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Starlight
by Lauren Elizabeth Ashmore
age 16
The sun had long since set, the land engulfed in a never-ending darkness. Not a single star shone in the sky, not a single light to guide lost hearts back home. A bitter wind cut into Erica’s skin, leeching out the last of her warmth. It was all over.
She had tried to survive the long night, did her best to hold out for the first daybreak and yet – the sun had never shined. Other travelers passed by her little shack, promising that the stars would soon shine. They told her this for months, and yet each
time was a lie greater than the last. Despite all of this, despite the hunger gnawing deep inside, despite the thirst which had
gone months unquenched, a flicker of hope remained within the candle of her heart.
All that remained of what was once a burning flame were a few embers, clinging on despite the blistering snowstorms that poured down from the sky. The blizzards had made her numb, stealing away precious love and friendship, leaving
naught but anger and fear in their stead. Ice had crept into Erica’s heart, its clawed fingers growing ever closer to those hidden embers. As each day wore on, the ice crept closer to having its prize within its clutches. On that day, her very heart would
cease to beat.
“Starlight.” She repeated the word, craving it more than food or water. Erica lusted after those sacred beams of light,
the guiding force that leads many others, the only brightness when the sun refuses to shine. It had been so long since she’d
captured more than a glimpse. Even just a taste would be more than enough for her embers to reignite, the warmth spreading
from her heart into her lungs until a smile graced her lips for each word she spoke. The dark night sky only served to give
Erica’s heart more cause to ache. The girl would never be able to experience daylight, but taking away the stars and the moon
as well was cruelty embodied.
Astronomers were legends to her, merely an idealistic dream. Someone able to give you the guidance required to find
the stars seemed too beautiful to exist. Once, twice, she had left on a quest to find one. Erica had clutched the embers close to
her chest. Taking the first step had been the most difficult. It had been almost too much to bear when Erica had asked of the
Astronomer’s whereabouts. The fearful look that had filled her beloved sister's eyes was haunting, a sight she’d never forget.
Erica’s voice had shaken, reduced to a hoarse whisper as she fought back familiar tears. Her sister spoke of a faraway land,
marking the location on Erica’s map as she reluctantly gave Erica directions.
The journey had lasted two weeks. Each day the light grew weaker, but Erica held onto the hope that one day soon
she would see the stars again. The first day she’d passed another traveler, on his way back from his own journey.
“Soon,” he told her whilst sharing a warm pot of soup.
She met many other travelers along the way, and each gifted her a similar experience. They would share some sort of
warmth with her, be it food or a spare place to sleep near a fire. They were kind while expecting little in return, making her
journey easier to accomplish. Time flew by, yet she still had no light of her own.
Starlight had been long forgotten by the time Erica reached the Astronomer’s study. Fear buzzed as she tentatively
approached the door, yet she knew this was the help she needed. She was ready.
Erica gently knocked on the door, once, twice, to meet no response. Taking a deep breath, she twisted the doorknob,
finding it unlocked. She opened it, the old wood creaking. What she saw sent her breath gushing out, tears soon following suit.
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The Astronomer was not home.
Their study had been destroyed.
Her chest felt cold.
All that remained were ashes.
Erica continued to move, time continued to pass, and yet nothing seemed to change. The stars had almost been forgotten, the moon only present in the rarest dreams. Each day grew more difficult than the last. Her heart was now cold, empty, and hollow. When Erica woke up every morning the most she could do was survive. Dreams had now been lost, replaced
with the foulest of nightmares.
Erica had continued to travel. Turning back hadn’t been an option since the day she’d confessed her desires. A life
without starlight wasn’t a life worth living, so she continued through the land despite the harsh weather. She’d met many other travelers since that first day, and they all repeated the same phrase.
“Soon,” they would all say. She didn’t believe them, but she continued along anyway.
One day, she lifted her gaze, expecting to see a familiar darkness, only to be surprised by a most dazzling array of colors. The color of fresh blueberries, lovely smelling lavender, and newly blossomed leaves painted the sky above her. The colors flowed and bended in a fantastic dance, weaving in and out in step to a silent beat. It captured her gaze, and Erica was unable to tear her eyes away.
That’s when she saw it - a single star twinkling in the sky. It was faint, its own fire near extinguished, but it was
there. That one star had always been there, watching over her even when clouds obscured it from her view. Perhaps, if she
trusted in its unwavering hope, then Erica would be able to find more stars. She wasn’t alone. This star would never leave her.
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Dreams are Closer Than They Seem

by Samara Durgadin
age 14
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Space and More
by Rebekah Marvin
age 17

I love space because it feels like its vastness could fill the void in my soul
It seems to fill me up as I stare at its stars
And they seem to stare back at me
As if to say “we see you”
It lowers me to the ground
And makes me realize how small I am
How small my world is
Other planets seem like giant stars
And I can’t help but wonder if someone on another planet thinks Earth is a star too
The vastness of what is unexplored calls to me in a way that makes me want to be bigger
It wants to be explored and I am not the one for that job
But as it is explored I will watch
As new stars form before me
And as new planets are named
As new specimens are found
And as the stars grow brighter
I’ll watch them as they give me new words
To write out on paper and new ways to make worlds
I love the vastness of space
It keeps me warm in the coldest of times
And alive in times where I feel dead
I love the way it helps me stay on the ground when my mind is in the clouds
I love the way it seems to hold me in its arms
As if to rock me to sleep
I love space, and how it seems to fill the hole in my soul
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Skywalker

