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Foreword

Welcome to As If We Were Gods, an anthology of writing by the seventh-grade students of IS 
187-Hudson Cliffs School in Manhattan. It was completed during a ten-week residency from 
December of 2017 through March of 2018 for Teachers & Writers Collaborative.

The goal of this residency was to deepen students’ understanding of the Spanish conquest of 
the Native American Aztec kingdom by bringing creative writing strategies into the social studies 
classroom.

We concentrated on three turning points in history: Cortez’s first meeting with Aztec ruler 
Montezuma, the conversion of the Aztecs from their native religion to Christianity, and the 
destruction of Aztec religious idols by the Spanish. Using pictures of these world-changing 
events, we asked the students to imagine that they were one of the people who were there for 
these events, and become “eyewitnesses to history.”

We asked, What would it be like to come face to face with other people and another culture so 
different from yours? Would you be able to trust each other? What would you be willing to give 
up in order to coexist peacefully? What would it be like to have everything you know and love 
taken away from you?

One of the challenging truths we asked the students to consider was this––that no one believes 
that they are the villain. Everyone has their reasons, whether or not we agree with those 
reasons or points of view. We told the students, You don’t have to like the person you’re writing 
about––but you do have to understand them. The fact that many students were able to do that 
shows both their skill as writers and their depth as human beings.

My thanks to Cynthia Chory, principal of IS 187, and to Assistant Principal Nilda Marrero for their 
support for this project. Special thanks to the Friends of 187 and to Parent Coordinator Isabelle 
Eaton for their enthusiasm and invaluable help in making this program possible. My thanks 
especially to John Holthusen and Melissa Velasco, seventh-grade teachers at IS 187, for being 
such strong and supportive partners in the classroom.

Finally, a big thank you to all the seventh-grade students of IS 187 for your hard work, empathy, 
and imagination. This book is for you.

David Surface
Writer-in-Residence
Teachers & Writers Collaborative  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Class 7-402

  Mr. Holthusen
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‘Cortéz asked him: Are you 
Montezuma? Are you the 
king? Is it true that you are 

the king Montezuma? And 
the king said: Yes, I am 
Montezuma. Then he stood 
up to welcome Cortéz…’
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As If We Were Gods

Jacob Layana

We have come a long way to this native land. The ocean wasn't that far now. I can still 
hear the waves crashing against rocks, and smell the salt in the air. Along with this land, 
there were many buildings that had an odd structure. Many people were cheering from 
on top of one of these foreign buildings. I noticed that they all spoke one language that 
wasn't familiar to me. They seemed harmless. They greeted us with many goods and 
palms.

A man with many soldiers by his side came toward us. He was dressed in fur and cloth. 
The crown he wore glimmered in the light. I guessed this great man was their king. 
Everyone had begun to quiet down. I greeted him with a handshake. Now, I was even 
more confident about taking over their land. They acted as if we were gods. They saw 
us as a powerful beings. These natives will make good servants for our needs.

Cortez and Montezuma

Liana Ruiz

There was Cortez and Montezuma,
right in front of me.
I hear other men running, the presence of fear,
the sound of yelling ringing in my ears.
Women and children curled up in fear.
Cortez arguing with Montezuma.
I only hear faint words.

Afraid

Julian Sandoval

I see soldiers that smell like sweat with armor, marching into our tribe. I also see my 
king surrendering to theirs like we are scared and weak. I hear that everyone is happy, 
but not me, because I know something’s not right. I can also see these giant deer that 
are also in armor. I see their leader has an evil smile on his hideous face. I hear some of 
his people speaking some weird language near me. I feel this weird feeling in my 
stomach that is really making me scared. But my people will see. They’ll really see what 
happens when you trust a stranger.
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Oasis

Henry Gonzalez

Just got off the boat watching these beautiful mountains and temples, strange people 
with olive skin dressed in feathers, leaves, and vegetation, the people offering us gifts, 
adorning us as if we were gods. I almost forgot that my horse was walking away. And 
when I caught up with my crew, I heard gasps and celebrations, soldiers from our boats 
clanking and clonking, staring with droopy faces. Smells and odors of sweet flowers and 
perfumes filling my nose with pure glory and admiration! The fruits of their island were 
most desirable, and the people are so nice, I just wanted to stay there forever. I hitched 
up my horse to a really nice tree and then went back to my ship to rest. It was the best 
nap I've ever had.

One Normal Afternoon

Lauren Viciedo

On one normal afternoon, I suddenly see huge clouds coming out of nowhere, and I 
hear canoes coming in from the distance. People are starting to come with weird 
clothing and sharp weapons, also very tall, strong animals. I'm confused and wonder, 
why are they here? Do they want to trade? I'm not sure, so I'm just going to keep 
fanning and see what happens.

Why Did He Come Back?

Madison Naranjo

Is he really here?
Is that really him?
I see our god shaking hands with my leader.
I hear my leader welcoming my god.
I smell the palm trees and the salty ocean.
I feel suspicious and surprised.
Why did he come back?
Did he come back to kill us?
No,
he came back to join us.
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War Has Begun

Pressly Delacruz

War. A war has begun. This war will continue and will never stop. I see men going 
against each other. I hear men yelling for what they are fighting for. I feel scared of 
what's going to happen to me. There are so many soldiers with many weapons and 
metal suits.

Cortez

Lola O’Harlem

The smell of sweat is irritating my nose. The smell of palm trees is taking over. I can 
smell the ocean nearby, full of sea life. I could smell the river nearby, full of sea life. I 
smell iron, armor, and metal. I see people. The temples take up most of my sight. The 
palms are in my view. I could see women lying on the floor, fanning themselves. There 
are people standing on the temples. I hear gossiping behind my back and all around. 
The sound of the ocean fills my ears. I can feel my armor. I can also feel stares from all 
around. I feel sweat pouring down my face. The metal armor rubs my skin. I feel fright in 
my eyes.

A Dangerous Day

Lynette Sarraff

It was a dangerous day.
There were many people screaming,
trying to get on boats, people fighting.
There were many people on the ground;
children and parents, many soldiers.
I had my armor on.
I saw many trees, people hitting,
trees falling on the ground.
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Almost Witness of a War

Sabrina Herrera

I see soldiers with heavy weapons and armor, sweat trickling down their faces. I hear 
our leaders declaring war because we are not giving up our land just yet. I smell iron 
from the soldiers’ armor and weapons. The smell of palm tree leaves fills my nose. Now 
I know what the women behind me are fanning with. I feel my mom’s arm surrounding 
me. She is trying to comfort me, but I am more than uncomfortable––I feel terrified, 
because I might be witness to a war. I look up at mama with fear in my eyes, thinking 
that I may die today. “What’s going to happen? Mama, hold me!”

At Last, They Came

Julius Aponte

As we waited for Cortez to get here to resolve the situation, I shivered with fear because 
I didn’t know who these people were, and I didn’t know what they would do to us. I 
couldn’t bear to smell the odor of the men because of the battle we just went through. 
Finally, at last, they came, and they were packed with a lot of shiny armor and big 
weapons. Then I felt my body shake, then freeze like ice.
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Who Will Win?

Layla Fitz

One of my commands was to stay here.
I’m afraid to be killed.
I wonder, who will win?
I want to go back to my family.
I want to be free,
free again.

Who’s Going to Help Us Now?

Lara Mladenovic

I am tired, hot, sweaty, and mad, just standing here waving this fan for nothing. We just 
surrendered to the Spanish. I can smell some fishy lies. I especially smell sweat on the 
other people. All I hear is chatter among the people on the ground and yelling on the 
temple surrounding me. But they have armor that shines in the light. However, my feet 
are burning hot in the sun like a potato in a fire. Who’s going to help us now? I know––
no one. However, the soldiers have heavy weapons and armor, sweat dripping down 
their faces. Wow, we have the same problem. But can someone get me water?!

