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Escribir es el producto que representa la                    
creatividad, la catarsis; darles valentía a las            
palabras que no se dicen pero que se escriben 
para que tomen vida propia; para que cobren     
sentido ante los ojos del lector. Comunicación 
infinita, el pensamiento, el corazón, dirigen            
incesantes los trazos de la pluma en la tinta            
cargada de frenesí. 

Queridos lectores,  

En esta publicación los invitamos a leer con            
entusiasmo estas páginas, en las que con agrado 
han escrito nuestros sancarlistas; esperamos que 
sea de su total agrado. Por otra parte, los                 
animamos para que escriban, será una manera 
de cultivar el espíritu de la escritura y la lectura.

Quienes estén interesados, pueden                           
comunicarse con la profesora María Trinidad o 
con sus respectivos profesores de castellano.                
Esperamos sus escritos para una próxima 
edición.

ESCRIBIR PARA EL TINTERO
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Caso Perdido

Pensé y pensé 
cuando me acordé, 
pues nunca me cansé, 
yo siempre te cuidé.

Guardé cada parte de ti, 
para así no dejarte ir,
al igual creo que perdí. 
¿lo nuestro se va morir?

Pregunta de la que no obtengo respuesta, 
por eso me cuesta.
Pero a la vez me recuerda
lo que es vivir.

Contigo era distinto, 
despertabas mi instinto, 
me sacaste del laberinto y 
me hiciste sufrir.

No me arrepiento
pues de ti aprendo, 
aunque te sigo temiendo. 
Ya déjame ir.

Déjalo en manos del destino, 
éste nos pondrá en el camino 
del que todo provino.
Lo puedo sentir.

5

Por: Samuel Bernal Mancera 10ºC

Junio 2023
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Asíntotas

Es la simetría
la que no confía, cuerpos redondos
sin fondo
buscan salida
en la inmensa osadía.

En un plano infinito nada es gratuito,
por lo que andar
se convierte en buscar.

Hallar el paralelo
es complejo,
pero sin necesidad de un espejo se 
puede encontrar.

No hay nada perfecto eso es correcto. 
Espera un momento, te lo voy a explicar.

Para caminar
te tienes que tropezar, para así poderte 
parar y por fin aprender amar.

Por: Samuel Bernal Mancera 10ºC

Junio 2023
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El llanto de una madre que a su hijo ahoga, 
con el seno salido
lo estorba.

Una infernal lucha
entre pobreza y amor
convierte en desafío todo este dolor.

Desde la noticia viuda,
se le considera muerto
pues su alma se la llevó el viento,
a su nombre no se le puede referir,
solo se le puede maldecir.

Las facturas vencidas posando en la 
mesa, pobre madre, ya todo le estresa.

Pues el nene ni enterado está,
la culpa la tiene esta maldita sociedad 
donde solo abunda el sexo y el dinero
y faltan un par de hombres buenos.

Por: Samuel Bernal Mancera 10ºC

(Homenaje Madres Solteras- Crítica)

Junio 2023
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LA DULZURA DEL AMOR

El amor es un sueño,
Una experiencia de ensueño, 
Una bonita aventura
Es melódica como una canción; 
La ternura del amor es brillante.

Inmenso como un planeta y brillante 
como una perla. 

Un idilio de oro
Es un sueño, es un todo.

La sensación de un abrazo
Es un sueño, es un lazo.

Una larga noche, una luna brillante;
Un beso sincero, un amor certero,
Como brindarle una rosa
Sin dolor ni angustia,
Ligera, feliz y sencilla;
El amor, es un cielo.

Por:  Samuel Sierra Ramírez 7º

Junio 2023
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Mi querido perrito
llegó a la vida
con sus manitas abiertas,
de tamaño mediano.

En las noches duerme
y en las tardes se despierta,
ladrando alegremente
para salir a caminar.

Muchos días hemos ido al mar
recordando los peces del lugar,
juzgando la calidad del agua.

Todos los días te recuerdo
corriendo por el parque
y jugando con los otros,
mientras tu alma vive 
en el firmamento y en mi corazón.

Por: Andrés Cortés 7ºA

Mi Perrito Querido

Junio 2023
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Al olivo, al olivo, al olivo subí; 
por cortar una rama, del olivo caí. 
Caí a la dura realidad, qué está frente a mí,
Volteé mi cabeza y vi lo que conseguí.

