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Canvas
by Jane K.
age 12
The paper is like a sheet of snow over a creative idea
you just need to know how to melt it
the only problem
I can't figure out how
so patiently I stare into a daydream
determined not to leave
I refuse to abandon this paper until it has bloomed
I get an idea
suddenly I have thawed out the art
it has sprouted
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Waiting
by Rebekah M.
age 14
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Shadowy and Vague
by Alexandra C.
age 16
No birds twittered their cheerful tunes, no sunshine cascaded through open windows; instead, Vita lurched
awake as the darkened undertones of Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata slithered their way into her peaceful dreams.
Groaning in discontent, she slipped off of her bed, groggily staring at the blue paint flaking off her bedroom wall.
Accustomed to the sound of dismal piano melodies or feeling the reverberations of the organ rumbling in accordance to
the funeral marches splaying across its keys, Vita slipped on her bathrobe and made her way to the hallway. She never
once looked back, but if she had, she would have noticed her bed was perfectly made, as if no one had slept in it.
Her dreary walk down to the kitchen was accompanied by the ever pleasant decorating style of a woman heavily
influenced by Victorian era séance parlors. There were large, claw-footed cabinets against the printed wallpaper that
looked vaguely like the snarling maw of some beast, and were filled to the brim with such oddities as: small rodents’
skulls, tarnished silver candelabras, various voodoo dolls from many of the world’s cultures, and great tomes of decrepit
black magic books. Vita had drawn the line at the shrunken head her mother had nearly bought.
Creeping her way through the desolate corridor, much like the way the flame of a candle flickers and dances its
way through the overbearing darkness, Vita’s footsteps, somewhat masked by the bunny slippers, kept in time with the
great grandfather clock as she gazed in boredom at the multitude of eerie china dolls propped against various pieces of
furniture and flower vases filled with dead roses strewing their wrinkled petals onto the table tops. She skirted past the
countless portraits of deceased relatives her superstitious mother insisted upon displaying throughout the house.
Perhaps if they weren’t entombed in the shadowy blackness of an unknown background, which accentuated their gaunt,
pale faces with nary a smile nor twinkle of the eye, Vita wouldn’t mind them so much.
The final notes of the song resonated in the still air, when suddenly the sound of breaking glass shattered the
spectral calm of the house. Dashing past the clouded mirrors that hung on the wall, barely keeping track of the shadowy
and vague reflections of herself captured briefly in the confines of the looking-glasses, Vita called out to her mother in
alarm. Flying around corners and through doorways, she ignored her surroundings; and so too, did she ignore the new
canvas with dull, painted eyes framed in oily golden hair (so much like her own) that hung at the tail end of the Mortem
family shrine.
Skidding into the living room, Vita was accosted by the sight of her mother morosely regarding the stained glass
window. By her feet was a picture frame with glass protruding from the sides. Vita, ready to demand an explanation, was
interrupted when Cornelius (their black cat) jumped out from the shadows, hissed in her direction, and promptly ran out
of the room. Curious about the cat’s newfound terror toward her, Vita looked up and watched as her mother stumbled
haltingly out the front door. Throwing all modesty out the window, Vita pursued her in all her slipper-footed glory. She
had but a moment to notice that, unlike her mother, no breath fogged out of her parted lips. Then she was off in hot
pursuit.
The dark pines by the dirt path loomed above her head, long spindly arms draping themselves across the grey
sky. Shivering slightly from the frigid air, Vita sped up in an attempt to reach the rapidly retreating form in front of her. Out
of the darkness between the trees, she thought she saw glowing eyes and phantom faces leering at her in glee. Her feet
slapped harshly at the muddy ground as she ran for the assurance of a warm hug. She stopped dead in her tracks and
let the vague shadow of her mother spirit away, spirit away closer to the wrought iron gates of a cemetery.
Dread pooled in her stomach as she hesitantly entered the moss encrusted grounds. Eerie stone cherubs
followed her movements with their sinister stone eyes. She was startled out of her trance by the dull drone of the
church’s bells, and the multitude of ravens launching themselves into the sky as a result; their inky black wings blotting
out what remained of the sunlight before rain poured down from the heavens. Vita clutched her arms around herself and
frantically sought out her mother with terrified eyes. Seeing her kneeling under a weeping willow, Vita weaved her way
through headstones and mausoleums before stumbling backwards into a puddle. Before her was a newly erected granite
slab with the words, Vita P. Mortem: Born June 21, Died October 31. This was followed by a quote from Edgar Allan
Poe, “the boundaries between life and death are at best shadowy and vague. Who shall say where the one ends, and
where the other begins?” Vita’s mother was sobbing too much to notice the apparition behind her dissolving into the mist.
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Christmas Experiment
by Taylor B.
age 18

8

Flecks
by Jenni T.
age 17
Paper torn
Balloons blown
Paint swirled almost right
Tape that will stick
Until pulled
PVC properly aligned
Popped together
Plucked apart
By the same, different hands

Lights burn
For thousands of hours, or until they are
Flicked

We dance in their embers
Flowing forward
Apart, together

Survived by glitter
That will stick

Flecks ground into floorboards
Who stand still
Clung to bodies
That drift away
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Miami Sunset
by Alex K.
age 16
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The Storm Woman
by Taylor B.
age 18
While walking along the boardwalk today I noticed a spectacle:
On the beach a crowd of people gawked at something in the sand probably a monk seal that had washed ashore.
Monk seals are cuter than babies and almost extinct
so I thought, “What the hell?” and ditched my plans
of waiting on friends that never
called.
To my surprise, as I pushed my way through the people
the stench of sweat and salt and sunscreen heady in the sun,
they gawked not at an adorable endangered creature but
at a woman neither young nor old
dressed in nothing but a white dress
her naked toes sandy, the nails a bright red
her eyes married to laugh lines.
She had chained herself to one of those rusted
barnacle-infested anchors you see in the movies.
At her side she kept an abused copy of
The Bell Jar.
“Not leaving,” she declared. “Let the hurricane come! I’m staying here.”
Now, usually I would assume the worst but
I am a poet and when one is presented with actual madness one must
make friends with it. It’s good for writing.
Nothing happened for a while and
soon everyone got bored, heading back to the boardwalk,
talking of pizza and amusement parks.
The woman just sat there
staring out to sea, waiting on a horizon that was never
closer.
Once everyone had left I joined her, keeping fair distance,
counting the dolphins that bobbed beyond the surf.
“You probably consider me mad.”
“The world considers every girl mad,” I replied eyeing the sky
as it dulled as the temperature began to fall as the silence froze.
“But you haven’t shot up a school so you’re okay in my book.”
She laughed - hoarse and soft, reminding me of
forgotten wine gathering dust in a cellar.
“How long will you stay like this?”
“Hurricane Wendy will decide once she arrives.”
I know that I should’ve called the police
called for help called for something but instead I listened.
The woman told me:
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“Give yourself to the storm,”
as she flicked a lighter
the flame devouring a picture from her pocket.
“Give yourself to the storm stop being the girl who holds
back her tears for propriety’s sake;
scream as loudly as you were silent
dissolve into the mess you were meant to be.
Lightning transforms sand into glass and maybe
it just shatters you enough
so you can breathe again.
Change is never pretty,
pain always a waiting game.”
She lit a cigarette.
“Either you die or
you finally live, but
either way it’s the only thing that’s up to you.
It’s a screwed up world my dear.
Girls get burned out just dead girls made nameless.
So fill yourself with smoke or
fill yourself with storms
let it wash everything away
and see which stays:
you or the pain.”
When I returned home
I curled up in my window seat
undid the latch, felt the calm,
heard the foghorn calling all
the boats in before nightfall,
smelled the salt from the river.
The rain began to blow in.
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Fence?
by Rebekah M.
age 14