Like We Were Gods

Daniel Escoto

As we arrive in the territory, we see lots of people hiding from us, as their leader was 
shaking hands  with ours. We see people surrounding us. We hear whispers of a 
language I’m not familiar with. But from what I can tell, they are talking about us. 
Furthermore, their leader greeted us into their land, but we plan to steal and conquer 
their land. We see kids hiding behind their parents in fear. The treated us like we were 
gods. The people look like they do not have any religion, so it will be easy to convert 
them to our religion.
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Take Anything You Want

Edgar Rodriguez

As we arrive in Montezuma’s city, we see a lot of Aztecs with palms, and some of them 
are carrying a bed with people on it. Also, as we are landing, we see a temple and 
Montezuma’s people on it, holding palms. My and my crew walk up to them and start to 
shake hands, and then Montezuma told us, “Welcome back, gods. This is your land 
now, your gold. Please take anything you want!” And we thought about that, and then 
made a decision to take their land.

I Look Back at My City

Jackson Kinsey

Look back at my city, as it may be my last glance. I gaze towards my men. They all 
shudder at the sight of their manpower. My people behind me, shuddering. Holding on 
to such little hope. Those that stand before me stand tall, soaking in the sunlight with 
their apparel. Their god and saints, a mere mirage to cover their poor judgment and 
their sin. A mere curtain for their “acts of kindness.” I grip the shaft of my sword, to see 
blood pooling and dripping from my palm. The blood of my ancestors. No. The Aztecs. A 
man steps forward. My men stand taller. Just as I prepare to charge, he puts his hand 
out, as if it's a form of trust. A mere mirage.
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‘Giving thanks to God that 
his soul had been 
enlightened, he said that he 
wished to become a Christian 

and to serve the emperor. He 
begged for the crucifix, so 
that he and his brothers 
might worship it, and the 
Spaniards wept with joy to 
see their devotion…’
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All I Can Do

Sonya Cabral

I feel the water coming down my head. The water is cold as ice, but I know that it’s for 
my own good. The Spanish say that once you have been cleansed of your sins, you will 
be closer to a so-called “God.” And when the water is done being poured, the priest 
says, “Now, my child…you are cleansed. You are now a holy child. When you die, you 
will meet our Almighty God. But you must keep believing. If you do, you  will meet our 
God every day.”

As I walk home, I see the line…it looks like it goes on for miles and miles. It’s funny how 
they think we are dumb. But we are not. We are ten times smarter than they are. This is 
our land. Not theirs. And I will make sure that we take it back from those snakes who 
are called Spaniards.

But for now, all I can do is lay low. I can’t have anyone find out my secret. If anyone 
finds out, they will kill my family. And I can’t afford any more loss.

We Are Next

Parker Slaton

I see weird men in robes drowning my friends. I see a long line leading to the well. I feel 
my mom’s heartbeat pounding. I think she is scared. I hear some chanting while they 
are drowning my friends. I'm confused. I wonder who these people are and when they 
will leave. I feel nervous because my mom and I are walking closer and closer to the 
well, and I think we are next. It's my turn to go in the water. People in cloaks are taking 
me to the water. I feel the cold water surrounding me. I close my eyes. I see nothing, I 
hear nothing, and I feel nothing. It's just dark.

This is What I Want

David Schagun

As I feel the water pour down my head and hear the chatter of my people, I am glad I 
am one of the many ones to get baptized. I hear the priest praying and chanting his 
religion, and I am just accepting it. This was the talk of the town. I see a whole line of 
people just waiting to be baptized. I feel the wind pass through me, knowing this is me, 
and this is what I want.
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I Don’t Want To Do This

Jasmin Dotel

Where are we going, Mama? What are they doing? Why are they here? Why is that 
man pouring water on him and praying? Why are we standing in this line? Why is that 
man yelling, Next? Am I next on line?

I don’t want to do this. Can I go home and sleep? My legs hurt from standing here in this 
line for hours. What is that guy saying in Spanish? En el nombre del padre del hijo y el 
espiritu santo, amen Jesus! All I hear is when he pours water on every person.

Where is my dad, Mama? I want to go home. We are next, he says. Step forward, kid. 
He pours water on me, and says, En el nombre del padre del hijo y el espiritu santo, 
amen Jesus! 
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‘These idols, the ones in 
whom they have most 
faith, I had taken from their 

places and thrown down 
the steps. When the Aztecs 
saw their idols destroyed, 
they wept and asked their 
gods for forgiveness…’
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Why Me?

Mexx Borjas

Why me? Why would they do this to me, to my people? Why would the Spanish throw 
the statues of our gods down the stairs? I begin to break down, question my decision to 
let the Spanish into our lives. As I lift my head from my hands, I can feel tears running 
down my face. I can see the statues breaking apart as they collide into each of the 
steps. The voice of angry and devastated people overpowers the one in my head. I drop 
my head into my hands again, because I cannot bear to look at the destruction that I 
have caused. If the gods are upset with my decision, I can accept the punishment of 
death as my consequence.

Please Forgive Me

Daria Maharaj

I pushed with effort. “Let me go!” Two soldiers were holding me, an Aztec priest. I was 
beside the temple, as they let those Spanish traitors push down our idols, our beliefs, 
and our will to fight. We don’t stand for anything without our beliefs. I pushed and I 
pushed; finally, as I started hurting them, they let go. I ran to see this monstrosity 
happening. I heard them grunt with effort, I heard people screaming cries of horror as 
their idols were pushed and were now hitting against the stairs. I wanted to do 
something. I really did, but all I could do was stare. My hands clenched. I turned my 
head to see those two soldiers grabbing other people. I stepped toward them and 
punched them; I just  couldn’t stop.

“Please, stop!” the soldiers cried. “We’re trying to help.”

The cries started to get louder.  I looked back to see those monsters getting closer and 
closer down the stairs, now that they’d finished throwing the statues of our gods.

“I was trying to help,” said one of the soldiers. “I’m trying to stop them from seeing.”

I fell to my knees. “Please, forgive me, gods.” I smelled the broken rock. I couldn’t bear 
it.

I looked at the soldier with the swollen, black-and-blue eye. “I’m sorry,” I said. The 
soldiers were good soldiers.

I didn’t know what to do.
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Our Poor Idols

Alba Zeka

No, I can’t bear to watch, watching those cruel Spanish throwing our idols to the floor. 
I’m falling to the floor, crying, while others are ready to attack. I hear others shout and 
scream, the idols falling down the stairs. Oh, our poor idols––what did they do to the 
Spanish? I’m afraid that the gods won’t forgive us, or that they will punish us. My hands 
are covering my face, while tears stream down my cheeks. I’m so ashamed that we let 
this happen. They just want us to be like them, but that’s never going to happen. Please, 
gods. Please forgive us.

Stop!

Carla Puello

“Stop!” I yell as I see the statues getting thrown off the temple. These cruel people don’t 
care about us or about our idols. They only care for themselves.  I see my friends 
suffering and yelling as well as me. Why did we ever invite these savages? Please 
forgive us, gods, for letting these people do this to you and for inviting them.

Please forgive us.

What We Are Doing

Lily Dodson

I watched as the Spanish soldiers threw those unholy idols down the stairs. I almost felt 
bad for them––I am nothing without Christianity. If someone took that from me, I would 
be nothing. What if these people are nothing without their religion? What if I just 
watched and did nothing as these people’s lives are taken away? I know I am doing this 
to strengthen our Lord, Jesus Christ, but what if they aren’t willing to join the holy faith? 
They just lost their religion––who knows that they would just want another one all of a 
sudden? I keep hold of my cross, and remember that what we are doing is correct, what 
we are doing is for the Lord, and if anyone is in the wrong, it isn’t me.
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All I See is Darkness

Dimitrios Sinishtaj

I can smell the dirty Spanish people, their disgusting odor. I taste bitterness and salt. I 
look at the Spanish throwing our idols. I feel my hard spear and I feel very angry. I smell 
the blood of the Spanish as I throw my spear. I hear people screaming and yelling. I 
smell the Spanish coming at me. I feel furious as more anger builds up. I see a group of 
Spanish tackle me. I hear them say, “A death penalty.” I feel my wife being dragged 
away from our family. I feel sad. I see the executioner coming to chop off my head. I 
hear an ocean-like sound. I feel my tears coming out of my eyes. All I see is darkness 
as I fade away.

