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VIissing

By Akshaj Neil Atluri

aundry. They are always
orried that I will forget that
1s going and accidently flood
. I don’t agree because I know
ould be careful and pay attention
I was doing. One day, however,
rents were too busy with work, so
asked me to do the laundry. I was
ed but nervous because I wanted to
e sure that I did it right. Everything
ed out fine. I collected all the dirty
dry from my siblings’ rooms and the
ooms and brought everything to the
1dry room. I sorted everything into
ral piles: towels, clothes, and bed
1s. | washed and dried the towels and
nens first. Last [ washed the clothes.
everything was washed and dried,
ed that my favorite pair of socks
sing!
ss-wearing pineapples lounging
est royal blue knit you had ever
ks had seen me through the
of second grade. They had
tter when another student
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clothes searching for them. Black socks,
green socks, red socks. I found every
color of socks except my special royal
blue socks. I searched my room, my
bathroom, and even my siblings’ rooms. |
couldn’t find them anywhere!

I ran through the house, down the
stairs, and into the den yelling for my
father. “Dad!” I yelled. “My pineapple
socks are gone! The laundry gremlins
stole them!”

My dad looked up from the paper he
was reading. “Are you sure the laundry
gremlins stole them?”” he asked.

“Yes, I know that they stole them,” |
insisted, jumping up and down, scared
that I had lost my favorite socks forever.
How was I supposed to get through the
rest of second grade without them?

“Why don’t you try looking in the
washer and dryer again to make sure that
you didn’t leave them in there,” my dad
suggested.

“I’11 go check,” I said. Running back
upstairs to the laundry room, I opened the
washer and dryer to check for my socks,
but they weren’t there. Worried, I ran
back downstairs and back to the den. I
really needed to find my socks.

“They weren’t in the washer or dryer,”

Continued on

Akshaj Neil Atluri is
second grade. He lik
build with Legos and
soccer. He also enjoys

up, he wants to be a do
Neil has also been publi
in Scribbler Literary and
Magazine.

Blue Guitar Jr. 2019




your shoes?” my dad

s out of my shoes, but I ran

1 looked in my shoes which were

I went to ask my dad, he suggested I

socks bucket in the laundry room.
all the socks,” I said.

sure you remembered the socks in the dirty

- 17
ht back but couldn’t remember if I had
e socks in the socks bucket. “Okay,” |
hink I washed those socks, too, but I will go

tired from running all over the house, but I
ed up the stairs, determined to find my socks.

back into the laundry room, I found the dirty
ucket still filled with really dirty socks. I
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Holding my socks, I ran d
“Pineapple Joe is back!”

“Great job finding your socks by
said. “Are they clean?”

I sniffed the socks and coughed. “No
“Definitely not clean. I think I will go bac
and finish the laundry now.”

As I ran back upstairs, I could hear my dac
but I didn’t know what he had found so funn
figured it must have been something he was re
put all the socks in the washer and then the dry
then I put all of the socks in the clean socks bu
Monday.

After I was finished, I was exhausted, but I wa
proud of myself. I had done all of the laundry al
myself. Walking downstairs, | told my dad, “I di
finished the laundry.”
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By Adrish Gande

on a time, there was a
1amed Contor. She lived
arth, and her mom and

g and queen of Corto. She
7e liked to have friends, but she
eave the palace since she had
powers to make herself invisible
pnotize people and make them do
he wanted. Her family was worried
e would accidently hurt someone
her powers.
ontor hated that she was stuck in the
e and was very angry. After her

ly died in a terrible accident, she tried
e over as queen. Since no one knew
she existed, they didn’t believe that

as queen.
tor got really, really hurt and really,
mad. She started destroying the

er Man, the protector of the Earth
’s uncle, heard that Contor
ing her subjects, so he and
ster, Silver Thunder, went
hey raced to Corto and
hat they saw. All the
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“Silver Thunder,” Thunder Man said,
“Please help these poor people get
unhypnotized while I go find Contor. We
have to stop her before more people get
hurt.”

“Okay, Thunder Man,” she said. “I will
find a way to unhypnotize them.”

Thunder Man went to the castle to find
Contor. He found her in the throne room
sitting on the throne that used to belong to
her father. She was perched on the throne,
a smile on her lips as she looked out the
window.

“Contor,” Thunder Man said.

“Uncle,” she said, looking toward him.
“Nice of you to come by.”

“You are the princess of Corto? Why
are you destroying your own country?”’ he
asked with a frown.

Contor felt anger inside her. He didn’t
understand how hard it was for her. “No
one wanted me to be queen and it was my
right! Why shouldn’t I destroy them?”

“Rulers don’t hurt their citizens; they
are supposed to help them.”

