    “I want the best behavior from both of you,” she said, “especially Miss Emily.  Our 

visitor will arrive in about thirty minutes.”  

She left the room and I shut the door.  I let out a hollow laugh.  

“She’s scared!  Ha!  Did you hear her voice?” I asked Kelly triumphantly. Kelly 

smiled back.  “Let’s start changing, then!”  

I looked in the mirror.  I had braided my hair so that it looked exactly like Kelly’s, 

with each strand tied with a matching ribbon.  We waited and waited and waited, unsure 

of what to do next.  I heard a faint voice coming up from the stairs that was too masculine 

to be Ms. Wilson’s, and quickly motioned for Kelly to get her dolls from the closet.  She 

sat on the carpeted floor, pretending to play with them.  I grabbed a random book from 

the shelf in our room and flipped to a page.  The visitor knocked on the door.  

    “Come in,” Kelly trilled, her voice as sweet as honey.  I looked up, and closed the 

book.  A tall man with the same hair and facial features as a television host emerged.  His 

bright blue eyes surveyed the room that Kelly and I worked so hard to clean.  

    “Hello,” I said nonchalantly, “who are you?”  

The man smiled.  It was incredible how he managed to show every single one of 

his pearly-white teeth.  

    “Hello.  My name is Robert Williams.  I’m here today to adopt one of you,” he 

said, in a prim but friendly voice.  “I believe dear Ms. Wilson has introduced me 

previously?”  

I tried hard to stifle a snort when he said dear Ms. Wilson.  

    “Oh yes,” Kelly piped up.  “Ms. Wilson said how kind you were and how lucky we 

are for you to adopt one of us.”   

Robert smiled, satisfied, at this.  He cleared his throat.  

    “Well, girls, thank you for the time.”  He smiled and left the room.  As soon as he 

walked out the door, I cheered.  

    “He’ll definitely adopt one of us!  We were awesome!”   

That night, for the first time in many, I fell asleep soundly and peacefully.  I 

jumped up at promptly six in the morning, making an extra loud clatter as I climbed off 

the bunk bed and shook Kelly awake.  

    “Kelly!  Wake up!”  

Kelly gave me a groggy smile, “Why so happy, Emily?”  

I gave her a look that clearly said Seriously?   

Kelly giggled and said, “I know why.  You’re happy because that fancy man came 

and promised us an adoption!”  

I laughed and ruffled her already messy hair.  

    “Well,” I replied, “maybe not a promise, but we’ve got us a pretty good chance.”  
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We laughed and talked for a while, and I checked the clock hanging on the wall.  It 

was six twenty-eight.  

    “Uh oh,” I said. “Ms. Wilson’s gonna come and tell us to eat breakfast now.”  

Kelly cleaned up the books she was reading and her dolls.  I slipped into my shoes 

just in time for Ms. Wilson to bang on the door and yell that it was breakfast time.  With 

Kelly’s hand in mine, we walked down the stairs.  

 After a few weeks, Mr. Fancy Pants Robert came back.  Instead of going into other 

rooms, he came straight to ours.  

         “Hello,” he said.  

I looked at Kelly meaningfully, and she chirruped her welcome.  

         “I have made my decision,” he said pompously.  “I will be choosing Emily to 

adopt.”  

My heart skipped a beat.  My mouth felt dry as if I hadn’t drank water in days.  I 

felt Kelly, who was sitting beside me, suddenly stiffen up.  

        “M-me?” I asked hesitantly.  “Perhaps you made a mistake.  Perhaps you mixed me 

up with Kelly?”  

        “No,” Robert said firmly and calmly, as if he had recited this before.  “I chose you.  

Come on now, pack up your things and we’ll be going.”  

It was as if my brain had stopped working.  I just sat there, staring blankly at 

Robert’s immaculate, smiling face.  Thoughts and memories flooded through my brain.  I 

wanted to finally leave this stupid, dirty orphanage, but I didn’t want to leave Kelly, nor 

the other friends I had made.  I had so much fun in this place, despite its shabbiness.  I 

could never forget the times I had thwarted against Ms. Wilson, even though I was 

punished after.  

But, Emily, a small voice whispered in my head, this is your chance.  Your perfect 

escape plan.  Leave this place and go to a rich, beautiful home, where you’ll be cared 

for.   

I sighed.  I felt like I was in the middle of a huge tug-of-war, except either choice 

would end up changing my life.  I knew I only had seconds left to determine my future.   

I let out another sigh, and said, “Thank you for the offer, Robert.  But please, give 

me a few minutes to consider.  Kelly, come quick.  There’s something I must show you.” 

          Before Ms. Wilson could say (rather scream) anything, I had already grabbed 

Kelly’s hand and was running to our bunkers.   

        “Hey!” Kelly shouted angrily, “You don’t get to run away from the biggest decision 

of your life.  You and I both know that Em.” 

          I sighed, “Kelly, I’ve already made my decision.  I’m going.”  

Her face turned into a statue of hate, then sadness.  There was a long pause as she 

tried to consume all of this information, even though I had only said a few words.  She 

looked down at the ground, then up at me smiling, but with tears in her eyes.  
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“Unpack” 

by Clara Goldman 

 

There is so much stress weighing us down  

So much hate passing around 

So many people wearing a frown  

Too many things being stuffed into our suitcases 

Too many smiles taken off of our faces  

Until you can barely close the top 

Until you can barely clip the latch 

You know that clasp is going to pop 

You know you have too much on your plate 

Your schedule is so busy, you start to fill with hate 

You realize that you can’t handle the stress 

Everything has really become such a mess 

You’re lying on the ground crying 

Your suitcase starts to rip  

The latches start to unclip  

Your suitcase is a bust 

You turn to your friends, the people you trust 

They help mend your case, and clip the latches once more 

You put your suitcase back down onto the floor 

You start unpacking your awful things 

Your stress, anger, and the feelings those bring 

You unpack and unpack until you’re happy again 

And you smile because you’re glad 

You know you have great friends. 

 

 

“Hit The Road” 

by Ariel Glucklich 

 

We’re ready to hit the road 

I quickly finish packing 

Shoving all of my clothes, books, games into the suitcase 

I look at the suitcase, and I see that it’s overflowing 

I realize that in my suitcase, there is an endless amount of memories 

The memories are overflowing 

I finish packing and we hit the road 

We get to the airport, and I send my suitcase into a small door in the wall 

I see it getting farther and farther away from me 

Until it finally disappears 

I can’t wait until I get home to unpack all of the amazing memories I’ve made 
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“The Stars That Align” 

by Ella Pourmoradi 

 

Everything is in line 

Everything is fine 

We have it made 

A titanium barricade  

But when the rain falls 

Everything shatters 

When it all pours 

Everything is broken 

We don’t know why 

We need to fight 

When it’s all gone 

Everything vanishes 

 

We have it done 

We have perfected the secret 

We have the formula 

Success is in our future 

But when the rain falls 

Everything shatters 

When it all pours 

Everything is broken 

We must handle the situation 

We are stuck until the end of time 

 

Why do we live with regret of the past? 

