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Welcome.  We’re glad you’re
here!
DR.  BLACKBURN,  MEDIA JOURNALISM TEACHER

The ActII Media Journalism class is proud to offer
our school community the first edition of the
Kenmore Scribe.  We hope that our school’s first
arts focus magazine will be a vehicle to showcase
the amazing artistic talent of our students.  In The
Scribe you will find fiction and nonfiction writing,
as well as hand-drawn and digital art.  You might
just find a few surprises, too.  Please enjoy our
first issue, share it with your friends and
colleagues, and check out Issue 2, which will be out
early in 2024. 
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A Dog’s Path
by sohpia mason

Hi, my name is Poppy. I’m a normal dog with a normal life
and an owner that loves me. Then, All of a sudden,
something crazy happened. Let me start here, I grew up as
a stray in Louisiana. I had a mom, seven brothers, and
seven sisters. We lived in a small house with a woman and
two kids. I was called Lizzy. I remember the kids were
always so fun to play with. My siblings and I would run
around the backyard with them. One night after dinner, we
had all gone to bed. I was sleeping with three of my sisters
and four of my brothers. Suddenly, my mom got up. I
smelled smoke and danger. I quickly looked up and saw her
creeping down the stairs with a shiny light coming from
the bottom. I heard my mother bark and bark. Instantly, she
ran up the stairs and into the owner's room. The owner got
up and looked downstairs. She saw something and quickly
ran to the kids bedroom. My mother kept barking. I had no
idea that this would change my life. My mother came back
to the area we were sleeping in and started grabbing my
brothers and sisters. I got up and hid with one of my
brothers. I did not like the idea of us being woken up and
then grabbed by my mother. After my mother had thought
she had grabbed the last pup, she went to the owner's
room. Shortly after, my brother came out. A flame entered
the room and my brother barked. I started to cry. I did not
know we were running from that red stuff…
 the stuff my owners make when it’s cold out. My mother
heard us and barked. 

That  was pret ty  much the last  thing I  remembered f rom
that  night .  I  woke up the next  morning to people ta lk ing .
I  was s i t t ing with my brothers and s is ters  on a table
with our mother .  A woman in a  white jacket  came in .  She
fe l t  mothers chest ,  I  fe l t  i t  too and I  d idn ’ t  feel  anything.
I  sni f fed her  nose ,  no scent .  I  leaned against  her ,  no
warmth.  In  fact ,  the only thing I  fe l t  was st inging.  I
looked down at  my body.  I  was covered in dust  and
scratches .  Then ,  I  looked over  at  my brother .  He was
ly ing there ,  weak.  The doctor  checked his  heart ,  grabbed
him,  and took him away.  I  never  saw him again .  I  cr ied
with my mother .  I  a lso got  grabbed.  I  t r ied to get  out  of
the lady ’s  hands but  by the t ime I  d id ,  I  landed on the
sof t  grass .  I  fe l t  water  hi t  my back fo l lowed by soap.  The
st inging came back .  Then ,  i t  was over .  I  was wrapped
t ight ly  in a  sof t  towel .  My brothers and s is ters  came out
and ran to me.  I  crawled out  of  the towel  and sni f fed
them. The gate opened to the smal l  backyard .  We ran
and I  went  out .  I  ended up across the street .  That  is
when I  saw the women in the white jacket  running af ter
me.  I  kept  running unt i l  I  fe l t  shade.  I  l ied down,  c losed
my eyes ,  and I  fe l t  l ike I  was being l i f ted of f  the ground.
I  opened my eyes and looked up.  I  saw a k id holding me.
She had l ight  brown hair  and blue eyes .  She smi led at
me and took me to a  bui ld ing.  The bui ld ing had l ight
blue colors  on the outs ide and and a s ign.  I  got  taken in .
I  was then put  in a  crate .  Sure enough ,  i  was get t ing in a
car .  We were in the car  for  a  whi le .  Suddenly ,  i t  s toped.  I
fe l t  l ike i  was picked up again .  I  thought  about  my
brother ,  then fe l t  something hi t  my s ide .  I  sensed a
bunch of  animals  around me.  A cat  purred and a dog
barked.  I  barked back .  I  fe l t  my eyes c lose .  When I  woke
up ,  I  was in pen at  a  s tore .  I  smel led so many senses and
I  was being stared at  by a smal l  fami ly .  The women told
them my name was Poppy.  I  barked back and thought ,
“why is  she ca l l ing me poppy? My name is  L izzy . ”  Then ,  a
gir l  came out  of  the crowd.  She came to me and rubbed
my ear .  I  l icked her  face .  Instant ly ,  I  knew I  wanted to
spend the rest  of  my l i fe  wi th her .  No one e lse .  Af ter  a
few minutes ,  another  fami ly  came over and star ted
ta lk ing to the gir l .  She smi led and then walked away.  I
barked in hopes to br ing her  back .  Another fami ly  took
their  p lace and I  l ied back down.  I  was handed a toy .  I
looked up and saw the same gir l  now,  wi th tears  in her
eyes .  I  fe l t  something go around my neck fo l lowed by a
long rope being at tached.  Next  thing I  know,  I  was taken
out  of  the pen.  I  looked up and the gir l  looked down and
smi led again .  Then ,  I  got  into a  car .  This  t ime ,  I  was not
in a  crate ,  instead ,  I  was in between the gir l  and a boy.
When we got  to my new home,  I  was taken on a walk .
Then I  ran around the backyard .  Af ter  a l l  that ,  I  a te
dinner .  Af ter  dinner ,  everyone sat  wi th me on the couch
and rubbed my stomach.  I  was so t i red ,  I  fe l l  as leep.  I
thought  to mysel f  about  my mother and brother  but  I
knew they had each other .  “Not  everyone ends with the
same path in l i fe ” ,  I  thought  to mysel f .  
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Field of
flowers