by Sierra RyanWallick

age 19

11

Zeus’ Fury
by Naomi Mengel
age 16
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A Voice To Be Heard
by Kendall Scott
Age 13
“Kendall, you’re the whitest black girl I’ve ever met.”
“Kendall, I got a tan over the summer, am I almost black?”
“Kendall, I feel like white people should be able to say the n-word as long as it’s not in a racial context.”
Growing up, I had these phrases spoken to me a lot more than a young black girl should. When people called me the
“whitest black girl,” I found myself constantly trying to prove that I was black. It made me feel as though if I didn’t fit the
stereotypical “black girl,” then I wasn’t black enough. Recently, I realized that I felt like I was always trying to defend my race,
trying to support and even share knowledge on African-American culture. This wasn’t supposed to be my job, and I was tired
of proving I was black. I knew I was black. You should be able to look at me and see that I am black. Not too long ago, I found
my voice and learned I don’t have to sit back and bite my tongue like I had been doing for so long.
In 2016, I was in seventh grade. This was the year all the unfortunate police brutality incidences had spiked up. I
remember seeing the videos and being filled with an unimaginable amount of hurt. Even though I didn’t know these people
personally, it felt as though I did. I remember being so scared because something like that could’ve happened to my brother
or father. Anything can happen in this day and age. My father or brother could be killed for having “attitude” within their
voice, whereas somebody else could be left off with a warning or a ticket. Sometimes I find it scary that, even at such a young
age, I'm still able to comprehend the sense of racial injustice in the world we live in.
One night, overwhelmed with all of these tragic events, I turned to my computer. I spent a good two to three hours
writing a paper I later entitled Black Lives Matter. I brought the paper with me to school the next day because I wanted to
have my ELA teacher help me revise it. Since I had the paper, I began talking to my friends about it during homeroom. We
actually had a very good, calm discussion. They sat and listened to me. I remember feeling joy and happiness surge through
me as I was finally able to talk about something that meant so much to me and not get yelled at or have a debate sparked in
reply. I was talking to people of all races. White, Black, Hispanic, Asian...While we did have our different views on certain
portions of the topic, we all came to one conclusion: that what was happening currently was not okay and devastating.
Then I saw James* and a few of his friends walk over. James was a white boy in my class I never got along with. It
had been that way since fifth grade. We always seemed to be getting into heated political and racial debates. They would
usually end on a hurtful note.
“Your topic is stupid,” James said with a sneer. “You’re excusing people for things they did that were their fault. They
caused this to happen.”
I knew to expect something like this from him, so I had my words ready.
“No, I’m trying to defend the large portion of unarmed blacks being unjustly killed,” I replied.
Apparently my words weren’t good enough. He went on to say that I was being racist to other races by saying “Black
Lives Matter,” as if that meant other lives didn’t matter. I was ready for this argument too.
“The whole ‘Black Lives Matter’ movement doesn’t mean other races don’t matter,” I argued. “It means black lives
matter, too. It’s a movement against racist police brutality.” Apparently, these words weren’t good enough either. James
laughed right in my face. I felt anger and hurt slowly begin to rise and bubble up. I tried to remember how my mom always
said not to let my emotions get the best of me. I tried really hard.
James continued on. “Don’t you know,” he spit out, “that by showing your support for Black Lives Matter, you’re
basically saying you hate cops.”
This was anything but the case. My voice rose in anger. “While I love the police officers who protect us and put their
lives on the line every day to ensure our safety, I am completely against racial injustice and police brutality. These are two
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completely different things.”
Tension choked the air between us and was clearly detectable to any passerby. Things in the classroom began to get
quiet except for the arguing going on between me and James. I wanted to cry, if we’re being honest. This was a lot to take in. I
had never experienced feelings this immense. I had just starting speaking out on this important issue and the first thing
thrown my way was this train of hate. I knew I could just shut up and not open my mouth on the matter anymore, but I also
knew I needed to. Someone needed to speak up about it, and today that someone was going to be me.
I addressed the crowd that had formed around James. “Do you know what it feels like to have this pit of fear in your
stomach every time a cop car slows down near you? Do you know what it feels like to worry that your dad or brother may
not make it home one day, due to being in the wrong place at the wrong time? Do you know what it feels like to constantly
have to defend your entire race from people?”
There were tears brimming my eyes, ones that I wished so badly to let loose as I said this, but I made sure not to let
them fall. No matter what, I did not want these people to see me cry. Even at twelve years old, I knew enough not to let them
get that out of me.
The bell rang, signaling us to return to our seats. The conversation was over, but it had started something up inside
of me. I realized how truly uneducated a lot of people were about these matters. I realized I wanted to help open white
people’s hearts and eyes to a world they don’t directly experience.
That day, I realized I was going to speak up for my race whenever I saw fit. I would speak up and speak loudly for
those whose voices have been taken away, people like Trayvon, Alton, Philando, Tamir, and many more. Kids were killed.
They won’t graduate high school. They won’t get married. They won’t have kids. Their parents had to bury their children in
early graves, all because someone thought they “looked suspicious,” and everything went downhill from there. These people
no longer have a voice. They were silenced too soon.
I still have mine, and I won’t take it for granted. I’ll use my voice as a form of power and get people to listen to me, not
just to hear. Aren’t you listening now?

*name changed
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She Skips
by Madison S.
age 18

She skips for the sun and she skips for the rain
She skips for the fun and she skips for the pain
She skips for those who cannot skip at all
And she skips for those who skip and never fall
But one day she does not skip anymore
And the sun goes away
And the rain leaves too
And the plants wither up with a hiss and a boo
And no one in the world skips anymore
And life is suddenly a boring chore
And nobody smiles dances or sings
And they never pay attention to the little things
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The Outer Banks
by Taylor Breeding
age 19

The Outer Banks, July 31st, 2016
8:27 p.m.
The pounding surf calls to me even
from the other side of the dunes.
Violet lightning bursts open on the horizon
its petals unfurling across the clouds
For a moment there is no albatross in my sky.
This is how you heal.