Why do we live with fear in our hearts? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Ruined Trip” 
by Youval Zilka 

 
It’s finally spring break 

I have been waiting a while 
To jump into the pool 

With obviously a smile 
I’m ready with my bag  
And my huge suitcase 

I packed everything I need 
I’m running like it’s a race 

We finally get there 
It’s really quite crowded 

I can’t find my suitcase 
This guy says he found it 

My trip is now ruined 
Because that guy was lying  

I think I’ll go home 
And probably start crying 

My suitcase is important 
I really miss it, you see 

It has all of my things 
That allow me to be me 

My shirts, pants, and socks 
Even my shoes 

What will I do now 
I really have no clue 
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“The Suitcase No One Knows About” 

by Sophie Fang 

 

This story is about a girl named Lisa who was shy and quiet.  She had a suitcase 

that sat in the corner of her room.  No one knew about this suitcase, not even her parents.  

She got the suitcase from a small shop in the corner of her town.  The suitcase was black 

and had a small silver lock.  It also came with a small silver key.  She hid the key under 

her small carpet.  She thought it would be safe there.  Or so she thought… 

March 15th is a day Lisa will remember forever.  It was her best friend’s birthday, 

after all.  But that wasn’t all.  Hazel came over and had a great time.  Hazel was always 

the happy one and Lisa was always the quiet one.  Up until lunch, she was having a great 

time.  They were in Lisa’s room, eating pizza with all of the toppings you could ever 

imagine.  Pepperoni, pepper, olives, pineapple, sausage, and even pickles!  They talked 

about their spring break plans, until Hazel’s pizza fell onto the small carpet.  The same 

carpet where Lisa hid the suitcase key.   

“Oh no!  I’m so sorry Lisa!  I’ll clean it up for you,” she said.   

“No!  It’s ok!  I can do it!  Thanks though,” Lisa said, urgently.   

But Hazel had already begun lifting up the carpet.  Don’t notice the key, don’t 

notice the key, don’t notice the key.  But fate never worked out for Lisa.  The new spring 

sun shined onto the key and lit up the room.   

“Whoa!  What was that?” Hazel asked, in amazement.   

“Umm, just a key,” Lisa replied, softly.   

“Well, one thing that I learned in the last 13 years of living is that a key is the 

doorway in a door.  So where is the door?  Oh, or the chest?” Hazel asked.  

“Well, it’s to open my suitcase,” Lisa said, pointing to the pile of fabric in the far 

corner of her room.   

“Oh, well, what’s in it?” Hazel asked.   

Lisa hoped this wasn’t the end of her friendship.   

“Umm…it’s hard to explain…” Lisa said, uncertainly.  “I’ll just show you.”  

The two girls walked to the pile of fabric and stuck the key into its lock.  A 

moment later, the suitcase opened with a click.  Inside, there were a bunch of small, black 

spirits floating around. 

“Whoa!” Hazel said. “No wonder you’re so secretive!”  

“Yeah, I guess I have been,” Lisa said, softly.  

“Where did you get them?”  

“They’re mine.  I created them…well, in a way,” Lisa replied.  

“What do you mean?” Hazel asked, with a disturbed look in her eyes.  

“Well, this happens to me every time I go crazy and lose control.  It stopped two 

years ago, but I don’t know where to put them.  So, I bought a suitcase that matched my 

clothes, so that no one would ever think of opening it,” Lisa explained.   

“Are you sure that you’re not an evil sorceress?” Hazel asked, darkly.  “Because, I 

would be pretty shocked if I was friends with a witch or something!”  



The Overstuffed Suitcase  Zephyr 2019 Edition 26 

Lisa laughed, “No, I’m not; I promise.  But I do act and look like one!”  

“So true; I love it!”  

“Ok, but you have to promise me one thing,” Lisa said, very seriously.  

“Uh oh, I think I know what it is,” Hazel said, sadly.  

“Promise me that you will not to tell anyone!”  

“Lisa, you know I’m not good at keeping secrets!”  

“Well, try at least!” Lisa pleaded. 

“Ok, I can do it.  I know can,” Hazel said. “But, what if someone finds out?”  

“Then, they’ll try to take them, and they might die trying,” Lisa said, in a 

surprisingly calm fashion. 

In the end, Hazel kept her promise to Lisa.  She never exposed the contents of the 

secret suitcase.  Now, whether that was out of loyalty or out of fear, we might never 

know. 

 

 

 

 

“A Time I Took a Trip” 

by Gabe Bergman 

 

About three years ago, I went on a trip with my whole family to Belize.  We went 

cave tubing.  Afterwards, the guide said that we could jump off a ledge into the water that 

was about 30 feet from the ground.  I desired to jump from the ledge.  I wanted to jump 

from it.  So, I walked to the ledge and I hesitated for a couple of seconds, because it 

looked really high up.  But then, I jumped!  On the way down, I realized that it was not 

that scary.  I just had to take the chance.  This experience made me grow as a person, 

because it taught me how to take risks…even if they seem frightening. 

 

 

 

 

“Magical Suitcase” 

by Ethan Hekmati  

 
There once was a time when a girl named Charity had a magical suitcase.  This 

magical suitcase was her best friend.  She would bring it everywhere.  She loved this 

suitcase because of its power.  It was filled with everything that she could imagine.  She 

loved it.  The thing she loved most about it was when she was sad or angry or upset.  The 

suitcase could talk to her and make her feel better about whatever was bothering her.  She 

adored it.  She had this magical suitcase since she was five years old.  When she grew up 

and had a daughter of her own, she passed along the suitcase on her daughter’s fifth 

birthday.  Now, her daughter has a special someone to talk to whenever she really needs. 
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“Birdsong” 

by Ashley Dong  

The peaceful morning is decorated  

With the musical songs of birds  

Their music lifts me up into a wonderful world  

And pulls me down into darkness 

 

 

 

“Springtime Bloom” 

by Danielle Gardner  

Everything seems to come into life  

As springtime blows softly into the world  

Bringing beauty and bloom  

You make the world so much more beautiful  

 

 

 

“Cherry Blossom Tree” 

by Audrey Han  

Every year I wait for the cherry blossom tree to bloom  

Its beautiful petals cascading down in the soft, spring breeze  

Its branches stretching to the sky  

But soon withers, as Winter conquers its beauty  

 
 
 

“The Creek” 

by Madison Choi  

Soft, clear, rippling water  

Calms the monsters of stress in my heart  

Trickling away to a faraway place  

Where no one can find  

 
 
“The Sea”  

by Audrey Han  

The restless ocean  

Crashes and flows  

The salty ocean mist obscures my vision  

Enhancing my imagination  
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“Snowflakes”  

by Ashley Dong  

White, patterned, and cold 

Gently drifting down from the everlasting sky 

Children stick out their tongues, eager to catch a flake 

It brings happiness and peace to all on earth 

 

 

 

“Phoenix” 

by Madison Choi, Ashley Dong, Danielle Gardner,  

Audrey Han, and Jolie Nassi 

Its burning scarlet plumage  

Dazzles all who choose to see it  

But when its time comes  

It will burst into flames, and be reborn from the ashes  

 

 

“Sunset”  

by Jolie Nassi  

The wonderful streaks of color 

Orange, yellow, red, purple  

Reveal themselves as the Sun is defeated  

By the cold, cruel Moon 

 

 

 

“Stars in the Sky”  

by Danielle Gardner  

Some people are different  

Like stars that shine bright in the sky  

But only when the moon is hidden  

We can see their fire and soul  

  

 

“True Beauty”  

by Madison Choi  

People judge others by appearances  

Not knowing what’s on the inside  

When you dig deep enough  

You see the light that truly shines  
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“The Weilerverse Theory” 

by Elon Litman 

 

The Weilerverse Theory is based on the assumption that there are an infinite 

number of parallel universes, and that each is different from each other in some way.  