Contor clenched her hands into fists and
jumped to her feet. She threw out a hand
and tried to blast Thunder Man with her
powers. Thunder Man was quick and was

Continued
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e was fierce. Every time Co
under Man, he was able to get out of the v
Soon, they were both tired.

Thunder Man blasted lightning at Contor. The
lightning hit her and she fell to the ground.

She started crying. She missed her family and she
hated that she took out her anger on the people in her
kingdom.

Thunder Man looked down at his niece as she lay
on the hard ground. He thought about putting her in
jail, but watching her cry, he knew that he needed to
help her. He sat down next to her and put a hand on
the back of her head.

“I know that you are sad and you miss your family,
but you can’t hurt the people of your kingdom.”

“I don’t know what to do,” Contor cried.

“I will help you,” Thunder Man said. “If you would
like, I will stay and help you rebuild your kingdom
and save your citizens as long as you promise not to
hurt anyone ever again.”

Contor sat up and wiped her tears away. She
thought about it for a moment and decided to accept
her uncle’s help.

“Okay, Uncle,” she said. “I promise never to hurt
people again.”

Contor was still sad about her family, but she
learned that even though she was upset, it was never
okay to hurt other people. She also learned that if she
needed help, her uncle would always be there for her.
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liens

By Aneesh Velicheti

t serene day, in the arid
of California, a silver drop
peared in the sky. Most people
as an illusion, but when it got
me people who were driving from
to L.A. realized it was a UFO.
ody got out of their car to see where
O would land.
e ship, which looked like a giant silver
ee, landed in the middle of the rough
ain. Sixteen aliens came out. There was
of diversity, but most were tall and
en and gilded as they walked. Nobody
€ an ovation, but everyone made way
e aliens.
ne was holding a megaphone and said
1 enigmatic voice, “Hello, mortals, we
come to take you over.”
voice could be heard for hundreds of

one ran to their houses and cars.
feared for their lives, except for
>, Jake and John.
worked for the government as
ake was from Louisville,
1ew a lot of people there.
; Rock Arkansas,
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work for the government.

They walked to their sleek, black,
military cars. They called the White House
and told the president about the UFO
sighting near the desert in California. Upon
instruction from the president’s chief of
staff, they drove to a base in California. The
base was very large and roomy, but also
very overcrowded with people trying to do
their work. They found Bob, a high-ranking
government official. They explained what
happened to Bob.

Bob thought the aliens would like gold,
so he said, “We should bribe them.”

“I’ll call Joe, one of my old friends and
a government official, in Kentucky and ask
him to take a quarter ton of gold from Fort
Knox,” said Jake.

Jake left the room, and Bob said to John,
“If 1t doesn’t work, we can always call that
famous car builder who wants to colonize
different planets to see if we can escape to
Mars!” he joked.

After he learned about the gold, Joe sent
the gold to Jake, John, and Bob.

Bob video called the aliens.

The aliens did not know how to operate
a video call because the humans had just
added them to the internet. On their planet,
everything was very high tech, but they sti
had not developed a way to communice

He likes to paint and d
artwork in his free time
Aneesh grows up, he wz
to be either an engineer
entrepreneur.
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tes, then finally pressed the play bu

all huddled together and listened to the humans

essage. After that, the aliens made a recording of their
own and told the humans that they did not want their
gold, for they already had enough gold. They wanted
their planet! The aliens immediately hung up.

Jake decided he needed a break to think and take a
walk. While walking, he suddenly noticed a silver dome
encompassing something. As he got closer, he realized
it was the alien base. They had put up a dome to shield
them from any attacks. Jake ran back to the base to tell
Bob and John that they couldn’t use any weapons as the
aliens seemed to have far superior technology, and that
they needed to think outside the box and come up with a
different solution. Bob suggested talking to a scientist at
NASA.

Jake explained what happened to a scientist who just
had finished lunch break.

The scientist asked to look at the dome through a
telescope. Jake told him where it was, and the scientist
saw a statue of Athena. They figured out the aliens
worshiped the ancient Greek gods, so they figured that
if they brought them a statue from Olympia of Zeus, the
aliens would be attracted to it, like a magnet. Jake took a
private jet to Olympia. When he landed, he immediately
went to the nearest sculpture shop and asked to buy a
statue of Zeus. He got some food with the pilot and then
they took a flight back home, with the statue of Zeus.
John ordered a S.W.A.T. team to place the statue on
the aliens’ ship, so the aliens went to it. The team set a
timer, and when the aliens were all on the ship, the ship

ived happily ever after.
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ystical

By Vrinda Bansal

e pushed the cloth back
overing the window of her
bedroom to allow a gentle
aft through the room. She
s she stared down at the scroll
hands. She had been studying
ours, and she was no closer to
rstanding the ancient text than when
started. She knew that her tutor, Han,
Id be angry with her. Han expected
ot from Mylene, because he wanted
lene to be well educated.
The text was in hieroglyphs, which
lene was still struggling to learn. After
at felt like hours, she still wasn’t able

ches burned brightly from wall
es as she walked down the hall and
1 her family’s keep to the main
1ere her mother was sitting at
e going through the family’s
ents from the tenants were due
mother had to prepare for the
ne’s father was out on an
treasurer was sick and
counts until he got
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Can you please help me?” Mylene asked,
walking into the room, sweet smelling
rushes crunching beneath her feet. She sat
down at the table next to her mother.