13

Unlocked
by Charis N.
age 13
Tick, tick, tick. If I lay still in my bed, I could hear the gears in my heart turning. The steady tick soon
put me to sleep. I woke up suddenly in the middle of the night. Protectively, I reached for the key on the cord
around my neck. The key I used to wind up my heart every morning to keep me alive and my heart going. But
it wasn’t there. I searched frantically underneath my sheets and quilt. I couldn’t find it. I looked over to my side
table and I saw a note. Curious, I opened it.
It read:
Dear Alisha Day,
Welcome to your worst nightmare, or perhaps your greatest adventure. As you can see, we have stolen
your key to our benefit. We humans want you to come and get it back so we can study how a gearman works, physically
and emotionally. Leave through the town gate and go straight on. We warn you, it will be extremely difficult to get your
key back and escape, because we want to keep you for our studies.
You have three hours…
My breathing got so fast, I was afraid I was going to hyperventilate. I reached for my phone.
Maybe one of my friends could tell me what to do. I picked up the phone and cringed when I heard a static
sound and then a voice.
“P.S. No telling anyone about this mission!” I winced and hung up the phone. I guessed I would
have to do it on my own. There was one thing I knew for sure: I had to get my key back!
I opened and closed the door to my house quietly so I wouldn’t wake anyone up. Then I
sprinted down the streets of Gearton to the gate, the parts under my skin squeaking. I cursed under my
breath. I forgot to drink a glass of oil that morning! So much for being subtle.
About twenty minutes into my mission, I reached the gate at the edge of town. No one I knew
had ever left Gearton. Well, there’s a first time for everything!
The gate was locked, so there had to be a key somewhere. In movies, there were always keys under
welcome mats. But this gate didn’t have a welcome mat. Or a ‘Bye, hope you don’t die out there’ mat.
However, there was a potted gearflower next to the gate. I lifted it up and found a key, but to my dismay, it
had been broken into about twenty pieces. Thankfully, I was great at repairing things. It was my specialty.
Soon, the key was ready. I sure hoped it would work. I crossed my fingers as I inserted the key into the lock. I
wasn’t expecting it to fly open, pulling me with it!
I screamed and immediately regretted it. Had my pursuers heard me? I sat still for a minute,
but to my relief, I heard nothing but the tick of my heart, which was getting slower and slower by the minute.
I looked at my watch. I had a mere two hours left. The only directions I had received after
exiting Gearton was to go straight on. So that’s what I did. My parts squeaked and squealed as I walked. I
thought about a book I had read, The Wizard of Oz. In the story, there was a tin man who had rusted from not
getting enough oil. He had been frozen for a very long time before anyone found him. I sure didn’t want to end
up like that guy!
As I walked, I thought about my key. Everyone’s key was unique. My parents had mine dipped in
bronze. My name, Alisha W. Day, was engraved in gold on it. It not only was necessary to keep me alive, but
it also had sentimental value.
The land outside of Gearton was deserted. The only sign of anyone being there before me was a rusty
old faucet in the corner of the field of dead yellow crabgrass. Wait, a faucet!
I ran over to it. Maybe I could get some oil out of it! Then maybe I would have a chance of
getting my key back without being caught. I didn’t even care if the oil was sanitary. I turned the knob on the
faucet “lefty loosey”. Amazingly, oil dripped out of the old rickety thing.
After I drank my fill, I continued on my journey. With one hour to spare, I approached a deep
abyss, which looked like the perfect place for someone to kidnap me and keep my key. I almost turned back,
but then I heard the ticks of my heart.
Tick… tick…... tick…….. The rests in between them were getting longer. I had absolutely no
time to lose. I soon found a way down. It was a sliding pole, like the firefighters on television used. I inched
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my way onto it, and it creaked under my weight. Terrified, I made my way down.
After what seemed like forever, I reached the bottom of the abyss. It was pitch black, so I
turned the knob next to my eyes, and my vision adjusted to the dark. I could see I was entering a gigantic
room, and my key was in the middle! Around the room were also everyday gearmen objects. Wary, I looked
around for the humans who wanted to keep me for their studies, but I didn’t see any. That made me more
nervous than it would have if I actually could see them. I slowly approached my bronze key in the center of
the room. I grabbed for my key, but it slipped through my grasp. It fell to the ground. I wasn’t worried,
gearmen-made objects are extremely durable. But to my dread, the key broke into so many pieces, like the
key at the gate of Gearton, but much, much worse. It must’ve been defected by the men who’d stolen it from
me.
“Oh no!” My knees buckled as I sank down to my key. My heart ticks were getting dangerously
slow. That’s when an image came to my mind. That’s how we gearmen are designed. If we are in distress
and need encouragement or help, an image will come to remind us that we have hope. That’s what happened
to me at that moment. I saw an image of me fixing the key at the gate, and a picture of me fixing my little
sister’s bike, good as new. That’s when I knew I could fix my key in time.
After many minutes of hard work and stress, my key was over halfway done. That’s when I saw
the men rushing at me, shouting at me. I needed more time to finish my key. And that’s when I did what the
men would’ve thought impossible. I made something similar to the idea of a force field, but much different. I
thrust my hands forward and thousands of nuts and bolts bounded forward from small pipes in my arms that
led to my hands. They formed a dome around me, keeping me safe for a few minutes, at most. As I worked
on my key, nuts and bolts flew at me from all directions, a result of the men pounding on my cage, trying to
get through.
In the nick of time, my key was complete. I fit it through the keyhole in my chest and turned it to
get the gears in my heart started again. I had done it. That’s when my so-called force field gave way. The
men charged at me. Thankfully, I was a gearman, and I could do so many things they couldn’t. I leaped about
five feet higher than any of them could have onto a beam above us. Then I jumped away and made a dash
for a ladder I saw next to the pole I had slid down.
“What are you doing?! Get her!” I heard a shout and I knew it was from the man who had
stolen my key, for it was the same voice I heard on the phone. I ran as fast as I could to the ladder and
scrambled up it. The humans followed close behind me. However, I reached the top before them, and I knew
how to get them off my tail. I undid the dozen screws holding the flimsy ladder in place and I gave the men a
foxy grin as they plummeted back down the cliff into the darkness, cursing at me.
I was safe, and I had my key back, hopefully for good. I walked back toward Gearton, heading
toward the dazzling sunrise, just in time to see the daybreak.
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The Strong Ones
by Sierra R.
age 18
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Storm of Bullies
by Mei T.
age 12
You feel the excruciating pain of emptiness
running inside you
The lightning fist hits you until you fall
Trying to find a way to get back up,
you're called “ugly and stupid”
and being mocked for your Chinese eyes
You want to make puddles of tears
and run away
from this despicable thunderstorm that will never end,
But thunderstorms go away and pass through
You're still here
The sun beams down and dries up your tears
and you sense that everything will be alright
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Sci-Fi Girl
by Charis N.
age 13
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How to Save a Fallen Star
by Faith K.
age 14
“Setsuna! Are you free today after school?” Aya-chan ran towards me, while texting on her phone, her breath
visible in the chilly air.
“Watch where you’re going, Aya!” I called, smiling. Of course, directly after I warned her, she crashed into
Jun.
“Clumsy,” I mumbled under my breath.
“So Jun, are you free after school? Setsuna, Kakeru, Daichi and I are going ice skating today. You want to
come?”
Jun had been a new student at our high school this year. He had been kind of timid at first, but we welcomed
him into our friend group.
Jun glanced down at his phone. After typing a message, he looked back up.
“Yeah, I can go.”
Aya-chan grinned.
“That’s great! By the way, it doesn’t matter if you can ice skate or not. Only Setsuna has taken lessons
before, so we’ll all fail together.” Jun laughed softly.
“I’ll look forward to it.”
The end of the day finally rolled around, and we walked to the ice rink together. Jun kept looking down at his
phone the entire way there.
“Is something wrong?” I asked. Jun looked up and seemed to be surprised.
“Huh? Uh, nothing’s wrong. It’s just that, um, my mom wanted me to come home immediately to start my
homework.”
“Oh, I see. That’s kind of unfair of her. You should have some fun too, you know?”
“Yeah…”
I smiled, trying not to be awkward. He sounded kind of distant, but maybe I was just being oversensitive.
After we had rented our skates and put them on, we finally started to skate. Daichi and Jun were wobbling all
over the place, while Kakeru just stuck to the safety of the wall. “I don’t want to look as embarrassing as those
two idiots in public,” he explained.
Aya was laughing in the boys’ faces the entire time.
“What in the world are you guys doing? Just how clumsy can you-”
She promptly slammed into two complete strangers and knocked the both of them down onto the ice. Kakeru
groaned.
“Let’s try not kill innocent bystanders, hey?”
I helped the strangers get up, and Jun helped Aya.
“Who’s clumsy now?” he laughed.
As soon as Aya got up, Jun’s phone began to ring, and Daichi snorted at his absurd ringtone. “Oh, I might
have to go,” Jun explained. “I asked my mom to pick me up around this time.” Jun picked up the phone.
“Hello?”
Jun’s eyes went wide and his body trembled, hands shaking. His cell phone clattered onto the ice as he
stumbled to the exit.
“Jun! What happened?” I cried, but he left without looking back. All of us exchanged worried glances. He
didn’t look okay, not one bit.
19

