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If you had any sense at all, you would stay out of the Dark Wood.   

 The peaceful air that surrounded the forest was all a facade.  The weak mind-

ed were said to be pulled in unexpectedly, lured in by monsters said to be nightmares 

themselves. It was the most perfect death trap of bittersweet memories and rotten 

dreams, changing to the most appropriate torture per every new arrival. This was the 

place that children were taught to fear. I had been taught to fear it. And yet, here I was, 

standing at the edge of what would be certain doom. This was what Iôve been taught 

and prepared to do my entire life: slaying the monsters that lurked within this very for-

est. Only, no one had ever stepped foot within the Dark Wood without coming out 

alive.  

 It was my intention to complete my task and live to tell my tale.  

 My ruby cloak billowed around me in an unforeseen breeze. What should 

have cooled and comforted me only added to the shiver that shook me to the bone. De-

spite all of my preparation, my feet were seemingly glued to the floor of sodden dirt. 

The smell of a recent rainfall still hung in the air, and although it was such an ordinary 

thing, it still seemed off in the dreariness of the morning. Staring at the forest made me 

realize why it was referred to as the Dark Wood. A constant cloud of fog hung over the 

canopies and treetops, and though the sun was surely rising somewhere far away from 

the forest, the familiar shine of the sun didnôt taint the ebony silhouettes of the Wood.  

 

 With a heaving sigh of ragged breath, I trekked on into the woodlands. As I 

made my first step, I regarded my surroundings with caution. Such beauty is shrouded 

by darkness, I thought. The forest could have been beautiful, in fact, if it werenôt for the 

constant sheen of inky fog and the uneasy chill that consumed the air. I shook my head. 

I knew I was straying from the task at hand. Without realizing it, my hand moved to the 

firm hilt of the dagger that hung at my waist. Its rough, wooden handle made me smile. 

The weapon was familiar in my calloused grip. Another sigh, and the I started to con-

tinue through the forest with light steps, walking without making a sound. My pulse 

pounded in my ears, the only sound I could hear, for even the caw of a lone crow was 

long gone without making a sound. My pulse pounded in my ears, the only sound I 

could hear, for even the caw of a lone crow was long gone.  
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ñSuch beauty is shrouded by darknessò  

In a instant, I had the wolf pinned below my grip, my dagger at his throat. Despite his futile attempts to claw his way away from 

me, I held firm and prayed that my makeshift armor stood strong against his sharp claws. I took in his appearance, a horrid realiza-

tion coming to me. The tendrils of midnight fur and malicious gleam in his eyes should have been enough to warn me who this 

was. I had found the infamous beast at last! 

  ñYou!ò I yelled, my strained voice echoing through the grove. ñAt last I have found the dreaded monster of the 

Dark Wood! I-ò 

 ñNo! Please!ò The wolfôs plea interrupted me. I hesitated, taken aback by the youth in his voice. He was no longer a child, 

but far from full adulthood. I didnôt dare lower my knife, but I nodded to let the wolf speak. ñI am not the big, bad wolf you think I 

am. I intended you know harm, truly.ò His eyes noticeably widened in fear. My gaze did not soften, nor did I lower my weapon, 

but I stood up and released the wolf.  

 ñThen who did I mistake for the rumored monster of the Dark Wood?ò I asked incredulously.  

 The wolf hesitated to respond, but at least he didnôt attack me. I almost felt sorry for him as I saw fear fill his forest-green 

eyes. ñI am a simple wolf of these woods, miss. The wolves are not your enemy. We cower in fear of those you seek.ò 

 ñYou did not answer my question, dog.ò I began to grow impatient, though I was nonetheless intrigued. The wolf looked 

away from me and quietly whimpered once I said ñdog,ò and I had to resist the urge to apologize for my harshness.  

