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I could not mistake the sound of the audience murmuring, and the sound of people crowding into the small school auditorium.  Everything seemed to freeze in the moment I peeked out from backstage, pulling the curtain back just enough for my right eye to spy out of.   My stomach flipped, and I felt faint.  However, it was too late to turn back now.  It had been too late for weeks; ever since the audition my friends had dragged me into.  





Now, it was time for opening night.  After all the hard hours of rehearsal, the practicing of dance moves, and the memorization of lines, it all came down to this night.  There were no second chances when you got out on the stage.  There were no re-do’s, no try again’s, there was only this time, and you had to get it right.  You couldn’t go onto the stage, mess-up, and then announce to your audience that you were going to try again, and that they were to only pay attention to the next time.  You had to speak clearly, project your voice, ace the choreography, and look natural, all at the same time, and all the first time around.  





As I peeked out from my almost hidden spot behind the curtain, I watched as the audience waited for the performance.  They were perfectly relaxed, and chatted, laughed, and smiled as they greeted their friends or family members who had come to watch the show.  It almost surprised me how casual they looked, compared to how tense, nervous, and even spastic I was.  Then I realized that I had acted the same way, every time I had watched a play.





Then, all of the sudden, the lights started to dim.  I was growing more frantic by the second, and when the band started playing the opening number, I was so startled I almost jumped out of my shoes.  





Then, the stage manager gave me my cue; I took a gulp of air, and stepped onto the stage . . .








Fencing. It’s a sport that involves blades, a lot of work, sweat, tears, competitions, friends, and enemies. What I like best about this sport is that there is no time to think, only time to act. Every second counts. One second could be the difference between you winning and you losing. I myself am a fencer. There are three types of blades. Epee, sabre, and foil. I fence epee and it is the most complicated of the three. 


Epée�The epée (pronounced "EPP-pay") is similar in length to the foil, but is heavier, weighing approximately 27 ounces, with a larger guard (to protect the hand from a valid hit) and a much stiffer blade. Touches are scored only with the point of the blade. The entire body is the valid target area. Because the entire body is a valid target area, the epée fencer's 


Objects


There are scoring machines. There are two scoring lights on the machine. One shows a green light when a fencer is hit, and one shows a red light when her opponent is hit. Every fencer has to wear the write protection. You need a chest protector, an under- arm protector, and knickers, which are all underneath the jacket. There is a cord which connects your blade (epee, sabre, and foil) to the machine. The machine is connected to the scoring machine. You need a mask so people don’t accidentally kill you, a glove to protect your hand, and shoes.





This Essay is to be continued in the next issue of Tiger Tales!
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I could see the beautiful, crystal clear water through the trees as the red Toyota I was traveling in wound its way down the mountain road.  I could see the lake growing smaller, and further and further away.  I sighed; I knew I would miss the lake.  Not to mention, all the trees, birds, and people who lived there. The lake had been my home my entire life, and I had no idea what things would be like without its translucent cold waters and the sound of small waves crashing on the shore.  The only reason I was leaving at all was because of my parents.  





	Only two months ago, I was a happy teenager living in a wonderful lakefront home when my parents started disagreeing with each other.  They fought over the simplest things: she got the wrong brand of peanuts at the grocery store; he came home a half-hour late.  Me, I couldn’t see what all the fuss was.  My mom and dad had done plenty of things like that before and it hadn’t mattered. However, here they were, fighting the entire day, and I got tired of it after a while.  Finally, my parents realized that things would be a whole lot better if they got a divorce.  At first, they were worried that it might have a negative affect on me, their only child.  I was so tired of all of the fighting that I told them over and over again that it wouldn’t, and that my life wouldn’t change too much.   That was before I was told that my dad and I were moving to New York.





	Charlie, my two-year old golden retriever, stopped sticking his head out the window, and came over to lay his head on my lap, not to mention, slobber all over me.   The only reason that Charlie was coming with my dad and I to New York was because my mom hated dogs with all her heart.  In fact, a large number of the arguments between my parents had been about Charlie.  My dad loved him, but my mom hated him, so it was decided that he would get him when they divorced.  Charlie would have loved to be jumping in the lake or running along the beach instead of being stuck with me in an apartment.   





	I couldn’t really face the fact that I might never see the lake again.  My mom hadn’t even decided whether or not to sell the house yet.  She had been talking a lot about moving in with her relatives in California.  I also couldn’t face the fact that I was going to an all-new school, where I would be called the “new-kid” for the first time in my life.  I had to leave my best friends behind after the divorce, and I felt strangely insecure.  Although at first I had been convinced that this divorce wouldn’t really change my life at all, now I really knew how different it would be.





To be continued in the Next Issue of Tiger Tales!





Circle of Magic: Sandry’s Book is the first book in the adventurous Circle of Magic quartet. This book tells how four children from different places and class in the world, shunned by their own people, are led to a mysterious temple, and brought together by their strange powers -- controlling the weather, for example, and working with fire -- that separate them from the rest of the world. Tamora Pierce’s talent for writing fantasy really shows through in this novel. The rest of the books in this series are Tris’s Book, Daja’s Book, and Briar’s Book.
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Airy celestial wings of an angel


World filled with gossamer light


Spidery wind in the shining moonbeams


Chill glancing sunshine no real warmth


Flowery snowflakes, delicate silver


Feathery arches glided with gold:


Candles of music flickering scarlet,


Crystals of sunlight deliciously cold.


Winter’s delights





Graceful, growing





Reaching their arms to the clouds





Waiting for the dawn of a new day





To arrive and awaken





The beautiful nature all around





Chocolate


Sweet, dark


Touching, smelling, eating


Happy gift


Candy











Why I Left the Lake by Anonymous 





Winter by Jennifer Orr





Chocolate KaCin Wong











Forests by Jennifer Orr





Circle of Magic: Sandry’s Book by Tamora Pierce, Review by Susannah Mitchell





�





Poem by L.M.





As the cars pass by


The crickets get louder


The sprinklers go off


The wind gets softer


When the leaves blow down on my head


I think of a poem and this is what I said