I picked up the phone that Jun had dropped on the ice. I would give it to him later.
After that, we went home because knowing that something bad had happened to Jun killed the mood. In my
mailbox, I had gotten a rare letter addressed to me. I went inside my bedroom under my blankets and
unfolded the letter.
“Dear past me,
“You may find this letter strange. After all, it is your future self talking to you right now. You may not believe
me, but please listen. This letter is for the sake of Jun. Today, he will have abruptly left while everyone was
ice skating. If you check his cell phone, you’ll see what happened to him.”
I put down the letter and picked up Jun’s cell phone. I felt kind of weird going through someone else’s phone,
but I did as the letter said. There were several texts from his father. I opened the most recent one.
“Your mother has gotten into a car accident. Please come to the hospital immediately, Jun.”
I gasped, and realized what I had said about his mother earlier.
“That’s kind of unfair of her.”
He must hate me now.
I opened some other text message conversations.
“Jun, can you come right after school? It would be great if you could clean your room and do some chores for
me. I’m feeling kind of tired.”
“Do I have to? My friends invited me to go ice skating. I kind of want to do something fun for once, Mom. We’ll
finish around 4, so can you pick me up?”
“Okay.”
I grabbed the letter and continued reading.
“Jun’s mother has gotten into a car accident, and died shortly after. Jun blames it on himself, because it was
the one time he wanted to be selfish and do something fun for once. He’ll live with that guilt forever, and start
to refuse to come out of the house. I beg of you. Find him and tell him that it’s not his fault. Please save our
friend. I leave it to you.”
“From, Setsuna.”
My eyes watered up and I covered my mouth. If we had never gone ice skating, if I had never said anything,
none of this would’ve happened, and…
No. I couldn’t allow myself to think the same way as the person I was currently trying to save. What was done
was done, and now I needed to find a way to tell him that it wasn’t his fault. None of us meant for this to
happen. It was just a horribly tragic accident.
Over the next couple of days, I tried to approach Jun, but he just kept avoiding everyone and talking as little
as possible. As soon as school was over, he would just walk quickly away, showing only his cold back.
I was walking through a snowy state park on a cold Saturday afternoon with Aya, Kakeru, and Daichi when
suddenly I saw someone curled up on a bench, almost half frozen without a coat. I stood still.
“Guys, we should go help that person over there on that bench!” I cried urgently.
Aya turned around. “Oh my gosh, they must be so cold!” she said worriedly.
We hustled over to where the unfortunate person was and I took a better look at their face.
I gasped.
“JUN!”
Kakeru inhaled sharply.
My eyes started watering up.
He must feel so cold. Inside and out. He reminded me of a broken butterfly that didn’t want to come out of his
cocoon, into the threatening real world.
Fingers trembling, I reached out and touched his arm. His skin was ice cold.
He weakly pushed my arm away.
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“Don’t touch me,” he laughed bitterly. “You’ll get frostbite.”
I couldn’t stand it anymore.
“JUN!” I screamed. “Stop it!! Stop saying that that everything's your fault! It’s not! You didn’t mean for this to
happen, nobody did! And the truth is, you needed someone to blame it on, but you’re too kind to push it on
anyone else so you decided to shove everything onto yourself, didn’t you, you idiot!” I started beating my fists
on his arms. “Fine, the truth hurts, but lying will hurt yourself even more. Stop it…”
I burst into tears and hugged his broken frame.
“Why are you so cold, idiot?”
Aya joined the hug, and so did Daichi and Kakeru after they took off their coats and draped them over Jun.
Tears ran down Jun’s face, and he smiled weakly.
“Thank you for saving this falling star.”
I smiled and sniffled, breaking inside.
“Didn’t you know? Falling stars are the most beautiful.”
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Fall Bliss
by Kana T.
age 15
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YOU
by anonymous
age 17

You are the one
that my mind
will not stay off of;
you are the one
whose smile
pimples
cheeks
nose
eyes
I cannot
stop staring at;
when our eyes
meet—for you, it is
by accident, and
for me, it is
entirely
purposeful.
All the songs
are now about
you;
the lyrics are yours
as if you sang them—
as if you wrote them.
The trees are about you
and the way they grow
reflects your mind,
and their freshness is your
thoughts;
and all their leaves are the
many facets
of what you mean
to life.
Fiction is about you;
ramen is about you;
Gatorade and swim meets
are about you.
The sun
and the world
are about
you.
But you

do not know that
the very existence
of the world hinges
on your mind;
you do not know
that by you, the birds
sing,
and books are read,
and beautiful things
are
made.
Or maybe
you do know;
and then
you
are all the more clever
for it.
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Deconstruction
by Brett Mei M.
age 18
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The Tragedy of Living
by Bethany F.
age 17
She wasn’t answering her phone. My mind echoed, a dull ringing reverberating in my skull. One thought clung to me frantically,
fogging up the window with its January breath: Pick up. God, why aren’t you picking up?
I let myself sink into the bed, trying desperately to breathe as the clock drained dry, every second that the phone rang
growing infinitely longer. I closed my eyes and it was like a movie screen, replaying her smile over and over again. The phone went
slack in my grip as I allowed her lips to swallow me whole.
We met in a coffee shop. She was sitting in the shadows, twirling a strand of strawberry-blonde hair around her finger and
reading a battered poetry book. I stumbled over her beauty and spilled my coffee all over her table; her voice was heavenly even
when she was yelling at me. I ruined her book and, later, she ruined me. She didn’t agree to go out with me until I memorized all of
Shakespeare’s sonnets.
For her, I would do anything.
My summer consisted entirely of her; my fingers tracing the dips of her collarbone and her hands rough against my soft
heart. She was beautifully reckless; smoke danced across her tongue as our mouths collided. Her eyes were feverish, aching for
more than I could give. I never felt like enough for her, the girl that memorized poems and braided flowers into her hair and got
onto the back of a stranger’s motorcycle. It was all for fun, all for the rush. She was constantly searching for the next high, until it
wasn’t enough. I was always worried that someday I, too, wouldn’t be enough.
The last time I saw her, we were at a party. Her eyes kept shifting around the room and she kept begging me to dance, but
I wouldn’t. Her expression darkened, and she shoved her way through the crowd of writhing and tangling bodies away from me. I
followed the trail of destruction until I found her, sitting in the corner, buried under a pile of books and discarded coats. Mascara
streaked down her face and her lips were bitten raw.
“I hope you’re happy now,” she growled, packing the words into a revolver and aiming it at me. “You ruined everything―
you always ruin everything!”
I couldn’t remember how to speak. My hands were trembling, and I wanted to kiss her lips until they didn’t look so
destroyed, but I couldn’t make myself move. I knew she didn’t mean what she said, but I felt like maybe I really had ruined her.
The electronic voice of the phone seemed far away. “Please leave a message after the―”
Her body was found the next morning, still lying under those coats. Drug overdose, apparently. The police officer that
came to my door shook his head sadly, telling me that “these things just happen sometimes.”
If she would just pick up the phone! Maybe I could save her… maybe I could―
I hit the redial button.
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Daffodil
by Charis N.
age 13
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Lament
by Naomi M.
age 14
The wintry snowdrop sheds a frosty tear
For the fate of those who never again shall tarry here
Who with summer’s blossoms never again shall dance
And in autumn rains never again shall sing.
The silken tulip weeps with April’s tears
For those who were gone at the turning of the year
Who never saw the beauty of the spring
And in first snowfall never again rejoice.
The golden sun is veiled in clouds of gray
And grieves for those who have gone away
Who never will bask in its loving rays
And in oceans’ song never again delight.
The silver oak tree mourns ‘mid golden ears
For those who since have disappeared
Who never again shall wonder at fallen leaves
As angels wonder at the plight of man.
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Frozen Fractals
by Caleb S.
age 17
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Seasonal
by Brett Mei M.
age 18

The winter wind blew past us, the numbness creeping to my fingers was nothing, and the wind forcing its
way through my coat and jeans in attempts to chill my skin was just a small nuisance. It was the crater that
my heart should have been occupying that brought the winter's icy nature to wonder what it lost to. Winter
was never kind. It was hard and bitter by nature. But neither it, nor the smoldering heat of summer could
come close to the nature of having the one you loved leave and in the process take your heart with them and
throw it away. I have been told that it got easier to bear as the year blows on; the winter was going to yield
to spring's coaxing. You had to move on, the snide and unknowing voices said. Summer will always hide as
the autumn beauty shows her colors. I looked, reluctantly, at the sky. It was bright, blue, filled with fluffy
white clouds with gray linings that revealed the water bearing nature of the cloud. "Seriously. The ground
isn't anything interesting compared to the sky. The earth doesn't glow or smile without the sun. The moon
shines on the earth, revealing more secrets. You have to look up." I snorted, remembering my retort. "But
the earth is always changing. And what if you go blind looking at the sun? It's not always gentle, I mean, look
at global warming and what it's done to the planet." There was pause for a thought, but the reply was one
that would be engraved in my mind forever. "I know that I am no god; I'm a human. I look to the sun because
it brings happiness. And the world may change, but so does the sky. The colors and the weather, not all of it
is bad. Think of it like this: I know that I could be blinded, I know the risk. I am willing to risk if I can be
granted happiness." I went inside and slammed the door of my room shut. I closed my eyes and stared at the
cream-colored ceiling. Remembering how it was called “coffee house ready” with a smile and laugh. I
couldn't do it. I couldn't go out and do this again. What if it produced the same result? I don't want to be hurt
again. I locked up my being; I threw my emotions and my smiles away; I wondered why I had even brought
them into light, and pulled out the mask that I used to hide behind before. Before everything. Cradling the
facade, I realized how small it was. It didn't fit me. It wouldn't hide what I needed it to hide. I went through
my box of facades, those that were "lone wolf aggressive” to “passive lazy person”. All of them were small
and unused, broken and ruined, lost or discarded. I threw them down in frustration and threw open my eyes.
"I know that I could be blinded, I know the risk. I am willing to risk if I can obtain happiness." The words
weaved through my mind. Why had this happened to me? Why was it I who had to deal with the pit in my
stomach, knowing the time spent together, embraces shared, feelings interchanged, would mean only the
world to me? I felt the ice from the outer world cool my heart and slow my breathing. I didn't blame anyone
but myself. It had been my doing. But it was painful. It did hurt to know that the season had ended and I had
nowhere.
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Niagra
by Charlotte S.
age 15