Under the Moonlight
by Lisa Pathania
age 17
16

Sentinel

by Naomi Mengel

age 16
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The Creatures
by Julia Phillips
age 15

November 2nd, 2018: 10:58 PM
I feel like somebody's watching me. I don’t know why. I don’t know who. But this ominous presence is dragging me
down. Darkness covers me like a blanket, and only the streetlights guide my way. I keep stumbling over the crumbles of the
pavement with my big, clunky boots, my vision is hindered.
Is that a car?
Why is that car so close?
Is it speeding up or is it just me?
It really is.
It’s right next to me, it’s following my pace. I don’t know what to do other than to keep my head down. It’s veering
towards me slowly. It’s speeding away now, I think I’m okay.
I’m okay.
I’m fine.
I need to get home.
Wait.
It stopped.
It’s reversing.
People are exiting the car, two large men in all black, I can’t tell what they look like.
They’re coming for me, I’ve got to hide.
Can I? I know they see me. They’re running now, oh God, they are coming right for me.

November 2nd, 2018: 11:25 PM
I’m alive.
They started chasing me, I ducked into the woods swallowed by darkness. I was blindly running on this trail-like path
of dirt. My footsteps echoed through the woods as wind whipped in my ears. They were inhumanly fast, as if they were supernatural beings. As I was running through the blankets of trees, my head crashed into drooping branches and skin-tearing
thorns. My clothes were ripped to shreds. Sweat dripped into my gashes, causing stabbing pain all over my body. I kept looking back, but I couldn’t tell if they were close or not. In fact, I couldn’t even tell if they were still there. I couldn’t see six inches
in front of me, so trying to find them wasn’t a possibility.
There was one part of the forest where leaves above separated and the moonlight shone. An enormous tree stood
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there fatedly. When I dove behind the tree, I slipped into a truck-sized hole. Light dirt lifted into the air and flew into my nose,
causing my throat to burn. I stopped breathing, my heartbeat echoed in my ears like silent screaming. I heard no footsteps,
but I was too afraid to look around the tree to check if they were still there. I waited a few moments just to make sure they
were gone, then I slowly crept out of the large divot. I dared to open my eyes and look at the path I was running along, but to
my luck, there was no sign of them. I reached for my phone and turned on my flashlight. I had been running on a trail, though
it was barely visible. The beams of light struck through the cold air rushing past my body, guiding my every step. I was still
cautious about those people being able to see the light from afar, but I just wanted to find my way out.
After walking for about ten minutes, I noticed a collapsed tree with leaves covering the sides. I didn’t know why I was
drawn to it so much, but I couldn’t help my legs going in that direction.
All to my luck, it was a home.
There was a makeshift roof with live and dead leaves hanging overhead with wooden walls and floors. There was a
flagpole with an old, dried up piece of clothing attached to it. It was built up in a way of such complexity, my mind could not
wrap around the idea of it. There was elevated bedding and a small platform that represented a table.
And here I am in the present moment, sitting in the dark, writing my story. I’m exhausted, I think I’m just going to
sleep. I know I won’t be able to sleep, but the calming sounds of the treetops swaying is definitely a plus.
November 3rd, 2018: 6:42 AM
I never realized how amazing it is to be serenaded by birds singing and having a sun hug me with warmth. I didn’t
sleep at all last night, I couldn’t stop thinking about those people. I should probably get home, right? I bet my parents are extremely worried about me. I would text them but there is no service out here.
There is more to this shelter than I thought. There are a bunch of decrepit wooden chairs and knickknacks. When I
was looking around, I found this old box under some leaves. I tried to open it with just my hands, but I noticed that it has a
lock on it that needs a key. It looks like it's been here for years, it's fragile and rotted out. This is so unnerving, why is the box
even here? I have to find the key, don’t I?
I feel like I’m going to pass out, this is all too much for me.
Screw it, I’m going to find the key. Curiosity killed the girl, people will say now instead of the cat. Who cares? It
doesn’t even matter. I’m going now, I'll check back here after I search.
November 3rd, 2018: 7:59 AM
I didn’t find anything, absolutely nothing. That was incredibly heartbreaking. I don’t want to go home knowing that I
will never find out what’s in that box. That box sucked me in like a whirlpool. This is killing me. I guess when you have nothing to do out here you try to find anything to distract yourself.
Maybe I should add to the shelter, move some stuff around, or something along those lines. I’m moving that flag a
little closer for sure, maybe add some branches overhead. I don’t know, I have time to decide.
November 3rd, 2018: 8:25 AM
Update: the work is a lot harder than it seems. Those branches aren’t dead at all, they weigh a ton. When I was scouting the area, I saw that there was a pile of branches covered with bright colored leaves, so I threw them on top of the hut. I
think I made an improvement to this, hopefully. I don’t know, this place has really grown on me, but I really have to go.
I’m going to pack up my things, the only thing I have laying around is some headphones and a pencil, so the departure will be as quick as a breeze. I’m off to my house now, I’m going to somehow miss this place, oddly enough. Let me put the
box back under those leaves, someone else can figure that out.
Wait, I never moved the flag pole. I’ll do that before I leave, kind of like one, final goodbye.
November 3rd, 2018: 9:42 AM
I found the key.
Right before I left, I decided to move the flag to a better spot. In the hole where the branch once was, one single key
was just lying there. Chills went down my spine and into my toes, I couldn’t believe I found it.
I went over to the pile of leaves and dug out the box like a hound. My hands were trembling with fear and anticipa19

tion. When I opened the lid, the box coughed up dust that evaporated in the shadows. Inside the box was a single piece of paper.
Here we are now, about to read the paper. I wanted to write all the events that led to this before I forgot what happened. The anticipation is over, I wonder what it says!

If you are reading this, get out of here now. Most likely you are here because They tried to take you.
No one knows why They strike at that spot, nor who They are, but that’s not important. You need to leave.
Right. Now. Hopefully you haven’t been here for more than a day. If you have, They come at 10:00 AM to
find you. And trust me, They will find you. They will do inhumane things to you. I know from experience
and so did my sister. I’m begging you, stop reading this and leave!
Oh God, oh no, Holy crap! I can’t breathe, am I breathing? Is this a joke? What time is it? It’s 9:50, I have to get out of
here. I’m ditching the journal, screw it. This is my last entry, and whoever finds this, I wish you luck.