Her mother set down the quill she was
holding and took the scroll from Mylene.
She stared at it for several seconds, a
slight smile curving her lips. “I used to
read this scroll when I was young,” she
said. “I can help you. The hieroglyphs tell
a story about a Mystical Spell Caster.”

“Really?” Mylene asked, leaning closer.

“Yes. The legend says the Mystical
Spell Caster is destined to save the world
and without him the world is in grave
danger.”

“Grave danger?” Mylene asked,
frowning. “That doesn’t sound good. Do
you believe in this, Mother?”

Her mother shook her head and said,
“No, it 1s just an old myth.”

“Oh,” Mylene said, disappointed. She
liked the idea of the Mystical Spell Caster.

“Go back to your room, and read the
rest,” said her mom gesturing to the hall.
“Your tutor will be here tomorrow and
you have to have this finished.”

“But I can’t figure out all of the
symbols,” said Mylene with annoyance.

Continued on pag
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tone your tutor left?”

at her feet. She had forgotten
No, I forgot that I had it.”

t do you any good under your bed. You
t to get it out.”
, as soon as I get back to my room.”
I would suggest using the stone to help you

29

ate.
ay,” Mylene said. She got up from the table
ent back to her room. She sat down on the soft
7en rug next to her bed. The long flat stone etched
symbols clattered loudly against the stone floor
she pulled it out from under her bed. The stone was
Vy, S0 she set it on the rug next to her. She started

dying the rest of the text.
uddenly, the scroll began to glow.
lylene closed her eyes, but when she opened them
, the scroll was still glowing. She immediately
ped the scroll and jumped up, and when it landed
> rug it started talking.
backed away until she was pressed up against
her eyes glued on the scroll. She was sure
was playing a trick on her, but when it
d into thin air, she knew it was no trick.
opelled her forward to where the scroll
hen the scroll appeared behind her.
cared and shocked. She was certain
1ings and tried pinching herself,

ide of the room, trying not
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the air, folded
and started speaking.

“You must save the Mys
said in a high-pitched voice.

“What?” Mylene’s voice was no
when she spoke.

“The world is in grave danger!” the sc
“You must go to the dragon’s lair and save

Mylene shook her head. “But my mom sai
Mystical Spell Caster wasn’t real.”

“He’s very real and you have to save him, M
the scroll shouted in annoyance.

“I don’t know what to do.” Mylene was still fee
shocked. There was no such thing as magic, and a
flying scroll appearing, talking about some mystica
spell caster, was definitely not real— or at least that
what she thought. How was she supposed to save so
spell caster?

“Let me explain.”

Mylene shook her head again. “This isn’t real. I
know this isn’t real. Mother said there is no such thi
as a mystical spell caster.”

The scroll let out a long sigh and began to explai
“The myth of the Mystical Spell Caster is real. The
magical community wanted to keep him safe, so
made up the story that he didn’t exist.”

“But—"

“Don’t interrupt. You need to listen to wha
saying. You must save him no matter what!
his power and the dragon took him priso
save him! If you don’t, the dragon will t
powers, then the world will be in grez

“How?”” Mylene asked.

Blue Guitar Jr. 2019




D yOu on your

he wanted to save the
as scared of the dragon. How
> to save the mystical spell caster
? Even though she was scared, she knew
o save the spell caster.
she said. “I’ll do it.”
oll rolled itself up and dropped onto the floor.
ew that this journey would be a long one and
bered reading in the scroll that saving someone
portant would be hard. She took a pouch and
d it up with water, in case she needed it. She also
k some wool clothing in case she got cold.
en night approached, Mylene took the scroll and
home. She asked the scroll where the lair was.
he scroll said, “Walk through the forest, and
ntinue walking straight.”
She walked through a forest that was covered with
ad branches on the ground. The forest was filled
h pine trees. She could hear the wolves howling,
fortunately she didn’t encounter any. It was not
1, and when she looked at the stars, she could sece
y of the constellations. After walking for what
ed like hours, she arrived at the dragon’s lair.
uld tell it was the dragon’s lair because of the
she could hear inside.
ened the scroll and asked for a map, but the
olank. She tried tapping on the scroll to see
ould happen, but it was still blank.
roll up, she went into the cave a little
or the spell caster. There was no
n a little farther, but then realized
d went back out. She did not
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dragon’s breakfast.
she knew that she had to s

Gathering her courage, she
If she didn’t save the Mystical
dragon would take all of his powers.
took a wrong turn and got lost. Mylene
to feel scared again. She didn’t like dark p
especially when there was a dragon around.
hear the roar of the dragon’s fire from a far dis

Mylene decided to whistle for the spell caste
whistled, trying to see if she could hear anyone, &
then she heard the Mystical Spell Caster call out to

“HERE! PLEASE SAVE ME!” he yelled.