30

age 17
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Around the Bend
by Taylor B.
age 18
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European Holiday
by Bethany F.
age 17
Recently, my Girl Scout troop (425 of Delaware) had the lucky opportunity to travel through Europe for two weeks. This
trip of a lifetime began twelve years ago, when we were five years old and just the word Europe seemed spectacular. We were
adventurous and curious and wanted to see the world. Now seniors in high school, my troop sold over 66,000 boxes of Girl Scout
cookies, standing in the cold and snow as we dreamed of the golden shores of faraway lands― Germany, Italy, Switzerland, and
France.
As our departure date grew closer, we spent our Girl Scout meetings searching these countries― everything from the
weather to the languages to historic landmarks. Before we knew it, twelve years had gone by and we were getting off the plane in
Frankfurt, Germany. After all those years of planning and working towards our goal, we finally realized that we had done it. We
were in Europe.
Our first stop was Rothenburg, a gorgeous medieval city in Germany. Despite our jet lag, we were thrilled to be exploring
halfway around the world. That night, we went on a tour with a night watchman who lit the lampposts and patrolled the wall that
protected the city in the Middle Ages. The next day we toured two of King Ludwig II’s castles: Neuschwanstein (the inspiration for
Disney’s Sleeping Beauty) and Linderhof. Our third day in Germany consisted of a moving and spiritual visit to Dachau
concentration camp, and a tour of Munich. It was our first real taste of being immersed in a different culture― of learning how
other people live.
After a stop in Innsbruck, Austria― a cobblestone city surrounded by the towering Alps― our journey continued in Italy.
The first day, we took a boat to Venice, starting with a glass blowing demonstration and ending with a gondola ride through the
waterways of the city. It was a small miracle to look out over the shimmering city, reflecting the sun in every lovely way. Our other
stop in Italy was Verona, made famous by Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. In addition to Juliet’s balcony, the most fascinating
landmark was the Arena― a miniature version of the Coliseum, built in 89 AD and one of only three Roman arenas still standing.
The fourth country we visited was Switzerland, a complete change of pace from the rush and clamor of Germany and
Italy. We awoke to the sweet chimes of church bells, echoing off the mountains. It was picturesque and magical. We stayed near
Lucerne, a town of made famous by bright flowers and wooden bridges. We then boarded the world’s steepest cog railway to the
Esel summit of Mount Pilatus. The view from the top of the mountain was incredible, a blend of every shade of blue and green and
silver― everything looked so small from so far up. It felt like we were on top of the world.
That night, we went to a Swiss folklore dinner, filled with laughter and yodeling and playing the alpenhorn. The next day
we made various stops, past the majestic Rhine Falls and through the mysterious Black Forest. Our day ended in Heidelberg,
Germany, a city that escaped damage during WWII. There, we visited Heidelberger Schloss, a castle built during the 13 th century,
now in ruins. The sunset shone over everything, painting it all with an orange glow.
The next day, we headed towards our final destination― Paris, France! After a stop in Strasbourg― a city with both
French and Germanic roots― we arrived in The City of Light. Our first evening was spent exploring Montmartre, an art district that
overlooks the city. The name Montmartre (meaning ‘mountain of martyrs’) comes from the legend of Saint Denis, who was
decapitated and then walked ten kilometers while carrying his head. The next morning, we took a bus tour of Paris, gazing at Les
Invalides, the Eiffel Tower, and le Pont d’Alexandre. Afterwards, we traveled to Versailles, the palace of Kings Louis the XIV, XV,
and XVI. It was gilded in glamour, framed by sprawling gardens that were rich with Greek-style statues. The inside of the palace
was just as marvelous; the ceilings were covered in religious paintings, extravagant and complimented with gold. Louis XIV, the
Sun King, dedicated each room to a planet― named so because planets revolve around the sun. The palace was a dream of crystal
chandeliers and golden statues, but it was also a reminder of the ghosts that lived there.
We spent our final day in Paris visiting the Louvre and Notre Dame, admiring the light shining through stained glass and
the magnificent paintings. For the grand finale of our adventure, we spent our last night at the top of the Eiffel Tower! As we were
inside this great metal wonder, we watched it slowly change colors, from gray-brown to spun gold. The air became colder as we
ascended to the top, the city unraveling below us in threads of black and gold. All of Paris was below us, and in that moment, it
seemed unreal― this was what we had worked so hard for. And as the clock struck eleven, with the whole tower bursting into
sparkles of light, I was left speechless by how spectacular it was.
It was an amazing adventure in Europe, something I was happy to share with my Girl Scout sisters. It was truly a once-in-a
-lifetime experience that I’ll never forget. Danke, grazie, merci. Thank you, Europe.
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Trapped Hand
by Jaedyn C.
age 12
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Writing a Narrative Poem
by Katherina G.
age 13

A brown leaf dives out of the gnarled old tree like sky divers
I sit watching it out my window, while trying to think
I’ve never been very creative, but now my mind is vacant of ideas
I finished all of my other homework, praying that when I was done my mind would be more fertile
But still I have nothing.

I feel like a camel wondering through the desert, searching for any small oasis I can find
My poem has to tell a story, but what about?
The words I’ve written, void of meaning I erase yet again
I begin to pace around my room like a tiger searching for prey in a vast jungle of creatures
But still I have nothing.

My parents told me I should write about my past, my happiest memories or feelings
But I see no point in something as common as that
Suddenly a simple solution comes to me
Something so easy and clever I wonder why I didn’t think of it before
I grab the computer and swiftly begin to type.
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Writing Weaves Me
by Sierra R.
age 18

I write to figure out love. All romantics do this.
I am completely and utterly alone.
Pulses jump around me, but mine flutters
In solitude,
speared to the wall and left to drain slowly.
But my heart never empties.

I write to say I’m sorry. We all do this.
When you hurt,
I want to tear out my heart.
And if I caused your pain,
my veins fill with twice your aching.
P.S. I was wrong,
I love you.
I write to heal. All writers do this.
The truth is written on the inside
of my forearm every time I fall…
Every night,
it’s written where I can feel,
but leaves only a smudge by morning,
so I don’t have to explain,
it’s private.
I write. I do this.

Writing weaves me,
Without it, I would fray.
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Baby Kiss
by Chayse T.
age 13

37

Leaving Roanoke
by Charis N.
age 13
My gaze falls on our doomed colony. Of the one hundred and ten colonists that settled on Roanoke Island
almost two years ago, only about half of us remain. I don’t see one man, woman, or child without bags under their eyes.
I suppose mine are the same. Lack of sleep from trying to find food has driven us all mad. All of the other children’s
hands, as mine, are caked with mud from trying to find something, anything to eat. Two years ago, I would’ve cared
about all the grit wedged between my fingers and the mud smudged on my face, but now...At this rate, I could eat the
dirt itself. It’s a wonder we ever got through last winter. I’m positive we won’t make it through this second one. What
happened to John White? He left us to get supplies from England over a year ago! His ship must have wrecked. He’s not
coming back…
I hear a shout from across the colony. Another colonist dead, I assume. Soon after, I hear a shrill call from a
flute. The beautiful painted wooden flute was accidentally left behind by a group of Indians that used to live here. The
flute belongs to Sir Matthews, the current leader of our colony. When he blows it, it means we go and listen to whatever
he has to say. I gather with the other colonists below the outcrop of rocks where he stands. In Sir Matthews’ arms is the
tiny Virginia Dare. My eyes meet her piercing blue ones. They used to sparkle like precious stones, but now, they’re as
dull as rock. After her parents died, Sir Matthews and his wife Florence took her into their custody. My thoughts return to
Sir Matthews as he clears his throat.
“We’re leaving!” It only takes two words. After a moment of silence, there are shouts of anger, frustration,
agreement, relief, but most of all, questioning.
“To England?” A young man shouts his question.
“No, not England! Our ship has been taken by John White. Presuming he is dead, may he rest in peace. What,
do you think we’re going to row all the way to England, hmm?” The man who had asked looks discouraged.
“Then where are we going?” I surprise myself by asking this time.
“To a nearby island,” Sir Matthews tells us. “A group of people named the Croatoans live there. I’ve heard so
from the local Indians that used to live here. We leave now. There’s not much time. Take what you own and get in the
boats!” Virginia starts to cry at his stern tone of voice. Her wails are overpowered by everyone’s shouts. Honest to
goodness, I’m terrified. A warm hand grasps mine. I blush when I realize who it is.
“It’ll be all right, Cecily. Come on, let’s go.” It’s Thomas, one of the few boys my age in the colony. He lets go of
my hand and heads to his home, and then to the boats. I smile. At least he’s still here. I look around the clearing which
we called our home. But now, all I can see is devastation, with a hint of death. The land that used to be a gentle hue of
sunshine is now turning gray. Why didn’t we notice this foreshadowing sooner? I think of all my family and my friends
that we would have saved and my eyes begin to water at the thought. I turn to see the black water and the large angry
storm clouds that are approaching. Thomas beckons me to follow him into a boat. The storm clouds get bigger by the
second. I hear a roll of thunder and I see a crack of lightning overhead. Raleigh’s attempts have failed. Will he try again?
I hope not. This “new world” is a nightmare I only could have dreamed. I don’t want any other people to suffer as we
have. So this is it.
“Wait! Just a moment!” I call out. By now, nearly everyone in the colony has gathered their few belongings and
are heading to the rowboats. I run over to a nearby fort post. I peer around cautiously and make sure nobody’s looking,
then I pull out a small knife that I had stowed away in my pocket from England, because really, I’m not supposed to have
it. Its dull blade shines as the lightning reveals itself from behind the blackening clouds in the red sky. I engrave the word
CROATOAN in the post. What if Raleigh or John White really do come back?
“Find us,” I whisper as I leave my colony behind forever.
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A Shortcut to Mushrooms
by Kana T.
age 15
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Dragonfly
by Taylor B.
age 18