Grayson threw down the string held journal on top of the thin sheet of paper. His eyes darted towards his phone, it read:
November 10, 2018: 10:03 AM. He shoved the phone into his ripped jeans and darted his head towards the trail.
Two large men with no face stared down at him from twenty feet away.
The boy's face became ghastly, his pupils were the size of bowling balls. He turned to run, but he could not move, he was
frozen in place. The two men approached him at an agonizing pace until they were a foot away.
All that was left that day was a bone chilling shriek and a flock of birds, flying away from the woods.
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Flowery Flight
by Ashleigh Umbrecht

age 15
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Without You
by Camille Vernon
age 13

Shards of despair,
Tearing, shredding, ripping through me.
Piece by piece,
My heart crumbles and falls apart.
I can’t breathe.
I can’t see.
With the darkness of the world surrounding me,
I can finally see the truth.
Life’s too short, too cruel, unfair.
Full of unanswered questions.
Why do they live one more day
When you don’t?
How can the world keep turning,
When you are not here?
How can I live without you?
How can I keep going on?
Life’s too short, too cruel, unfair.
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Hidden Truth
by Chow-Fong Kust
age 13

I acted like I didn’t care
I said I wished you weren’t there
But the truth is hidden underneath those words
Buried deep within my soul which hurts
I looked at you when you couldn’t see
Waiting to set my emotions free
Sincerity is in my actions too
The truth within, that I wish you knew
Thoughts of you invade my sleep
The memories of you that I would keep
In the thoughts that I contain
The truth is hidden in my brain
When we talk I’m bursting inside
But I won’t lose my dignity or my pride
I won’t tell you how I feel
The truth is locked and encased in steel
Afraid to show my emotions
Afraid to express my devotion
It’s you that holds my beating heart
It’s you that can make it or tear it apart
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Masked

by Lisa Pathania
age 17

24

Chasing Ghosts
by Naomi Mengel
age 16
Violets danced and whispered across the fields under the watchful sky at nightfall.
She ran lightly over the twinkling carpet, leaving not so much as a footprint to mark her passage; not a single bloom was
crushed under her delicate alabaster toes. Her burnished bronze hair, falling to the waist of her lacy white gown, seemed to
undulate with the motion of her body as she swept away from him across the darkened pasture.
The fragrance of bruised violets filled the sultry summer night as he pursued her with longing footsteps. He had sought her
out, waited all this time for the night when he could once again be in her presence, and yet he did not understand why she
had so suddenly flown from him.
He collapsed on the bed of violets, panting, like a hound returned from the thrilling chase. He raised his head, but could not
summon the breath to call after her, to beg her to return to him. She seemed to sense that he had paused in his pursuit, and he
saw the golden shimmering lights entrapped in her sweeping tresses flicker as she glided to a halt and slowly turned to face
him.
Her eyes were the color of a golden murky afternoon in the heat of August. They vibrated with shades of topaz like windtossed birch branches under a heavy rainfall. Beneath the starless heavens, they glowed with the heat of pure gold melted in a
forge, inviting the object of her scintillating gaze to be drawn into them like flies to amber.
Her breath did not so much as fog in the suddenly chill summer night.
He did not understand. Where were the sparkling sapphire eyes of his beloved, the eyes which he himself had closed not so
long ago?
In her outstretched hand, a glimmer of deepest blue appeared and spun itself into the very object which he was certain he had
left unwrapped on the doorstep in his haste to catch the spirit whom he had freed from its enclosure. He was certain now of
his mistake. He stared at the azure globe, flickering with the light of a galaxy imprisoned within.
The burning golden rays of her gaze seemed to pierce him with an insatiable desire. Against his will, he reached for the blue
radiance of the globe grasped in her ivory fingers.
As his fingers brushed the surface, he felt himself absorbed into a vast, warm, living darkness. The creature he had once
known as his beloved soared at his side, golden hair darkening to a sullen obsidian, the topaz eyes that had so surprised him
glittering with a strange detachment. He saw himself mirrored in them, clothed in slashed, once-white robes; eyes becoming
like hers. But he could no longer remember what color they had been, nor why he had sacrificed so much for the creature
who now held him in the inescapable grip of her once tender fingers. He felt the darkness entering him, snaking in through
every orifice, possessing his mind, plunging his thoughts into a starless void.
Violets danced and whispered across the fields under the watchful sky at midnight.
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No Love

by Paige O’Brian
age 12

The young boy smiled
at the elderly couple at the park
He admired how even after all these years
they still had that spark
He wondered if he'd be like them
when he was that old
and if at their age
he'd have a hand to hold
But he'd be in that park
in about 60 years
sitting alone, by himself in tears
because his love had yet to appear

A Walk Through the Park
by Amber Barlow
age 15
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The Dream Beyond Our Stars
by Athira Sivadas
age 16
Part I
Time is the antagonist of all dreams
Dumping cobwebs and dust on it as it festers in the mind
As the brain ticks its opaqueness falters
Leaving nothing but its brilliant radiance, driving the eyes blind
After all what is a dream
Is it not an unattainable ideal
A purpose to survive
A staircase to the surreal
And then it is tangible
Or so one thinks
It has somehow expanded
Beyond the achievement’s brink
With every finish line the race doubles
Once harnessed, already departed
A new one decays in place
The path envisioned is not the one charted
Rags to riches, riches to riches
Ocean of the famed
Blood of the wealthy
Paper of the acclaimed
The vision of the land of the free
Has never been and never will be captured
It merely gets closer and closer to the dawn’s early light
And the brave stare, enraptured
And finally the perilous fight ends
Destroyed by the greed for the impractical
But millions continue the struggle
Under God’s eyes, smirking yet hysterical

