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Editor’s Note
Dear All,
I am pleased to present to you this third issue of Seshat! Since this is a mini-summer
issue, you’ll notice that it is far smaller than our previous issues, with only four writers and a
homeschool artist featured here. These writers gave an incredible contribution with their
writings, and I am grateful to all of you who continue to make Seshat a special place. Thank
you, all of you, for your special contributions with your fictional work and poetry.
I’d also like to extend an additional thanks to our cover artist for this issue, Selah
Joy—a homeschool artist who allowed us to use one of her photography pieces for the
cover art. Thank you again, Selah, for letting us use your artwork for this issue’s cover!
I hope you all enjoy this issue and consider submitting for our fall issue!
Kind Regards,
Maribel C. Pagan
Founder and Editor-in-Chief
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Elena Grace Streett
The Latin Teacher’s Daughter
Dr. Brandon Reed Ph.d. sighed and ran a hand through his shaggy black hair. This
teaching job wasn’t exactly what he had expected, but it was all he could find on such short
notice. It’s only for a little while. He reminded himself, Only a year or two. Just until Westcove
Seminary has an open job. The classroom doors opened and a flood of teenage boys and girls
came pouring into the room and settled in their desks, looking up at him with slightly bored
expressions. “Good Morning,” he said, “my name is Mr. Reed and I’m your new Latin
teacher.”
***
Tabitha Reed closed her eyes, then opened them wide to keep herself from drifting
off as her father explained the elementary principles of Latin that she had known since she
was eight years old. “Us, i, o, um, o,” she chanted along with the rest of the class, “i, orum,
is, os, is.” Masculine noun endings, second declension, she thought to herself, I’ve known these for six
years! She had expected the public school kids to know more than she did, and in some
respects, they did. But as far as Latin went they were at a level with her younger brother
Timothy who was in fourth grade. I guess it just depends on how you look at it, she thought, I mean,
I’ve never heard of the stuff they read, and most of them have never read Pride and Prejudice. It’s only for
a few years anyway. Then I’ll be back where I belong. At home where my only classmates are my siblings and
my mother is teacher, principal, janitor, and cafeteria lady-- all-in-one!
***
Alice Reed was tired of wondering how her children's’ first day of public school was
going so she started to imagine it: Anthony would already have made several friends: car
enthusiasts, who, like himself, could recite the history of the mustang in their sleep. It’s funny,
Alice thought, that Brandon, Tabitha, and I have such troubles adjusting to this new environment, but the
rest of the children have no problem whatsoever. The doorbell rang. Alice, startled out of her day
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dream, hurriedly wiped the peanut butter off two year-old Sara’s face, gently pushed the
twins, Asher and Joseph, out of the way, and opened the door.
***
Mrs. Paula Stone was fully prepared to look down her nose at the Reed family, but
she considered it her duty, as the president of the neighborhood HOA, to welcome
newcomers into her domain.
She clutched the paper bag in her knobbly hand and hoped with all her might and
main that the Reeds didn’t have children. Because, you see, Mrs. Stone had her opinions as
children went: she believed them to be nasty, selfish little beasts and detested them entirely.
And she had heard...things. Rumors about the Reeds. Rumors that they had seven children
and one more coming. Rumors that until now they had been homeschooled. To Mrs. Stone,
who had once taught tenth grade math, this was a capital crime. Finally she brushed a stray
wisp of grey hair behind her ear and rang the doorbell.
***
Alice and the old woman stared at each other for a moment, then the old woman
spoke,
“Hello, Mrs. Reed. My name is Mrs. Stone, the president of the HOA. I suppose
these are your children?” As she mentioned Asher, Joseph, and Sara a disgusted look crossed
her face.
“Yes,” Alice replied, “These are some of them. I also have four at school and one on
the way.” The disgust turned to horror:
“Yes. I see. Well . . . anyway, I have brought you a housewarming present,” Mrs.
Stone held out the paper bag between finger and thumb, as if she was afraid she might be
contaminated if she touched Alice. She seems to think children are some sort of disease! Alice
thought. But she said thank you politely and Mrs. Stone turned away and started walking
back up the street.
Alice shut the door. “What’s in the bag, Mommy?” Joseph asked.
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“Well, let’s see,” Alice opened the gift to reveal two small oatmeal cookies. “Okay,”
Alice said, splitting the cookies among her children, “ Well, I guess there’s no use waiting for
the others.”
***
Principal Johnson leaned back in his chair and put his feet up on the desk. “You
know, Rose,” he said, addressing his secretary, “It was really ingenious of me to hire that
Reed guy.”
“Yes, sir,” Rose replied, still typing away.
“I mean,” the principal continued, “he really knows his stuff. You should hear him
teaching all those conjamagations and things.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I am glad I didn’t accept the other guy. Morris, or whatever his name was.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Anyway, I knew as soon as I saw Reed that here was a man that could do the job
well.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Much better than what’s his face. Much better.”
“Yes, sir.”
“You know, Rose, someday I’m going to get a secretary who actually listens to me.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Aha!” Mr. Johnson said suddenly, “I knew it! Rose, you are the worst secretary I
have ever had!”
“Yes, sir.”
***
At five o’clock in the afternoon Eastbay high school was silent except for the quiet
sound of Jack Stone’s mop. Jack was elderly man of seventy-eight, his janitor’s uniform hung
a little loosely on his skinny frame. He finished mopping, put away the cleaning supplies, and
then he started the engine in his rusty old pick up and drove home.
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When he arrived home, Paula had dinner on the table. They ate in silence until Jack
said: “There’s a new Latin teacher at the school.”
“Oh, yes,” Paula said, without looking up from her salad, “I paid Mrs. Reed a visit
today. They have seven children! Can you imagine? Seven! And there’s one more coming!
Really! The nerve of some people! They’re almost as bad as those Dixons!”
Jack frowned slightly, “Dr. Reed is a very kind man, and brilliant too. ‘Knows Latin
top to bottom and Greek, Hebrew, and some Aramaic too.”
Paula made a snorting noise and muttered something under her breath that sounded
suspiciously like: “Some people have different ideas of what is ‘brilliant.’”
***
The next day was Saturday. Asher and Joseph were playing toy cars in their bedroom,
Anthony was mowing the lawn, Timothy and Ruben were drawing cartoons, and Tabitha
was sitting on the front step quietly reading Wuthering Heights. She turned a page
automatically, still deep in the world of Catherine Earnshaw and Heathcliff.
“Emily Bronte, huh?” a voice said, “I’ve read Jane Eyre,and The Tenant of Wildfell Hall,
but not Wuthering Heights. Is it any good?”
Tabitha looked up to see Evangeline Dixon sitting crossed legged on the sidewalk in
front of her. Everyone else at school dismissed Evangeline as some rare species of weird
animal for two reasons: first, because she was an avid reader who wouldn’t touch a video
game console to save her life, and second, because she had a rather odd habit of walking
around the school muttering lines of Shakespeare under her breath.
“Oh, yeah,” Tabitha said, a bit taken aback, “It’s a really good book. You can borrow
it when I’m done if you like, I don’t think the school library has a copy.”
“The school library doesn’t have anything worth reading,” Evangeline rejoined, “But
I’d better not borrow it. I’m already reading Great Expectations and The Count of Monte Cristo.
You’re the new Latin teacher’s daughter Tabitha, aren’t you?”
“Yeah.”
“Oh!” Evangeline said, “I’m so glad you’re new at school! Everybody else thinks I’m
a bit cuckoo. But isn’t everyone, in a way? Anyhow, I was thinking that maybe we could be
friends.”
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“Okay.” Tabitha replied, thinking to herself: That was surprisingly easy!
Soon they fell into conversation. They discussed everything from what books they
were reading to what music they enjoyed to their families, until Evangeline said, “You don’t
have a brother named Anthony, do you?”
“ Uh-huh. I also have four others, and a sister named Sara. How did you know about
the Tony?” Tabitha asked.
Evangeline let out a peal of laughter, “My brothers, Willy, and Albert met them at
school. I just wasn’t sure if they were your brothers.”
“Do you have any other siblings?” Tabitha asked.
“Yep. My family has seven and counting, just like you.” Evangeline said, “My sisters
are Camilla, Martha, and, Aurila.”
“You’re kidding!” said Tabitha, almost laughing herself, “You’re just like me! This is
awesome! It’s ridiculous! It’s amazing! Evangeline Dixon! Who would have thought?”
Evangeline grinned and nodded.
“I mean,” Tabitha said, “I thought I would never find a friend here.”
“Well,” Evangeline replied, “the world is a pretty big place. You were bound to find
someone like you eventually.”
“I guess you’re right. But it would be pretty hard to find someone more like me than
you. And by the way,” Tabitha continued, “I don’t think you’re a bit cuckoo.”
“Now that, is impossible. But you are just as normal as I am, which is to say, not at
all, at least by their standards,” Evangeline said, jerking her head in the direction of Mrs.
Stone who was walking by with a look of intense horror.
They both fell into hysterics of laughter. It was the final act that sealed their
friendship for many of the years to come.
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Cate Pitterle

