Grade 9: A Rainy Day in My Neighborhood

The first drops of rain tapped against my classroom window like tiny dancers finding their
rhythm. By the time the final bell rang, the rain was steady and insistent, turning the street into
a silver ribbon of reflections. Puddles formed in every dip, capturing glimpses of streetlig d

. That rainy
afternoon reminded me how ordinary moments can feel extragtdi enyou take time to

notice the sounds, scents, and sensations around you.
Grade 10: My Favorite Café

Stepping into the cozy café on Main Street feels likel@hterig® a warm, familiar hug. The rich
aroma of freshly ground coffee beans , blending with the sweet scent of
pastries cooling on the counter. Soft j the background, wrapping around
nlight filters through the tall front

oden floors. | choose a seat by the window

conversations that bounce lightly bet
windows, casting warm gold acro
where the cushions are soft, an orld outside while cradling my warm mug.
The barista greets me with le and knows my order by heart, a vanilla latte with a
dash of cinnamon. As | wait argtlie hiss of steamed milk, the clink of ceramic mugs, and the
gentle murmur of als chatting. My first sip is always the best: smooth, sweet

warmth that seems Il rushing thoughts. Around me, laughter mixes with the aroma of

in the vast, hushed space. The air smelled of aged paper and polished wood, as though every
book held secrets from another time. Dust motes danced in slanted beams of sunlight, creating
t iny galaxies that drifted lazily through the quiet halls. As | walked among the towering shelves,
the rich texture of smooth book spines greeted my f ingertips. The silence here was not empty,
it was full of wisdom, like the echo of whispered thoughts and distant pages turning.
Somewhere in the corner, a chair upholstered in faded green fabric invited me closer. | sank into



it, feeling the gentle softness beneath me as | opened an old biography of a forgotten poet.
Outside, the wind brushed tree branches against the windows like gentle knocks, but inside, the
library’s stillness embraced me. It was a place where time seemed to pause — every scent,
every whisper of turning pages drawing me deeper into worlds beyond my own. In those quiet
moments, | felt connected to countless others who had come here before meto t , to

imagine, and to wonder.

Grade 12: Graduation Day Graduation

urtyard
bustled with families, bouquets of flowers, and classmates in crisp caps 2 e chatter

of time. Friends clasped cameras and phones, determin
announcer’s voice drifted through the microphone a called, one by one, each
greeting met with applause and proud cheers. | co ear the'fapid beat of my own heart, full
of anticipation and reflection. When myaame Iked forward with steady steps,

shaking hands and receiving my diplo iece of paper that felt like a key opening
countless doors. The applause washed ave of joy. Later, sitting with friends on
the lawn, we shared laughter, hugs, ittersweet realization that this was both an ending
and a beginning. The sun dipped

though painting a farewell fo