Part II
Over the colored ramparts we watched
As they grew greener and greener
Faces blotched and bodies botched
Leaner, meaner, never been dreamers
While we sweat for muddy bread
They feast upon their milky confectionaries
While they have a pencil and a jacket and a bed
Our tears run like tributaries
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We are told that one day we will be wealthy
Yet we hear gunshots in our cradles
We are told that one day we will be healthy
Yet the ground is littered with cigarettes and needles
The newspapers are colorless
The palettes are blank
We are told it’s not a contest
You’re right, it’s not, we don’t even have a fighting chance
We came here because it is the land of the free
We came here because it’s the land of opportunity
Instead we beg, please don’t hurt me
Suffering is all we see
Mama, I want to be rich
Like the man with the blue eyes
Why are we all trapped in this ditch
Unable to walk because of his lies
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Civil War
by Christal Fan

age 16
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Wind

by Mukta Kantak
age 12

The wind slices across the lake, knives against my ungloved hands;
Invisible, strong, yet lighter than a grain of sand.
The leaves yield to it, fearful of its bite;
I stop and set up my campsite.
With the wind comes a wolf’s howl;
And I can see, in the trees, a hooting owl.
Oh, the wind brings with it a fearful fright;
But I will be having a peaceful night.

Wintery Wolf
by Ashleigh Umbrecht
age 15
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The Dark, Silent Glade
by Mukta Kantak
age 12

‘Twas a peaceful winter with white snow on the ground, muffling every sound made
While ravens flew above and occasional dove in the dark, silent glade
The moon shone bright, lit up in the night, and stars twinkled in merriment
And the crisp winter air blew all the trees bare, leaving behind a fresh scent
A soft birdsong - the whip-poor-will’s call - echoed across the lake
Black sky opaque, letting down snowflakes, leaving unearthly silence in its wake
Wind moaning and howling, screeching and yowling, whistled through the trees
And the last remaining dead leaves floated down to the ground with ease.
An eerie owl’s hoot, haunting - a bear’s low growl, daunting
Whatever happened to the last people, jaunting?
‘Twas winter with white snow on the ground, muffling every sound made
While ravens flew above and occasional dove in the dark, silent glade.
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The Phoenix in Flames
by Samantha Marvin
age 12
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Standing Up
by Puiyee Kong
age 12
“Lauren!” my mom called to me.
“Hurry up! You’re going to be late for your first day at your new school!”
New school. The words stung in my ears as I pulled my long black hair into a ponytail.
“I’m coming, mom!” I yelled back.
I flew down the stairs and sat at the table to eat my breakfast.
“Hurry,” my mom urged, “you’ll be late for your first day of sixth grade!”
The bus pulled up to our door and I leapt up and seized my book bag. Did she have to remind me? I probably spent an
hour picking out my clothes. My only concern now was that I had to fit in.
I raced out the door and boarded the bus. I decided I would sit at the back of the bus. I guess I forgot to mention, I am
super shy. It was a pretty quiet ride, except for the group of girls at the back of the bus, “The Diamondz”. They wore designer
pants, expensive shirts, high-heeled boots, earrings, and even makeup! I wanted to fit in with them so badly. I was wearing a
white t-shirt, leggings and a thin jacket. I closed my eyes and imagined myself looking like them.
Right when I was imagining myself becoming the leader of “The Diamondz”, a girl with short dirty blonde hair sat in
the empty space next to me, bringing me back to reality. The bus had gotten crowded since I had gotten on and nearly all the
seats were full. At the next stop, a poor guy had to stand because “The Diamondz” had taken up nearly one bench per each of
the four members.
I had been closing my eyes, mumbling to myself, and even drooling a little bit! The girl probably couldn’t find a better
seat than sitting with a weirdo like me! I looked down at my feet so she wouldn’t see how embarrassed I was. Just then I noticed we had the same flats. The girl next to me must have noticed too, because her eyes immediately lit up.
“We’re wearing the same shoes!” she exclaimed.
She seemed nice. Despite the fact that she was claustrophobic and I loved being in small spaces where I was isolated
from the outside world, as we talked, I noticed that we had a lot in common. We were both the same age, in the same classes,
had no other siblings, and loved reading.
“By the way, my name is Maddie,” she said.
“Nice to meet you! I’m Lauren.”
So for the next few days, she sat next to me. Luckily, we were in the same classes so I had a friend to talk to. I had never had such a close friend before so I gave Maddie a friendship necklace so that she knew how much she meant to me.
“Friends forever,” we pledged in unison.
Maddie and I hung out together all the time, but I couldn’t help thinking about hanging out with “The Diamondz”.
They were so popular and cool and I felt a twinge of jealousy.
“Lauren?” Maddie asked.
“Uh huh?”
“Tomorrow I’m going on a vacation to Hawaii for two weeks so I won’t be here,” she said.
“Oh, okay. Have fun!” I said, trying to hide my jealousy.
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The next day I boarded the bus, and when Maddie didn’t get on the bus at her usual stop, I remembered that she was
on vacation… in Hawaii. I felt so lonely without her so I spent my time on the bus watching “The Diamondz”, who were also in
all my classes.
With Maddie gone, I didn’t have anybody to talk to. Unexpectedly, Liv, the leader of “The Diamondz”, came over.
“You know Lauren, if you didn’t hang out with Maddie so much, we would definitely consider putting you in the
group. You clearly need a makeover though,” she said gesturing to my very plain clothes.
What she had said about me was rude but Liv always made me feel like I wasn’t good enough. I pushed off that feeling and tried to ignore her.
“You should really hang out with us instead of that… blegh, Maddie! It should be easy! Us, the cool people, or… Maddie,” she said as if Maddie were some type of contagious disease.
“I- I guess I would like hanging out with you guys…” I said trying to ignore the fact that I was betraying Maddie.
“Exactly!” Liv said, somewhat triumphantly. As if she had just won a battle.
Liv would sit next to me and often tease and laugh at Maddie and I went along with it. I was too scared to stand up for
Maddie and I just wanted to fit in. Finally, Maddie got back from her vacation in Hawaii.
“Attention students,” my teacher, Mrs. Miller announced. “We are having a field trip to the zoo! We’ll be taking a minibus for three hours!”
Maddie and I exchanged nervous glances. A minibus for three hours? With Maddie’s claustrophobia, how was she
going to cope?
During the bus ride, Liv told me to go over and tease Maddie about being claustrophobic. Maddie explained that Liv
hated her because back in elementary school, she beat Liv for student council. I tried to convince Liv that it was a bad idea to
make fun of Maddie, but I was scared. As I started walking over to Maddie, I noticed that she was crying. A teardrop fell on her
necklace; our friendship necklace.
Suddenly I was having flashbacks; Maddie and I wearing matching shoes, talking to each other for the first time,
pledging, and playing. Before I could stop myself, I walked over to Liv and started teaching her a lesson; a lesson she would
never forget.
“I’ve had enough of you pushing me around! I’m not going to let you take my friend away! You’re not my friend, you
never were and never will be!” I raged.
I suddenly felt embarrassed. So many emotions spinning in my head. I never knew what I was capable of.
Liv gasped. “Fine,” she managed to splutter.
Liv was obviously astonished at how daring I was to go and speak to her that way. Nobody told her what to do. However, she recovered quickly. Giving me the evil eye, she moved to the back of the minibus leaving space for Maddie to sit next
to me.
“Thanks for standing up for me,” Maddie said.
From then on “The Diamondz” ignored me, but I didn't care.
It felt good standing up.
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Flower Crown
by Regan Cattermole