 ñI am called Ebony,ò he spoke in a hoarse and hushed murmur. His gaze met mine once more as he took in my appear-

ance, though there was not much to see. My hair was tousled and unkempt, my clothing dark and ordinary with the exception of 

my crimson cloak. Despite this, a look of recognition flashed on his expression. ñYou are Little Red Riding Hood,ò he added, mak-

ing me cringe.  

 ñLittle Red Riding Hood died a long time ago,ò I replied simply. ñShe was a stupid girl who had foolish dreams and fool-

ish instincts.ò I exhaled a nervous breath. ñShe was stupid enough to believe her grandmother when she shouldnôt have.ò I said a 

well, but in a lower tone. Ebony only looked at me as though I was insane. 

 ñLittle Red Riding Hood saved me from a deranged woodsman with an ax!ò he argued. 

 My voice was much louder than I expected when I said, ñThat was a warrior, Ebony! That was not Little Red. That wasnôt

-ò I stopped. What else was there to say? That wasnôt the child I used to be. I took a deep breath and looked back at the young wolf 

who had sat down to listen. ñIf you arenôt the monster I need to find, then who is? Because someone has been terrorizing the king-

dom.ò  

 

 

 

A NOT SO HAPPY ENDING BY JENNIFER BALCITA 

  

I surveyed the forest for only one thing: a mysteri-

ous creature that was rumored to be ruin and chaos itself. 

Still, like before, there was nothing to be seen. No sounds. 

Nothing different in the dismal wasteland. Even the expected 

clich® of a cracked twig never echoed in the dreary atmos-

phere. I started to grow frustrated. My hands clenched into 

fists at my sides. Soon, as my descent into the woods deep-

ened, my mind started to fill with uneasy thoughts that con-

tradicted my task. What if I was risking my life for nothing? 

What if the beasts slaughter me and lay waste to my village 

and many others? I kicked at a pebble absentmindedly and 

pushed these foolish notions aside. I was here for one thing 

and one thing only, and I would succeed.  

 

I froze.  A sound broke the silence, the familiar crunch of 

leaves behind me, making every hair on the back of my neck 

stand on edge. You got this, I internally reminded myself. 

Slowly and soundlessly, I turned around. My fingers curled 

around my sheathed dagger as I readied myself to fight what-

ever came to me. The first thing I saw was dark locks of fur. 

Deep, dark, pitch black fur. A gasp escaped my lips. The hu-

mongous wolf before me snarled and bared its teeth. Eyes of 

sage bore into mine, but I stood my ground, matching the 

feral animalôs carnivorous stare. The canine stepped forward, 

so I leapt into action.   
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 Ebony looked at me with a look of sadness. ñThey are the reason why the wood are the way they are, bleak and dismal. 

They are the ones who terrorize the people. The nightmares you need to defeat areéò His gaze turned cold, as though thinking 

about these monsters made him angry. ñThe fairies,ò he finally confessed. ñYou are looking for the fairies.ò 

 I nodded slowly, knowing now what I had to do. ñWhere can I find them?ò 

 Ebony did not hesitate to reply this time, his expression from what I could tell still filled with sorrow. ñIf you let me come 

with you, I can show you where they are.ò For once, despite how foreign this gesture seemed, I smiled at my new ally.  

 Ebony led the way immediately, setting a quick pace for me to match. With determination and newfound confidence, I 

walked alongside the youthful wolf in a comfortable silence, no longer afraid or hesitant when regarding the woods around me. Alt-

hough, as I observed the dead foliage around me, a pang of sadness filled me. All along, the fairies had been behind the spreading 

darkness and dreariness. They, who had pledged their magic to good intentions, had riddle the world with a growing power that had 

started here in the Dark Wood.  

 After what seemed like hours trekking through rotten flora and remnants of fauna that had once freely roamed these lands, 

Ebony stopped to sniff the air. He lifted his snout and inhaled what could have been a million things I could not have smelled. 

ñTheyôre here, Red, I can smell it.ò I turned to chide him about the use of my name, but a wicked cackle sounded instead.  