Like It Doesn’t Matter

Kaycee Rodriguez

The sun is in my eye, the heat hitting my skin. The Spanish are throwing our idols like it 
doesn’t matter. I see the priest holding a cross. But this made me think, what about the 
things falling on top of me and crushing me? Who is this woman running from me with 
sharp nails and long dark hair?

The Anger in My People’s Eyes

Jayden Montalvo

As we saw the Europeans at the top of the stairs with our statues, we were confused at 
first. We then realized what was going on. The Europeans were backstabbing us. I felt 
angry! As the Europeans threw the first statue down the stairs, my people were yelling 
and crying. I saw the anger in my people’s eyes. How selfish can the Europeans be? 
They used us! As the statues came crashing down and breaking, I felt like my heart was 
being ripped out of my chest. I was hurt.

�23



I Ask Myself

Constantine Giorgadze

I see the Spanish throwing our idols down the stairs. I see them smiling and laughing at 
us with their evil smiles. I hear everyone crying and going crazy. I have a big spear in 
my hand. I can’t wait until I can attack the Spanish for my gods. I am very angry and 
upset. My spear is ready for action. Our amazing gods are on the floor. I have so much 
anger inside of me. Should I attack the Spanish? I ask myself many times in my head. I 
don’t know what to do. My anger has taken my whole body away from me. Why did they 
have to throw down our gods? Why do they want to cause us pain? I ask myself. But 
now, I’m going to cause them pain.
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Class 7-405

  Mr. Holthusen
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Should I Trust the Gods?

Julia Barg

I see the bright blue sky. The sun is shining like a thousand stars. A sea of shining 
helmets on heads are crowding our streets. The trees are dancing back and forth from 
the strong wind. I hear the sound of people’s armor clanging against each other. I hear 
the peaceful sound of birds chirping from afar. The horrid smell of the gods disgusts me. 
It is as if they have never bathed. However, the small of flowers being given to the gods 
is a pleasant scent. I am doubting if the foreigners are really gods. They seem like they 
are average, just like you and me. I feel the gentle cold breeze brush across my face as 
I walk away.
 
I walk to the other side of town. There is no sign of the gods. I feel safe. I see many 
people walking up and down the streets. I tell these strangers about the “powerful 
gods.” They agree that the gods don’t seem like who they say they are. They have 
already formed their opinion of the “gods.” They chatter among each other, “What 
should we do about the gods? How do we prove that the gods are fake?”

This Land is Beautiful

Thomas Jurewicz

I smell the salty ocean that surrounds us. I can also smell a nice smell of flowers that 
bloom everywhere. I see many friendly people surrounding us and they look like they 
are open to hospitality. Forward there steps a special one; he is surrounded by a lot of 
people and he has better clothes than the rest. He comes to greet me and we shake 
hands. I have no idea what his next move is going to be, but if he means danger, I am 
sure my men and I are ready for it. The rest of the people look amazed to see us. I am 
sure that they don’t know what a horse is because they look amazed and a little scared 
of it. This land is beautiful, and it looks nice to take, but somehow we will have to play 
these people for it. I hear the waves crashing into the harbor, and the people gasping in 
amazement at every move I make. I can also hear people praying toward us, and I think 
that it might be easy to take this wonderful land from them.

I Do Not Trust These People

Lucas Serrano

I see strange people approaching us, people I’ve never seen before. They seem to be 
the Gods. I see royal guards protecting one man. Why? There are so many people 
following one man. These people have weapons. Deadly weapons that can kill. It seems 
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as if they are trading. My master and their master. I feel frightened. What if they do 
something to us? Are they evil? Good? What are they doing here, and what do they 
want from us? In our land! I feel unsafe. Anything can happen at any moment. I feel the 
sweat dripping down from my forehead. I feel the goosebumps forming down on my 
neck.  I eventually see more approaching. I take a deep breath. I pray that they are 
good and mean no harm, that they are not here to hurt us. I hope that this is just a 
simple, short meeting. I do not trust these people. They seem dangerous.

First Greetings with Montezuma

Justin Sandoval

The man in the shiny clothes is about to shake my master’s hand. Should I attack? Or 
should I back down?  I can see the man with a giant deer. Why does he have one, 
anyway? And why does the stench of it smell so foul? The sound of the deer is like no 
other before. Now I realize that it wasn’t a deer. Me and the other people are confused 
Who is this man, and why does he want to shake my master’s hand? Why is he wearing 
shiny clothes? Who is he? As the water passes by on the horizon, I wonder, is this man 
our friend, or our enemy?

What is Going On?

Anekin Espinal

Person On the Balcony:

I’m high on the balcony. I see my family greeting others. I smell the ocean and feel a 
breeze. I see the trees and mountains; they make me wonder if I will ever go that high. I 
look at the ships, and I am confused. I feel the breeze of wind once again, and it feels 
as if I can almost taste it. Then I see the horse is in fear and I realize that I’m not the 
only one.

The Child:

I’m  cowering in fear. I’m crying with sadness. I hear the ocean waves and my mother 
screaming. I see my friends and family all terrified, and I see the others, also confused. I 
see others trying to get our attention, and I only have one main thought, and that is, 
What is going on? I try to look around, but then I fall asleep, hoping my family will be 
okay.
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The Mother

Angelina Sosa

I see people holding up their flags in the air. Women are on the floor trying to figure out 
what’s wrong. My son is screaming out, “Mommy” because he doesn’t want to get hurt, 
and he wants to feel protected. I am scared that people may pull out weapons and hurt 
other people, including me and my son. People are chanting about whose side to go on. 
I see a lot of motion going on between both sides. People from across the seas came to 
watch and chant along for what’s about to go down. I really hope that nobody gets hurt.

I Still Wonder

Charilin Ravelo-Perez

Many people are crowding around the God. His presence is very magical. Giant deer 
I’ve never seen before––they scare me. There are people everywhere. I try to hide. I’m 
scared. I see the huge man with really great clothes I’ve never seen before. I’ve heard 
he is “our God,” but never thought it was real. Many people are shouting, the giant deer 
is making weird noises. I’m trying to figure out what they’re talking about. My sister is 
trying to tell me something, but I can’t  understand a word over all the noise. The flowers 
have a great smell, but the deer’s stench is disgusting. The ground is covered with dirt 
and flowers and every sort of thing. I’m very confused. I don’t know what to do. I feel 
very sick. I ask myself, Is that really him? Is that really our God? I have many emotions 
floating around my head. A lot of people are crowding around me.

Still, to this day, I wonder who he was.

Why I Hate Aztecs

Susannah Hurlbut-Noonan

I don’t like this! I’m stuck standing next to these guys who look like they’re ready to do 
some sort of tribal dance to bring the Zah or whatever back to them. Well, I hope they 
twirl La-dee-dah off a CLIFF! And what’s worse, Macho-Nacho, the cool soldier, is 
looking my way! Now I’ll never be part of the cool circle––they’ll just keep taunting me 
about this! I’ll never live it down! These guys smell weird, like jasmine in a cool summer 
breeze, or lavender and lilies and stuff. Well, joke’s on them, because I smell like a 
MAN! Oh gosh, now the weirdos are chanting! They sound like a bunch of sick monkeys 
with cholera. I just, like, CAN’T EVEN with this place. I WANT TO GO HOME!!!
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The Child

Zachary Upson

I wake up to the sound of applause on the outside. The smell of roses and freshly baked 
bread is very heartwarming. I walk outside from my small wooden shack to see what all 
the commotion is about. The sun was beating down on us, but a small breeze made it a 
perfect sunny day. I see over a hundred people looking out at a figure in the distance. 
Wait! That's our new god! The god who we have all been waiting for! My mom runs out 
and starts applauding with the huge crowd. I start as well. I see our great leader 
Montezuma come out of his beautiful tent and walk on the silky velvet carpet that has 
been put out onto the soft sand to greet the god. They finally shake hands and everyone 
claps and screams, “Hooray! We love the new god!” Seeing the shiny soldiers of the 
god, I run to see a whole line of soldiers going all the way down to the beach. Huge 
banners with colorful symbols amazed me. I have never seen these symbols before. I 
am so excited for the god and what wonders he has for our people.

