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The Journey To Valhalla

Author Riley Butler is 11 years 
old living in the small suburban 
town of Midland Park, New Jer-

sey. She has written many books 
in her school career, but 

“The Journey to Valhalla”
 is her latest addition.

There once was a viking who was shy 
and quiet . She wasn’t like the other 
Vikings who were loud and brave, but 
she dreamed of one day going to
Valhalla.

She was told before that Valhalla is the 
place where all of the bravest and 
strongest Vikings go, but she feared she
was not good enough.

Despite her doubts, she decided to start 
her journey to Valhalla but to do so, she
would have to climb the highest of 
mountains, sail the roughest of seas, 
face the darkest of forest, and break the 
coldest of ice.

Riley
Butler



After crossing through miles of rough 
terrain, the viking girl stared up at the 
mountain that went above the clouds 
and began her climb.

Following continuous efforts, she made 
it over the mountain and began to search 
for the dark sea.

Decorated in detailed designs, the little 
viking girl went aboard her boat and
began to battle the strong current when 
she came across a huge basilisk with 
sharp teeth.
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The two siblings hugged and they were 
left with nothing but joy. Their breath 
eased and they sat together on the 
beach.

“I couldn’t make it to Valhalla. I’m sorry 
I brought dishonor to our family.”

“You didn’t bring dishonor to this 
family, you rose above your fear and 
that is what being brave means.”

“But I thought I could make it.”

“You are already on your way. ”

Under the water, she swam to the depths 
of the sea. With her staff, she began to 
defend herself from the scary creature. 
The basilisk began to fight back, so the 
little viking girl began to swim away 
from the snake.

“Inge!” her brother screamed. “Were 
coming to help, don’t worry!”

“Galen, no! The snake-”

But he was already jumping into the 
water. She knew she had to save him.

Inge leaped into the water and fought 
the Basilisk with her spear. Her brother
was left unharmed but this memory 
became one of the scariest moments of 
her life. They came out drenched in 
water and laid down on the shore.
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 Gideon Eliya
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Vibrant red flower
Waving in the garden breeze

Waiting for a bee

by Ethan Hallak
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Who am I?
I am a girl with black hair, brown eyes the color of dark chocolate,
I have a snappy style and love shoes,
You won’t need to have any clues.

I love sports, basketball, soccer, and softball
You can always count on me to catch the ball,
I am tall for my age but a couple of my friends are taller,
But I’m still a baller

Basketball is my all-time favorite sport
I love my teammates, they are my family
I have been playing basketball since I was 3 years-old
I love the sport
Soccer is my 2nd favorite
I am very fast and can get to the ball really quick,
I scored about 10 goals this season

Softball is my least favorite sport
I am pretty food at it
I have room to improve.

I can be loud,
but my smile lights up the world.
When I win games I’m not cocky,
I am humble but I really let out my happiness in the car

I talk a lot
But it helps my friendships
And creates a better bond between everyone

I have many hairstyles
Sometimes it can be very soft and straight,
Other times it can be curly and puffy,
And the majority of the time it is in braids.

My best quality is my personality
And now you know who I am
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by Lilah Thom
pson

Riptide
 I cried as I stared at the burgundy box. I looked okay in my only black dress I planned on 
never wearing. The phrase “I’m so sorry,” was all I could say and hear. My love was dead and that was 
that. 
 The sad music of sorrow and pain played on the organ or some type of piano. I felt that I 
was the last to live with no resources and left with no hope. I was always a worrier. But I had never 
worried about something like this. As the funeral ended. I sat and waited to talk to his parents, but I 
couldn’t hold it together. I sat in my car and cried. I cried and cried until I felt alright. 
 Then I heard a knock at my car window. I rolled down my window through tears and said 
how can I help you. 
 “Um… Ash, I’m so sorry,” said a familiar voice. 
 I cleared my eyes to see them better and it was Nick, Brady’s best friend. His shiny, jet-black 
hair glimmered in the sun. “Have you found out yet?” I questioned him.
 “Yeah,” he hesitated to tell me the news I had been waiting all week to find out, “He was… 
he was murdered.”
 “What?” I practically screamed at him in utter shock.
 “I can’t believe it either. I know you’re shocked but his parents asked if you wanted to go 
out for coffee tomorrow morning. At like 10 o’clock. They didn’t want to bother you and I was coming 
over here any-”
 I swung open my car door and stood up in his face. I didn’t even care what he was about to 
say at this point. “You were with him when he went missing am I correct?” I started raising my tone like 
a parent scolding their child.
 He answered abruptly, “Yes, but why?”
 I practically cut him off, “And you went straight home and didn’t call 911? Is that also 
correct?” I didn’t wait for an answer, “And you left me home alone to freak out, wondering where my 
boyfriend was? Yes. Yes, you did.”
 My car door flew open and by the time you could say “Bye,” I was already pulling away. I 
sped out leaving Nick in the middle of the parking lot all alone. Tears came to my eyes as I drove off 
into the broad daylight. I knew for a fact that Brady wasn’t murdered. My well-liked, talented boy-
friend, murdered. I don’t think so. 
 I stared at my dashboard clock noticing that was late to work. That confrontation with Nick 
must’ve taken at least 20 minutes because I know that I wasn’t in the car crying for that long. Or at 
least I hope so.
 I ran home to throw a red swimsuit on and run out the door. I got my keys out at my door 
and stopped. If I was outside, there wasn’t a room without my boyfriend in it. There weren’t any pic-
tures of my late loved one. His car was sitting in the driveway, but that didn’t bother me so much.
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