That means that, hypothetically, there exists a universe of just Kirk Weiler, or an entire 

home planet being inhabited by a race of Kirk Weilers.  This alternate universe has been 

dubbed "the Weilerverse."  Occasionally, a rift forms between other universes and the 

Weilerverse, and that is how the phenomena of the Kirk Moon came to be.  The Kirk 

Moon or Weiler Moon was a phenomenon observed by many on September 27, 2015.  It 

is believed by most to be a byproduct of Weiler rays from the Weilerverse passing 

through the Earth’s magnetic field.  Other sources suggest that Kirk may channel his 

arcane power through the moon itself, and that the Kirk Moon resulted from the 

interference of the lunar eclipse.  By harnessing the power of the eMathEquation, Kirk is 

able to channel his power through the moon, and make a window though our worlds to 

observe us from his home system, Sol 482935173254901.  Huge sums of money went to 

waste, as did an immense amount of intelligence, to develop ways to locate and travel to 

this supposed “Weilerverse.”  Only, we didn’t know that we were living in it.  

Ever since the birth of our system, and the rise of the human species, Kirk has been 

keeping a close eye on our home.  After almost 200 years of broadcasting into the void, 

with the creation of the United Nations Space Forces (UNSF) and the tremendous 

technological advancement of humanity, Kirk Weiler decided it was time to reveal 

himself.  This moment will go down in the history books, and is perhaps the most 

defining event in human history. 

A starship, traveling dormant, deep in interstellar space, stumbled across a 

monumental message in complex binary, which had to be translated over the course of a 

few weeks.  Director Elbob of the newly-created Activities Department of the UNSF 

nervously cracked his knuckles.  The beacon had been repeating the message for ten 

thousand years, as if something out there knew we would encounter the signal eventually.  

Elbob jumped as one of his associates kicked down the door behind him.  

“Elbob.” 

He didn’t have to say another word before Elbob ran out of his office and into the 

command center, overlooking the scientists, mathematicians, and programmers staring at 

the big screen in elation.  The room went silent.  Men fumbled with wires and switches, 

as the screen lit up.  Static consumed it at first, before a full image of the creature’s body 

came into view.  It said something in an unintelligible tongue, which was translated to 

English with subtitles at the bottom of the screen.  

“Greetings,” it said.  

The alien looked indistinguishable from Kirk Weiler.  It had the same bone 

structure, talked the same way, had a human physique, and even sported Kirks signature 

goatee.  The room Kirk was in came alive with lights and flowed with otherworldly 

patterns.  Dead silence gripped the group, as they awaited more from him.  Humanity’s 

first contact with extraterrestrial life.  The chattering resumed.  
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“My name is Kirk Weiler, the founder of the Federation of E-Math Instruction.  All 

of this is unimportant, as of now.  Know we are your progenitors; your forerunners.  

When we studied your evolution on your home planet, you were not intended to become 

the dominant species.  But here you are, a truly odd turn of events.”  

He sucked in air and whooped, emulating laughter.  

“If you are listening to this, we have been exterminated.”  

His voice got deeper as he spoke the cursed words, “Taken by the abominable 

Khan Academy.  Khan Academy is what lies at the center of our Galaxy.  That which 

sleeps until a civilization awakens it.  Broadcasting into it unsuspectingly makes it stir.  

We have silenced you because of this.  We hoped you listened.”  

The sound of servers shutting down and communication arrays broadcasting into 

space silencing themselves filled the room, as the scientists worked to meet the demand 

of the alien.  

“Khan Academy is unbeatable, from what we have deduced.  Not even a hundred 

million [Untranslated. Translator's note: seems to be a unit of energy.] was enough to 

scratch it.  It consumed it, just like it has consumed our worlds.”  

Kirk seemed to weep for a moment, translucent pale blue ichor flowing from his 

eyes. 

“But, unlike our forefathers, we are prepared.”  

What followed was a massive flood of data.  Exabytes of information flooded the 

ship’s databases.  As the men tending to them scrambled to make sure there was no major 

overflow, the alien continued.  

“What we are sending you is all the accumulated knowledge of our civilization and 

every other in the galaxy, and our technology, as well as our completed star maps.  You’ll 

find them scores more useful than your current primitive tech.”  

Jaws across the room dropped.  This would send humanity surging forward 

thousands of years.  Elbob was elated.  He had been the one to lead this extraordinary 

expedition.  Pure, childlike joy filled him to the brim.  

“But we ask for something in return for this information.” 

Everyone paused and listened intently.  

“You must work in harmony with your fellow aliens; your new allies.  Do not 

hoard this knowledge and live as powerful hermits.  Khan Academy cannot be defeated 

single-handedly.”  

The alien made a heavy breathing sound, that could be interpreted as a sighing 

motion, as if a great weight had finally been lifted from his shoulders.  The sounds of 

buildings crumbling and screams could be heard in the distance.  Kirk’s entire society, 

crumbling right before his eyes.  

“It comes now.”  

The data just kept flooding in.  Millions on millions of terabytes.  They had filled 

twenty entire dedicated servers with data to the brim, and it was in the process of being 

translated as it was relayed.  Shouts and cheers filled the room like an orchestra, but the 

message continued unfazed.  
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 “Humanity.  You must fight together with your allies.  If you refuse, you will be 

swallowed in your infancy as you are.  Never broadcast into deep space again, until you 

develop the technology we sent.  Do not throw this chance away.  Fight Khan Academy.  

Succeed where we failed.  Consul Kirk of the Federation of E-Math Instruction.  Signing 

out.”  

A map of the Milky Way galaxy then flickered onto the screen, with stars and 

home worlds highlighted by circles and lines.  Each ending with a stream of text.  

“Home System of E-Math Instruction, IXL, Croiwana…”  

Alien names.  Names of Humanity’s new allies.  March 31st, 2048 would be 

remembered as The Day of Kirk Remembrance, for the offerings given by our 

progenitors.  Kirk gave us these newfound gifts.  Only they weren’t called gifts, they 

were really tools.  Tools to destroy what lay in the center.  Let this day be remembered.  

The day in which Kirk sacrificed himself, so humanity would have a fighting chance 

against Khan Academy.  

