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Happy Holidays!

Birthdays by Leah Brown 

No one is excluded nor left out on this holiday spirit! Mohave 
Middle School wishes everyone a Merry Christmahanakwanzika 
(as Mr. Muren says)! A combination of Christmas, Hanukkah, and 
Kwanzaa. Have a very fulfilled winter break with lots of delicious food, 
and remember to keep on learning in these very last couple of days.
We know you can do it; go Wildcats!

We have four teacher birthdays in this magical month of December! First 
up, Mr. Reyes! Our strings teacher’s birthday is the 14th of December, so 
make sure to wish him a happy birthday. Next up, another very 
hard-working teacher, Ms. Murphy! Ms. Murphy has her special day on 
the 18th. Ms. Kinsey, an amazing teacher whose birthday is also coming 
up next week, is a special  education teacher who celebrates her special 
day on December 25th! Our last beloved teacher 

is our librarian, Ms. Thomas. Her birthday is 
on December 27th. That’s all for now! If you 
ever happen to pass by these  teachers, make 
sure to wish them a happy birthday!
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No Escape 
Leah Brown 

It was dark and  lonely, in this new world, a world filled with sorrow and death. I had 
known this would happen when the Covid virus mutated the first time. That was nothing 
compared to this. It was now COVID 24 and everyone was in panic. The vaccine failed to 
protect the American people, and more were dying everyday. I had been trapped in my home 
since May 13 Friday, 2021, 3 years; no contact, no people. Lonely, so lonely. I hadn't been able 
to see my best friends in over a year. In my apartment I had neighbors, but they never came out 
anymore. 

What was that? I heard something, some sort of movement, it was coming closer and 
closer to my room. They started to bang on my door, screaming for help.  

¨MAYA, HELP ME!” Bang! 

“HELP!” Bang!

 “Please!” 

 This continued for five horrible minutes. The screams still haunt me to this day. If I ever try to 
sleep, I picture it. Nothing can help me now, my sanity is starting to wear thin, I've been 
counting the days ever since the second year, 415 (we're trailing into the fourth year now.) It 
never ends; the banging, the screaming, the waiting for safety, and it won't end, never. I must 
just have to wait until I die from COVID,  or natural causes.

Helicopters gather outside; they’re coming to get another person. Who will it be this 
time? MY best friend? My neighbor? My family? I have no idea, I'm not even allowed to open 
my windows anymore without wearing a mask, gloves and all leather. In 2020 we would have 
joked that I looked like a chemical handler. Not anymore, now there is only silence, no talking, 
not even a whisper. 

What is this horrid world that we live in?  I need to see someone! If everyone had just 
taken it seriously… Then, out of nowhere, I felt the urge to pull open my door. Scrambling to 
the door, I pulled it open, feeling the cold, fresh air of the outside world. Then, I had realized 
what I had done. I felt my head start to burn, aching with pain, almost like it was being eaten 
away. I tried to run out of my apartment building, choking on contaminated air, scrambling to 
the last door, crawling on my knees, finally, bursting through the door running from my 
problems, I heard shouting. I felt a searing pain through my back, and then another, then 
nothing. I had been shot.

 There was no escaping COVID 24. To be continued … 