No pensé que llegaría, pero al fin concluí
La etapa de mi vida más feliz a la que pertenecí.
Y ahora, subiendo al olivo, finalmente entendí
el brillante futuro que debo construir.

Parto con dolor porque del olivo caí,
pero nuevamente, subido al olivo, entendí
que no es por caerse, que uno debe sufrir
pero de las mañanas frías que dejaré de vivir.
Del olivo, del olivo, del olivo caí

Por: Samuel Duarte 11°

El Olivo

Junio 2023
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Por: Javier Salazar 9°
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INTRODUCCIÓN

Acá hablamos de los temas de los cuales 
nadie habla, las preguntas que no las           
responden y las historias que nadie cuenta, 
cuento mis verdades y mi perspectiva de lo 
que conocemos con el concepto de mundo. 
Son mis verdades, mis pensamientos y      
ciertas cosas que seguramente no se         
preguntarían o tal vez sí pero no encontrarían 
respuesta, al fin y al cabo, llegan a ser      
anécdotas de un pensante.

LA CALLE

Mientras caminamos, observamos los carros y las          
personas que nos rodean. El viento, la música que ya es 
costumbre en la ciudad y, sobre todo, nuestros pasos. 
Para que no vayamos a pisar nada que nos pueda hacer 
caer, nada que nos pueda hacer daño ni nos vaya a 
alargar la caminata. Salimos de nuestra zona de confort 
al peligro de la humanidad, a la soledad de las calles y el 
viento. A ver como las hojas se caen al mismo tiempo que 
las personas hablan. Miras las peleas de pareja, los          
enamorados, los perros, los pájaros, la calle, las llantas y 
los edificios. Y te imaginas por un segundo, que estás ahí 
con todas estas cosas. A veces es importante sonreír por 
poder ver lo que podemos ver, y no hablo del estar       
agradecido con algún ser ni con las personas. Solo digo 
que deberíamos empezar a ver la belleza en cosas más 
simples. Porque algún día esos pequeños momentos solo 
serán recuerdos. A veces las condiciones son perfectas 
para ver a dos enamorados y sentirse feliz, a veces las 
condiciones son perfectas para sonreír al ver el cielo, 
para sentirse alegre viendo personas, reírse al ver lo  
magnífico y extraño que es el ambiente en la ciudad. La 
cantidad de personas con todo tipo de problemas, la 
gente extraña en las calles, los que miran por las              
ventanas, los que se asoman al balcón y los que van con 
una nube gris encima de sus cabezas. En esa cantidad de 
personas a veces logramos identificar lo que piensan, 
pero son tan pocas que todavía no se lo que hacen las 
personas que veo en la calle cuando están en sus casas. 
Porque los osos uniformados se regresan de sus oficinas 
y sus sitios de trabajo y vuelven a su cueva, tal vez a 
pensar, tal vez a volverse salvajes, pero hay cierta        
posibilidad de que entre todos esos osos haya uno que 
piense lo que yo pienso, e intente ser uno diferente. Solo 
espero que los osos aprendan a sonreír en su gris ciudad 
y no solo en su cueva, espero que los uniformes dejen de 
ser grises y las luces blancas o amarillas, espero que deje 
de llover, espero que desde ahora salgan a la calle y se 
alegren por ver que todo sigue plagado de osos extraños 
y máquinas autónomas, espero aprendan a pintar la gris 
ciudad de un color cálido que ponga a los osos felices y 
que de esta manera la calle deje de ser solo sombra.
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Muchos piensan que son lo mejor o lo peor, 
pero Yo pienso que soy perfecto, tengo el 
cuerpo perfecto, semejante a un dios griego, 
me veo en el espejo y me siento plenamente                            
enamorado de lo que soy, de lo que fui y de lo 
que seguramente seré.
 
Siempre estoy seguro de lo que hago, porque 
sé que así este bien o mal, a raíz de las escenas 
vistas en la vida de los otros sé que son                     
decisiones que tomo porque me merezco. La 
verdad es que me siento en un mundo lleno de 
fallos donde yo brillo como un faro en una 
calle oscura y gris. Los fallos que he tenido son 
planificados perfectamente para aprender de 
ellos, las malas decisiones son mal vistas a los 
ojos de las personas comunes y corrientes, 
pero a los ojos de la perfección son                      
completamente planeadas.