age 13
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The Roadside Veteran
by Dana Townsend
age 18

Thank you so much for what you have done
But I know I can’t thank everyone
You were important and you still are
I’m not surprised that you’ve made it this far
All you need is some place to live
Someplace to work
And someplace with friends
You need a little push, but that isn’t it
You probably need this sandwich.
I’ll give you this, and some money
Maybe some shoes, and maybe a hoodie
All just because I find you important

The only thing I ask is that you tell me your story.
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The Way Home

by Madison S.
age 18
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Ink

by Sierra RyanWallick
age 19

I write
"I am strong"
on my forearm.
Because
the ink
on my skin
makes
the words
final.
Irrefutable.
True.
--------Blue ink on pale skin
Words written in the dead of night
Smudges by morning

Like a bruise after a fight
--------Writing is a part of me
Ink running through my veins
Always has
And always will
-

But the ink on my skin
Now that is a different
Story
The ink on my skin
Is my script, my mantra,
My will
Who will read my ink when it is dry?
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Disabled and Proud
by Kate R.

age 15
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Consciousness
by Taylor Breeding
age 19

I must be a modern lexicographer,
patiently harvesting a language to
understand the eddies of my neurotransmitters.
My counselor tosses out words and I
hoard them at the back of my brain,
holding them up to the light, watching
how they wink at me. It’s a promise.
Her makeup heavy, her smile plastic like a
Happy Meal toy from McDonald’s, she says:
Passive. It fits the fog unrolling across the window i could disappear… no one would notice
nothing matters.
I stand at the edge of the cliff, considering the jump, my feet firm.
Reparenting, she says: I am fixing myself.
That one isn’t much of a comfort - I am like
Eeyore. Everyday he builds his house of sticks and
everyday the wind knocks them over like bowling pins.
I read on the Internet that Einstein said,
“Insanity is doing the same thing over and over again
and expecting different results.”
Her eyes shiny like buttons, she stares at me as I fumble.
I am a writer; words always fail me.
She says, “Just because you don’t remember
doesn’t mean what you feel is wrong.” She cites abuse survivors.
I shouldn’t be here. He never hit me. I am fine most of the time.
Should I tell her I am rewriting poems from five years ago?
That I feel like dried ink clogging the nib of a fountain pen?
She says to keep writing, offers drugs, suggests that I will figure it out with time.
Well I did my waiting. Since I was ten I wanted to unwind,
always waiting for eighteen and for my mind to change.
My fingers tangle, my eyes caught on the carpet, her gaze glued to me.
Waiting is having words in your mouth that won’t come out.
I schedule another appointment the Thursday after break.
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The City

by Briarra Barnes
age 14

Somewhere.
Far from here,
There’s a city without a name.
It sits in another universe, in its own world
Secluded from the evil that circles around you and I
The city has no borders
It goes on for miles and miles
The city has hills that stretch for miles
Trees that are healthy and fruitful
Flowers that you and I have never seen
The city flourishes with different colors beyond our imagination
Everyday a new soul journeys to the city
The soul gets a new being
Without blemish, without disease, without sadness
Without worrying about fitting in
Or whether they look “pretty” in the eyes of another
The city has clean and orderly neighborhoods and homes,
Where neighbors treat one another like family
The soul reunites with another they’ve lost
The soul is whole again; happy
They feel a love that will never be extinguished
I want to live in this city
I heard it’s called Heaven.
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There is Peace
by Gwenyth Stack
age 13
There is peace in silence
There is peace in alone
There is peace knowing
To turn off your phone

Little girl paints a portrait
Of a world that few have seen
Little girl tells a story
Of a life that isn’t mean.

There is peace in assurance
There is peace in love
There is peace in trusting
The One that’s above

Grown woman dreams of solace
And control of a life that is keen
On killing her from the inside
She only wants to be clean.

There is peace in crying
There is peace in letting it out
There is peace in finally
Getting to shout

Little girl runs across
A meadow of pure, soft flowers
Little girl calls this place Heaven
And can barely tell the hours.

There is peace in not having to
There is peace in the end
There is peace in forgiveness
And calling Him friend.

Grown woman finally wants to know
What’s keeping her from her own patch
She finds it’s nothing physical
But her soul that’s locked by latch.

Your bleeding heart
Your broken mind
Your shattered soul
Still scraping kind

Little girl sings softly
Praying for the grown woman
Saying, God, please help this lady
To know that Your arms are open.

You will keep fighting
You will fight long
With God as your witness
You will sing out your song

Grown woman feels something changing
She feels herself dragged out of her pit
And finally at God’s table
He invites her to come sit.