All I’ve Ever Been
When I was a child my mother told me,
Don't forget who you
Really are.
Years and years I searched for that girl,
Scavenging under bramble thickets
And sweeping the dust under tables,
My fingernails scraping the ground like
Ten saws cutting hardwood.
I hummed on old subway cars
As gray concrete walls rushed past:
Pop and hip-hop and rap and country
All buzzing on my lips as I
Searched
For a song to call my own.
At night I opened my window
And climbed to the roof, a coarse blanket
Grasped in my soft hands,
And I watched the stars for hours.
They never moved.
Only the world did, full of people
And blinding lights, all rushing from
Street to street, house to house,
Heads tucked down
While I lifted mine toward the sky.
And in the void I searched for a mirror
But all I found in the stars were
The pieces of the girl I wished to be.
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Devan Burton
Clouds

Even the clouds know when to call it a day.
As the evening advances, these once proud beings
move slower and lower before giving way to the night.
Clouds like snowflakes move the way they see fit.
Does one catch clouds in May the same way
they catch snowflakes in December.
On the best evenings, the day’s remaining blue
becomes soft and close enough to touch.
Should we take the time to log off
and step outside to ponder clouds.
Should we have the life that makes
one rich and needs fulfilled.
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Selah Joy
Invisible

It feels like suffocation
Floating aimlessly through a world where none can see you
But they can hear you
They can feel you
When they hear sounds behind them
And turn to find no one there
The looks of suspicion on their faces chokes you
When you brush against their shoulders
And they shrink away from the contact
The fear clouding their appearances smothers you
You gasp for air
As all around people look without seeing
But they hear
They feel
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