Soy mi motivación para levantarme y para 
acostarme a soñar en mi vida perfecta y en mi  
planificación meticulosa de lo que es y será de 
mi vida, que ahora encuentro perfecta. 
Cuando hay algo perfecto se diría que no se 
puede mejorar, y es verdad. Llegué a un punto 
tan evolucionado de lo perfecto que ya                
ninguna decisión me hará ver como positivo o               
negativo, estoy en la cima y en ese borde       
inexplicable donde nadie llega. Pero Yo sí, 
porque soy perfecto y tengo la confianza 
absoluta para hacer lo que quiero y estar com-
pletamente seguro de ello.
 
Cuento mi vida como una película, una de 
drama, acción, romance y comedia, pero con 
un equilibrio perfecto entre todos esos temas. 
No soy un granito de arena en la playa, soy el 
sol que brilla y observa la naturalidad de la 
vida. El que mira los fallos y se ríe, el que                   

Por: Javier Salazar 9°

escucha y piensa, pero también el que             
percibe y actúa. Cabe aclarar que este no es 
un relato sobre mí, el autor; sino del "Yo" como 
la perfección en un mundo de mediocridad y 
sensibilidad a cosas absurdas. Para el que crea 
que soy como un dios, o como me percibo 
como uno, está completamente equivocado. 
Los dioses no son perfectos, Yo sí. Espero que 
ustedes, queridos granitos de arena se sientan 
tan seguros como lo hago Yo, aunque por 
obvias razones no creo que vayan a llegar a 
un punto tan alto como Yo, pero la perfección 
no se basa en un solo                individuo, sino las 
acciones que contribuyen para sentirse de esa 
manera. 

No hay quien los califique para ser o no ser 
parte de este poco porcentaje de estrellas                       
miradoras de granos de arena. Aunque               
sinceramente, como Yo, como Sol, me siento                    
plenamente orgulloso de mi luna, de mi tierra y 
de todo lo que soy y lo que hago. Mi mayor 
deseo para aquellos granitos de arena que 
quieren seguir la evolución para ser como Yo, 
es un largo camino que recorrer, pero sé que 
alguno lo logrará. Aunque ojalá terminen en 
estrellas insignificantes y Yo pueda mirarlos 
explotar desde lo ancho del espacio.  

No soy narcisista, soy perfecto



MICROCUENTOS

parte de este poco porcentaje de estrellas                       

sinceramente, como Yo, como Sol, me siento                    
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BOGOTÁ EN 100 PALABRAS

En el marco del concurso de Bogotá en 100 palabras, -organizado por la Alcaldía Mayor de 
Bogotá, a través de la Secretaría de Cultura, Recreación y Deporte, el Instituto Distrital de las 
Artes – Idartes, la Secretaría de Educación del Distrito, la Cámara Colombiana del Libro y la   
Fundación Plagio de Chile-, los estudiantes de grado Undécimo participaron enviando sus       
relatos. Se ha elegido una pequeña muestra para esta edición. 

LA CITA

De todas formas, me iré en Transmilenio, afirmé mentalmente mientras me ponía la chaqueta. 
Cogí la sombrilla y salí del edificio. ¿Será que le gustará lo que le traigo?, ¿qué me dirá cuando lo 
vea?, ¿qué cara pondrá? rápidamente se dirigió al punto de siempre. Sacó cuidadosamente la 
cajita de su bolsillo, la puso en el piso al lado de unas flores casi marchitas y se sentó en frente 
de la lápida.

Juan Manuel Carvajal 11ºA
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AFERRADOS FRIAMENTE

Era un domingo por la tarde. Estaban en la cama uno en brazos 
del otro. Era invierno, la habitación no tenía calefacción; estaban 
tendidos bajo un pesado edredón de plumas mientras uno de los 
enamorados terminaba su pocillo de café. No, definitivamente 
(dijo el primero), nada que hacer: por más que te abrace por toda 
una eternidad, nunca me calentarás. – Haz lo que te parezca 
(responde el cadáver), por mi parte, no te dejaré ir.

Juan David Guzmán 11ºA

LA CITA

Me levanto y bostezo, voy a llegar tarde al trabajo. La misma rutina 
otro día más. Me subo a la moto de mi compañero sin saber si comeré 
esta noche. En el camino siento una helada ventisca que me templa la 
mente. Repaso mi diálogo por quinta vez:
-Deme el celuco, la plata y hágalo rápido o lo chuzo.
Ya estamos llegando a mi sitio de trabajo. A lo lejos, veo una pareja 
enamorada caminando ingenuamente. Mientras cruzan mi puente les 
hago una pregunta engañosa. Apenas el joven empieza a asustarse, 
saco mi revólver y se lo pongo al pecho. 