Savanna
Norman

Water by Emma Stewart

Change is like a river flowing
There's always someone born
While someone's dying
And since we’re all crying
Personalities differ
And evolve over some time
I’m trying to act out my life 
And I look like some old mime
Everything is falling apart, crumbing at the inside 
Everything is broken ‘cause the wave’s at high tide
Nothing's the same anymore. I’m looking for a friendly
face
Not even my school is a safe place
One knock, two knocks at my front door 
I don't know whether to answer anymore
My mind is a city drowned out by the sea 
And now it's a pity to even sit next to me
So I let the rain fall down 
And it took my crown
But there’s no use prayin’ now
And for all I care
People ugly and fair
Can drown
When I let the rain fall down

Bouquet of Daisies (pencil) 
by Ruby Stanley



 Visual Art
Showcase I

“Cat in the Box”
El iza Durman
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“Tony the Tiger
Surfing at SDCC”
Marco Balderrama

Sinani

“Sundew,
Willow, and
Bumblebee”

Camila
Segura
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Every portrait that is painted with feeling is
a portrait of the artist, not of the sitter.

OSCAR WILDE

Sel f
portra i t

by
Brenda
J imenez

Sel f  portra i t  by Sky
Hoang

Sel f  portra i t  by
Evelyn Hernandez

El ias

This  is  a  se l f
portra i t  that  I

made in his tory
c lass where we
learned how art
has changed our

perspect ive
overt ime.  I t  is

important  to me
because i t

represents  me
as an ar t is t  and
an indiv idual .  I
would say that
i t  is  something

that  I  keep
close to me and
my personal i ty .