Mylene worked her way through the lair until she
saw him. He was locked in a cell with dirty metal bat
The Mystical Spell Caster was old; he had a white
beard and white hair. He wore a black robe.

She carefully tiptoed, so she wouldn’t be heard. She
opened the lock with a wire. As she unlocked the cage
she heard the dragon approach. She quickly took the
Mystical Spell Caster by the arm and hid him behind
wall with her.

The dragon suddenly realized that the Mystical
Spell Caster was gone and started sniffing around. F
roared from his nose.

Not waiting for the dragon to find her, Mylene
sneaked away with the Mystical Spell Caster. The
dragon saw them right as they were exiting. He
to them, but Mylene and the Mystical Spell C
out of the lair just in time.

The Mystical Spell Caster thanked Myle
of color went into a dull wand. The du
picking up color and soon turned intc
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ast a spell to trap the drago
Mystical Spell Caster promised to help M

she ever needed him.

Mylene thanked him and went home. She learned
that you need to help others even if you don’t believe,
and if you don’t believe, start believing.

She lay down, relaxed and thought about her
adventurous day.
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Universe’s
By Hong-Tam La

>, many things are

ating and some are mysterious.

e are things that we know much
some not so much. Space 1s one
we do not understand quite yet.
things are yet to be discovered.
think that Earth is our own little
d. We think not much beyond it,
there is much more. Scientists have
really discovered much about the
ar system we live in, so much for the
iverse. The big question is how long
ill take to learn about the world we
e in and evolve from it. Will humanity
1ve on another planet in the solar
em or will we no longer exist? From
ry small question such as why do
le dream or something as big as how
fe begin? Scientists have faced many
ms. Yet, they are the people who
end on for the sake of our survival
tion.
, there were amazing
hemists, and astronomers.
on discovered calculus,
nd even created his
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own laws of motion, which are known

as Newton’s Laws of Motion. Another
interesting scientist is Dmitri Mendeleev.
He created what is now called the periodic
table. Albert Einstein was an amazing
theoretical physicist. He came up with the
theory of relativity, E=mc2. The scientists
in the past created stepping-stones for the
future studies, and these can help develop
humanity. They could create a whole

new future. However, science can pose

a great danger to the world if we use it
inappropriately such as making chemical
weapons.

Science in my perspective can change
humanity itself for the better or worse. If
we use science to help us evolve and find
a new home somewhere in the universe,
humanity might survive. However,
we as humans are using the Earth as a
battlefield. Having chemical warfare is
a misuse of science. Science is used to
grow life, not to bring destruction. With
the right tools and right goals, science can
unlock the mysteries of the universe and
bring hope to our humanity.

The author writes: “He
name is Hong-Tam La.

10 years old. | love to re
watch TV, and draw or s

in my free time. My famil
members are my mom,
dad, my little brother, and
me. | also have two dogs.
Their names are Panda an
Venus. | go to BASIS Peori
and am a straight ‘A’ stude
My favorite classes in scho
are Latin and Classics, whi
is also known as history,
and science. | am also a pe
tutor for Latin. | have been
playing piano for three yez
| also am learning how to
play the violin. | have ma
hobbies. | am a bookwor:
to be honest. | love read
historical fiction or lear
about Greek mytholog
also allows me to ope

in my mind to imagi

also really like to d

to draw with my fri

| like to do drawin

Many of my ho b

creativity, a
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B Keegan Diaz

1001 hosts an end-of-the-
ar project to go camping
Sedona. It was my very
of camping in the Sedona
ss at the Chavez campgrounds;
¢ friends and I tented together.
t was very cramped. We got
for bed and lay inside our sleeping
My two friends where snug in
sleeping bags; my other friend was
ping on a yoga mat.
or me, it was hard to go to sleep. The
gh and rocky earth beneath me was
y much like laying across a bed of
s, but not nearly as comfortable. I
tually fell asleep.
ter a couple hours, I woke up to a
ing sound outside of our tent. “Could
ome other people snoring in their
t outside, or is it the javelinas?”
1t to myself as [ sat up from my
bag. The snoring didn’t sound
1-like, so I predicted that they
as. The window was right

ed that the only
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the tent.

Horrifying things that the older students
and teachers told me ran through my
mind. [ knew that their teeth were razor
sharp and could pierce the material of the
tent in the blink of an eye. There was just
enough light from other tents to allow me
to see their savage eyes and the yellow
gleam of their teeth.