I Can See Everything

Adolfo Dilone

See the nice blue ocean. I hear the waves. I also see weapons and other people about 
to have war. I smell the fresh air, dirt, and the ocean as the wind blows right past. I feel 
the heavy wind blow right in my face. I'm so high up, I have the best view. I can see 
across the ocean all of the fish and everything in the deep blue sea. I can see 
everything, even the horizon. The view is beautiful from up here; it feels like I'm over at 
the clouds. But then I look down at the sea, and I see more boats coming. It seems like 
they are coming from the island right across from us and they are coming armed and 
ready to attack. But why, if the leaders are making peace? This must be a scam, but if 
they make any wrong move, I'm ready for anything!

No God to Us

Yehazayri Felix

Feel my mom’s arm on my shoulder, telling me to stay away from him. I'm surprised to 
see soldiers and our God for the first time. I'm confused to see our God greeting the 
invaders. These people are no gods. Gods wear fancy clothes, they don't wear armor. 
Seeing this makes me feel like mother was correct, he is no god to us. I smell the 
flowers that are around the floor, and being held makes me feel sick because this guy is 
no good. I feel betrayed because our god is not what I thought he was.
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Unsatisfied

Owen Delaney

There are people all over, shouting and crying. All of our soldiers are confused and 
uncertain about what is happening, but we follow Cortez as we enter the city. I see the 
citizens in nothing but their underwear. The leader, Montezuma, walks forward as his 
servant rolls a carpet out and he looks at us with a sense of awe and fear. The pleasant 
ocean smell that was here before us has been defaced by our stench. I can only 
imagine what these natives think of us. The gentle breeze sways the trees as 
Montezuma comes face to face with Cortez. From what I can tell, Montezuma has given 
us freedom to do as we please. The heat is getting unbearable, but I must stand still or 
fear being demoted. Suddenly, the natives’ attention turns to our horse. Have they no 
horses? The gears begin to turn in my head. We have never met these people before, 
and upon our first encounter, they give us praise and worship. Previous explorers have 
said these people are barbaric and kill anyone who isn't one of them. I came here 
expecting a glorious battle. I am unsatisfied with this encounter.

Blooming Colors

Evan Monge

I see the green cloth across the dirt as the dirt jumps on my arms. I smell the sweat 
from everyone crowding around Montezuma. I hear Montezuma's feet as he walks 
across the cloth. While I look around, I see all the beautiful bright colors. I hear 
Montezuma welcome Cortez. I feel the wind go through my sleeves. I see the trees 
stand over the crowd as if they are our soldiers. I hear the water glide onto the sand. My 
palms sweat while I stare at Cortez. I want to run away! Cortez does not seem like he is 
here for a good reason. I want to run, run, run! But I must stay... I look up to the 
beautiful light-blue sky and pray…

The Kid

Genesis Silverio

What's happening? I hear people shouting and talking and I wonder what's going on. I 
start pulling on my mom’s arm to tell her that I want to leave. But she just tells me to 
wait and be quiet. Her face looks a bit nervous. I start worrying. Are they going to take 
us and do bad things to us? Can they just leave? This is our home and they have no 
right come here! Can they just go away so I can GO HOME?!?
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Why Us?

Aliza Angioletti

There is a huge commotion on the ground as I see from above. It seems that it is 
caused by these gods. My people seem so happy to see these gods. But for me 
something does not seem right. I try to say how I feel to the people around me, but I 
don't because nobody is going to listen to me. They are so caught up in the commotion 
that I just don't. I hear everybody screaming behind me, so excited to see these people. 
I ask myself, Why did these gods come to see us? Why us out of everybody? That's 
when I realized they have to have a reason for traveling this far.

What Will Happen to Us

Ray Hungria

I woke up one morning to hear everyone mumbling outside my home. I look outside the 
window to see these alien sea ships ready to dock by our shore. When they came to our 
shore, there were multiple soldiers coming out with metal and shining armor. Their 
leader with a special helmet came out of the ship and was asking us, “Where is your 
leader?” Everyone on the shore was mumbling and was afraid. I heard the sound of little 
kids crying and being scared. Their leader then said his name was Cortez. Our king, 
Montezuma, came out and they both looked at each other as if they were crazy. They 
then started to argue about land. I was in my old world, thinking about what will happen 
to us in the future.

As If They Were Soldiers

Miguel Montero

I see my fellow brothers with big mustaches and this big crowd of people. I hear the 
ocean waves, the armor banging, the people cheering for our master, thinking he is a 
god. I smell the disgusting smell of my men, but on the other side the smell is so good. 
It reminds me of roses and other flowers. The soft sand feels good and relaxing, but it 
feels annoying when everyone is crowded on top of me. The only thing that is keeping 
me relaxed is the waves of the ocean coming onto my legs for a soft landing. I see 
beautiful women who are half naked. There are trees standing tall as if they were 
soldiers.
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Just a Matter of Time

Arman Zarmehrbakhsh

All around me strange things were happening. Mother tells me that that our god has 
finally arrived. I  am unaware of why or how they came, but I know they're a very great 
being. Around our god were many people. All of these new people wore shiny clothing 
from another land. Among the crowd of people were these giant deer. Whenever they 
would walk, I could feel the vibration under my feet. Some people got excited and 
wanted to observe these deer. I could barely see as they rushed past me. When I 
touched some of the shiny clothes which were also on the giant deer, it rattled and 
clanged. Though very beautiful and interesting, the deer had a horrible stench.

As more and more people arrived, the smell of sweat increased. The whole place was 
becoming very stuffy. Where did these people come from? They got closer, and I saw 
that some of our god’s people had weapons. After further observation, I concluded that 
they were warriors holding spears. Some of them carried flags too. Our emperor was 
talking to the god. I'm not sure what they were saying, but they seemed to get along.

The crowd was stirring with different opinions. Some were glad that our god had come, 
saying, “God has come!” But not everyone was happy. Some were scared, worried of an 
attack or punishment being done towards us. Personally, I don't really care. I'm not very 
well informed about this and have no idea what will happen between us. Something did 
startle me at one point. These giant tube-like structures were shooting huge heavy balls. 
It looks like it was an accident, so it's fine. Some of us got angry and were ready to 
attack, though. They were the same people who thought this whole thing was fishy. For 
now, this is all that has happened. It's just a matter of time before more happens.

Goodbye to whoever is reading this…

Monstrous Men

Kaylan Gutierrez

I see men walking up to our land. Who are they? What do they want? I hear their shiny 
clothes and swords clanging together. What are they wearing? I feel the heat of the 
bodies surrounding me, making me feel suffocated. My pulse is beating rapidly, feeling 
the sweat go down my forehead. The relaxing smell of the flowers calms me down. I 
hear the waves crash on the sand. I see our people talking to these men. What are they 
talking about? I feel nervous and scared. What are they going to do to us? These 
people are not good people. I feel they are trying to trick us into taking our land. Should 
we escape? I want to run, but I am too scared to move. I can feel my heart in my throat. 
I am getting dizzy. I hope these people just leave us alone and don't hurt us.
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The Terrifying Discussion

Gisell Avila

Am sitting on the floor next to the stairs, and I see the strangers walking up to our land. 
They are here and they're talking with my people. The sound of them discussing is 
making me anxious. The smell of the flowers is calming my desire to scream. I feel my 
body trembling in fear. The fear in my body is making me fear the worst. I want this fear 
to go away. I need to lay in peacefulness. I am praying and hoping everything will be 
alright. Why does this have to happen? Why can't the world be in peace? The scent in 
the flowers is filling the air. The air is blowing through the trees and the trees are moving 
rapidly. The strangers got on their weird animals and left. My fear went away with them. 
My lord said that everything is fine. But I knew it wasn't. But at least they left. Hopefully, 
they won't return.