 ñCorrect, little wolf.ò Ebony an I turned instantly to see where the new voice came from. A gasp escaped my lips from the 

terrible sight that stood- or flew- before me.  

 The fairies were not the fairies I had expected. They were truly creatures of nightmares and rot. There were three of them, 

all of nearly identical appearance, each in a gown of tattered blue fabric. I fought the urge to look away from their haggard looks. 

Each of them had complexions that could have been pretty once upon a time, but now their skin all had a sickly, grey color, nearly 

peeling as though forever burnt by an unseen flame. Their hair, all of a charcoal color, was thinning and in mere patches on their 

heads. The most devastatingly depressing part of it all were their wings. Instead of full, beautiful butterfly wings like I had expected, 

they were torn and tattered, as though they were charred or burnt like their skin. 

 ñYou. Itôs been you three all along. You have spread the darkness throughout the land. And I thought it was him!ò I angrily 

pointed at the wolf who stood tall against the menacing glares from the fairies. He bared his teeth and growled at them, but they 

barely flinched.  

 The leader of the fairies sneered a nearly toothless sneer. ñSo what? You may be right, but what makes you think you can 

stop us?ò I shivered at the sound of her raspy voice, irked by what he fairies truly were.  

 ñOf course I can,ò I replied with confidence I didnôt realize I had. Ebony let out a small howl to  prove that we were not 

about to back down. Not today, nor ever.  

 Another one of the fairies cackled and giggled a hideous laugh, smiling a grin of rotten teeth. ñWell then dear.ò Her eyes 

sparkled with malice and a what could only be evil. ñLetôs see what youôre saying after we cut you and your little dog to ribbons.ò I 

grinned as well, holding out my dagger and nodding to Ebony.  

 ñVery well.ò And we sprung into action. 

 Ebony went straight for a fairy on the left while I went for the one on the right. The leader stood and watched her brethren 

fall in a showdown of blood and dirt and of course, the darkness that swallowed the Dark Wood. I watched for a moment as Ebony 

mercilessly attacked the hideous fairy, clawing and biting at her without stopping or hesitating. I turned back to my own opponent 

and smiled, jabbing at her with my dagger. I nicked her, but left no mark or even fazed her.  

 ñGotta try a little harder than that sweety,ò she rasped, reaching out with a hand of long nails, a clawed hand that nearly 

grabbed my throat. I screamed as she managed to grab my neck, making me drop my dagger.  

 ñNo! No! It will not end this way!ò I tried to say as I writhed in pain, choking on my words and the fairyôs grip. 

 The fairy opened her mouth to speak, to maybe kill me, but no sound came from her decaying mouth. ñRed!ò Ebonyôs bark 

called to me as he attacked the hag that had her grip on me. I gasped for air as her grip lessened and slowly released. With the 

strength I had left, I pushed her off of me and into Ebonyôs fury. Once she and the fairy Ebony faced off with were handled, we 

turned to their leader. My fur-covered ally knocked her off of her feet in a deadly pounce, his strength lethal. Picking up my dagger, 

I walked over to the fairy and crouched down, placing my daggerôs point facing her. The blade was shiny in the unnatural ichor of 

fairy blood.  
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A NOT SO HAPPY ENDING (CONTINUED) 

The Homeless Pet Club 

Gabrielle Wright 

Do you have a love of animals and want to help 

those animals who do may not have a home?   

Well, check out Campbell Middle Schoolôs 

Homeless Pet Club!   

The club was established in November, 2017 

with a purpose of finding loving homes for 

homeless animals.  Teacher sponsors, Ms. Kathy 

Griffith and Ms. Derika Hannibal work with 

Cobb County police officers locating homes for 

sheltered animals.   

To get the word out about homeless pets, the 

club visits local shelters taking photos and vide-

os of the animals and then profiling the animals 

on social media.  Their goal...to get those ani-

mals adopted as soon as possible.   

The Homeless Pet Club believes that all animals 

deserve to be happy and have a good home! 