I held my breath as I heard one of them
begin to snarl. It was a “grrrrrr.....” noise
that I thought sounded more like a wolf
than a wild boar.

I screamed in my head as I jumped
back. Curling up into a little ball, I rocked
back and forth in fear and thought to
myself, “I will never underestimate how
vicious you little pigs are.” I sat there
thinking about what my last words would
be. All I could think of was, “Ahhhhh!!!
IT TORE MY LEG OFF!!!”

Through the mesh window of my tent,
I saw other tent lights go on and heard
students whispering to one another. This
one crazy girl got out of her tent and
screamed, “There’s javelinas outside my
tent!”

“Are you crazy?!” I thought to myself
as I looked. In my mind I was thinking,
“You know they carry rabies. The

Keegan Diaz is a se
grader. He plays the
French horn, and gui
Keegan loves campin
hiking, playing guitar,
writing, and judo. Whe
grows up, he wants to bi
ophthalmologist.
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ooked away 1n fear thinl
as would charge toward her and shred
cnees first.

Surprisingly, the javelinas didn’t charge. They didn’t
even look in her direction. Instead, they stampeded in
the opposite direction from her scream. It was a mass
exodus of almost biblical proportions. There should
have been an old guy with a staff.

I sighed in relief and lay back in my sleeping bag.

My mind whirled with what I had just experienced. |
had thought that we were the only ones in the desert.
But now I realized that we weren’t the only ones living
in the campground. We were sharing the campground
with the javelinas. We came into their home and sort of
just took over. The javelinas didn’t do anything wrong.
They were only suspicious of us since we changed
their surroundings to make us more comfortable.
We invaded their space. I thought that we as a group
should have let them be curious about their changed
home instead of scaring them away from their home.
They were more afraid of us than we were of them.
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Siege of My
By Pranay Garg

safe? No, I could not
ow myself that thought. |
needed to stay vigilant. Still,
ge; my mom said they would
g at 7 p.m. sharp. It was currently
., and I heard no doorbell — not
ad wanted to. The day before, my
told me some guests were coming
to our house. Upon asking, I found
hat the guests were the ones I feared
ost; they were children of some
ny mom’s social group of friends.
>se were the kids that I have never
ly gotten along with because I have
olutely nothing in common with them.
y never talked to me, though I never
y tried talking to them, either. To
matters more uncomfortable, they
all at least three years older than me.
nom explained to me that the
ndian social group worked,
) throw a party at least once a
I thought was completely
rdless, my mom pushed me
act and show that [ was
onversation. So I had to
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the frustration almost indescribable. The
clock had moved to 7:03 p.m. Just then, I
heard the dreaded melody of my doorbell
heralding my imminent social demise. It
had barely begun, and I already wished it
was over. | walked out of my safe haven
and prepared to meet the guests —

The first guest who arrived was
someone [ was at least familiar with. She
used to babysit my sister and I, and was
about ten years older than I was. She
was still as cheerful as I remembered.
She greeted me with an ebullient “Hey
what’s up dude?”” upon sight. I replied
“Hi,” and immediately escorted her to
my sister’s room. It was the usual “How
tall you guys have gotten!” or “How old
are you guys now?” So basically the easy
questions; I had no difficulty with these.
My sister was watching us passively in
the background, and didn’t really have to
talk because well, she can get away with
not speaking because she is still young (I
didn’t feel jealous or anything). After a
few minutes of a conversation similar to
one a grandfather and his grandson would
have, the doorbell rang once again.

This was the big one. The group of
teens I had mentioned earlier had all

Continued on
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e, and were a
other reason I could not
ey all attended a different
ad avoided me at every other
at, so it would be accurate to say |

onnection with them other than family

e. Now this was the real challenge:
if they needed any food or water, if
comfortable, or needed to know where the
was, because I was the “host” of this event.
cemingly came in a horde and sat on the couch
1ving room. Nobody said a word to me. It was
hey noticed me for the first time when I, very
ly, asked if they would like any refreshments. All
s were upon me, and I dearly hoped the cold sweat
had started on my upper lip wasn’t visible. Then
onotonous reply: “No thanks.” And just like that, I
’t feel wanted anymore, but that was a good sign
me. | quickly escaped to my room and thought
yut my next course of action.
at there mindlessly for what must have been
our, until it was time for dinner. And it was my
0 take everyone to the dining room for it, so I
ingly returned to the living room where I had
> guests. They were all conversing contentedly
iving room couch, and again, it was awkward
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even speaking rudely. Reg

message, and I led them to the

Indian food was lined up on the cot

shoveling food on plastic plates from

containers, then leisurely sat down at the

I then had two options: sit down with the

a world of agony by rummaging through m
nonexistent conversation topics and make the

more awkward, or seek refuge in my room. Cho

the latter, I came to a realization: It was 10 p.m.