Daniel Francisco Helo Puccini 11ºA 

Quedó entre los cien preseleccionados para el libro, Bogotá en cien 
palabras.
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RÉQUIEM

Mozart ya murió hace un tiempo; seguramente fue el 
veneno. Pero las melodías del maestro aún se escuchan 
hoy, tocadas con cacerolas y cubiertos, tal vez para 
señalar otra injusticia: otro Salieri.

Juan David Cortés Echeverría 11ºA

MI PRIMER MILLÓN

Si alguien sabe sacarle provecho a su lustrín es Juan, el 
embolador más joven de la plazoleta de las Nieves. Un 
día, al final de la jornada, un empresario de esos mal        
mirados le pagó por su servicio con un billete arrugado. 
Juan, al recogerlo y notar qué la cara qué se asomaba no 
era la de ningún paisano, sino la de un viejo verde y con 
peluca blanca, miró al cielo, sonriendo se persignó y salió 
corriendo a contarle a su mamá. 

Mateo Cañizares Muñoz 11ºB
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EL OPTIMISTA
Eran las 11 de la noche y había sido un día muy largo de trabajo, pero Eduardo no 
podía permitirse pagar un taxi o un Uber, así que decidió caminar hasta el paradero 
del SITP. Espero que el bus pase rápido - pensaba, cansado y expectante. Sin                
embargo, lo único que pasó rápido, fueron los recuerdos de toda su vida frente a sus 
ojos, mientras sentía una, dos, tres balas atravesándole el tórax. Alegre, y a la vez    
consternado, exclamó su último suspiro: Al menos...todo...ya terminó. 
 
Carlos Felipe Correa Velasco 11ºB

EL POSTE QUE LO VIO TODO

El 13 de agosto de una mañana fría en esta gran ciudad, escuché 
tiros de bala y sentí el duro impacto de una Jeep Cherokee no 
supe quién era hasta que flores, fotos, pancartas, listones y        
mensajes fueron puestos en mí, en honor a él, y desde ahí supe 
quién era: periodista, defensor de los derechos, la voz del pueblo, 
humorista y quien no le tenía miedo a decir la verdad, pero ¿quién 
lo defendía a él?

Santiago Hernández Serna 11ºB

BOGOTÁ LUNÁTICA

En una caminata espacial, dos astronautas paseaban por el lado 
oscuro de la luna. Al cabo de un rato, se percataron que ya no 
tenían sus catalejos ni las monedas para la flota de vuelta a la 
tierra. En busca de una explicación, uno de ellos miró su                   
localizador que leía: “COORDENADAS latitud 47º.6 sur y longitud 
156º.7 este; CRÁTER GARAVITO”.

Luis Alejandro Rodríguez Arenas 11ºB
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The writing process is unique and a very personal one, fortunately there are    
approaches that can be taught and learned and refined through practice. 
Inspiring young students to write is an ever challenging and demanding            
activity. This year our students in sixth grade learned how to use sensory details 
in an attempt to submerge their readers into descriptive texts. Later they            
explored the use of literary devices such as metaphors, similes, and                         
personifications. The descriptive paragraphs that follow are the result of a visual 
prompt and an effort to construct a coherent description using new vocabulary 
and the tools mentioned above.

Lenis Patricia Garay and Daniel Sarmiento
Sixth grade reading and writing classes. 
June 2023

The Life on the Beach

The cool breeze welcomed me as I walked through the sand. My feet felt 
like walking on a cloud. The sand's smoothness was unexpected, and its 
golden color made ir look like golden wool. The sea contrasted with the 
sand, its crystal clear surface made me feel absolutely calm, but its fierce 
waves and its movement made me though they were trying to catch me. As 
everything was on perpetual movement, a shy pair of palm trees were 
standing still. Their leaves were the only thing that moved on. Their       
movement was as silent as a whisper, however they moved calmy, their 
rhythm made them look like they were giggling at the beach, making me 
though that anything on that beach instead of those lucky leaves, could 
never be as happy and as calmed as them.