The Not-So-Regular Morning

Issbel Collado

It was bright, so I thought it was a regular morning. Palm trees swaying and the glimmer 
from the sun hitting the sea. All of a sudden, I hear my master scream and he pushes 
me and my mother into the canopy. I look and look to see why he is screaming. A giant 
mountain is carrying people and these deer-like animals. The people hit our land riding 
the deer that is covered in something. Then I see him. “It's our God!” the master shouts, 
making my ears ring. My mom pulls me back to make sure I'm safe. A smell of the 
ocean is tingling my nose. The fresh smell of the flowers is making me feel a little better. 
The feeling of my mom’s heart beating was making me scared and nervous. I felt the 
tears of my mom’s cheeks dripping to my head. My mother whispers in my ear, “Honey, 
they might take you.” In her voice, I can tell that she is terrified. I want to scream, “Let 
me stay,” but I'm too scared for the words come out of my mouth. I'm staring at him, and 
my mother is saying, “Look away.” My master and him are talking about our land. Are 
they going to take it? Where would we live, I ask myself. These people were setting 
down their things. They have many things, from what I see. They yell at us to get out. 
What are we going to do now?

The Things I Sense

Angelina Cabrera

The sound of yelling is hurting my ears. The smell of dry blood is making my nose tickle 
and my heart sink. I can see the fear on the people’s faces, shaking and trembling. I feel 
the pain they feel when the sword goes through their body. I feel like my guts are 
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moving from one place to another. Why is it so painful? I don’t want to be here… I want 
to lay peacefully in my bed, looking up at my painted ceiling, with clouds and a beautiful 
shade of blue with the flying angels who look down on me. We should not be in a war. 
We should love each other and love one another with care. Do we really have to be a 
war? Is it so hard to share? No one should ever feel this pain… at least not the pain I 
feel. I hope no one else goes through this. I hope society changes.

______________________________________________________________________
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Deceived

Dorothy Nicholas

I can’t stand this! I bend over, crying in disbelief. Why would they do this to us? I don't 
understand. I feel tears running down my face. I feel anger. Our gods are getting thrown 
away like they’re trash, smashed down the stairs. As I look up, I see the broken pieces 
of the statues we cherish very much, vanished in an instant. As I raise my head higher 
to see what's going on, my tears start to calm down enough for me to hear people 
screaming and crying all around me. My heart begins to beat faster as my hatred grows 
even more. Then, I hear creaks and snaps, and as I look, another statute has broken on 
the ground in front of me. I'm furious now, but I'm too scared of what they would do to 
me if I try to act on my anger. I tear up again and go back to crying. I'm very upset at 
myself for not seeing that this would happen. They have deceived us all.

I Feel Terrible Doing This

Tais Cruz

I feel scared because I don’t want to destroy these people’s land and religion. I smell 
the stench and sweat of people around me. I see my fellow soldiers around me throwing 
statues  down the steps. I see Aztecs yelling for help. I feel like I should help them, but I 
don’t want to get in trouble myself. I am grabbing one of the Aztecs in my arms. I want 
to let him go. I feel terrible doing this to these innocent people. They have done nothing 
wrong. I see all the other Aztecs running and crying because we are doing this to their 
land. I don’t understand why we are doing this. I am scared for them, and for myself.

The Dark Secret

Lily Conner

I stood at the top of the stairs and looked down on the idiotic people. I can’t believe how 
gullible everyone is. To think that I, a genius, believe in a god is ridiculous! I was faking 
my religion for power. It is really easy. The only thing that bugs me is having to hold up 
this lower-case “t” in the air for so long. Everyone calls it a “cross,” but I don’t care. All I 
care about is getting the idea of a different religion out of these people’s heads, the 
people who are downstairs. I am at the top, with my brother and his friends. As we push 
their favorite statues down the stairs, one man started to cry. I saw people trying to put 
the statues back together. I heard mumbled voices from the men pushing the colorful 
statues down. I heard a crash as the statues hit the ground, but I didn’t turn my head to 
look; I was trying to pretend to remain focused on holding the cross. I felt my arms lower 
and shake. I couldn’t hold this for much longer. It didn’t help that the sun was beaming 
down on me. I can’t wait to leave this place.
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The Weeping Man

Martina Posmentier

The shattered, holy statues of our godly creatures are before me. These evil monsters 
keep destroying our sculptures. My mother made the shattered figure on the floor in 
front of me. It is our ritual that before someone dies, they make a sculpture of one of our 
gods with all of their belongings. My mother’s was so beautiful that our priest decided to 
place it at the top of the Holy Stairs. The only thing I had left of her was that sculpture. 
And now these traitors have broken it. My brothers are beside me. They all have 
different reactions. My oldest brother wants to kill every single Spanish man. My 
younger brother is begging them to stop. All I can do is cry. My mother worked so hard 
to perfect this sculpture with all of her belongings. All of our memories were in there. Her 
soul was in there. And now it’s gone, broken, shattered. I do not know how to live with 
myself for letting these animals  do this. I must return home now. I must pray. I have to 
beg for forgiveness. I was so foolish to think that these strangers meant well. All I hear 
is sculptures being broken, along with the souls of the dead.

The Wall

Anna Rezin

I put my head in my hands. I cry out, “No, stop!” I worked on each statue for so long. 
Each one, including some I made with no help at all. I hear someone yell near me. All 
the colors flash before my eyes as the statues fall down. All the colors flow out of me. 
Any time I made these, all my feelings went into the statute. All of the loneliness, all of 
the times people ignored me. But when I started making the statues, people started 
paying attention, but to the statues, not me. So I started putting a piece of me into my 
work, my feelings. All I want is to be noticed, to have friends, for people to like what I do.

I See My People

Victoria Rivera

I see my people being held back by those weird men, our beloved gods falling down the 
stairs, my men in fear of those people with weapons. They are hurting our people. We 
took them in, we gave them food and helped them. It’s not fair that they could do this to 
us. Tomorrow, we strike back at them for what they’ve done to us.
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Crushed

Liah Jimenez

Lord, no, your heart, your manhood, crushed, shattered, and broken into a million 
pieces. Just like our god. You feel the coldness of your skin, the grief and pain of your 
heart being crushed by strong hands. You touch the body of another Aztec. It feels 
warm and soft. As if he didn't even care. So unfaithful, you think. You hear the others 
crying and sobbing, looking for forgiveness. You see the face of the priest, looking so 
powerful. Why? Why did they do this? The dryness and dust clog your nose, which 
makes it hard for you to breathe, making you fall to the floor. Why me? Why us? What 
did we do to deserve this madness and pain?

The Priest

Armando Peña

I see a huge line of people wanting to come to our religion. I feel so lucky I will be able 
to baptize so many people. I see the other priest blessing the savages who are waiting 
in line. The odor of unclean bodies fills me with dread. I hear the water trickling down 
the savage’s head. As I pour the water, I feel the cup in my hands getting lighter. The 
smell of life fills my nostrils. I feel the grass under my feet. I hear birds singing all around 
me. For once, I look around and see all the beautiful wildlife surrounding me. I feel 
happy for these savages because by bringing them to our religion, we are saving them.

Am I Doing the Right Thing?

Donovan Tavarez

Smash! One goes down, and another was about to go also. Some screamed in rage. 
But I was doing this for a purpose. I see a man, shield and spear, ready to attack. But 
for what purpose? They don't know, I thought to myself. They don't know that the idols 
they worship are sinful and wicked. When we throw down the statues, we are cleansing 
their souls, and giving them rebirth as Christians. I want to be their guardian. I will be 
their savior. Then, another idol went down. After that, the people started to go down on 
their knees and started to pray. When this happened it was like all that rage and anger 
just suddenly stopped, and all that was left was sadness and… redemption? But for 
what? For their so-called gods that are evil and wicked? Questions were flowing through 
my head…was I doing the right thing?
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The Man on the Right Side with Shield

Laszlo Stein

The glint of the people’s armor blinds me, but I can’t look away. I’m fixed on that one 
spot where their hands are about to meet. The serpent god had arrived mere minutes 
ago in his huge canoe with his huge army. They just ran up to the docks and parked 
their canoes. Our spears and arrows had no effect on their soldiers, but their tender-
sticks killed us instantly. However, when the serpent god stepped out, we instantly 
stopped. He had returned. Now, though, he was about to touch his hand to Montezuma. 
They have a deer that is huge, and it has armor as well. Their army stretches very far 
toward the water, and more people are coming from their canoes. The noise their armor 
makes fills my ears, and the lapping of the waves is the only sound. The smell of their 
sweat poisons my nose, as does the deer. The rust on their armor also gives a terrible 
smell. I can feel the tension between Montezuma and the snake god. My shield is 
weighing me down, as well as my headpiece. The wind blows on me and ruffles the 
feathers in my headpiece. Then it happens. Their hands meet and I gasp; no one was 
supposed to touch hands with Montezuma. Some looked toward me, then quietly looked 
away. It was over; the serpent god had returned.

