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The Lonely Ones 
A rewrite of Langston Hughes' "Mother to Son" 

By: Gabriela Auber 
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Son, I'll warn you now 
Get it out of your head 

Life's no easy feat 
No sleep 'til you're dead 

But it's not over yet 
You must live on 

Chase a couple hearts 
So yours isn't left in shreds 

Put your faith in me 
Put your trust in my words 

Close your eyes 
Let the lonely ones lead 

Build them 
Repair them 

Fix them 
They'll return the favor 

They've been waiting for you 
Holding their breath 

'Cause they've got everything to lose 
They wait in the shadows 

Listening for the light 
Bring them their hope 

They'll lift you up 
So you don't fall like them 
Lift you up to take flight 

Give you more than me to live for 
So heed my words 

Just remember what I said 
'Cause it isn't over yet 

Look, but Don't Touch 
A rewrite of Tupac's "The Rose that Grew" 

By: Gabriela Auber 

There, right there! 
Do you see it? 

The speck of beauty in our harsh world? 
No, don't do that! 

Don't you dare touch something so pure! 
What would the point of its accomplishment be 

if you picked it? 
If you tainted its lovely virtue? 

Contaminated its wondrous flawlessness? 
Stand here with me 

We can settle for watching it from a distance 
I wish to observe it dancing in the autumn 

breeze while we still can 
See its leaves swaying in the wind? 
It's almost as if they are dove wings 

Preparing to take flight 
To fly its petal to the sky 

Up, up and away 
High above the clouds where its view can be 

blocked 
High up to capture the sunlight from us 

The one other thing it this world as pure as 
itself 

As they arrived, they stumbled into the building with the swarm of students and bumped 
into a strange boy. "Oh, excuse me!" the boy said. Reggie thought the tone of the boy's voice was 
a bit, well, gay. The boy wasn't looking at them, yet was still talking. He seemed preoccupied by 
something down the hall. 'Tm sorry! I need to go now!" Susan noticed a strange pink light com­
ing from the boy's pocket as he ran down the hall. The boy verbally sighed with annoyance as he 
turned the corner. 

Just an hour later Reggie and Susan noticed something odd. Their two best friends were 
absent from class. Susan wondered why it took them so long to notice, as they'd been in this class 
for about 30 minutes. They asked the teacher where their friends were. He said that he didn't know. 
Susan wasn't the most calm of people. She immediately started worrying about them. All of a 
sudden it's like she knew that Reggie was worried to. He didn't even say anything, yet she still felt 
like he was sad. In Reggie's mind WAS slight sadness. All these disappearances over the past few 
months have left everyone a little freaked out. "No one ever found the people that went missing;' 
he thought to himself, "I can't let this happen to my friends!" As this thought entered his mind, a 
drink on the teacher's desk fell over and the glass shattered on the ground. "Reggie! Can you go get 
me some towels?" the teacher asked, 'Tm not sure how this happened!" Just then the bell for next 
period rang. 

Their next period was an odd one. Their teacher was this burly old man who seemed to 
know things that no one else ever did. He was intimidating and he seemed to be a part of the 
school staff for ages. No one ever knew exactly how long he was at the school. He didn't really get 
along or even talk to the students that much. Reggie and Susan sat down and noticed that there 
was a new student in the class. It was Torrey. No one at The Wonton School was really friends with 
Torrey as she seemed to be much more mature and level headed than the rest of her peers. Reggie 
and Susan decided to go say hello to Torrey. "Hello!" said Susan. ''.Are you new to this class?" Tor­
rey wasn't in a good mood. As soon as the two approached her and spoke she got filled with anger. 
She slammed her fist down on the desk and made a rather large dent in it. Their teacher didn't 
seem to notice. This action slightly scared Susan and she backed away a bit. "Sorry!" said Torrey 
'Tm just a bit tired and upset right now:' Not only did she not want to be in this class at all, but her 
good friend had disappeared this morning and she was very concerned. 

Later that evening, Reggie and Susan were walking home from school when they noticed 
two small lights in the sky. They seemed to be moving across the sky very fast and before they 
knew it the lights were right in front of them and getting bigger. They moved out of the way as the 
two light dashed past them. Whatever just flew past could have killed them. The two lights stopped 
at the end of the street. A figure emerged from them. The figure slowly came into the overhead 
lights of the streetlamps. Reggie and Susan immediately recognized the figure as the boy genius, 
Dr. John Librandi. "Hello peoples! I hope you're ready for what's coming!" 
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