40

description
by Jane K.
age 12

Add the rusty, emerald tail of an alligator
the beige of a bat's wing
a tiger's striped orange foot
talons of an osprey
metallic white pearls for eyes
a sunset phoenix flame
a lion's tarnished white fang
twilight feathers of a peacock
the silver neck of a brontosaurus
the yellowed tusks of a boar
the bronze scales of a carp
one moldy black head of a monitor lizard
the cinnamon brown of a lynx’s body
the muddy brown ears of a bull
the ivory antler of an antelope
and the midnight black fox's nose
on my paper I have drawn a dragon
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Picture Perfect
by Charis N.
age 13

42

UNEXPECTEDLY ENCHANTED
by Julia M.
age 17
All unusual things happen at night.
That explained the talking cat sitting on the table a few feet away from me.
Trying to keep a calm façade, I finished my Cheerios, staring wide-eyed at the cat as he ranted about the
weather. All I could think, aside from my dumbfounded shock that he was speaking at all, was that this—high pitched
and a little whiny—was not at all how I imagined his voice. My family had adopted the cat, Bean, as a kitten and we
have owned him for at least six years. He did not seem too interested in the fact that I was staring at him. He continued
his tirade, thick black tail flicking, black ears twitching. Apparently, it had been far too wet outside lately for his liking.
Despite my unfettered shock, I couldn’t help but snicker slightly at his flamboyant distaste.
“It hasn’t been that bad. It was sunny out today,” I found myself answering.
Bean’s gaze snapped up toward me, his whiskers twitching around his silvery eyes in surprise. “Crocus
buds,” he blurted, as if cursing, and leapt from the table to the chair to the ground and dashed across the floor.
He ran for the door and charged out the cat-flap, leaving it swinging wildly in his wake. I got up out of
my chair hastily to follow Bean, setting down my almost empty cereal bowl with a precariously quick motion. I threw
open the door in pursuit, but Bean had already disappeared down the driveway. I chased after him, down the lonely dirt
road toward our only neighbor’s house.
I stumbled up the sidewalk to my neighbor’s front door. Bean was sitting on the doorstep, scratching at
the faded red paint and calling out loudly. It sounded like he was speaking in a different language—not meowing like a
cat should. Even stranger, I thought, furrowing my brow as I recognized a few Portuguese words in the black cat’s
monologue.
After a few minutes of the ceaseless noise from Bean, a harsh wind hit the back of my head, followed
by the sound of heavy wingbeats. I whipped around, let out a cry, and crashed sideways as a huge bird flung itself into
the doorway.
“Fiona!” Bean yowled. His fur bristled, making him look like a tiny, fuzzy pine tree. “Watch the landing!”
I brushed myself off, and the bird regained her footing. As Fiona fluffed her wings, I realized she was an
owl, with an imposing round face and dark eyes. She was twice as tall as Bean, with dappled gray feathers and a darker
stomach. Blinking and trying to calm my mind’s furious insistence that I was going insane, I stood up straighter and
pretended I knew exactly what was going on.
“Can you open this door for me?” Bean whined. He had stopped scratching now, sitting primly like an
Egyptian cat statue. He watched at me with eyes that looked reluctantly pleading.
I met the black cat’s eyes for a second, and almost decided to twist the doorknob and let the owl and
him in to my neighbor’s house, assuming it was left unlocked. Something told me to stop. “First, tell me why I’m here,” I
insisted, folding my arms.
Fiona and Bean exchanged an exasperated glance, which, on their inhuman faces, was almost comical enough
to make me laugh. Fiona let out a long, trilling sigh, and said in a deep contralto voice, “You’re here to meet Dr.
Clockwise.”
“Dr. Clockwise?” I repeated, voice raised in disbelief, eyebrows raised to match. I shifted my feet,
feeling uncertain. “Who’s that?” I wasn’t keen on meeting anyone. I kind of wanted to go home and go to bed.
“Open the door and you’ll find out!” Bean said impatiently. His black tail twitched like a discontented
feather duster. “You’re meant to meet him. All right?” he hissed.
I stared him down for a bit, wondering if he would relent and let me go home. But Bean’s silver gaze
didn’t waver. Uncrossing my arms, I sighed and reached for the doorknob. “All right.” I twisted the rusty doorknob and
pushed open the faded crimson door.
Fiona and Bean crowded in, blocking my view in a flurry of dusky feathers and midnight fur. I wrinkled
my nose against the damp, animal smell of the house and walked forward, still half-blinded by the rush of the two
creatures.
The first room along the narrow, wooden hallway was a small, barely furnished kitchen. Seated at a
table in the center of the room was a weathered man. My eyes widened at his apparently abundant age—his face
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drooped in brown, spotted wrinkles like an elephant’s skin, and his large, hooked nose was crooked in several places.
Setting down a torn, sepia-toned newspaper that looked several centuries old, the man met my eyes
over a pair of ancient, dusty spectacles. His smile cast rippling wrinkles over his whole face. “Good to meet you, my
dear.”
“How can these animals talk?” I blurted. I couldn’t think of anything else to say.
“I am a wizard,” remarked Dr. Clockwise in a chuckling voice, with a twitch of a smile.
My mind and heart raced. I met the wizard’s wise, sparkling obsidian eyes. “And…why did they bring
me here?” I asked, unable to keep my voice from rising in utter astonishment.
“Because, you see, you are a wizard, too,” said Clockwise, and he sipped his cup of tea.

44

Changing Moods
by Sierra R.
age 18
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Lums Pond
by Alex K.
age 16
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Trying to Breathe
by Rebekah M.
age 14

Trying to breathe
under the depths of the OCEAN.
Your lungs collapsing
Your vision becoming blurry.
Everyone else seems FINE.
They walk by and don’t seem
to see you STRUGGLING.
“JUST GET OVER IT”
“YOU JUST WANT ATTENTION”
They don’t see you.
They don’t see you
trying to breathe.
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Fairyland
by Julia M.
age 17
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New Shoes
by Kana T.
age 15

Today, I threw my shoes into the fire.
If you can even call those things shoes, with their dull, worn down leather, threadbare laces,
and crumbling heels. Not to mention that my big toes poke through gaping holes in what’s left of the
tips. When it gets cold, I have to wrap my toes in rags to keep them from freezing into icicles. I also
use the rags to plug up the holes, so nothing gets into them. But that doesn’t help much. Snow and
dirt and the filth from the streets still seep into them, into my two layers of socks. When I take them
all off, my feet smell like mold and garbage, like blisters and splintered skin and torn calluses.
And the shoes just get worse.
Aunt Louisa will get angry at me. She’ll tell me that I shouldn’t have burned the shoes, my only
pair besides my black church ones. She’ll say that I should be grateful, when there are thousands
without shoes, or without feet at all. And perhaps she’s right.
But I know that those shoes, those wretched shoes, weren’t good for anything more than
burning.
There are many who walk barefoot through the streets, cutting their feet on the stone and on
the glass. But there are also those few lucky people who have never known what it’s like to be in need.
They slip only the finest leather over their socks and tie them up with laces made of silk and velvet.
They get new shoes every year to keep up with the latest fashion. And what do they do when their
shoes get scuffed? They get someone to clean them, to make them as good as new. And they never
walk through anything that will dirty their shoes.
They rarely walk down these cobblestone streets, past these dark, broken-down houses. They
probably fear that their shoes will get dirty from the filth on the ground. I’ve only seen them once,
asking the coal miner Mr. Watson for directions. You see? Even then, they weren’t here on purpose. I
was out on my way to get bread, my teeth chattering in the cold. But these people looked so warm
with their flowing fur coats and soft hats. The men wore strong, dark, elegant shoes that looked
rather small for their feet. They looked just as uncomfortable as they did beautiful. And the women’s
shoes . . . bright colors, lovely shapes, silver buckles. And such high heels! I can’t imagine how they
walk in them without twisting their ankles.
I would happily twist both my ankles to walk in their high heels someday.
If Aunt Louisa could hear my thoughts, she would tell me that I should be grateful for what
God has given us, that I shouldn’t covet other people’s belongings. And perhaps she’s right - again.
But that type of thinking didn’t do her much good, did it? She’s still here, held up in this stinkhole
she calls home, wrapping ragged old shawls around her shoulders to keep warm. And she’ll probably
die here also, mumbling maxims and verses under her breath.
And what about me?
What will become of me?
I can’t possibly know what the future will bring. Maybe I will end up like Aunt Louisa, and all
the other people in this town who drag themselves through the mud, day after day, without getting a
step further in the world. Every morning, they step into tattered shoes, and don’t even think of what
it would be like to one day put on good shoes, like the rich people I saw. I don’t even know if they
want to anymore. That’s how pitiful, how dreadful they have become. But as for me, I refuse to stoop
so low. I vow to never become one of those wretches, because I will pack my things and escape this
miserable town. One day, I will remove myself from the dirt and poverty of this place, and I will do
everything I can to don my very own pair of silver buckled shoes. Let others cut their feet on the
streets, because I will not be among them. Let Aunt Louisa babble on and on, because I will not
acknowledge her words. And let my God-forsaken shoes burn, because I would rather die then wrap
my toes in rags
one
last
time.
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Crinkle Clouds
by Chayse T.
age 13
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In All Circumstances
by Naomi M.
age 14
The sky is full of clouds tonight
And rain may fall and wind may fright
But I am safe in shelter bright
As long as You are with me.