 
Written by: Santiago Huertas.
Grade: 6º C
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Written By: Santiago Huertas. 
Grade:6º C

The Life on the Beach

The cool breeze welcomed me as I walked through the sand. My feet felt 
like walking on a cloud. The sand's smoothness was unexpected, and its 
golden color made ir look like golden wool. The sea contrasted with the 
sand, its crystal clear surface made me feel absolutely calm, but its fierce 
waves and its movement made me though they were trying to catch me. 
As everything was on perpetual movement, a shy pair of palm trees were 
standing still. Their leaves were the only thing that moved on. Their move-
ment was as silent as a whisper, however they moved calmy, their rhythm 
made them look like they were giggling at the beach, making me though 
that anything on that beach instead of those lucky leaves, could never be 
as happy and as calmed as them.

Lenis Patricia Garay and Daniel Sarmiento
Sixth grade reading and writing classes. 
June 2023
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The writing process is unique and a very personal one, fortunately there are    
approaches that can be taught and learned and refined through practice. 
Inspiring young students to write is an ever challenging and demanding            
activity. This year our students in sixth grade learned how to use sensory details 
in an attempt to submerge their readers into descriptive texts. Later they            
explored the use of literary devices such as metaphors, similes, and                         
personifications. The descriptive paragraphs that follow are the result of a visual 
prompt and an effort to construct a coherent description using new vocabulary 
and the tools mentioned above.

Lenis Patricia Garay and Daniel Sarmiento
Sixth grade reading and writing classes. 
June 2023

My Experience With The Beach

When my vacation started, I was so excited and it was because I was going to the beach! As 
soon as I arrive, I was punched by the hot sun, which has brighten the sky, making a beautiful 
landscape. Also, had warmed the golden and hot sand, which by the way, was burning my 
feet. As I was following the golden sand path, I encounter with the clear and emerald sea, that 
welcomed me as I enter. And with the fresh green fonds at my surroundings, I knew the beach 
was my place.

The Secret Beach

One day I was on the beach and I could hear the calm, bright, 
and translucid sea singing with the breeze. In the crystalline 
water we can see the secrets of the sea. Of course the wet and 
smooth sand gets stuck on my feet. Meanwhile the tropical sea 
gives peace to my life. The enormous rocks shaped by the 
waves are sleeping and dreaming in the warm sand. The tall 
palm trees as a tower give shade to my life. The fronds of the 
palm look like the hair of my friend.

Written by: Samuel Camacho. 
Grade: 6º A

Writen by: Saul Abdala    
Grade:6ºA

The Golden Beach

As I entered the beach, the tropical gentle sun welcomed me by 
heating my body as the violent cobalt blue sea crashed with the 
shore and made a soothing sound. As I was walking by I felt the 
golden smooth sand in my feet and the balmy breeze in my body 
was comforting. The rough rocks were lazy leaning under the 
golden bright sun being warmed by it but getting tons by the violent 
waves of the sea crashing with them. When I was leaving that 
golden beach, I saw the crystalline cobalt blue water, it was                   
luminescent as bright as a gentle light  bulb.

Written By: Juan Pablo Chica S.  
Grade:6ºA
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The Dreamed Beach

The gold colored sandy beach looked at me, and 
with its hot mellow temperature, it asked me to sit 
on its smooth pebbles. Since I sat in the warm 
sand, I felt a glorious sensation that made me 
relax on those soft and smooth immaculate 
golden particles like a cat streching his body. The 
amazing beach waves killed me with their 
refreshing sound, they left some crabs as they 
arrived to the shore. The tall green palm trees 
made a soft sound with their green arms, the 
brown coconuts looked at me with three black 
eyes.

Written By: Nabil Avid.  
Grade:6º B

Written by: William Daniel Amaya Carrero 
Grade: 6º B

The Magical Island

The soft whisper of the waves on the beach tell 
me a secret. When I touch the smooth sand it 
feels as balmy as the sun, also it was very 
immaculate so the sand looked like little pieces 
of gold. The sky was like a sea, very turquoise, 
also it looked without any clods. The palm trees 
start to mutter a song, and when I look, they are 
dancing, and the mellow breeze helps the palm 
trees dance better because they are moving 
back and forth.

I Know Where I Am

I know where I am when I see the golden 
and smooth sand all over around. When I 
hear the friendly waves of the turquoise sea 
water. When I see the rough rocks all 
around staring at the horizon. ¡Yes! Im on 
the calm and warm beach. ¡Oh God! ¡I 
really enjoy having fun at the friendly 
beach!