 ñWhy?ò was all I could muster out between heaving 

breaths.  ñWhy this?ò I gestured to the darkness surrounding 

us. ñWhy use all of your magic and power for evil?  Why harm 

innocent people?ò I rambled.  

The fairy coughed and writhed slightly under Ebonyôs weight. 

ñWould you believe me if I said I never had a choice?ò  

I simply scoffed. Ebony grunted and growled, lips 

forming a snarl.  

ñI do not lie, Little Red,ò she grunted, giving up on 

her attempts to get up from the wolfôs weight. He growled 

some more at her use of my old name. 

ñThen tell me, fairy.ò The words rolled off my tongue 

like a curse instead of what should have been a nice title. ñIf 

you do not act on your own, who controls your actions?ò  

She coughed again, flinching like everything she did 

pained her. I rolled my eyes. ñItôs my goddaughter.ò Another 

cough.  

ñWho?ò Ebony growled.  

ñItôs Cinderella. It is Cinderella.ò  

Ebony and I shared a glance. It was clear now what 

we had to do. Now, I knew that we would succeed in purging 

our land of darkness once and for all.  

The Endé is only the beginning.  
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Winter  

Olympics 

2018  

 

 

 

 

Lady 

Spartans  

 The Winter Games in PyeongChang, South Korea will be ending 

soon but do you know the history of how the games began?  The Olympic 

Games originated in ancient Greece approximately 3,000 years ago.  The 

games were originally staged every fourth year and did not included winter 

sports.  In the early Christian era, the games were abolished; however, due 

to the influence of the Romans the games resumed in the late 19th century.  

Currently, the games are held every four years, alternating between winter 

and summer games every two years. 

 While the majority may acknowledge the games today to include an 

expansive range of sports, the ancient Olympic games was only comprised 

of one eventð a footrace.  The first modern Olympic games were held in 

Athens, Greece and featured the Olympic marathon, a twenty-six mile race.  

To participate in the games, the individual had to be a male citizen and not 

have been born into slavery.  Additionally, there were no womenôs events 

and married women were not allowed to attend the public competition.  

Thirteen countries competed at the Athensô games where nine sports were 

included. 

 The Olympic games are now inclusive of both males and females 

from a variety of countries.  The event includes various sports that intrigue 

audiences of all backgrounds. It is an event that originally honor the gods 

but have now become a way to see past our differences and unite the coun-

try. 

 

The Lady Spartans 

are ñkillingò the 

basketball game this 

season!  Theyôre at 

a fourteen game win 

with only one game 

lost.  They are in 

second place for 

their region.  Letôs 

keep that up girls 

and even try to 

reach for first for 

this season.   

 

Letôs thank the 

coaches Brandi, Co-

rey, and Crystal for 

supporting our girls 

to do their best. 

 

 

Letôs go Lady Spar-

tans! 

HISTORY OF THE OLYMPIC GAMES 

GILLIAN STAFFORD 

GO LADY SPARTANS!                                               

ASHTON  GREENE 
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CAMPBELL MIDDLE 

SCHOOL 

 

CAMPBELL  

COURIER 

All stories are contrib-

uted by student writers.  

We are continually 

seeking writers of  

news stories, sports ar-

ticles, and original po-

ems. 

STRESS IN SCHOOLS  

Molly Thomas 

 

Stress and anxiety come big time with middle school. Some teachers may 
make sure that you understand whatôs going on and that you are comfortable with 
the topic fully before moving on, but others make it super difficult to understand 
and they may take away the fun in learning. Stress and anxiety can be dealt with in 
many ways, including taking time for self-care, donôt rush to do assignments, and 
lowering your own goals. 