 

 

 

“Jolly Holiday” 

by Jolie Nassi 

 

           The daffodil smiles at the dove with his sharp teeth, his beady red eyes peering 

into the dove’s soul.  Filled with trepidation, the dove tries to escape, only to realize that 

she’ll never be out of the daffodil’s grasp.  In a weak attempt to fend off the cackling 

daffodil, the dove pecks at the daffodil’s stem, drawing a murky black substance from the 

wound.  The dove watches the foul-smelling liquid seep into the artificially green grass, 

staining the grass a hideous shade of hunter green.   

The smell of the midnight-colored substance enters the dove’s nose.  The dove 

suddenly begins to feel blind and claustrophobic.  She tries once more to escape the crime 

she has done, only to fall mid-flight.  As she falls, the dove’s delicate, untainted body 

quivers as she emits a shrill, pristine shriek of pain.  Her body lands in a broken, bloody 

mess on the ground.  A ring of the same black substance pushes the nauseous dove 

towards the daffodil.  The daffodil coughs up another thin stream of the black substance 

while still maintaining eye contact with the dove.   

In a raspy, haggard voice, the daffodil whispers to the dove, “It’s a jolly holiday,” 

before promptly collapsing onto the neon green grass.   

The dove is so traumatized by what she’s done, she too collapses on the floor, 

dying from the liquid’s noxious stench.  Tears threaten to spill forth from her glassy, 

heartbroken eyes, and she lets them fall.  The dove’s tears are incorporated into the 

mixture of the black liquid and a puddle of green dye leaching from the grass.  Her last 

sight is the sky, for there has never been one that’s bluer.   

However, the daffodil’s last words continue to ring in her failing ears: “It’s a jolly 

holiday.” 
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“When Your Suitcase is Overstuffed” 

by Rebecca Slobin 

 

I was just minding my own business. 

I did not want to see the contents of his suitcase. 

I did not want to see his thoughts and feelings, 

sprawled out onto the train station floor. 

I was just minding my own business. 

And then it popped. 

There was too much for it to handle. 

Too much everything. 

It burst. 

I wonder how the janitor cleaned it up, 

without having to look away. 

Because who wants to see that? 

Who wants to hear that? 

Who wants to feel that? 

All I know… 

I need to get a bigger suitcase, 

because there is zero way, 

that that is happening to me. 

No. 

Way. 
 
“The One and Only Suitcase” 

by Jarrett Yousefzadeh 

 

Once I have you in my hands 

I finally open you up 

I feel a streak of joy  

Flowing through my body 

As I peek inside  

I see my pen and paper 

I pick up the pen to write  

Allowing my emotions to pour out 

I just keep on writing  

and writing  

until  

it is stuffed. 
 
 

“Who Could It Be?” 
by Jacob Rastegar  

 
That suitcase is missing 

Where could it be? 
The mysterious suitcase that’s so 

desirable to me 
Who could it be?  

My cousin Joe or my friend Lee 
They wanted so badly to take it from me 

Who could it be? 
Aunt Susie and Uncle Tommy 

They were both outside waiting for me 
Who could it be?  
Who could it be? 

…Maybe it was me. 
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“Backwards Poem”  

by Danielle Gardner  

I will get all F’s  

I refuse to believe  

I will get all A+’s  

 

I will be a bully  

It is foolish to say  

I will not be a bully  

 

I will not be smart enough 

I refuse to believe  

I will do well and be at the top of my class 

 

I will have no friends  

It is silly to think  

I will have great friends  

 

My suitcase is empty  

It is stupid to think  

I will have memories and stories  

(Read this poem upside down and your  

suitcase will be filled with the best things.)  

 

 

“My Suitcase” 

by Jordan Reznik 

 

Magnificent    

Youthful  

 

Special 

Useful 

Indescribable  

Terrific 

Convenient  

Amazing 

Super 

Exceptional 

 

“Middle School” 

by Danielle Gardner  

Some say it's scary 

Some say it’s fun 

Some even say it’s dramatic 

 

So, what is this place  

That we all talk about 

It’s a place where everyone comes together 

 

Some may say it’s prison 

Some may say it’s huge 

Some may say there’s freedom 

While others say it’s torture 

 

This is a place we all go  

When we become teens 

It's a place that we all need to work through 

 

This place is middle school 

 

 

 

 

 

“Amazing Suitcase” 

by Aaron Mashieh 

 

I walk into school, 

With my suitcase, 

Bright and colorful, 

Awaiting to be opened, 

With all of these feelings, 

Giving you happiness, 

So, you can get through the day, 

And get through with life, 

Because this suitcase, 

Is amazing.
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“The Life of Mrs. Unfortunate Fortunate” 

by Liana Kafaierad 

 

   She was running quickly.  I could feel my heart pounding out from my chest.  She 

was coming.  At that point, I knew I was dead.  

          If you’re reading this, you’re probably wondering what the heck is going on, and 

what kind of story this is.  Those questions will be answered in the end.  But first, this is 

my story. 

          It was a murky day.  There was thunder and lightning, it’d been raining pretty hard 

for days.  Since my parents divorced and went their separate ways, life has been pretty 

hard.  Mostly because both of my parents have changed, and not necessarily for the 

better.  I’ve been living with my mom since my parents broke up.  

         Before they divorced my parents were…well…normal parents.  My dad was very 

open and would always ask how my day was.  As a child, he would always play with me, 

no matter how busy he was.  Every day, he would go to work as a lawyer, while my mom 

would stay home and watch me.  Like my dad, she was also very open and loving.  Then, 

one day, things changed.  They started fighting.  Not arguing; fighting that involved 

physical violence.  This happened every day, which in my opinion was way too many 

times.  Which is why they broke up.  My father went to jail for a short while, for beating 

up my mother when she was pregnant with my little brother.  

My sister died only two years ago; she committed suicide.  At school, she would 

get bullied every day.  She said that they called her pretty mean things, and that she had 

no purpose.  The cursing from her peers only made things way worse for her.  The person 

who finally convinced her to commit suicide was a bully named Daniella.  Daniella also 

later committed suicide.  I don't only regret what happened with my sister, but also the 

huge effect that it has had on me.  For starters, I missed what it was like to have a sister.  

To make matters worse, now I am bullied, too.  Not only do my peers say the mean 

things that Daniella said to my sister, but they also encourage me to commit suicide, too.  

I find this completely messed up and just criminal. 

Speaking of which, school sucks.  I just transferred to a new school, since I moved 

from Israel to the United States, and it’s already been one month and I’ve only made one 

friend; Lena.  Her hair is brown and she has green eyes.  She loves anything related to art 

and is an amazing singer.  On the bus, there’s this group of kids who bully me pretty 

often.  They are the kind of kids who act one way in front of an adult, and another way 

when there isn’t an adult around.  It’s like in class and on the bus, they are two 

completely different people.  In class, they act all goody-goody and the second class is 

over they start treating me like crap.  School life would’ve been so much better, possibly 

even good, if it weren’t for them.  

Although Lena was the only real friend I had, I didn’t feel like I could trust her 

knowing that people change.  Especially from my own experience with past “friends.”  