Written by:  Juan Camilo Gonzalez.
Grade: 6º A
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Written By: Emilio Bonilla.  
Grade:6º B

Written By: Juan Felipe Camargo.  
Grade:6º B

Written By: David Santiago Clavijo Romero Páez Guevara Pinilla.  
Grade:6º B

Friendly Beach

My sweet beach, so colorful and with the sun 
giving her a hug every day. You are almost a 
wonder of the world with your golden and         
gleaming sand, also your beautiful sea, that is 
almost as equal as the sky that wakes me up all 
the mornings, and also with those waves that are 
foamy as a Teddy Bear. To finish I am going to talk 
about the Palm trees, that are as precious and 
large as a spaghetti in a pasta Bolognese, and 
their leaves, that are as green as a Colombian 
emeralds.

The Magnificent Beach

As I entered the beach, it greeted me with an                      
incredible shine. The turquoise sea water enveloped 
my feet while I looked at the waves. It coated me with 
a refreshing layer of crystal water. After that, my toes 
were warmed by a fine layer of golden sand. The slim 
palm trees undulate by the blowing of the mellow 
breeze. Its emerald leaves danced at the rythem of the 
low whispering of the wind. The majestic beach was 
perfect for me.

The Beautiful Place that is the Beach

I once visited a beach, one of the most incredible 
things that I had ever seen! Where do I start? First, the 
balmy, blonde sand. The fine, spotless, cover that 
warmed my feet. Immaculate grains getting stuck all 
over my skin. Then, I saw the palm trees, the thin and 
tall vegetation as tall as a lamp post, with emerald 
green leaves that undulated slowly, moving to the 
mutter of the dense, warm breeze. Last, but certainly 
not least, without hesitation I jumped to the crystal 
clear, turquoise water. It felt refreshing, reviving, a 
stimulating feeling struck my body. The sighing 
waters rushing my body while I swam past through 
them, after that, I felt great, tired but joyful.
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Written By: Juan José Cristancho.  
Grade:6º B

The Fabulous Beach

The fine, immaculate and golden blanket of sand 
recieves me as I arrive with a smile. The tall green 
colored palm trees whisper to me as I arrive. The 
rush of the turqoise water waves revives me with 
their relaxing sound. Finally all the beach is so 
fabulous and calm that you feel as it was talking 
to you.

Written By: Jorge Luis Gamboa.  
Grade:6º B

The Beach

The turquoise crystal water produced a relaxing rushing sound. 
The foamy waves crashed and slid towards the beach sand. 
The sand was gold, it shined with a bright yellow color towards 
the sky. The rough sand felt smooth between my feet. The wind 
wanted to whisper to me a secret with the palm trees that 
moved their rough trunks and greenish leaves from side to side. 
The leaves were the mouth of the breeze that whispered a 
message to me. The rocks were still and warmed by the sun 
that made all this place alive.

Written By: Samuel Giraldo.  
Grade:6º B

Paradise on Earth

This magnificent place recieves everyone as home. 
The crashing sound of the foamy waves made me 
relax while the water stimulates my whole body. The 
exhilarating sea refreshes me when the turquoise 
water waves crashing with my feet. The mellow, 
smooth sand watched me walk with it's inmaculate 
sand grains, this golden, coarse sand also hugged 
my body as I walked above it to the sea. While this 
happened the wind whispered to the palm trees, as 
it's emerald leaves moved laughing at the giant 
rocks. The emerald palm undulated watching the 
sand hugging me as it laughed as it's coconuts 
because of the joke the wind told her. This beautiful 
place makes me forget all my problems and stuff, 
with a moment of laughter
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Written By: Alejandro Guzmán.  
Grade:6º B

The Beach's Secret

As the boat was launched all over the slipway from the port, Jacob, nevertheless felt nervous, as he 
had never been before. The ship's tight movement kept all the lieutenants together, the passengers 
were busy minding their own business, but nevertheless Jacob kept thinking about the tight city; 
now the open sea. As the boat was getting closer to the miracolous beach Jacob had seen, land 
was starting to appear, in small quantities at first, but it continued to seem closer. 

The sea's color was dazzling, as Jacob was puzzled to notice that from the front view of the boat its 
color changed from the closer you were. The never-ending amounts of algae made it's color from 
bright turquoise from a distance, to a sparkling greenery as of a forest. Jacob was amazed with the 
splashing of the salt in the open sea water that made a rustling sound as the waves rushed at the 
big glittering boat, as if a friend had told you a funny secret that should never tell anybody.