You’re gonna have struggles
You’ll have bumps in the road
But you’ll have His light to guide you
And His strength to carry the load.

Love cry out.
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It seems there are too many thoughts
A - racing in my mind
Moth - eaten sentences turned into fragments
So I whisper this quiet prayer,
Love cry out.

On the blunt of a dream
She was talking but I could not hear
There was a ringing sound in my ear
As I tried to figure out
What she had been saying.

Love be an echoing warrior’s call
Bouncing against these walls
Cracking the glass of these cold windows
Speaking the truth of love
Speaking the truth of feeling
Speaking the truth of existence
Love cry out.

Patches of radio drifted in on the breeze
Marking themselves as tangible sounds
The melodies swiftly coming in on bounds
As I tried to figure out
What the words were describing.

These hallways were broken down
And the rubble overtaken
By hoped - for flowers,
Meadows and streams,
And the new earth’s beaconing,
Love cry out.

Blunt notes played on an old piano
Called to me as those of a song
Not describing but yet distinct
It was only the music that I could understand
For words had long since become too complicated.

Through the Mirror
by Madison S.

age 18
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Celestial Encounter
by Faith Kim
age 15
44

Happiness

by Sidrisha Sarbajna
age 13

Happiness is like ice cream
I never want to run out of it.
Happiness is a balloon filled with helium
It stays up for some time until it has to come down.
Happiness is a warm jacket
It comforts me even when days are rough.
Happiness is like sunshine on a cool day
It warms me up instantly.
Happiness is like ocean waves
That get larger as they approach shore.
Happiness is a vacation
I never want to end.
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The Crash

by Arushi Sharda
age 13
The dark array of clouds painted the afternoon November sky, and the trees swayed along to the
rhythm of the cool breeze which cascaded down the backs of the residents of the small village of Laurel.
Among the many residents, there was a joyful girl named Rosia. She couldn’t have been happier for it
was her thirteenth birthday. You would imagine that nothing could possibly go wrong on such a day.
Destiny had something else in store for Rosia. Walking down the lonesome streets of Laurel, Rosia was
happily skipping on the side of the road, without noticing what was happening.
She didn’t deserve this; she was only thirteen. She didn’t know better. Who deserves to be
crushed between two trucks? Not even your worst enemy would wish something so tragic to occur. People rushed to see what had happened. The truck drivers swore that Rosia ran across and it wasn’t their
fault. An ambulance was immediately called, as the people nearby could see Rosia was breathing. But
they didn’t know if she would survive. Rosia was hurried to the nearby hospital, where she would face a
life or death situation. Rosia’s elder sister, Ariana, was called because their parents were abroad for their
work. Ariana ran, with panic growing stronger than ever inside her, to Rosia’s hospital room: as Ariana
saw her beloved sister laying on the bed, Ariana burst into tears. Never had she felt so helpless.
Three weeks had passed, and nothing from the doctors. “Ding, dong, ding, dong,” echoed
the clock in the lonely hallways of the hospital. When the doctor arrived, Ariana repeatedly questioned
him.
The doctor sighed and said, “I honestly don’t know.”
Ariana pleaded with the doctor to try other things.
“I’m sorry, there isn’t much more we can do,” replied the doctor. All they could do now was pray.
Soon night fell on a stormy day, and Ariana went to check on Rosia. To her horror, there
was a girl staring at Rosia. Her sharp black eyes and long snow white hair created a hauntingly beautiful
look, the girl had no expression at all. Just a blank face with sharp features. Ariana had never seen a
ghost, but like they say, there’s a first time for everything.
Ariana cautiously walked into the room and whispered, “Who are you?” The girl didn’t answer;
she wasn’t even moving, it seemed like she wasn’t breathing.
“Who are you?” Ariana whispered a little louder.
“The name is Lila,” came a soft whisper.
“What are you, and why are you here?” Ariana spoke with worry in her chest.
“I can’t believe this. It’s actually happening,” Lila whispered with quiet sobs.
“What’s happening to my Rosia?” questioned Ariana.
“The same thing that happened to me ten years ago,” responded Lila.
“So you were crushed by trucks like Rosia?” asked Ariana
“Yes, but I died because they couldn’t help me,” Lila said jerking her head towards the door.
“Excuse me, but what?!” Ariana exclaimed inching away.
“Don’t worry. I’m not the mean type. Calm down,” Lila responded
“How am I supposed to calm down? My sister is facing a life or death situation and I can’t do anything. And, I’m talking to ghost!” Ariana exclaimed.
“Calm down! I’m not here to hurt you or your sister. I’m here because I think I can save your sister,” Lila responded calmly.
“What can you possibly do?” asked Ariana.
“Well,” said Lila, “that’s a little hard to explain.”
“Why? What are you going to do?” asked Ariana.
“You’re going to have to trust me. I promise, Rosia won’t be harmed in any way,” Lila said.
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“Okay, I guess. Anything to help my sister,” Ariana agreed.
“You’re going to have to leave and wait outside the room as a guard. Nobody, and I mean nobody,
must come into this room. It’s for Rosia’s safety,” directed Lila.
Ariana took a deep breath and nodded. She left to guard the room. Peeking into the room,
her surprise turned into horror, Lila was floating above Rosia chanting loudly in a language Ariana wasn’t familiar with. Ariana was startled as she heard heavy footsteps pounding on the floors of the dark
hallway. A shrill cry echoed out of the room behind Ariana, the room where Rosia and Lila were. Ariana
quickly spun around and ran into the room. There she saw Rosia with monstrous red eyes staring at Lila
who was in the corner terrified.
“Get out, you’re not safe here,” whispered Lila, keeping her haunting stare on Rosia.
“Ariana, help me,” whispered a voice that came from behind Ariana.
Turning around, Ariana saw Rosia staring at her. Ariana inched backwards.
“Get out. I said get out. She’s lying, that isn’t your Rosia,” Lila said with fear.
“Ariana! I’m your sister! Don’t you believe me?” Rosia pleaded.
“Listen to me. She isn’t your sister, well it is Rosia, but someone is controlling her mind. She will
hurt you,” Lila spoke with panic. “Watch out!”
Ariana spun around to see Rosia in the air with a pair of scalpels. Ariana shrieked and moved
closer to Lila.
“Hand her over. She’s mine,” boomed a demonic voice.
“I told you! Here, throw this at her, and we should be good for a little bit.” Lila said.
Tearfully, Ariana did as she was told.
Ariana couldn’t muster up the courage to hurt her own sister, but she didn’t have a choice. So she
threw a bottle of water, or a liquid that appeared to be water, at Rosia. As predicted, Rosia crashed
against the wall and laid unconscious on the floor. Ariana quickly helped Lila up.
“Can’t you do anything?” Ariana questioned.
“Listen, I know this may be hard, but you’re going to have to hold your sister down. Keep your
eyes closed as a human eyewitness can ruin this ritual. Don’t listen to the demonic screams for they
aren’t your sister’s,” responded Lila.
“What are you going to do?” asked Ariana.
“While you are holding her down, I will be doing something, but I can’t reveal it to you,” said Lila.
Hearing a groan coming from Rosia, Ariana rushed over and grasped Rosia’s arms and held her
down.
“Let me go!” shrieked the demonic voice. “I’m your sister! You’re hurting me, let go!”
“Shut your eyes!” screamed Lila.
With that, Ariana tightly squeezed her eyes shut and grasped on Rosia’s arms even tighter. Hearing the loud chanting from Lila and the responsive screams from Rosia, Ariana began to pray silently as
heavy tears escaped her eyes. The demonic voice kept pleading Ariana to let her go and that she was her
beloved sister, but Ariana kept telling herself that none of it was real. Then everything went quiet, no
screams or loud chanting. Only a soft breath was heard.
“Ariana?” came a soft voice.
Cautiously, Ariana opened her eyes to reveal a surprise awaiting. It was Rosia, but without the
bloody eyes and the demonic voice. Ariana felt tears escape again as she noticed the red marks on Rosia’s arms where she held her down.
“Rosia?” whispered Ariana.
“She’s all good now,” came another voice. It was Lila.
“Ariana, I love you so much,” spoke Rosia, while embracing her beloved sister.
“Oh, Rosia I love you, too,” Ariana responded.
“What happened?” asked Rosia rubbing her head.
“That’s a story for another time,” Lila spoke quickly.
Rosia glanced towards Lila and said, “Why do you look so familiar?”
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“I should. I’m your dream guardian. I protect you in your nightmares,” responded Lila with a soft
chuckle.
“Oh yeah…” said Rosia as she recalled someone helping her in her nightmares.
“You guys should leave,” Lila said.
“Come with us,” said Ariana.
“I wish I could, but I can’t,” responded Lila.
“Why not?” asked Rosia.
“Because I’m leaving,” Lila said with a small smile. “Goodbye.”
With that Lila disappeared into thin air and the two sisters never saw her again. Well except for Rosia, since Lila was her dream guardian. After a while, Rosia and Ariana left to return to their
home. They had vowed not to speak of this incident ever again, and to keep the past behind. They returned to their lives knowing they had each other for life. And that was beautiful. I remember this incident as if it had happened yesterday although it happened almost ten years ago. You must be wondering
how I know all this and who I am. I’m the girl who saved Rosia and reunited her with Ariana; I am Lila.
Well, I guess you know my secret now.
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Mesmerizing