It was exactly 7:00am, and I was scared to death knowing that I was going to have 

to face the troubles ahead; and there were many of them.  As I boarded the bus, Bianca 



The Overstuffed Suitcase  Zephyr 2019 Edition 40 

stretched her leg across the floor as I walked to my seat.  I tripped.  Then everyone started 

laughing at me.   

“You should really watch where you’re going, Loser,” Bianca smirked.   

The same thing happened as I climbed off of the bus.  Except it was worse because 

it was on the stairs.  I dragged my bloody knee and was off to the nurse.  The school 

nurse, Mrs. Aronovich, was the only person in the entire school who cared about me 

(except for Lena).  She bandaged my knee and asked what happened.   

“Nothing,” I mumbled.   

“If something is up, you can tell me,” she said.   

Again, I knew I could, I just didn’t want to take any chances, knowing things 

could’ve gotten way worse than they already were.   

“I know,” I replied.   

She gave me a pass and I was on my way to my locker.  Lena was there, waiting 

for me, as usual.  School was fairly boring that day.  Everyone I saw throughout the rest 

of the day ignored me, so I was pretty lucky.  School seemed to last for an eternity, while 

I knew (but still couldn’t believe) that it really only lasted for seven hours.  

Finally, school was over.  I got home and it was very quiet; too quiet.  I called to 

my mother, but there was no answer.  I called a second time, and I heard a faint grunting. 

“Mom!” I yelled.   

The noise sounded like it was coming from upstairs.  I went upstairs and ran into 

my mother’s bedroom.  There, I saw her bloody corpse laying on the bed.  

I immediately called the police.  They said to stay exactly where I was and to be 

aware that the person who killed her might still be in the house.  My heart was pounding 

hard.  I felt as if it were about to pop out of my chest.  I was panting.  Panicking.  I didn’t 

know what to do.  Finally, the police arrived and determined that the murderer just 

happened to be my own father.  They arrested him.  Now, I will live with my aunt, 

someone the only person I know that I can trust.  

The day after the murder, I went to school.  People started asking me if I was okay.  

What’s up with them?  Are they aware of what happened with my parents yesterday?  

“Hey, are you okay?  I heard what happened with your parents,” Lena questioned, 

the second she saw me at my locker.   

I was confused.  Does she know what happened with my parents?    

“Um…what do you mean?  What are you talking about?” I asked, to determine if 

she was referring to the murder.   

“What do you mean?  I’m talking about the murder,” she replied, confused.   

“Who told you?” I asked, in disbelief.   

“Huh?  It was on the news,” she answered.   

“Oh. Yeah, my dad got arrested and now I am going to live with my aunt.  Don’t 

worry about it.”   

The news?  That’s rude, how people think that it is okay for people to just, I don’t 

know…let the whole world know what’s going on in your personal life.  I mean, they 

should at least ask the people who were a part of the situation whether they want the 

entire world to have access to their business.  In this case, they should’ve asked me! 
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By then, I realized that things could’ve been way worse.  For example, I could’ve 

died.  Or if I didn’t have a close, trustworthy adult relative, I probably would have been 

sent off to foster care.  Even worse, if that would’ve happened, there would’ve been a 

high chance of me moving somewhere far away from here.  I’m sad because of what 

happened, but I’m happy that things could’ve been worse and they weren’t. 

 

 

 

“She Ran” 

by Justine Khadavi 

 

Cassie turned around and saw the lurking shadow trailing behind her.   

She ran! 

She knew they were after her suitcase.  As she picked up the heavy suitcase in the 

misty night, she tried to lug it all the way to headquarters.  Her feet felt heavier and 

heavier, as she pushed them up the windy road.  She heard the sound of feet pounding on 

the ground behind her.   

She turned the next block of the dark and desolate Cincinnati town.  Everything 

became quiet.  She wondered if she had lost them, but there was no time to think.  She 

kept on running.  She finally reached the station and jumped inside.   

“They were after the suitcase!” Cassie screamed.  

She heard a deep voice demand, “Give it to me!”   

Cassie passed the man the bulky suitcase.  Then she heard whispering.  She 

realized immediately that it wasn’t the chief.   

The suitcase was latched opened.  There was nothing more she could do.   

The world would never be the same. 

 

 

  

“Five Things I Could Not Go Without” 

by Gabe Bergman 

 

If I was going on a long trip, and I could only bring five things that I could not live 

without, I would bring my family, so we could be together during the trip.  Next, I would 

bring my phone and earbuds, so I could listen to music while I travel.  Also, I think I 

would bring many books, so I could read during the trip.  After that, I think I would bring 

my iPad and keyboard, so I could keep a daily log of what happens during the trip.  

Lastly, I would bring my friends, so I have people to hang out with during my trip. 

 

These are the five things that I would bring on a very long trip. 
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“The Case” 

by Caileen Makani 

 

    Casey was on the run.  The suitcase in her hand became heavier with each step she 

took.  She stopped for a second, heard people yelling, and continued to run.  She knew 

that she couldn’t stop again.  She just couldn’t.  The smell of mildew and garbage was 

overwhelming.  She heard a police siren in the distance.  

 No, not possible.  They wouldn’t…they couldn’t! 

Suddenly, a voice she knew very well said, “Oh, but we did!”  

 

(3 hours earlier)  

 

    As Casey walked into school, she knew everyone was looking at her.  The party 

she threw last night was a bust, and the cops came before it got good.  Her father was 

furious with her, and kicked out all of her guests. 

Yep, I’m sure to be the laughing stock of high school.  

Instead, however, everyone seemed to look at her in awe.  

They’re probably wondering how I could even show my face in school again.  

    There was one person, in particular, that Casey did really wanted to see. 

Where is she?  

   Suddenly, a loud squeal rang and echoed throughout the hallway.  

“Case!” Charlotte squealed.  “OMG, that party last night was so…um...lit!” 

As Charlotte sashayed towards her, Casey felt sick and groaned.   

Luckily, Casey’s best friend Emma put her hand on her shoulder and whispered, 

“It’s okay, Cass.  They are just trying to get under your skin.  Your party was sick.  

Maybe you don’t know it, but everyone else does.  Don't worry!”   

Every time Emma put her hand on Casey’s shoulder, Casey got butterflies.  She 

tried to push her feelings away, because Emma was her best friend—not partner material!  

But Casey couldn’t help it.  Emma looked good today.  Her blond hair was pulled back 

into a slick ponytail and she was wearing denim jeans with a white mesh crop top.  Casey 

sighed.  

“What?” Emma asked.  

Casey muttered something about her dad being mad at her and glanced nervously 

at Emma.  She had known Emma since they were two, because their mothers were best 

friends.  The two girls, along with Charlotte, had been inseparable.  But after what 

happened to Casey's mom, Charlotte had grown mean and fake.  In fact, it was Charlotte 

who told Casey’s father about the party.  Casey and Emma, nevertheless, had always 

been close.  The situation with Casey’s mother had only made them closer.  So, of course, 

Emma would know when she was lying.   

In fact, she eyed Casey suspiciously and whispered hoarsely, “Meet me at the 

janitor's closet for lunch.  You better tell me what is going on with you lately.  We will 

get through it together.  Just like we did with your mom.”  