”We are close to land.” The captain said. “You start waiting, start lingering on board 'till I order. 
Questions? I don't care.”

All the passengers in the boat saw in a distance only what could be described as a colossal, but 
friendly beach as a secret place nobody knows but you do, this made Jacob's face happy, as he 
had only been once. All the luggage was still in the respective place were it should be: In the 
bottom part of the boat.

”You town's folk go down now, we got on the beach, nice voyage!” The caiptan said. “Go out!”

The golden sand went through Jacob's feet and felt as a relief, all the city had ever prepared for 
him was nothing comparable like he had experienced in the last 5 minutes touching the amazing 
sand ant hearing the whispers of the salty fresh air of the beach. Here he could see only what he 
could never expected he could have before: happiness, true happiness. The feeling, and the beach 
were so amazingly beautiful they could only be described as the secret of the beach.
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Written By: Sergio J Álvarez.  
Grade:6º A

The Scourge of the Universe

The beach received me. With the shimmering 
light of the surrounding, crimson sea, and its 
pearl-like luminescent sand, it ate the world. Like 
a tumor, it ate, with its rocks, crashing in the 
waves, moving like a boat. The Sun was shining, 
with its frightening light, consuming the skin skin 
in my body. The seaweeds were watching in 
terror, seeing how the island moved and pulled 
them with it. The silence of the world, even with the 
island moving, the silence remained eternal.

Written By: Andrés Julian Angulo.  
Grade:6º A

The Incredible Trip to the Beach

The large wide beach welcomed me with gleaming light and a 
calm sight. The clouds were dancing along the sun with            
enthusiasm. When I entered the mellow, soft and gentle sea my 
soul was released and my creepy hair got wet, waves gobbled 
the weak rocks. The tropical place had golden smooth sand, 
where the tiny, insignificant pieces stuck to my feet. Enormous 
rocks felt the cold breeze in all their black body, they were 
moaning for help. The palm trees were moving side to side as a 
happy teenager, the fronds were chaotic because the greeting 
wind was bothering them.

Written  By: Alejandro Campos.  
Grade:6º A

A beach handcrafted by god

There I was, in middle of the beach, hearing the fearless      
crashing of the turquoise, and mellow waves that made a 
calming transition just like the sun appearing in the morning 
rushing all through the dim sky. The cobalt blue water             
shimmered and showed off the daunting water mass                   
expressing the beauty of the sea vegetation. As I walked along 
the beach, my feet felt the wet and smooth sensation of the 
golden pear-like sand with its mild temperature. I was tired, so I 
decided to lay against the enormous and uneven rocks shaped 
by the waves that hugged me in a weird way. Then, as I climbed 
its tilted surface, the rocky dust fell of while I filled my lungs with 
a humid air. Finally I approached the fronds and coconuts from 
the palm trees, but felt I reached the shiny sky were God was 
staring at me.
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Written By: Matías E. Cortés. 
Grade:6º A

The Beach of my Dreams

The sea with its turquoise crystal-clear water welcomed 
me with special happiness. With its gentle movements, 
the waves crashed into me as if they gave me a soft 
caress. The dry and smooth sand of the beach under 
my feet, gave me a warm and tropical sensation. The 
huge uneven rocks were tilted by the crashing of the 
sea waves. The tropical breeze that entered my mouth 
refreshed my entire body making me feel the calmest I 
have ever been. The green vegetation moved form side 
to side with the soft and refreshing breeze. The little 
birds, with their beautiful voices, sang to me a relaxing 
song.

Written By: Thomas Garcia R.  
Grade:6º A

A Day and a Beach

As I entered the beach the tropical smell crawled up my             
nostrils. The smooth golden sand almost shone as gold as its 
dry touch made me feel relaxed, it's balmy breeze slowly 
moved the pearl-like grains of sand as pebbles slowly came 
out like diamonds in a cave. The rocks leant against the trees, 
their enormous, uneven bodies are tired, their gray tonalities 
show their rough and long life. The warm gentle sea welcomed 
my skin. Its bright blue water shimmered as the waves crashed 
on the coast, its luminiscent waves died slowly at the coasts as 
the waters came back in. The emerald green palm trees             
playfully moved their fronds as their tall, hazel trunk firmly 
stayed like a soilder in a war. The cerulean blue sky slowly 
moved the cotton like clouds as the bright yellow sun shone 
through its dense clouds and seaguls flew throught the bright 
blue sky.