This  is  a  se l f  portra i t  that  I  made in
history c lass  where we learned how

art  has changed our perspect ive
over t ime. i t ’ s  important  to me
because i ts  a  portra i t  of  me.

https://www.azquotes.com/quote/314595?ref=self-portrait
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/314595?ref=self-portrait
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 Visual Art
Showcase II

“Tree With
Lightning” &

“Painting About
Fall”

Samien
chowdhury 

“Imagination
Drawing and

Sketches”
Grette l  Scar let
Gonzalez Giron

“Firemen McNugget
Funky Pop Drawing “

Marco Balderram
Sinani  
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 Visual
Art

Showcase
II

“Beautiful
Moon”

Shared by
Noah

Johnson

“Collage Sunset”
Savanna Norman

Untitled
Alexander

Phi l l ips



HISPANIC
HERITAGE MONTH

ART COMPETITION
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AUGUST COURT



by Edis
Orellana
Rubin
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by
Stephanie

Lopez
Baron
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by
Samien

 Chowdhury

by
Ashley A.
Hernandez

Alfaro
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by 
Daniela 
Butron 
Veizaga

by Ol iv ia
Lawrence



THE KENMORE SCRIBE PAGE 13  

by Liam
Goldman

by
Madison

Caramica



Samien
Chowdhury

Daniela
Butron
Veizaga 
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In  an  8th  g rade  Eng l i sh  c l a s s
s tudent s  wrote  about  a

p lace  that  i n f luenced  them.
To he lp  them pa in t  a  p i c tu re
w i th  the i r  words ,  they  u sed

wate rco lo r s  and  b lack
marker s  to  v i sua l i ze  the

images .
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A P lace  That  Shaped  Me



 Nata l i a  Co locho Mej i a
  P lay ing  in  the  sand  under  the
beaut i fu l  sunset  of  É l  Sa lvador  
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Danna  R ive ra  Rodr iguez
          

       

Marcos  Gomez  Cana le s
          On  the  beach  w i th  some pa lms  a s ide  of  you  and  the  sun  sh in ing  down ,  …
the  waves  mov ing,  … the  sma l l  town of  San  Migue l ,  w i th  i t s  ac t ive  vo lcano,  …
walk ing  to  my grandma’ s  house ,  … fun  fe s t i va l s  w i th  sca ry  c lowns ,  … de l i c ious
pupusas  w i th  lo roco,  … I  m i s s  be ing  sca red  by  the  c lowns
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Fab io la  Genes i s  Core  Funez

           Coo l  a i r  and  sunny  pas te l  co lo r s  h i t t i ng  the  Car ibbean  Sea
ref l ec t ing  in  i t s  warm temperatu re s ,  the  memorab le  scent  of
de l i c ious  Honduran  food,  and  mus i c  f i l l i ng  the  a i r  wh i l e  my fam i ly
was  danc ing  and  s ing ing  …

       

Emely  Fuentes  Hernandez
           P ine  t rees  gathe red
around a  rocky  r i ve r ,  … the
sme l l  o f  the  g ra s s ,  … b i rd s
s ing ing,  … the  sound of  the
wate r ,  … f ina l l y  spend ing  t ime
w i th  my s ib l i ngs ,  …
unforget tab le  beaut i fu l  natu re ,
… throw ing  back  baby  f i sh  fo r
them to  make  more  f i sh  to
catch,  … happy  to  sha re  th i s
moment  and  not  be  an  on ly
ch i ld…
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Esha l  Khan
       K ings  Domin ion  …
r id ing  the  ro l l e r  coas te r
s lowly  up  and  ru sh ing  down
fas t ,  … the  sme l l  o f  f re sh ly
made  French  f r i e s  b low ing
in  the  b reeze,  … and
laugh ing  a t  my s i s te r  s i t t i ng
bes ide  me sc reaming  …

       

Ander son  Es t ip  Jua rez  Cabezas
           V i rg in i a  Beach  …
stand ing  in  a  boat  fee l i ng  the
tug  of  a  b ig  f i sh  b i t i ng  the
hook,  … ree l i ng  in  a  red  d rum
f i sh ,  … cook ing  the  f i sh  we
caught ,  … wa lk ing  a long  the
beach  f ind ing  baby  c rabs ,  …
laugh ing  and  re l ax ing  w i th
fam i ly  … 