Casey silently cursed.  Emma always knew when something was wrong.  
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During the class period before lunch, Casey’s stomach was doing backflips.  She 

didn’t know how Emma would react to the news, and she was scared.  

What if she doesn’t want to be my friend anymore? 

Casey didn’t think she could stand to lose another person she cared about.  

Finally, lunch arrived.  Casey trudged to the janitor’s closet, mumbling something 

that her mom had told her, long ago, before this whole mess happened.  

If someone says that something is impossible, that means it is impossible for them 

to do, not you.  If someone pushes you down, get back up, bigger and better than before.  

Casey didn’t think that this was possible.  As she opened the door to the closet, she 

imagined what the school’s face would look like if they found out.  Horrified.  Disgusted.  

Fearful.  Casey couldn’t get the thoughts out of her head.  Appalled.  Grossed out.  

Intimidated.  The idea of anyone knowing her secret made her feel sick.  

After what felt like four hours, Emma casually strolled in.  She immediately 

studied Casey for a clue, a hint of what was going on.  Casey quickly looked away.  

“Case, you better tell me what’s going on with you.  You haven’t been yourself 

lately.  Please, tell what’s wrong.” 

Casey looked up at Emma’s face.  Her blue eyes shone in the faint light.  

“I…I can’t.  It’s not that I don’t trust you.  It’s that I don’t trust myself…” 

“No Case, tell me,” Emma insisted. 

“But…” 

“Case!”  

“Fine.  I…I have a new crush,” Casey meekly admitted. 

“So?  Casey, we’ve had millions of those.  Who is it?” Emma’s eyes gleamed. 

Casey knew her friend long enough to know that that wasn’t a good sign.  

“How do I know that you aren’t going to tell anyone?” Casey questioned. 

Emma rolled her eyes, “Casey, come on.  Please, we’ve known each other forever.  

Tell me.” 

“It’s just that this isn’t a normal crush.  It’s one of my close friends,” Casey 

divulged. 

“Well, gee, Casey, that sure narrows it down.  What, you have like eight friends, 

and seven are girls.  So, is it Jason?  I knew it!  I knew it!  Omg, this is so exciting.  He 

likes you, too, you know?  Yay, my best friends!” 

“No Emma.  That’s not who I like,” Casey responded, deflated. 

“Who Case?” Emma was growing impatient. 

“Yu…yu…yu,” Casey stuttered. 

Emma’s face went pale.  

“Oh,” she said, in a shocked voice.  

“But let’s not let this get in the way of our friendship.  Forget I said anything,” 

Casey spoke quickly. 

Emma’s face twisted into a cruel smile.  

“Thank you for admitting it to me.  Now, I have proven that you are weird.  We 

have been friends for so long, I was starting to lose hope,” Emma said.  
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“What?  What are you talking about?” Casey was baffled. 

“You know how your mom was sentenced to prison?” 

“Y…yea?” Casey replied. 

“Well, she isn’t there for stealing.  In fact, the agency that I work for told me to 

keep an eye on you, and stop your mother.  You see, she has a suitcase.  A very important 

one.  If you don’t want me to share your little secret, you’ll get me that suitcase.  She 

stole it from my family, and I intend to return it to them,” Emma gloated.  

“Em, how could you do this to me?  You are all that I have!” 

“Get me that suitcase!  You have ten minutes.  If not, I’m exposing your secret and 

calling the police.” 

Casey ran out of the school building and toward her house.  Soon, she was huffing 

and puffing.  She lived nearly one mile away.  She ran upstairs and grabbed the suitcase 

out of her mother’s forbidden closet.  She quickly headed downstairs.  She snatched the 

keys to her father’s car, jumped into the vehicle, and started the ignition.  However, 

instead of heading towards the school building, she drove in the opposite direction.   

Her phone buzzed.  “Time’s up.  Where’s the case?”  

Casey quickly called her mother, “Mom, they are doing exactly what you said they 

would.  I’m coming now.” 

“Casey, dear, the case is not important.  Hide!” her mother shouted. 

“Why mom?  Emma said that they were after the case!” 

“No honey, I figured it out.  Emma must have misread the text that I intercepted.  

They don’t want the case!  They want Cass!  You!  Hide!”  

Unfortunately, it was too late.  The vehicle was already surrounded.  Casey bolted 

out of the car, running past the guards.  She hoped none of them had guns.  Thankfully, 

none did.   

Casey was on the run.  The suitcase in her hand became heavier with each step she 

took.  She stopped for a second, heard people yelling, and continued to run.  She knew 

that she couldn’t stop again.  She just couldn’t.  The smell of mildew and garbage was 

overwhelming.  She heard a police siren in the distance.  

 No, not possible.  They wouldn’t…they couldn’t! 

Suddenly, a voice she knew very well said, “Oh, but we did!”  

And there stood her mother, with Emma right behind her.  

“Mom?  How could you?” Casey spoke in a defeated manner.  

“I’m sorry, Casey.  This was an intricately thought-out plan.  I knew you would be 

loyal and come back to me.  I needed to involve Emma.  I had no choice but to play on 

your emotions in order to get the suitcase back.  Clearly, the plan worked.  So now, we 

are finished.  Goodbye, Cass.” 

Casey’s eyes grew dark and then shut.  
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“A 6-Stanza Haiku” 

by Sophia Qu 

 

Anger grips my head, 

My vision is turning red, 

My suitcase rattles, 

 

Another bad grade, 

Another mistake is made, 

One latch unlatches, 

 

Sadness engulfs me, 

My tears stain my purple tee, 

The latches are off, 

 

The sun is shining, 

Nobody even whining, 

This beautiful day, 

 

Everything’s alright, 

In a bright marvelous way, 

Suitcase is okay, 

 

Remember the good, 

Go to your happy place now, 

See the sun shine bright. 

 

 

“In My Mind” 

by Nina Zar 

 

In my mind  

I feel like an overstuffed suitcase  

Full  

Yet empty 

Of what I really need 

It seems as though 

Everyone already knows 

What they need 

To pack 

But I’m not sure 

I have everything  

But I don’t dare check 

If I touch the suitcase 

It  

Just  

Might 

B 

   U 

      R 

         S 

            T 

 

 

“The Things in Store” 

by Issac Shemooilian 

 

When you open up the suitcase, you feel awesome 

Like a flower that is about to blossom 

You can only imagine the things in store 

It only leaves you wanting more 

The more you seek, the more you learn 

Do the right thing, or the flames will burn 

You never know what will happen next 

It will only be revealed when you read the text 

There is nothing left, this is the end 

I hope you will come back and be my friend 
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“My Magical Adventure” 

by Kiersten Ho 

 

My own fairytale about a magical suitcase is about my secret powers.  Once upon a 

time, I had to go on a magical adventure and I was very excited!  I started to pack all of 

the supplies that were necessary.  My powerful suitcase has a strong lock and key that no 

one can open except me.  I packed a canteen that would last for at least one week.  I also 

packed food.  Finally, I put in my secret powers and locked it tightly.  

I told my parents and they said, “Good luck, Mia.  Yes, we understand.  It’s fine, 

now run along.”  