The stars have veiled their teary eyes
And roads are long, and tempests high
But I remain without a sigh
As long as You are with me.

Though many seek this comfort sweet
And follow trails with weary feet
It’s he who stands without conceit
That beside You may abide.
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Stories to Pass the Time
by Kate S.
age 13
You wake up in a white, sterile room. There's a mirror, dresser, bed, and washroom. You stand up feeling a lot
different. You look in the mirror. Your eyes, which you distinctly remember being hazel, are a bright green.
You turn, but there's no clock or windows. For all you know it could be the middle of the night. There's a
bandage on your knee, which is still sore. You take off the bandage and flash back.
You were pushed to the pavement by familiar hands.
The memory fades and you look back down at your knee. A large scab has formed over it by now. You put the
bandage back on. You don't feel tired or awake, it's more like a dream state. The door slams open, you jump...
nerves on edge - awaiting the figure to show himself. An officer escorts you out. You're put in line with many
other people in the same uniform as you.
"Name," says the person in dark shades behind the glass. You space off for a moment. 'Name...' And suddenly
you flash back.
"If my name isn't-!" Your own words ring in your head as you choke on blood rising up in your throat. All you
see is the pavement, and a familiar pair of shoes. For someone who just beat you up, they have really good
taste, though a bit on the gaudy side.
You state your name after a bit of jogging your memory and keep walking. You're in a cafeteria, but the food
looks like something from one of your horrible flashbacks, so you sit in the back scanning the room. It is
probably about noon, and for some reason you're in a juvenile detention center, no clue why though. As you
glance around, trying to keep low profile, a fight breaks out. Two boys, both looking a bit older than you. One
pins the other to the wall, the other uppercuts his chin. They are saying something, but it is inaudible over the
sound of the cheering from the crowd on the other side of the cafeteria. The screaming gets louder. You can
hear your heart beat as you think. Suddenly two armed men appear on the scene. They had been waiting for
something like this to happen. The taller boy, the instigator is beginning to falter, and the second, is beginning
to win. The armed men drag away the first. Blood was gushing from his nose, and his jaw is askew, this makes
it hard to breathe. The other one however, looks unscathed. Gasping for air, he retreats to the back of the
room. He comes toward you.
Do you...?
Ask him what's going on.
He walks over and, looking down,
sits at the other side of the table.
He catches his breath. A look of
triumph shows on his face as he
wipes his brow. You look at him, he
looks back.
"So how'd you get in here?" He
says with a smirk. You freeze up.
He's creepy, but he's no threat.
"I was hoping you could tell me."

Walk away.
You get up and walk away, trying to
keep a low profile. You keep your head
down, bile rising in your throat as you
hear indistinguishable murmurs from a
rough, wary crowd. Suddenly you see
feet in front of you. The point of view
reminds you of the recent flashback.
SLAM! This is no flashback. You’re on
the ground, not knowing whether or
not your nose is still connected to
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"Huh. That's what they all say."
"No, seriously, where am I?"
"This is juvie, get used to it. Unless
there's someone to bail you out."
He looks down.
"You seem like you been here a
while, guess there's no one to bail you
out?"
He remains silent for a moment.
"You wanna get out?"
"I might be selling what you’re buying."
"Rad, -" he is cut off by a ringing
sound. He gets up quickly and runs to
the other side of the room. Everyone
is in a huge rush. Another guard
shoves you into a line. The boy you
just talked to is gone.

your face. Blood drips into your
mouth, which you furiously cough
and sputtered on trying to breathe.
laughing, cheering, screaming and
jeering echoes in the large room. You're
surrounded, and there's no one to bail
you out. You look around but all you see
is warped color. High pitched
screams ring in your ears. Suddenly
everything goes black.
Game Over.
Hah, I bet you didn't think being so antisocial
would be your end, loser.

You wake up again in the same room, you look in the mirror. Your eyes have gone back to being hazel. You
yawn and wondered if yesterday was just a dream. Maybe you are in a dream still. The door slams open and
you jump, though less violently than "yesterday."
"It's day two, weirdo." Guess not. But what is this for anyway? I mean, you'd been in the slammer before,
several times actually. Theft, fights, probably more things, but this time you're genuinely confused. It is even
hard to remember your name for a minute as you pass the glass window for the second time. Your knee is still
sore. Maybe you'd remember if you looked at it again and triggered another flashback?
Do you...?
Take the bandage off.

Skip it and look for the guy you saw
Yesterday.

You unwrap the deep scrape and
suddenly your eyes widen as you see
the face that began it all.

You sit down at the table you sat at
yesterday. No sign of him yet... You
scan the room. All the doors are
heavily guarded and everyone today
seems especially quiet. You look to
the girl beside you.
"Hey, why's everyone so quiet?"
She just glares at you. Maybe you'd
just have to let your bad side go just
one more time. “I said…”
You stand up and grab her
by the collar. "Why's everyone so
quiet?" Directly looking in her eyes as
as they roll back looking up at you.
"Fight! Fight! Fight!" They cheered
with passion through their dead
zombie-like eyes. Great, now you
have everyone's attention. You let
her down and back away. But this

Tiffany
Her, the freak that got you in here.
She pushed you to the ground. You
recoiled, like a snake, going for the throat.
You grabbed her neck and slammed her
to the brick wall of the school. Shadows
covered both your faces in the night.
A light shone on both of you. Tiffany
began her act as always with fake tears and,
"I'm so sorry, I don't know what's going
on."
Thoroughly disgusted, you began to plan
your revenge. She got you expelled,
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you wanted a fresh start, but she had to
go mess that up, and take from you
everything you ever wanted or loved.
You can feel heat radiating from your
eyes as you began to think deeper and
deeper. Your eyes grow wide,
making them glow bright green. The bell
rings, snapping you into reality. You
dodge the crowd, everything you see
becomes wavering, the sounds of
people turn to growls, everything is
green, most of your better judgment
sleeps, as a beast arises. You press
on as they see you run for the
door, loaded guns on them are clear,
but in a moment of rage, invisible.
You're grabbed and thrown backwards
to the ground on the back of your head.
All goes black.
You wake up later rubbing your head.
Thick metal walls surround you.
Moonlight shines through the slits in the
door. Solitary confinement.
Nice.
Game Over
Seriously? What gave you the idea that
dwelling in the past would set you free.
Dude, just move on.