The Aztec’s Feelings with Their God

Isaac Chiriboga

The grand light that comes up from the sky, showing us early morning. Like dragons or 
gods, we don’t know how they function. Our legends tell us there is a god that controls 
this “super-sized star” which brings us light, but at the same time it tells us the time. The 
waves crashed at each other, making us wonder if it was possible to get across without 
using godly powers. The sea air tingled at our noses. I can hear how our god’s armies 
and weapons clanked each other; all of this made the air tense to each side; it wasn’t 
too hard to feel that. I see crowds of my people looking at our god, seeing what will 
happen. I felt the sun blasting its heat on our skins as I could taste my own fear of what 
will happen next. As our god bowed down, we bowed down with him.

The Moment

Uladzimir Khaustovich

The night had passed faster than the clouds that covered the moon, and all I could hear 
is the wind blowing firmly on the edges of the dark green palm leaves growing from the 
soil that was left untouched from the Aztecs who who claimed this land. I lay in bed, not 
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daring to move, scared to make a sound, because I knew someone was out there. I lay 
there in bed for a few more minutes, as the gentle wind had drifted me off to sleep…
I woke. I stood up, looked around, and saw something out my window. I heard a large 
crowd outside. I saw Montezuma. I saw this figure, a heavily armored king. I was 
scared. I felt the wind stop, no sound, no movement. It felt like God had wanted this 
moment to be remembered, no interruptions, and I felt like one wrong move would lead 
to death, and I just watched, watched this moment of history.

A Very Important Day

Jane Jensen Waggoner

This is a very important day for our king. Today he meets Cortez. Even though I was 
quite distracted by my overly excited, chanting peers, I was still able to hear people 
easily concluding that Cortez was a god who came back to rule us all. I myself am very 
skeptical of this presumption, as Cortez has been here for what feels like hours due to 
the boiling heat, yet, I am still here.

Cortez

Alexander Albin

As my men and I approached these new people, they were treating us like we were the 
savior. Then they said we were their “serpent god,” so they would be obedient. With 
this, we found weakness; we played it like we were, and we knew the land would be 
ours in a matter of days. The man who seemed to be the leader walked up to me with 
gold and riches. They handed them to me, then all of them bowed like he did. As they 
were greeting me and my men, they seemed so excited and jittery. Some looked 
skeptical, but the vast majority seemed to buy it.

The Hotness of a Summer Day

Marianna Mchedlishvili

I see people cheering, I hear people talking. I see two people putting a green blanket on 
the ground as a path. I feel the hotness of a summer day. I feel slow, warm wind 
touching my hair. I smell dust. I smell people’s sweat floating and flying in the air. I see 
Cortez reaching out his hand. I see us shaking hands. I’m looking into Cortez’s eyes. I 
kind of feel nervous. I feel his skin touching mine.
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Gods Until We Die

Julian Villatoro Cardo

When me and my army saw the god, we wanted to treat him well and spoil him, also his 
fellow people. We wanted to make him feel as comfortable as possible, like a home 
almost. But as soon as we saw what they were carrying, we decided. We will treat them 
to anything, then ambush them. We will all be rich, eat what we want, and even be gods 
until we die. Also, we will try to make everybody healthy or, if they are hungry, try to feed 
them and help our young ones. I am surprised at how much I have thought, and we 
have not even shaken hands. Pretty funny how messed up I am. This is a cruel world––
in fact we don’t even know what they’re going to do.

Two Gods in One Place

Nelson Olivo

I am the woman sitting down, just waiting for this all to end. I see Montezuma and 
Cortez meeting for the first time. Them meeting makes me curious about what’s going to 
happen next. The ocean’s beautiful smell makes me calm. The rough stairs are making 
me uncomfortable. I’m afraid of this conflict ending horribly. My heart is racing and 
sweat is running down my cheek. I want this all to end. I hope it does. I still wonder who 
these people are, but I dare not ask. There can only always be one powerful god. Two 
gods in one place never ends well.

A Person on the Pyramid, Waving the Fan

Leda Hegedus

From my home I can see people gathering around, craning their necks to see the large 
canoes, the size of mountains approaching. It is coming closer and closer, and 
everyone can hear the large monstrosity creaking and groaning as something is thrown 
out of it, and it suddenly comes to a stop. It was as if time froze; no one dared to utter a 
breath. As more people gathered, they called to me, for it was my job to greet the 
people of importance. I ran along the temple, breathless, as strange creatures 
proceeded to come out. I heard murmurs; they are saying that our beloved god has 
returned. As I see the fan waving shakily in front of me, I can hear the crashing waves, 
and the sound of the serpent’s skin. I feel fear as the silver warriors close in on our 
lands and people. I don’t believe these wretched things are our wonderful gods, but 
more like monstrosities and predators, and we are the prey.
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More is Yet to Come

Alexander Kobakhidze

The sound of metal footsteps concerns me a great deal. I quickly warned our leader 
Montezuma about the potential danger to come from these unknown entities. When we 
heard the footsteps again, my heart almost stopped. The sight of seemingly thousands 
of warriors put multiple chills up my spine, but Montezuma wasn’t afraid. He walked 
closer to the warriors––they might be gods for all we knew. I felt proud, but also very, 
very concerned, not only for Montezuma, but for our own sake as well. I had no idea 
what these people were planning to do to us. At this point, everyone was gathering 
around the pyramid, ready for the potential carnage that might happen. Everyone 
around me kept wondering the same thing I was––“Who are they? Are they gods?” 
Someone even dared to ask them who they were. They replied, “We are all gods, but 
we seek nothing but peace with you.” After a few more minutes, Montezuma told us to 
return home. To this day, I still have no idea what happened, but we will know soon. All I 
do know is that people from other places came here and discovered Montezuma, our 
god, and our people. More is yet to come, but for now, this is all the information that we 
know. Whatever will happen next is a mystery.

Here They Come

Arieta Salovic

Here they come, the Europeans. They have brought deer and their ships with lots of 
weapons. I saw my family come out of our mountains, screaming, “He’s here! He’s here! 
He’s here!” thinking it was our leader. I see them running out of their ships. I smell the 
ocean breeze. I smell the sweat running down their faces. I hear Cortez speaking a 
different language while the girl was translating. I feel the wind blowing on my hair. I feel 
the ground shaking as they walk.

Where the Ocean Is Blue

Virmely Bruno

Where the ocean is blue, where the sky is happy and the humid air is blowing in my 
face, I am feeding Montezuma. I see Montezuma and Cortez. I see horses and flags 
representing the Europeans. I hear the different languages spoken by different people. I 
hear distant talking. I wonder what they are saying. I see undressed women sitting 
there, looking tired and exhausted. I smell the flowers being given to Cortez. I see my 
flowers that have fallen. I will pick them up. I see Cortez and Montezuma going to shake 
hands. I notice the other people struggling to understand our language. We are 
struggling to understand theirs.
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Horse’s Point of View

Milan Borjas

I see my god, Cortez, and Montezuma handshaking for peace. I am wondering if peace 
is coming between them. I hear the yelling and screaming for a truce. I smell the metal 
of the shining weapons of Cortez’s army being pointed at Montezuma. This weight of 
people on my back is making me sore. People are pulling me towards the agreement. 
These men with shiny weapons pointing, just in case anything gets out of hand. I feel 
some type of confusion about what’s going on right now. I want a truce so there can be 
peace between both sides.