I went to the back of our house and performed a spell, so I wouldn’t be tired when 

I got to the camp.  I took my luggage outside and then I began my magical journey.   

I was thinking as I was walking.  If this is a magical journey, then I must need to 

use my secret powers.  I hope that my friends have heard the news from my parents, and 

will try to meet me at Camp Everfree.   

When I arrived at Camp Everfree, I would rest in my stunning tent.  I unlocked my 

magical suitcase.  After, I drank some water out of my canteen, I started to feel more 

powerful.  I ran further.  I looked up and I saw that the camp was very near.  I got there 

and looked around to see if my friends had arrived yet.  

I set up my tent and performed a protection spell around it before my friends 

arrived.  If dangerous animals came by, they wouldn’t be able to get into my tent.  

Suddenly, I heard footsteps and I rushed into my tent.  But then, I realized it was only my 

friends, so I greeted them quickly.  

I said to all of my companions, “Thank you for coming, girls.  Did you pack tents 

and food?  We will need them.”  

They said, together, “Yes.  You’re welcome!”  

It began to get darker and I told my friends, “Let’s sleep right now, and in the 

morning, we will get a head start on our magical journey.” 

  I cast a spell on my clothes quickly to make them clean for the next morning.  I 

went into my tent and changed into my pajamas.  After that, I fell asleep quickly.  

       The next morning, I woke up at 6:45am and woke up my friends quickly.  

I announced, “Good morning, girls!  Let’s change and start packing up to continue 

our magical journey!”  

I changed swiftly into my clothes and folded up my pajamas into my sleeping bag.  

I ate some food with the girls before we got started.  I drank some water for more energy 

from my canteen.  I packed up my tent, sleeping bag, pajamas, and canteen and food 

containers into my suitcase.  I used my secret powers to cast a spell for my friends and I 

quickly. 

After that, I said excitedly, “Let’s continue, girls!  Everyone, follow me!”  
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I couldn’t wait until we got there!  We walked in a line to a magical kingdom 

named Canterlot!  I was so excited, that I started skipping and jumping all the way.  

When we got there, there was a huge, beautiful castle standing in the middle of Canterlot.  

Wow!  We were all in awe.  

“Let’s go in, girls!” I exclaimed, excited to see the inside of the castle.  

We skipped to the middle of Canterlot and we stood in front of the glistening 

castle.  Once we got closer, we noticed a portal and entered it quickly.  We transformed 

into ponies and entered the beautiful structure.  We went into the main foyer and saw 

beautiful sparkles all over the ceiling.  We walked deeper into the castle and 

astonishingly explored each of its enchanting rooms.  

A magical journey it was… 

 

 

“The Getaway” 
by Jordan Raynor 
 
No more stress 
No more worrying 
Just me 
And the beach 
The sun shining down 
The breeze so calm  
Makes you feel like you’re in heaven 
The water as blue as a sparkling diamond 
The sun as bright as a lightning flash 
I’m as relaxed as the mood around me 
This is what it feels like  
To be free 
 

 
 

“On My Back” 
by Brayden Dilmanian 

 
I like to bring my small bag, 

If it were any bigger, I would lag. 

I make sure to pack my headphones, 

It helps me listen to my tones. 

I wear my slides, 

To hang out poolside. 

So, this is what I pack, 

You can find it on my back.

“The Best Trip” 

by Jacob Rastegar 

 

On the beach 

The breeze in my hair 

Sun kissed skin 

Waiting for the right moment to hop on in 

My board in my hand, I was ready to go 

Ready to catch the next wave, and go with the flow 

My heart beating fast; sweat dripping down my face 

I dove head first, straight into the wave 

I was one with the sea 

Standing and surfing, it was just me. 
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“Moving to a New World” 

by Riley Ng 

 

          “C’mon Jimmy, we have to go!” 

          “I’m coming Mom, just wait!”  

You’re probably wondering where I’m going.  Well, we’re going to live on Mars.  

Earth is too “over polluted” to live on, so we’re moving to Mars.  Today, we’re making 

the trip.  My mom and I are two of the last people on planet Earth.  

          “C’mon Jimmy!  Hurry up!” 

          “Ok!  I’m coming!”   

I’m about to go downstairs, but I almost forgot to pack this pen that my Mom 

wants me to keep.  My mom says that my dad gave it to me when he left Earth for a 

better place.  Anyway, my suitcase is really heavy though.  But all of my favorite things 

are inside of this thing.  Like my action figures, Pokémon cards, my teddy bear, and a lot 

of clothes.  If I’m going to Mars, I’m not leaving anything behind. 

       It’s almost time, when something happens.  

          “Hey guys,” the Captain shouts, “your trip to Mars leaves in one minute.  Hurry 

up!” 

          “Ok honey, let’s go,” Mom says.   

As Captain puts our suitcases into the rocket ship trunk, Mom and I climb inside.  

We’re about to take off, when all of a sudden, my clothes make my bag explode! 

          “We have to go now!” Captain screams 

          “But, but…” 

          “Now!” 

          I hop out of the rocket ship to gather my belongings, but I realize that I can only 

take one thing.  

          “10.” 

          Maybe I should bring my Pokémon cards. 

          “9.” 

          Or maybe my action figures. 

          “8.” 

          But at the same time, I need clothes. 

          “7.”  

          I can’t believe the clock is ticking and I’m just standing here while the ship is about 

to leave!  I just want to bring at least one thing to entertain myself. 

          “6.” 

          Oh, I know!  My teddy bear, in case I get scared. 

          “5.” 

          I run up to my teddy bear and grab it in my hand.  I am heading back to the ship 

now. 

          “4.” 

          But that’s when I see the pen. 

          “3.”  
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          Dad and teddy bear, you’re coming with me. 

          “2.” 

          I hop back into the rocket ship, but accidentally drop my teddy bear. 

          “1.  Blast off!”  

          It’s too late now.  As the ship lifts off the ground, I settle inside.  Mom is telling me 

that I could have died.  I think to myself that it was worth bringing dad along.  So, I fall 

sleep, hugging the pen like it’s my teddy bear.   

When I wake up, we’re on Mars. 

 

 

“Just A Dream” 

by Jaime Nakache 

 

My suitcase  

Waiting at the airport for me to take it 

I spot my suitcase  

I wait for it to come to me 

Then… 

Someone walks by and takes it  

My suitcase  

I’m in Italy with none of my things 

I run after the person who took my 

suitcase  

When I catch up to him  

I wake up  

I have my suitcase  

So relieved  

It was just a dream 

 

 
 

“Mysterious” 
by Jordan Raynor 

 
Where is it? 

Where could it be?  
After a while, it hit me 

My suitcase was waiting for me  
Filled with anything you can imagine 

Could it be my brain? 
Could it be my heart? 

But then I see… 
I see what it could be 

A lifetime worth of experiences. 

“It” 

by Jordan Reznik 

 

I keep my favorite things in it 

I also keep my feelings in it 

I travel with it 

I hold hands with it when I walk 

It goes as fast as I want to go 

I talk to it 

I play with it 

You're probably wondering what “it” is 

It is my best friend 

My suitcase 
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“The Overstuffed Diary” 

by Raphael Kermani 

 

“But I need it,” she exclaimed. “Everything in it is irreplaceable!”  