the course of three hours, these people had invade
my house, taken my free time away, and rendered
powerless and awkward in my own home all in the
name of social obligation. Although I was supposed
to be relieved they were leaving soon, I couldn’t hel
but feel tricked. My beloved home had been besiege
by interlopers. What is one supposed to do or feel in
such a situation? I know that as I grow older there
be many such situations where I need to be part of
social group and learn to make light conversation. I
also know that at some point, the thought of having
to be in social gatherings will not make me so
uncomfortable or resentful. It’s a part of life, and

a part of my cultural community. I just don’t thin
acceptance will come anytime soon.
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ations vs.

y First Visit to Londor

By Ethan Park

hen I think of London, the
first two things that come to
mind are: Harry Potter and
ek Holmes. When I was in middle
ol, [ watched all of the Harry Potter
herlock Holmes movies. I always
ed London would be a cold and
ary place. The characters in the movies
re always wearing long clothes and
nking hot tea, so I thought everyone
London would wear long coats and
nk lots of tea. I was wrong. In school, |
s taught that London was like colonial
ston. So, in my mind, this meant brick
es and even more tea. | was still
1g. Some of my friends who had been
don described it as an opposite of
ited States. I did not know what to
those descriptions, at all.
1St summer, my parents, my
other, Brian, and I went to
he first time. During the
d to stay up the whole
arry Potter and Sherlock
ion for our visit. As
Airport, my mom
Is, was going

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

off the airplane, I was unprepared for the
humidity: the unending, sweat-inducing,
breath-stealing humidity. London was
supposed to be cold, but everyone was
already sweating and sticky. As we
entered the airport, I checked to see if
there were any air conditioning to cool us
off. I examined the airport and I saw no
air conditioning — only fans, which were
taken by other, luckier, people. I searched
for the nearest airport shop to buy water.
My parents said it was fine and decided to
buy two cold water bottles to cool us all
down — one for my parents and one for
Brian and myself. I let Brian drink first,
but without realizing it, he drank three
quarters of the bottle, leaving me with just
a taste. It was not enough to combat the
heat. We thought about going out to the
parking lot to wait for my mom’s friend
Sarah, but decided to stay inside in hopes
that it was at least a little bit cooler.

As soon as Sarah arrived, Brian and |
rushed inside the car, and Brian turned the
air conditioning on as soon as he could.
When they finished loading everything,
my dad went to the wrong side of the
car and tried to get into the driver’s sea

Continued ¢

The author writes: “Hello,
| am Ethan Park. | am a
sophomore at Arizona Stat
University doing a statisti
major. | was born in Bosto
Massachusetts. | enjoy
playing video games, maki
graphics, writing, video
editing, helping other peop
and listening to music. A
lot of my friends and othe
people think | am crazy fo

learning American histo

the 1970s.”
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e are getting out of
dad what it was like to be
be the driver’s seat in America.
e the car is driving by itself.”
stantly, “Like a transformer?”
ed again. A few minutes later, Sarah

s going to show us Bristol Harbor. Halfway

bor, Brian fell asleep on my left shoulder,

e soaked with all the sweat from his hair. [ was

ortable, but I decided to let him sleep. Sarah
ed out that we were going to go eat lunch first
e we go to the harbor. Fifteen minutes later, we
ed at a fish and chips restaurant. The restaurant
oked very old and very small.
As we entered the restaurant, I saw that everything
as small. Both the cooking and dining area were
iiscule — about the size of my living room at
ome. All of the tables and chairs were tiny. The
aitress showed us where we were going to sit. There
as not any room at the adult table, so Brian and |
ad to sit at our own table. Even in London, we were
egated to the kids’ table. As I examined more of
restaurant, I could tell it was old and not well
intained. I saw wood peeling off from the walls
that there were only a few fans to cool the place
om the unbearable weather. It reminded me of a
d house.
waitress came and asked for our drinks, I
e water as soon as she finished her question.
stared at me with a look that suggested I
a language she had never heard before.
omfortable moment of silence
onvinced she was judging me for
is something that was not done
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A few second
water would you like?

Now, I was even more co
me this question. I thought there
water on this planet. I asked politely
and she pointed and showed me the be
of the menu. As I looked at the beverage
there were two water choices, which were
and sparkling water. I almost wanted to facep
really hard, but instead I politely ordered still w
As I finally finished ordering, Brian ordered Co
Cola as his beverage. As the waitress brought botl
of our beverages to our table, Brian and I ordered
medium-sized fish and chips. I was excited to eat it
because I never had this dish before in my life. I hea
many things about fish and chips from my friends w
had been to London before. Some of them say it is
unappetizing while some consider it to be one of thei
all-time favorite meals. I did not know what to expect
so [ hoped for the best to come.