Facing Montezuma

Nayack Perez

The smell of fresh blood making my stomach ache. The fresh breeze hitting my face 
while I wait patiently. I could hear all the people getting nervous. There’s kids hiding 
behind their mothers who are as scared as the kids are. I’m facing Montezuma and my 
nervousness shows as I sweat. Cries and nervous people all around me.

It’s a Beautiful Day

Bardalis Sanchez

It’s a beautiful day in our island. The sun is shining and the birds are singing. I see these 
strange people coming over our land. Our people come out to see what’s happening. 
Me…as any other kid, also comes out, ‘cause I’m curious. What makes me more 
curious is the fact that these strange people are wearing shiny, not-so-colorful clothes, 
or armor. What makes me confused is the fact that they’re speaking/interacting in a 
different language, not like our language. The weird smell of these strange people is 
making me have bad intentions, because I still don’t know why they are here…in our 
territory! I have so many emotions going on because I still…what if…if they have come 
to attack, but on the other hand, now that I think about it, who knows if they’re here to 
be friends or to trade. Oh well, I guess to figure it out, I’ll have to wait.
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The Bright Colors

Verenice Estrella

The bright colors shining in my eyes. The metal of swords shining toward my face. 
People screaming all around me. The waves of the water are really relaxing. The smell 
of the metal all over Cortez’s body. The smell of sweat off of people’s bodies. The 
flowers smell really nice where I am surrounded by them. The smell of the salt in the 
ocean. The tiredness. I have the type of feeling like my feet are about to get many 
bruises and cuts. My hands are tired of holding the green carpet.

Insecure

Mia Goldman

Seeing these strangers made me feel very insecure about myself. The smell of the 
ocean made me really want to go and swim with my friends or go fishing with my little 
siblings, Jenifer and Jacob. The sound of another language made us feel insecure. I 
didn’t know whether or not they were being nice or mean. Seeing mothers and their 
children backing away and then watching again. I felt insecure!

I Need to Focus

Ariana Palamar

I see new people entering my land. People with fancy shiny armor. Looks like they are 
speaking gibberish, a foreign language. What is that deer doing there? It has fancy 
armor, almost like the men. Looks like they overfed it. It looks very overgrown. I didn’t 
know deer could make noises. I am holding the dirty green carpet so that my King’s feet 
don’t touch the ground. God knows what he would do to me if his feet did touch the 
ground. I see a very old man sticking a cross into the ground. OUR ground. Who does 
he think he is? The smell of sweat from the men with the foreign language is filling the 
air. I need to focus on my job and not get distracted.
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My Heart Is Racing

Marcia Hernandez

The people look real small from up here I feel the wind in my face. People waving and 
people throwing flowers. I can smell the flowers. I hear people clapping and screaming 
in fear and happiness. I smell the sweat. My heart is racing because I don't know what 
is happening. I feel the wind in my face. I can't really see what is happening, but I hear 
the loud noise. All I can see is a lot of people running and screaming, and there is a 
large group people in one place.

This Was the End

Ethan Park

As I was working with my aunt in her shop, I heard a loud boom. The sound broke the 
sound barrier. Another loud boom. My aunt told me to stay inside and wait until it would 
end, but the booms kept coming. I stepped outside. I saw fire, and many of our village 
buildings were destroyed and in pieces. I saw a large mountain with people marching 
out of it. They wore fancy clothing and they held sticks that made fire and sparks come 
out of them. And then I saw my uncle on the ground. Dead. He had a giant ball of metal 
on him, from what seemed to be coming out of a bowl of sparks and gray powder. The 
men were on the biggest deer of all time. Our army was nothing compared to them. This 
was the end. I knew it.

It Is My Turn Now

Azalea Twining

The flowers in my hand are fresh and vibrant, their smell is sweet like honey. Mother 
and Father sent me here against my will. They sent me with the flowers, for the priest, 
not at all as a comfort to me. They say that everything they are doing is for me, for my 
protection, so that I am safe if the Christians try to harm me. They say they will not harm 
one of their own kind. I do not believe them, coming to our land just to change our 
religion. They want more. You can see it behind their deceivingly welcoming eyes. As 
the priest pours the holy water onto my older brother’s head, I wonder what makes that 
water so holy, that water that makes my people something we are not. It is my turn now. 
“An offering to your god from my family.” The priest handed the flowers off to another 
man who put them on a large stone with a cross on it. “Bend over,” the priest said 
forcefully. The painfully cold water trickled down my face. Would water really protect 
me? Or would I need armor instead?
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A New Start

Helena Canning

It’s my turn. I step up. I make the sign of the cross. I bend over, knees slightly bent. The 
cold water rushes on my hair, down my back, and drips on my toes. I walk away. I'm 
committed. I'm forced. This is the new me. I look over and see my old god on the floor 
on its side. I feel as if I betrayed him. Everything gone. My life is gone. I feel as if I am 
reborn into this new life with new people, and most of all, a new god. Everyone feels this 
way, heartbroken. I look over, and my hair flips water everywhere. I see toddlers getting 
baptized. They have a new life too. But, they never lived their old one. This is a new 
start. A new start for everyone, not just for me, but for my people.

By My Side

Adler Espinal

I feel the splash of water dripping down my face. I feel that God is watching over me 
right now. The priest said such unique and special words, it made me feel blessed. The 
others behind me felt jealous and were anxious to have their turn. The grass beneath 
my toes gave me a good feeling, the feeling that God was by my side.
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The Blessing

Angelina Corniel

I was poured into a big brown bowl. Hearing myself crashing down to hit the top of the 
bowl. I could see the priest above me, holding a little cup in his left hand, getting to pick 
up some of me to pour on the people getting baptized. I could smell the sweat of the 
priest’s hand as he went to grab some more of me. I could feel the happiness from the 
people getting baptized, that I’m the holy thing that’s bringing them close enough to 
God. As every person took their turn, I could see them look at me, seeing their 
reflection; it’s like they were trying to tell me, Thank you, thank you for letting us have a 
blessing of God. Hearing the thing they are saying in their head as one drop of me 
touches their scalp. I’m the thing, the blessing, the holy blessing to these people. I am 
the holy water.

Nothing Will Ever Be the Same

Basma Elbagory

As I stand in line, wondering how on earth did I get here. I've been waiting for what 
seems like a neverending day, but I don't dare put my son down. His delicate and 
angelic hands are the only things I can hold onto. I am getting baptized. The only 
reason I could ever bear to do this is because it will be one less thing the Spaniards can 
come at me for.

I woke up this morning with my hands shaking. Leaving my home, the only safe place I 
have, is like leaving a sick mother at home who might die. I checked on my son, got 
dressed, and forced myself out of my safe place. As soon as I laid my eyes on the men 
in brown robes, I regretted everything and I wanted to run back. My legs were frozen in 
place. All I could do now was walk forward. I stood behind another man, and I could see 
the fear in his eyes too. I rocked my son, but no rocking could stop this. It finally hit me; 
nothing will ever be the same.
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What Have We Done?

Chloe Roberts

Oh gods, what have we done? We let these strange new people into our temples, and 
they’ve destroyed you, so that we may not pray to you. I am so sorry. The moment 
these people got here, I could feel that they were here for their gain, not ours. Their god 
doesn’t even make sense! He is just as sinful as us all. But maybe they’re right. Maybe 
you were angered by the materials we used to make your statues, and for that, please 
forgive me! All of us! We let this happen, but we will never let it happen again.

All I Could Do

Aliana Solorzano

I start running towards where I heard the loud noises. Oh no! Why? Why are they doing 
this to my precious statue? I felt like I should run over and stop them, but my friends are 
pulling me away. All I could do was watch, watch all of those terrible men ruin my king, 
my god. It hurt me so much to see the smoke from the ashes and crumpled pieces rise 
into the air. The smell of dust is making me dizzy. Luckily, my friends were there for me. 
When I could finally take my eyes off of the destruction,  all I could do was pray, pray 

�49



that our life would be okay. I wondered, what would we do without him? Who will our 
next ruler be?  I hear so many people shouting Yes, other people shouting No. Many 
people, just like me, are trying to shield their eyes. What a disgrace, I hear some people 
yell. I hope our kingdom will remain the same.