isn't the school cafeteria, you
can't just walk out so easily.
Getting past the guards would take
a lot of cunning. You walk up
casually to the guard. He eyes you
suspiciously, not taking his hand off
his baton.
"WHAT ARE THOSE!?" You scream,
pointing to his feet, twirling and
kicking him in the side as you burst
through the door. You skip down the
hallway, stopping him in his tracks
momentarily. Then you run madly for
the... wait? Where do you run? The
exit wouldn't be so easy to escape,
and you do NOT want to go back to
that cell. You pause and think.
Just as you stop, a hand pulls you
back. Well, this is it. I guess you’re
doing time for life. Until you turn.
"Hey! It's you!" Nope, not a cop. I
guess you won't be spending life in
prison. You smile as you look out
the small janitor's closet window.
There's a whole world outside that
unlocked window, and now you've
got a friend to share it with.
You Win.
This time perp, THIS time.
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Garbage
by Rebekah M.
age 14
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To Helen Kim
by Brett Mei M.
age 18
There is a girl that I know.
She’s quiet
Demure
Wearing only the prettiest of colours
From cream whites
To the chocolate browns
Simple sandals
Or scruffy black Converse sneakers.
She’s straight out of a magazine.
She never talks
Preferring to stare down
Drawing
Creating
Bringing to life fantastic drawings of heroes
Of beautiful girls
Fantastic flora
Detailed fauna
People tell her her art is simply amazing.
And it is.
But she is broken on the inside
I know this
Because she can’t stop apologizing.
She doesn’t know how to
Forgive herself
Love herself
Understand that there is more to her than a half-empty glass of water
So
What better to do than to love her?
To love her with all that you are?
To tell her that she is amazing
She is special.
She is as beautiful as the art that she creates?
Because you know that she is.
I took that first step and I have never regretted
Talking to Helen Kim.
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Day in the Garden
by Maria R.
age 17
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JCDABOSS
by Jaedyn C.
age 12
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Alive
by Rylee S.
age 13
As always, the weather was sunny in the city. Plastic roads gleamed. It was the perfect temperature. A
miracle of modern technology. In the streets, a redheaded girl and her tall android walked. It was not an
unusual sight, but their leisurely pace, the ease with which they spoke - that was strange. It was normal for the
pair, though.
“Aria, I need the exact temperature,” said the girl. She spoke almost without thinking, for the question
was one she asked daily. Her narrow hazel eyes didn’t even turn to the android. Her companion answered just
as easily.
“The current temperature is 21°. Cameron, why must you ask me the same question every day?”
“I just wanted to know. It’s crazy. Always the same weather, every day. Absolutely brilliant, the
control in this big old dome we live in. Anyways, I didn’t know you could question orders.” She spoke
teasingly.
“I ask questions to understand. Even though my internal programming allows me to understand much,
human nature is still unknown to me.” Cameron rolled her eyes, and the two continued to walk in silence. The
landscape slowly shifted as they walked. Pristine white streets gave way to twisting paths riddled with holes.
They had gone down this road before, this gateway between two worlds. The one behind them, where
everything was white and silent and perfect. The one ahead, full of laughter and the scent of cooking lingering
in the air. But the inbetween place was neither. It was lifeless. Empty. The haunted place, according to the
world ahead. The road to savagery, according to the world behind. The only noises that accompanied Aria and
Cameron as they walked were their own footsteps. Soon enough, the gloomy darkness faded to the familiar
colors. It was still dimmer than the world they had come from, but warmer. Friendlier. Cameron and Aria
continued walking, greeting the children who ran out to see them. Aria was strange to most of them. The
androids they knew didn’t even try to maintain a realistic human appearance. The pair entered a building that
smelled strongly of cinnamon. It was where they did research and experiments.
A large, seemingly blank wall flickered to life as they walked in. The dozens of pictures and articles
that Cameron and Aria had been working with were scattered around, and holograms as well. They all had one
thing in common: time travel. Cameron flopped into a well-worn chair and spun it around. “So, negative
energy, density, and wormholes seem to be our best bet right now as far as time travel methods. Problem is, we
don’t know what to do now.” As she spoke, Cameron moved around articles on the wall. It didn’t help much.
They were stuck at the same dead end as always. Cameron sat in her chair for several more minutes, while
Aria went into sleep mode.
Then the human turned to her android. “Aria, you can hack into stuff, right?” As the robot rebooted, the
lenses in her blue eyes whirred.
“I have the ability to access secured information. However, it is a bad idea to-”
“Great, great. Yes, dangerous, I get it. So. Get me what the government has on time travel. Don’t
exclude any classified information.”
“This is unwise. When your father gave you an android, I do not believe this is what he intended you to
do with it.”
“Oh, come on. It’s time travel. Do you know how much money is in this?”
“You do not need money.”
“Still. Time travel has a lot of potential.”
“I cannot.”
“Don’t you want to make the discovery that will change our world?”
“My programming does not allow for conflicting orders. This conflicts with my order to cause no harm
to this city.”
“All these people, living in these slums? We can use time travel to change - I don’t know, something!
Don’t you want to help people? Helping people is good,” Cameron pleaded. Aria gazed at her. It was strange,
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for a human to care that much about others. Although, Aria knew the truth. Cameron never cared much about
others. This was about being known by the world. Still, she had been right. Time travel did have potential.
“This is unwise,” Aria cautioned again, before walking to a small computer. She accessed the files she
needed within a minute. They were displayed on the wall in an orderly fashion. The android scanned through
them quickly, discarding most. One of the remaining documents caught Aria’s attention. She showed it to
Cameron, who read through it. Her smile broadened as she continued reading.
“This is it.” Cameron’s statement was more of a question. The document had described an experiment
done a few years ago. Just before they succeeded, the experiment had been shut down due to lack of funding.
Everything was documented, and if Aria and Cameron could recreate it, time travel would be possible.
“According to documentation, the experiment revolved around the idea of man-made wormholes. It is
impossible to recreate,” Aria said. If an android labeled something impossible, they were to be taken seriously.
“Locate the site of the failed experiment. There could be some remains of the experiment,” Cameron
said hopefully.
“Unlikely, but possible. The original experiment was located at Housing Block 306, House 2,” the
android intoned. A map flashed up on the wall, with the location in relation to them. Cameron gaped at it. Her
mind raced. The two flashing dots that represented her and Aria were in the same building that Aria had listed
as the experiment’s location. Impossible. She’d explored the building inside and out. Except…
“Oh. The basement,” Cameron whispered. It had caved in years before Cameron and Aria took over
the building. She had figured it had been a structural failure. Not a scientific failure. The two turned towards
the door that led to the basement stairwell. Cameron’s heart beat so loud she was sure her father could hear it
from their house deep in the city’s center. She could hear Aria’s machinery whirring and spinning even more
than usual. In a trance, Cameron walked to the door. Her vision tunneled, and the only thing that mattered was
the door that might change everything. She opened it and saw the top steps, and then the next ones blocked by
rocks she had always seen. This time, though, they looked more unnatural. Like they were made of plastic.
Aria stepped next to Cameron and extended her arm. A laser shot out of her finger and cut the rocks like
butter. As Cameron had thought, the boulders were only a thin facade for what lay beneath.
The pair walked down the stairs. Clouds of dust rose to meet them as they descended. Cameron felt
along the wall and found a light switch. Her hand lingered on it for a moment before turning it on. What she
saw could change the world. Or it could be yet another failure. Her heart in her throat, Cameron flipped the
switch and rows of lights flickered on. It was the type of lab she had seen in so many holograms. Pristine and
white, tools lying on the tables as if the scientists would be back any second. It was startling. In the center of
the room was something Cameron had not thought she would have seen.
It was a blue portal. Mist shimmered in front of it, images flashing within. Cameron could only assume
that they were snapshots of history. The portal was constantly changing in size, giving off the cinnamon smell
she had always assumed had come from outside. She stepped closer to it and reached out a hand. Aria placed a
hand on Cameron’s shoulder. “It is unwise, as we know nothing of the portal’s origin. However, humans have
proved to be extraordinarily stubborn,” Aria said, not unkindly. Cameron shook the hand off and stretched her
own arm through the portal. She stepped through completely, with Aria behind her. They emerged in a grassy
field surrounded by rings of trees. Creatures that Cameron had only seen in history books soared overhead.
Birds, that’s what they were called. A being with a fluffy tail scurried up a tree.
“Squirrel,” said Cameron with wonder. None of it seemed real. Aria took photographs and samples,
and pulled Cameron back through the portal.
“The portal is destabilizing,” Aria explained. Almost as soon as they had emerged, the portal began to
close in on itself. Cameron sighed. So much potential, gone. But at least they had evidence and the experience
of time travel. The two trudged upstairs and began the journey to the city’s center.
Unknown to the pair, the portal in the basement began to grow again. It glowed eerily. Its victims had
escaped it, but another would come soon. More food for the portal to thrive upon. Unknown to the pair, the
reports had lied. There was no loss of funding. The portal had claimed the scientists as its victims.
Unknown to the pair, the portal was alive.

60

Beagle Joy
by Caleb S.
age 17
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I have a sadness inside.
by Taylor B.
age 18
I watch the yellowed leaves rain upon the backyard
gliding, ghosting, across the surface of the pool
a strange phantasmal dance
of sky and wind and water.
August was always hot
a miserable soupy fire
but even that can be taken now, I know.
This sadness stretched its fingers,
dragging me down into it a zoetrope stuck on play
forever rotating, spinning faster, and faster, faster.
A runaway winter wind burned everything away.
No one to blame just faulty wiring in my brain:
I have a sadness inside
so there’s nowhere to hide
no way to destroy it.
Once I dreamt myself up as a gallant knight in gold
come to rescue that other me in
her torn gown and busted crown
from the dragon, from the tower,
from the sunshine-lit midnight hours.
I had already seen it happen a thousand times over
envisioned the joy, the celebration, the relief
that the dragon would never take me again.
But I was wrong.
So wrong.
Now that I know,
I can let go,
just stop fighting
accept the cold.
The road I took
will always lead me
through a dappled wood
the light through the leaves
flickering, flickering… flickering.
So as I watch the fire die again,
the glow of the embers falling into Silence
I close my eyes,
as peaceful as when the last rose
falls on the fresh mound of dirt
the black cars waiting on the roadside.
I have a sadness inside
and I am frozen in ice.
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A Dark Ride
by Chayse T.
age 13
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Shattered
by Sierra R.
age 18

I stare at the pale face in the mirror and see past her guarded exterior into the fragile and pained soul
underneath. The person opposite me is partially broken. Her hopes and dreams are all gone; nothing
remains except pain and death. Her eyes have seen more than anyone her age should see. They appear old
and tired; tired of fighting every day for something that seems like it should be close enough to touch, but in
reality is farther away than ever. Tired of pretending that everything is fine, when inside she’s screaming and
a part of her is breaking. She feels so alone.
My hand reaches up to swipe at the tears coursing down my too white cheeks. The girl in the mirror
does the same, and her shell looks like it’s ready to crack. She wants to let go of more pain than she knows
how to handle. Looking down, my eyes focus on the dagger that’s in my hand, the object that could end it
all. Yet it could also end something that I don’t want to end. Oh, the price of freedom.
Day after day, I tried to ignore the agony that living cost me, but today, my pain is too strong and it
consumes me. My vision clouds over, and I sway with the girl opposite me. She reaches out a hand slowly,
as if to steady me, but instead her hand drops and hangs limply at her side once more. A choking sob
wrenches free from her throat, and my shoulders shake along with hers as the cry for freedom devours me.
It’s too much, I can’t take it anymore. The girl in the mirror opens her mouth and gives a cry
of built-up anger and long ignored aching as she lifts her sickly white-knuckled fists and brings the dagger
down on my heart. A crash pierces the still air as the glass shatters, glinting like tiny stars as they fall. I
stagger backwards and collapse onto the floor.
Around me, the pieces of the girl in the mirror lie, broken. They can never be replaced, but where the
girl across from me used to stand, a clean piece of wood hangs.
The dagger rests, like a final warning, where her heart used to beat.
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Reflecting
by Jaedyn C.
age 12
65

A Piece of Swiss Cheese
by Mei T.
age 12

There once was a piece of swiss cheese
so no one wanted to leave
I shall grab it first
or have an outburst
so give it, I'm begging you please!