Now, what exactly is stress? Stress is your bodyôs way of responding to 
danger. Whether the danger is real or imagined, the body kicks into high gear in a 
rapid (the stress response). When working properly, stress helps you stay focused, 
energetic, and alert. When stress becomes way too much and your body is getting 
too rapid, thatôs when it becomes a big problem. School is a huge cause of stress 
because of how much work and how little time students get. In a recent poll, forty 
percent of parents said that their middle school student is struggling with stress due 
to school; in addition, forty-five percent of middle school students said that theyôre 
dealing with stress due to school.  

 First, taking time for self-care can reduce stress greatly. If you spend the 
time from when you get home to your bedtime just doing homework, you may be 
stressed because of how much work that you had to do with no breaks. If you take 
a 5-30 minute break during work every hour or so, you wonôt be so flustered with 
work and not want to do it or even break down during work. If youôre so busy with 
work the entire school week, take a day out of the weekend to yourself. Sleep in 
later than you usually do, eat some food, invite your friends over, etc. Donôt forget, 
your friends may be amazing and you may always want them over, but once in a 
while, you need time to yourself. You need to relax yourself and understand your 
own needs. 

 Second, donôt rush to do school assignments, but donôt wait till the last mi-
nute! If you get assigned five projects in one day, donôt go home and rush to do 
them all in one night. You need to space out time so you wonôt have stress in that 
one night and so it wonôt be a sloppy job. Just because you shouldnôt do it all the 
first night, doesnôt mean you should put it off till the last minute and cram the night 
before. A spaced out good project is better than a rushed poorly done project.  

 Lastly, lowering you own goals can lead to decrease in stress as well. Eve-
ryone everywhere always talks about how you should set goals and stick with them 
until you do them and push yourself to the best. If you set a goal for yourself to 
pass this school year with all 100% but at the end of the year you have three 100%, 
two 95%, and one 90%, youôll be very upset for not being able to reach your goal. 
If you set a goal for yourself to pass this school years with all As and Bs, you may 
be very happy with yourself for reaching your goal. 

 In conclusion, stress is your bodyôs way of trying to keep you aware and 
responsive of danger. Itôs super common in middle and high school students and 
can affect people in their later life if they donôt try to dial it down. The easiest way 
to reduce stress for middle and high school students would be to take time for your-
self to devote to self-care, donôt rush assignments, but donôt put them  off either 
and lower your own goals. 
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ñblackò 

Black Privilege 

We rich off welfare 

The whole hood got Obamacare 

Livin in section 8 mansions 

Our diamonds be  dancing 

Black Privilege 

Got shot in the street 

Not one tear leaked 

Tell the babies that they shouldnôt speak 

Black Privilege 

Lower our socioeconomic status 

Then turn around and call us bald and ratchet 

Put our sons in black caskets 

Black Privilege 

Incarcerate our youth at astounding rates 

Tel our friends to mark our court dates 

Tell the police that itôs too late 

Black Privilege 

 

 

Monica Laryea 
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Wake Up 

Kezia Kennedy 

The world has billions of problems  
I guarantee you Iôm not one 
I am so sick, tired and done 
Of being treated like Iôm less 

Unimpressed, 
you say you are but you shouldnôt be 
The work ethic I have is yours times 3 

 
I wasnôt born with privilege, 

I had no silver spoon in my mouth: 
I wasnôt born without doubts 

About how safe I would one day be 
Immigrant, refugee, Iôm just trying to create the best life for me 

I wasnôt born with the lies 
That told me I didnôt have to try, 

to get what I want 
My life isnôt nonchalant 
I have worry and I have fear 

Something you may not have experienced for not a single day in a year 
You are not afraid of the rebels, the men who yearn to kill 

You are not worried that your family will die because they are seriously ill 
 

We arenôt terrorists. We are the terrorized. 
You say you donôt believe us when weôre not telling lies 

Donôt call me lazy, donôt call me stupid 
Iôve worked everyday, not one break, and because itôs America, I still want to do it 

I have opportunities, but I donôt have liberty 
Because I canôt do anything without being criticized bitterly 
The status asks for ñtired, ñpoor,ò and ñhuddled masses,ò 
But when they have arrived, they were sorted into classes 
What type of land has people that see only skin deep? 