The Saddest Feeling

Liana Ruiz

I feel two soldiers holding me. I try to break free, but I don't do so well. The saddest 
feeling runs through my heart as I see the Spanish breaking my gods. Please forgive 
me, I pray, for not protecting you. I'm trying to think…maybe I can grab their swords, just 
maybe. But I try and fail. My dress is flowing in the wind. I start to cry and close my 
eyes. I hope this is over soon.

All Hail the Christian Priest

Jack Goss

As I stand on top of the Aztecs’ beloved temple, I raise our cross, our inspiring symbol of 
Christianity. With this, I abolish all of the Aztec gods, bringing ours to glory. As I look 
below, I notice the struggling Aztecs, as their idols tumble down the temple steps, 
smashing into millions of pieces. The screams of the Aztec priest are overwhelming, 
along with the cheering of the Spanish, and cries of the Aztecs. The wind is blowing 
across my skin as the power of Christ compels the earth. The sweat I smell of my 
people dragging the idols is horrific, but the fresh air created from the cross combats it. 
Above everything else is my overwhelming feeling of pride. All I know that is definite is 
that the Aztec beliefs are no more and the Christians have finally taken over.

We Needed Them

Aleksander Prroj

We were weakening their morale. We were  breaking their their will to fight back, 
although some were stubborn and didn’t give up easily. But we were stronger, better 
thinkers. We had the upper hand. Our God was the only one. They were lucky we were 
only taking down their gods––we were capable of much more damage. We could have 
burned this place to the ground, and destroyed them once and for all. But we couldn’t, 
because we needed them. We needed control.
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The Spanish Priest

Zoey Parrilla 

I see the sky as I go up on the pyramid to bless these fools who worship more than one 
god. But I am not just blessing the people, I’m blessing the area. This is now the area of 
God. As I am making my way up, I see the leftover idols of these “gods” being thrown 
over. Finally, those idols are gone. To be honest, that has been bothering me ever since 
I got here. I see a woman being held back. She tried to fight, but it didn’t work out. I hear 
people behind me praying to God, our savior. Then I hear the Aztecs begging for 
forgiveness from their gods. I hear the Aztecs screaming, begging us to stop, but that 
will definitely not happen. I feel empowered through God. I know that God will be 
pleased with us. I feel the perfect engraving of the cross as I lift it up to bless the people 
and the area. As I feel my eyes open after I’m done blessing, I feel Cortez’s hand on my 
shoulder as he says, “Good job.”
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Why Are They Doing This?

James Millery

I see an entire new village with new people. I hear the neighing of the horses. I hear the 
rattling of Montezuma's armor. I have never smelled this new tree scent, I can smell the 
ocean salt water, the nice scent of the flowers on the floor. My heart is racing, filled with 
fear, not knowing if one of them will attack. I don't understand what is going on. Why are 
they doing this? I want peace between the two tribes so we can be stronger and less 
weak.

I Want to Be Like Cortez

Luis Taveres

There is a big horse, a lot of people, and Cortez and the weapons. I can hear people 
shouting, horses neighing while jumping in the air, horses stomping on the ground. I can 
hear cheering from the other side, and from this side, I can smell dust from the ground, 
and I smell the body odor from the horse. I smell sea water and the scent of flowers that 
people are throwing, and the ones on the ground. I feel the horse struggling on the 
leash, and the vibration of people  stomping and clapping. I feel people pushing each 
other because of their excitement from Cortez being in the village. Cortez gets the glory, 
attention, riches, fame, a horse-holder, and people cheering for him…I want to be like 
Cortez.

Why Do I Have to Be Here?

Hailey Hilario

I was by the ocean taking a nice swim, until I heard these people invade the land. They 
had more modern clothing than us. They were really pale, and the way they were talking 
I had never heard before. I didn’t know what to do. The things that they had in their 
hands didn’t even look like weapons. It was unbelievable. I didn’t want to talk to them 
because I am not sure if they speak a different language. I really wanted to shake their 
hand but my mom kept pulling me back. I hear Cortez and Montezuma talking to each 
other. Everyone is pushing and stepping on my feet. I ask myself, why do I have to be 
here?
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I Was Near the Ocean

Eleny K.M.

I was near the ocean making houses with my family. It’s a nice day, the sun is out, 
people are making food. Now these people are coming to our land, looking for a space 
to take over. They bring things for their house. I saw guns about. I also saw them with 
different food. Me and my family were dancing and eating until a person came in, and I 
hear people saying that our god came. I see big deer, weapons, Cortez, people on the 
floor, people giving strangers their stuff. People are scared. Then I hear people yelling. I 
don’t know what was going on. I thought I smelled flowers, deer poop, and the deer’s 
body, I feel sand, flowers, leaves, and people near me.
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I See the Spanish

Marcia Hernandez

I see the Spanish throw the god statue. I feel sad and lonely. I am hoping the god will 
forgive me for not stopping them. I am praying for their forgiveness. I see the statue 
broken into a thousand pieces, and I see more statues falling down the stairs. I want to 
fight back, but I can’t lift up my head. I hear the people crying and saying, “Stop, stop. 
Stop them…” I smell the dust from where the statue fell down the stairs. I feel the wind 
blowing hard like it’s mad.
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I Can Hear Them

James Millery

I hear the crashing of my idols. I hear my people screaming, “No.” I feel the drops of the 
tears of my people on my feet. I feel the wooden spear in my hand. I see people 
throwing my idols down the stairs. I see two soldiers holding someone back. I smell the 
scent of metal. I want revenge on the Spanish for destroying the idols. I can hear them, 
my gods, saying, What are you doing? Fight back. They feel angry with me. I can feel 
what they are feeling.

I Want to Stop It

Hailey Hilario

I see the statues tumbling down the stairs. I see the soldiers picking up a statue one by 
one. I see the Aztecs crying. The Aztecs look like they want to fight with the soldiers. I 
feel the ground shaking because the soldiers are throwing the statues on the floor. I feel 
the pain that everyone is experiencing. So much is being destroyed in my home. I hear 
the Aztecs screaming and shouting. They are telling the soldiers to stop. I hear the 
Aztecs’ weapons getting ready to be thrown at the soldiers. I smell the warm air that is 
around me. I smell the dust from the broken statue because of the Aztecs. The odors 
from the Aztecs’ clothes they have is so different then anything I have smelt before. The 
Aztecs are feeling upset because their really special things are being destroyed. The 
Aztecs want the soldiers to stop because they are destroying their things for no reason. 
I want to fight back because they are doing things to my people and my home and I 
want to stop it.

I See People Crying

Luis Taveras

I see people crying and praying, and their objects being destroyed. I see a lot of stairs. I 
smell wood on the dirty floor and people’s sweat. I hear people crying and screaming. 
The wooden statue getting smashed down is loud. I hear the priest saying words to 
calm the Aztecs. The soldier on top of the stairs wants the Aztecs to learn their lesson 
and not to mess around with the Spaniards. I feel angry and nauseous because of the 
hot body armor and the hot sun. I am moving around too much in this heat. 
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Free and Happy 

Eleny Martinez

I see my family standing up in the center of the floor. I see something that I do not know. 
People keep saying it is a cross being held up. It is held by some guy wearing a blue 
blanket or something. I see people saying they see flowers but I do not see them. I hear 
people crying and breaking things. I’m not sure but things are falling off the stairs. I hear 
people screaming. I also hear the madness that people have and I hear two guys talking 
about me. They are holding me with their bare hands. I smell the flowers that they see, 
but I wish I saw them. I smell old clothes that the two guys next to me are wearing. I 
want to get out of these men’s arms and I want freedom. I want to be with my family. I 
want this madness to stop. I also want these strong people to leave and stop coming to 
my country; that way, we can all be free and happy once again. 

He is Angry

Antonio Kassab

He sees the Spanish throw their statues down the stairs. He hears yelling of the Aztecs. 
He feels very angry. He is angry because the Gods mean a lot to him. He smells the 
broken statues. He wants to kill the Spanish because they are throwing their statues 
down the stairs. He just wants his statues back.
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