As both of our fish and chips meals arrived at our
table, | picked up my utensils and got the first bite as
soon as possible. I found it a bit bland in my mouth.
I wondered and questioned how some of my friend
considered it to be one of their all-time favorite foo
I decided to add both salt and vinegar to make it i
appetizing. With both the salt and vinegar added
fish and chips, I was living the dream. I reco
to Brian to eat it with both salt and vinegar to
full experience. Five minutes later, I finishec
and chips, and I saw that everyone had no
their meals. I got out of my chair and
the restaurant. I asked my parents if
second fish and chips meal for
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0 fast compared with
y waitress shocked in
ately, both of my parents
0 Brian let me have his leftovers
as already stuffed. After five more
shed all of his leftovers, which made
stuffed. As we were leaving the fish
restaurant, Sarah said we were going to the
ater in the evening instead and we were going
) at her house for everyone to take a nap before
went.
soon as we got there and got on the front porch,
dad joked how much smaller it was than the ones
our neighborhood. We all laughed. Sarah’s house
inded me of Privet Drive in the Harry Potter
ries. As we entered inside the house, everything
as small and close together. I looked for a cabinet
der the stairs and was very disappointed when all
found were stairs. All of the rooms and furniture
ere small. [ felt like I was a giant, which gave me
eeling of claustrophobia. I saw that there was no
conditioning inside, but just a lot of fans in every
ym. I questioned and wondered how Sarah could
without central air conditioning. Sarah showed
and me where we were going to sleep for the
We were going to sleep in the living room on
r due to the lack of rooms inside the house.
1ately, there was only one fan in the whole
n, and Brian’s bed was closer to it than
eant [ was going to have a much more
0 sleep than Brian did with all the
ne went to take a nap, but I decided
tired.
alked in the harbor, I
their architecture style. It
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reminded me

style and culture were

you can see a lot of Britis

architecture and street layout, v

other hand is not really gridded like

do have some similar building styles.

a big mixture of architecture from differe

they are not skyscraper heavy like New Yo

saw a lot of teenagers and young adults drink
smoking cigarettes on the streets, which made

a little uncomfortable as that is not seen as muc
home. At some points, | had to block my nose due
how strong it was. I saw an old red telephone bootk
every block. No one would use it, but it was cool to
see that Great Britain kept them.

As we went inside the marketplace at the harbor, we
decided to take a break and to eat dinner. I saw a smal
pie restaurant that I was interested in, so I pointed out
[ wanted to try some pie. Everyone was fine with it,
and we all got pie for dinner. When we got inside, |
was astonished how many different types of pie there
were. In the United States, I had only apple pie, che
pie, blueberry pie, strawberry pie, and pumpkin pie.
Now in Great Britain, you could see a lot of different
types of pie. My parents and Sarah ordered a chicke
and mushroom pie with water. Brian chose pork wi
Coca-Cola for his dinner, and I chose beef pot pie
tea for my dinner. As our beverages came to the t
I got my first sip of British tea. It was both swee
bitter. It reminded me a lot of Thai iced tea. It
good that I quickly drank a quarter of the w
Later on, my parents and Brian offered if
have a sip of my tea, so I accepted the of
them all have a sip of my tea. Brian li
that he drank a lot of my tea and as
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, so I gave him my
ave it instead while I had

d with our dinner, we looked
harbor. As we were looking
bor, my mom shouted my name in
turned around and ran to my mom as
sible. When [ arrived, my mom pointed
d me that there were Harry Potter cakes and
in the bakery. [ was astonished that they had
e. [ was even more shocked and amazed that
knew I was a fan of Harry Potter.
e were wrapping up the harbor, we all thanked
for the tour and for showing us the place.
ily, the harbor was close to where Sarah lived.
bon as we got back to Sarah’s house, I took a
er as soon as possible due to how sticky and
mfortable I felt the whole day. As soon as I got in
ower, I felt like I never wanted to leave and to
ere forever. Unfortunately, after fifteen minutes
shower, Brian was knocking on the door to
me up in order for him to shower next. I turned
shower and dressed up as soon as possible.
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on the hardwood

and I still felt a bit sticl

the humidity, but it was not
beginning.

I tried to close my eyes, but [ wa
First, I tried taking off my blankets fro
but that did not work. Second, I tried se
be stronger, but then I realized it was alrea
strongest it could be. So, that did not work a
Next, I got up and drank ice cold water in the
[ felt colder, but as soon as I lay down, I felt st
uncomfortable again. I was jealous of how Bria
asleep so fast.

Instead of trying to sleep, I looked back on the
whole day. I was shocked at how things were diffe
from the Harry Potter and Sherlock Holmes movie
to the actual place. I learned that you could not infe
what a place truly looks like until you have fully be
there for yourself. It is like saying you cannot judg
book by its cover. You should not form an opinion
someone, or something, based purely on what 1s s¢
on the surface, because after taking a deeper look
person or thing may be very different than what
expected.
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Words can be misleading,
Actions are more true.
The way you are going

You do the things you do.