Written  By: Martin Franco Romero.  
Grade:6º A

Feel the Beach

When I got to the beach the mellow sand and foamy waves welcomed 
me while a soft calm breeze made my stressed brain find peace at last. 
The giant bored rough rocks made this beach look like a fictitious place 
were I could live one nice dream before io hado to wake up to my troubled 
life, and the smooth sand embraced my feet like thousands of tiny pillows. 
I could see the palm trees spying on me with their emerald leaves and big 
coconuts looking at me as if I was a tresspaser, its brown stiff and thin 
trunk produced a shadow so big that I could just sit there and read while 
the breeze did its magic. The sky was as blue as a smurf with no clouds in 
sight and the bright sun whose heat I could feel running through my 
whole body. And the sea transparent as glass with thousands of fish, 
turtles and corals among many other creatures. This magical place was 
the most beautiful one I had ever seen in my life the bad part was I had to 
wake up soon.
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Written By: Samuel Guerrero. 
Grade:6º A

 The Beach and Me

I arrived at the lonely beach. The cool and fresh 
breeze caressed my face gently, the soft and warm 
sand touched my toes with a gentle embrace. I could 
hear the crashing of the waves against the big rocks 
on the shore. The tilted rocks seemed to give a natural 
feeling to the beach, while the palm trees were      
shaking with the movement of the wind. I kept staring 
at the titanic size of sea, waiting for the bright burning 
sun to go down in a beautiful reddish sunset and the 
big sliver pure moon to come up in the clear dark blue 
sky to be with its friends the shining stars.

Written By: Juan Felipe Daza.  
Grade:6º C

The Magical Beach

He bright and blueness water offers a friendly afternoon 
at the beach and the crystalline color of the sea is as 
translucid as a piece of glass. Then, the golden pearls get 
stuck in my feet and the tropical breeze crashes in my 
face and ears, it seems to be whispering its secrets. Also, 
in the beach I find the rough and flat rocks, they are the 
heart of the beach. And finally, I meet with the emer-
ald-geen palm trees, the are very delicate and slender as 
a skyscraper.

Written  By: Juan David Gómez G.  
Grade:6º C

The Beach; a Landscape Full of Peace

A glisten, the sun giggling, reflects the bright-crystalline 
water, and makes it shine, as the submarine life enjoys the 
sun rays the most. My entrance; the soft, soothing sand 
received my feet over the kind and calm waves that raced 
to reach me. I admire the rocks that mirror the beach, glossy 
and wet, they make heaven jealous of nature´s masterpiece. 
The palm trees, with snug, cosy, and gentle movements: 
lovely for the breeze, and that is why the beach gives me 
peace.
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Written By: Samuel Guerra. 
Grade:6º C

 A Strange Day, an Unlike Beach

The beach welcomed me with a bright sun ray on my 
face. It shimmers making me close my eyes leaving 
me with just a short moment to admire the dark blue, 
rough sea crashing and devouring the firm, massive 
and rugged rocks. It was strange to have a great 
weather and terrible sea. Just the wind gave a cozy 
and refreshing moment, not only me but the emerald 
green palm leaves felt it, moving gently from side to 
side and when the smooth golden sand embraces 
my feet it makes me think “what is happening?”.

Written By: Samuel Gutiérrez.  
Grade:6º C

Paradise

I found a gorgeous beach. At first the translucid silicon water 
trapped me in its cold crystalline waves. When I arrived at the 
shore the tropical land had golden smooth sand that relaxed 
my feet. A cruise ship passed by while the polished rocks           
rumbled unaware of the metal titan wandering around. The 
miniature palm trees had leaves that moved gracefully with 
the wind. It was so perfect, it was heaven, the island of my 
dreams.

Written  By: Alejandro Heredia.  
Grade:6º C

My Peaceful Paradise

A glisten, the sun giggling, reflects the bright-crystalline water, and 
makes it shine, as the submarine life enjoys the sun rays the most. My 
entrance; the soft, soothing sand received my feet over the kind and calm 
waves that raced to reach me. I admire the rocks that mirror the beach, 
glossy and wet, they make heaven jealous of nature´s masterpiece. The 
palm trees, with snug, cosy, and gentle movements: lovely for the breeze, 
and that is why the beach gives me peace.
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