    

Jo sue  Ore l l ana  Bon i l l a
         New York  C i ty ,  … b ig
and loud,  … wa lk ing  a long  and
look ing  up  a t  the  Emp i re  S ta te
Bu i ld ing,  … skysc raper s  on  the
edge  of  the  wor ld ,  … st reet
vendor s  and  the  sme l l  o f  p i zza
…   

    



Ash ley  Hernandez  A l fa ro
       Imag ine  your  f i r s t  day  of  a  new schoo l ,  not  know ing
where  to  go,  how to  a sk  fo r  he lp ,  and  e spec i a l l y  not  know ing
the  l anguage  that  everyone  i s  speak ing.  Be ing  the  on ly  one
that  doesn ’ t  under s tand  what  everyone  i s  s ay ing.  My o ld
schoo l  w i l l  a lways  be  that  p lace  that  I  w i l l  never  fo rget .  I  w i l l
never  fo rget  when  I  met  my bes t  f r i end,  when  I  l ea rned  Eng l i sh
for  the  f i r s t  t ime,  and  f ina l l y  I  w i l l  a lways  remember  when  I
l ea rned  to  never  g ive  up  in  my l i f e .  I  wou ld  l i ke  to  l e t  peop le
know how important  and  spec i a l  our  schoo l s  a re .  I t  i s  a  p lace
where  you  fee l  f ree  and  happy  where  you  have  fun  every  day.
At  schoo l  you  l ea rn  th ings  that  you  haven’ t  l ea rned  before .   I
love  be ing  in  schoo l ,  and  I  hope  that  othe r  peop le  l i ke  to  be  in
schoo l  j u s t  l i ke  me.  
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The October Eclipse
BY MARI  GALINDO CERVANTES

"Technology,
like art, is a

soaring
exercise of
the human

imagination."
DANIEL BELL

The solar eclipse happened on October 14, 2023. The best places to
view the eclipse were in Oregon, Idaho, California, Nevada, Utah,
Colorado, New Mexico, Arizona , and Texas. How did this happen?
When a new moon gets between earth and the sun, the sun’s light
is slightly blocked by the new moon. Some people might be
asking, did it affect us? Could I not do my daily things? Well the
answer is “yes you can still do your daily routine.”  The solar
eclipse changes illumination of the earth and its atmosphere
under a comparatively small region of the moon shadow. During
the eclipse the sky became dark, much like it is at dawn.  The next
solar eclipse will be October 2, 2024. Remember, you should never
look directly at a solar eclipse as it could permanently damage
your eyes.  Did you observe the solar eclipse this past October?

Is AI Safe?
BY CLAY CATES

Elon Musk, known for Tesla, Space X, and X (formerly Twitter)  has
been saying that AI is not ready to be launched due to its instability
and disturbingly quick growth. “If I could put a pause on AI or really
advanced AI, superintelligence, I would. It doesn't seem that is
realistic,” says Musk. However, while Elon Musk has a negative
opinion on AI, some people like Bill Gates think that there is nothing
to fear about AI. Gates also acknowledges that AI has been around
us for years now. Siri, Bing AI and Alexa: they are all artificial
intelligence, therefore, it's a bit too late for AI to be shut down.  
What do you think?

ART BY ANONYMOUS
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STEAM Roller Coasters
MR. CUPPLES CLASS

Students represented scenes from their favorite books in these
marble roller coasters.

Congratulations, Mr. Salas & Ms. Elder
STAFF OF THE YEAR!

Congratualtion to Mr. Salas, 8th grade counselor and Ms. Elder,
Interlude assistant on their honor!

ART BY VERONICA THOMAS



Naomi Lao
(Assistant

Editor)

Hana Al icka
(Editor in

Chief)

CREDITS

SUBMIT YOUR ART & WRITING 
FOR OUR NEXT ISSUE!