Meaning often empty,
Words said here and there.
Doing is saying plenty,

It shows how you really care.

The reasons are many
You feel lost and confused.
Not understanding
It’s inside of you.

The world we travel
Is way too fast.
It is words with meaning
That are gonna last.

Make no further promises,
It’s all inside your head.
Words without real meaning
Rather not be said.

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

spirit in their soul
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mer day in Pennsylvania on July 3,1863, the B
Under a canopy of trees.

er 200 cannons accompanied them for the trial of life that was about tc
Many didn’t make it — dead somehow.
Their souls still live there — in the hallowed ground.

A 10-year-old drummer boy in front of them all,
Cannons exploding around them — the air thick with mini balls.
Many brave souls tried to hide.

His gallant valor walked tall — so many to die.

The madness dispensed all around — they did know.
His spirit grew tall as he led the show.
Across the field of death the Butternut crawled.
Laced with crimson puddles — broken parts fall.

Men laid down in pieces — regiments prostrated on the ground.
The drummer boy kept walking forward — where a few brave men could be found.

His hands held a weapon — much more powerful than the gun.
With the spirit he gave them — he pounded his drum.

15,000 brave souls started out — all of them gone
The spirit from the drummer boy survives — his inspiration lives on.

It 1s the feeling he gave them — the spirit of a king.
It makes the song of death much easier to sing.
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olimmer relieves a night long gone
on a cactus as his throne.

ng out for his mate.
> fears his cry — too late,
inding it all to desiccate.

He traveled far

Across the desert vast.
Standing alone
Knowing he won’t last.

The sun is too hot.

The cactus too sharp.

No water around.

He sees his world fall apart.

His weeping squall cries out.
No one there.

No fear.

He sings alone for none to hear.

Seeing the way —
Knowing danger is all around.
Nothing else matters.

owhere to be found.

sistent song continues all day
one crying away.
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to Write
e Blue Guitar

Open to children and teens who write
and to adults who write
for children and teens

annual issue for children and teens. Submissions from children and

teens and adults who write for children and teens are sought by Oct.

1, 2020, in all genres — fiction, poetry, plays, creative nonfiction — all
eared to appeal to youthful audiences. Writers must submit original work

d must live in Arizona. Simultaneous submissions will be accepted, but the
er must notify the magazine as soon as possible if the work is accepted
here. It 1s free to submit, and submissions may be made in multiple
Please include your name and the best way to contact you on yo
on. To submit or for further information, e-mail Editor Rebe
er@theblueguitarmagazine.org. For additional informa
Itarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks literary submissions for its next
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all to Artis
e Blue Guitar

Jpen to children and teens who create a
and to adults who create art
for children and teens

issue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens
and adults who create art for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1,
2020, 1n all media geared to appeal to youthful audiences. Artists must submit
original work and must live in Arizona. Simultaneous submissions will be
iccepted, but the artist must notify the magazine as soon as possible if the worl
accepted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissions may be made in
litiple mediums; up to 5 images can be submitted. Artists are encouraged
bmit images of work by e-mail; please provide high-resolution JPEGs
p1. Images must be identified in the e-mail with the artist’s name, co
tion, titles of works, dates and mediums. Please include your ne
way to contact you. To submit or for more information, ¢
d Dyer at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org. F
.theblueguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks art submissions for its next annual
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ng-Eared Pages Used

16428 N 32" Street
Phoenix, AZ 85032
(Just south of Bell Road on the West side of 32" Street)
602-283-5423

Open 10 a.m.-6 p.m. Monday through Friday,
12-5 p.m. Saturday. Closed Sunday.

Visit us online at
www.dogearedpagesusedbooks.com
or
Come in and have some fun in your new
neighborhood bookstore!

Mg

| iterature

Clochbooks

CHNTENS s

ON

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org Blue Guitar Jr. 2019




e
4/ 4

Meet the staft of The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine

ornton, publisher: Founder and president of The Arizona
s an educator, artist and poet and lives in Phoenix. Reach her at i

er, co-editor: A Tucson native, Rebecca is a poet, journalist and teacher
Mesa with her husband, Rick, her Blue Guitar co-editor. Reach her at
er@theblueguitarmagazine.org.

" Richard H. Dyer Jr., co-editor: Richard (married to Rebecca, above) is the
A editor for two news websites and two monthly newspapers in the East Valley, a photograph
welded-steel sculptor. Reach him at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org.

design artist for The Blue Guitar Jr.: Marjory, of Scottsdale, is an
ralist and an acrylic-painting instructor. Her biography and
ilable at mboyerart.com.
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