Dog Days
by Caleb S.
age 17
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Painted Sunset Over Water
by Sierra R.
age 18
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Concealing Brilliance
by Brett Mei M.
age 18
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The Room With a Yellow Face
by Sierra R.
age 18
I stare at the faded, yellow wallpaper, as if it holds the answers to all my questions. The intricate design
is almost gone, but my fingers still trace the swirls. The paper is peeling off the walls from age, but you can
still feel the warmth of bodies and taste the love in the air. Or maybe it’s just me. I can still
remember. Memories. They swirl together with the paper’s designs until they become one. Every part of this
room holds memories; each wall contains feelings of the past. I try to think through my feelings, but they run
together and my head hurts. So much love...yet so much pain. Pain that has never been apologized for; pain
that has never been forgiven. Past, Present, Future. My Past is gone forever, the Present I want to ignore, and
the Future is what I am waiting for. The Future is my only hope. It has to bring me something better.
A rough voice calls me back to the room. This room, my last memory. It speaks, not harshly, but with
the urgency of having a job to do. I stand silently, and walking over to the wall, I give it one last gift before
its end. Leaning in, I kiss its yellow face. Then I leave.
No one will ever know that room’s secrets but me, and I will keep them buried deep within myself. No
one can ever know. I stand outside, on the wrong side of the construction tape, watching my old life get
forced down; each crash pushing it lower into the ground. In fourteen minutes, my room is gone. The lonely,
flat ground stares at me, and I stare back at it… remembering. Then I say the words I have never said before,
but always should have. I whisper them at first, then shout them into the shallow air.
“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”
Then I turn my back on my Past, and walking with my Present, I step into my Future.
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Rag Doll

by Rebekah M.
age 14

I’m made of different pieces.
Different cloths sewn together
by thin threads.
I stretch and rip
and sew myself together.
My red-lipped smile
hides my real frown.
I’m played with
and stretched out of shape.
But I dust myself off
and just smile.
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The Big Bad Wolf
by Taylor B.
age 18

Wolves still howl when they sing
And you better build your house of bricks
Because everything else is just four walls and a roof
And little piggies, I am fireproof
Bulletproof.
I will huff and puff and blow the sky down
My song the last thing you will ever hear
So loud it will shatter the moon
Shatter everything you thought you knew.
Because… you poor little piggies
The big bad wolf is coming home.
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My Tea Party
by Rebekah M.
age 14

Hello there! I’m Suzie Jacleson, and I want you to join me at my tea table. Before you
say no, let me tell you about what happened to the last person who said no…
His name was Jamie. He was my age (15 maybe 16) and was the most adorable boy I
had ever seen. I just knew he was nice, I knew he would want to have tea with me and my
dolls.
I just had to ask him, but he never looked at me. I would tug on his shiny black hair and
scratch his tanned skin, but he never looked at me. I thought to myself that it had to be those
other girls distracting him, so I had to get him alone.
I knew just what to do. One night, when he was heading home, I took his skateboard
and rode it to my house. I could hear him following me, yelling for me to give it back. He finally saw me!
I rode the skateboard all the way to my house and then ran inside, tucking the board
under my arm. When I heard him enter I made sure my pretty blond curls weren’t sticking up
straight and flattened out my favorite red dress. The dress was much like the one that Alice
wore in Alice in Wonderland only a different color, that’s what made it my favorite.
When he turned the corner he looked at me, actually looked at me! I giggled at him as
he looked at me with a confused expression.
“Do I know you?” Jamie asked with his smooth voice.
“Yes,” I answered cheerfully, “I’ve been trying to get your attention for a while!”
“Yeah, you’re the girl who kept pulling my hair,” Jamie said looking at me with recognition.
“Yes, that’s me!” I smiled. “I wanted to ask you something.”
“Sure, anything,” he said with a smirk.
“Will you join me at my tea party?” I asked, gesturing at my table with a tea set on the
top and two dolls sitting at either side.
Jamie began to laugh. I looked at him with a confused face.
“You’re joking right?” he asked still laughing. “Tea parties are for little kids.”
I felt my heart sink to my shoes and then to the ground.
“I’m not joking!” I yelled, making his laughter cease.
“No!” he yelled back.
“You shouldn’t have said that,” I growled.
The door behind him swung shut and locked. He tried to get away but I wanted him to
stay. I grabbed a sharp knife from off the tea table and began to walk towards him, my limbs
numb.
“I love you, Jamie,” I said looking into his terrified brown eyes. “I’m going to make you
stay; I promise it will be fun.”
I raised the knife and let it sink into Jamie’s chest with a thud. I let it hit him a few more
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times, until he stopped moving and screaming. I smiled at him and drug him over to my tea
table.
“It’s such a shame that you ruined my favorite dress,” I said looking at my spoiled dress
and then at my blood-stained hair. “At least you’ll stay.”
I lightly kissed his cold, pale lips and sat beside him, pouring some tea into his cup.
He’s still there if you want to meet him. So, do you want to join me for tea? Even if you
say no, you’ll end up there with me and Jamie, this I promise. Come on, it’ll be fun!
End
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SOMEDAY
by Anonymous
age 17
Someday
I’m going to see the ocean
Will you take me?
I can imagine
its blue vastness
Is it as they say?
Is it truly wider than the sky
and twice as blue?
Colder than ice,
yet far too large to freeze?
I want to go there.
Will you take me?
Someday
you should come to
see me.
I miss you
or—
have I met you?
You seem familiar
or is it you I’m seeing
at all?
I want
to see the clear water—
the sea—
all the fish leaping,
waves glittering,
like liquid starlight.
I want to see
the ocean—
the one thing that they say
is always changing
but
is always the same.
Spring…
What is it?
I’ve heard
that it’s nice
and warm
and that new things come.
I’ve never seen the leaves
turn green—
what are they like?
I want to see them—
I want to see
a flower bloom
I want to hear
joy in your voice—
does spring make you
joyful?
I thought it must
because
you are always telling me about it.
You are the one, aren’t you?
You can hear me?

I thought maybe
someone was there…
that maybe
“alone” did not describe me—
but
I guess I was wrong
Won’t you answer me,
if you’re there?
I want to hear
to see
the leaves come up
with you.
I think
I would like
to see something
grow.
Maybe
just maybe
one day,
you’ll take me
to see the sky.
I would like that,
I think—
is it as clear as glass
all around?
Someone told me so
I thought
it might’ve been you
but I can’t quite remember
You were the one?
Were you?
Please tell me
The sky would be
so clear,
so blue,
so pure
if I saw it with you.
I know
that it would be.
Maybe…
maybe the stars
would come out
just for us.
I want to see
the bear, the dog, the Big Dipper
and Orion
all glittering down at me
telling me
that the world is sane.
Is it—
the sky—
as big as they say?
so massive
that you can’t see either end
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and so far away—
but if you reached out,
I’m sure
your hand would touch
the blueness.
Maybe it’s not so far
after all.
I think
I’d like
to hold your hand
I’ve never
done that before—
would you mind?
I’d like to take your hand
if you
ever come back
if you
can hear me
can see me
Are you there?
I would take your hand
we could walk
through the forest in the springtime
see the ocean
smell the trees and the salt—
see the mountains, the blue sky, the snowfall—
and we could fall in love.
Could we?
If you believe in love,
that is.
Do you believe in love?
In something
that never changes
but is always different?
I think
I do.

Lost

by Rebekah M.
age 12

Sit at home
but still lost.
Listening to a loving family
but still lost.
Friends don’t answer.
Old family leaves.
No one real to talk to
without others finding out.
Deep secrets, written off.
Deep scars hidden, behind a thin layer of skin.
Can’t anyone see how lost I am?
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Thank you to those
who made this magazine possible…
Jeanne Benzel – Editor in Chief
Julia Tucker – Editor
Sara Thomas – Editor
Cheryl Clem – Layout & Design
New Castle County Libraries Teen Services Committee:
Renate Cumming – Appoquinimink Library
Lisa Burris – Bear Library
Jeanne Benzel – Brandywine Hundred Library
Julia Tucker – Claymont Library
Alex Monroe – Delaware City Library
Sharon Concannon – Elsmere Library
Terri Jones – Hockessin Library
Elisabeth Simmons – Kirkwood Library
Sara Thomas – New Castle Public Library
Pat Birchenall – Newark Free Library
Lauren Gouge – Newark Free Library
Kim Tull – Woodlawn Library

*A special thanks to Brandywine Hundred Library for help with funding.

Look for the online version of the magazine at:
http://www.nccde.org/371/IMAZINE
We will be launching the 2016 magazine with Teen Tech Week (March 6-12). Look
for information on our website to make submissions and find information about
upcoming workshops after that date.
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5th Anniversary!

County Executive Thomas P. Gordon
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