That was what the little kindergarten girl said to her parents at the airport, 

while they were on their way to Disneyland for vacation.  The airport had 

misplaced her overstuffed, pink suitcase, which contained all of her valuable 

possessions: dolls, dresses, and her beloved dairy.  This diary was very, very 

important.  This diary contained all of her thoughts, dreams, and goals.   

She had been working on one particular section of her diary before flying to 

Disneyland.  Her “Disneyland Checklist.”  Here, she wrote down all of the places 

that she wanted to go and everyone that she wanted to meet, mostly princesses.  

When she received the news that her baggage and, most importantly, her diary 

were missing, she was outraged!  She threw a tantrum right there in the middle of 

the airport.   

Her parents were so upset by this that they decided not to take her to 

Disneyland for one of the two days that were originally planned.  When she heard 

their decision, she got even angrier!  Now, she had to come up with a plan to get 

the full two days.  Then, she realized, all of her plans had been written in her diary!  

This meant that she would have to start rethinking on her own.   

She stayed up all night in the hotel room, plotting how to get her parents to 

bring her to Disneyland for the full two days that she was promised.  She thought 

about the first time that she went to Disneyland, two years prior.  She thought 

about what she had done and where she had gone.  Then, she realized that she had 

bought her diary at Disneyland!   

First thing the next morning, she dragged her parents to the Disney store and 

convinced them to purchase another diary.  When she opened the diary, she was 

very disappointed.  She hadn't remembered that her old diary was once empty, too.  

She realized that she was the one who had written down her thoughts, her dreams 

and, most importantly, her goals.   

When she got back to her hotel room, she frantically started writing down all 

of her vacation goals.  She stayed up until midnight, took only a short nap, and 

then kept on writing!  She wrote so much that she hadn’t realized that the entire 

day passed by.  She hadn’t gone to Disneyland!  Surprisingly, she did not get mad 

about this.  She peacefully told her mother that it was ok and that she was ready to 

go home.  When they arrived at the airport for their flight back home, she found a 

table and continued to scribble down her thoughts. 

Innocently, she looked up at her mother and said, “Can we come back again 

in two years and get another diary?” 
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“Dreams That Will Come True” 

by Danielle Gardner  

It seems like only yesterday  

I used to believe I could fly if I jumped  

That I could leap if I hopped over a rock  

That if I went on my toes, I was a famous dancer  

But now, I realize that the hay I jumped off  

Doesn’t make me fly  

And the rock I jumped over  

Doesn’t make me leap  

And that going on my tippy toes  

Does not make me a famous ballerina 

 

“So Many Things” 

by Rebecca Kohanim 

 

I would bring so many things  

For one, my phone I could not live without 

My clothes are a necessity to bring  

And so are my shoes 

How else would I walk? 

And if I could 

I would bring my family 

Maybe my friends 

So I wouldn’t be lonely 

And finally, a basketball 

To play with my brother 

 

“Waves” 

by Lillian Wu 

Sitting alone 

Noises wrapping my soul 

Bees are buzzing 

Winds a-whirling 

Waves are crashing 

As I stare into empty space 

I am numb; without feeling 

A speck of dust in the dark 

Not aware of my surroundings 

A placid exterior 

No struggle; no crease 

But inside… 

There are still waves crashing over me 

 

 

“Wish I Didn’t Go” 

by Aaron Mashieh 

 

I packed my clothes 

All in one suitcase 

All of the memories 

I have ever experienced 

I left my room 

I left my house 

I left my mother 

I left my father 

They had to stay 

They’d never be the same 

I left my bicycle 

I left my toys 

I even left 

My pride and joy 

I left all of the fiends 

I have ever known 

I really wish 

I didn’t go 

 

 

 

“Suitcase on a Trip” 

by Jarrett Yousefzadeh 
 

Leave through the door 

Hop into the car 

Up the mountain 

Into the dense air 

Stuffed with clothes 

With tags on me 

Coming back down 

Returning home 

We took a trip together 

With you inside 

Now we are back 

Home 



The Overstuffed Suitcase  Zephyr 2019 Edition 58 

 



The Overstuffed Suitcase  Zephyr 2019 Edition 59 

“Three Stories” 

by Cayla Mirjani 

 

 

Gina: 

 

There was once a girl named Gina.  She was going to college with her best friend 

Bri.  They were planning on bunking together in a dorm.  Sadly, once she arrived on 

campus, there was some sort of mix-up.  Gina was forced to bunk with a girl named 

Holly.  Gina and Holly quickly became good friends.  Unfortunately, Holly and Bri did 

not get along.  They would constantly compete and fight about who knew Gina better.  

Both girls gave Gina an ultimatum. 

“It’s either her or me!” 

Gina started crying.  She loved both of the girls, and she was already stressed with 

her school work.  She did not want to have to choose.  After some time, she still hadn’t 

decided.  Gina was in a play and both Holly and Bri went to show support.  At the 

performance, the two girls got into a fight.  Gina was completely embarrassed by their 

behavior.  

Gina finally screamed, “Stop it!  I choose neither of you!”   

She then stormed out of the theatre.  In the end, Gina realized that she didn’t need 

friends like Holly or Bri. 

 

 

 

 

Melissa: 

 

There was once a girl named Melissa.  Her brain was packed with stress.  She did 

not know what to do.  She had a math test, an English essay, a social studies quiz, and a 

science project all scheduled in one day.  She could not handle all of this information.   

So, she decided to take a vacation, but that was probably the worst idea.  Once she 

returned, she had missed so much work that she would never be able to catch up.  Now, 

she felt even more stress!  She had reached her limit.  Then, she had an idea.  She asked 

her parents to hire a tutor, so that she could make it through the mess.  Her parents 

agreed.   

After that, Melissa learned to manage her time and never missed another deadline.  
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Julie: 

 

There was once a girl named Julie. She was about to begin college in Miami.  She 

was leaving her hometown of Great Neck.  She packed her most important things, which 

included a lot of cherished items.  She had pictures and jewelry from her great-

grandmother who had passed away.  If she had been forced to leave them behind, she 

would have been depressed. 

Unfortunately, the airport lost her suitcase.  It was nowhere to be found.  She 

immediately grew depressed.  Her first month of college was terrible.  In that stolen 

suitcase were cherished items from her great-grandmother that could not be replaced.   

Then, she met a girl named Stacy.  Stacy helped Julie forget about her old pictures 

and jewelry.  Together, the girls spent time together making new memories.  They took 

lots of pictures of their adventures, and they even shared a friendship necklace.  Around 

her neck, each girl wore half of a heart that said, “Best Friends.”   

In the end, Julie realized that the most important things in life are memories.  She 

would always have time to make more of those. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Suitcases” 

by Danielle Gardner 

Suitcases with clothes 

Suitcases with stories 

Suitcases with experiences 

Suitcases with memories 

Suitcases with emotions 

Suitcases with secrets 

We all have a special suitcase 
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