Then the people try to come together but no agreement is reached 
Even the president thinks it is right to insult nations with millions of people 
It makes me wonder, does he even the meaning of the word equal? 

The president says we should respect everything that represents the country, 
But how can I do that when the represented people donôt include me? 

 
I am not white 

I do not have straight smooth hair  
But that doesnôt mean that I donôt care 

It doesnôt mean Iôm a ñdruggieò or that I wonôt ever go places 
It just means I need to work 4 times as hard as a white man to change that look on peopleôs  

faces. 
I donôt ñact whiteò or ñact blackò because I only act me 

Shouldnôt that be what our country wants, a person who is the way they want to be? 
Immigrants are dangerous 
Refugees wonôt endanger us 

Every race, ethnicity, orientation, and more is beautiful, and nobody can say anything else 
Because each of those things is what makes each person 100% themselves. 

To the rest of America, I have one thing to say: 
Wake up!  Because a revolution is on itôs way 
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Beauty 

Kennedy Nicholson 

The first thing you must know is beauty is within 

It cannot be faked or starved to be thin 

Itôs not a competition or something you can win 

Beauty is a trait 

 

The second thing you must see is beauty is in you and me 

It cannot be a style or a trend 

It cannot be a scale of one to ten 

It is your willingness to help others and friends 

Beauty is rare 

 

The third thing you must hear is beauty is not a show 

It cannot be put on or faked 

It is never mean or hurtful 

People with beauty lift others up 

Beauty is caring 

 

The last thing you must know is beauty is pure 

Beauty is never ending 

Beauty is never found in a mirror 

Beauty is a reflection of your heart, sympathy, and compassion 

Beauty is love 
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 As our lives progress, we gradually accumulate possessions.  Many of us donôt give 

much thought to these possessions after weôve obtained them.  They cease to be a priority 

in our minds after the necessity has been fulfilled.  This is most likely the reason why we 

are oblivious to just how many possessions we own until we arenôt sure where to put the 

next one. 

 Although this behavior may be simply a ñticò many of us struggle with once in a 

while, it can escalate into a hoarding disorder that ñaffects up to six percent of the popula-

tionò according to The Washington Post.  Symptoms of this disorder usually begin with 

ñgetting and saving an excessive number of items, gradual buildup of clutter in living 

spaces, and difficulty thingsò and ñoften surfaces during the teenage to early adult yearsò 

according to Mayo Clinic. 

 When we are faced with disposing some of our belongings, our instincts veer to-

wards resisting.  Often, we devise any excuse that holds reason and cling to it.  For exam-

ple, toys may be kept because they are occasionally played with or old notes because they 

might still be needed.  These possibilities are grasped in an attempt stifle unease and in 

case of any lingering attachment, but this behavior may cause undue stress because like 

any possessions, the ones impulsively kept still occupy space, both in storage and in your 

mind. 

 Which of your possessions are most precious and which are the ñthingsò and ñstuffò 

left over from the years?  Perhaps we should reconsider the belongings we choose to keep 

before we are left with excess and are unsure of their true value any longer. 

How Much ñStuffò Do You Have? 

Rachel Dong 



11 

 

All throughout life 

You are put in a category, 

Kind and smart. 

Dumb and loud. 

Slow and quiet. 

Some things are positive 

Some things are negative, 

The positive things make you proud. 

 

Why do we have to put labels on everything? 

Why canôt we just be people? 

A person 

A human simply, 

People always point out the negative things about you 

Just to use you, 

But why 

The victim asks 

Well, some people want to see you down 

Do not frown. 

 

Donôt listen to what they say, 

Stand up for what 

You know you are, 

And if you donôt know 

You can figure it out, 

Just believe. 

Donôt listen to what people say, 

You are whoever you think you are 

Donôt believe what those labels say. 

Labels 

Matyia Ross 