by Sierra RyanWallick

age 19
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White Mountain
by Madison S.
age 18
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<< Memberget - Remember to Forget >>
by Sierra RyanWallick
age 19

When I first try to write you a letter, all the memories sweep in and clash together, almost
drowning me. I sit at my desk with elbows digging into the wooden surface; hands clutching my
head, mouth open in a silent scream as torrent after torrent of flashbacks pass through me.
The dam has broken, and I am suffocating.
The next time I try to write, the same thing happens. I am so weak after the memories slow
down that when I stand up, my legs buckle, and I collapse. Thankfully, my mother isn't home
and doesn't hear me.
If I am going to do this, it will be alone.
I don't want to try again, but my therapist says I have to do this. If I can't do this simple thing, I
will never begin to heal.
Like I will ever heal from you.
I put off even the thought of trying again, until I find a picture that hasn't quite been buried deep
enough beneath my bed.
And I break.
I thoroughly feel myself shatter, all my cells pulling apart so that nothing is left. And that's when
I know I have to try again. At least start a letter.
It will kill me if I don't.
I sit down prepared now for the onslaught of images from the past. They begin to funnel in and
fill me. I squeeze my eyes shut as tight as I can, my body's reflex at the pain, and then I begin to
write. It isn't writing in the traditional sense. I am typing everything in my computer on a document, but at least I can type with my eyes closed. So I don't have to see the words spill from me.
The words that are pain.
I don't know how long I sit there typing blindly. All I know is I have 12 pages of writing when I
am done. I don't read it. I don't even know what I wrote. I just put some of those images on paper and let some pain out. It isn't much - I don't feel much of a difference.
But it is 12 pages of words, and I am proud of myself.
The next time I sit down, I open up the same document and start where I had left off. This time I
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have a grand total of 28 pages (16 this time), and I feel calm.
No, not calm…at peace for the day.
The very next day, I hurry to my computer and start to write. But this time, I take my time. I
don't rush. And I copy what I have already written into an email, carefully address it, and send it
off into the unknown.
It disappears.
I haven't read any of it. But suddenly it is gone. I like that feeling so much, I don't even bother to
open a document after that. I just write my words into an email, address it, and send it off. I will
never see it again.
Thank God for that.
I begin writing emails everyday. When I miss a day, I feel the pressure of images starting to
overwhelm me, so it becomes a ritual to write an email at the end of every day. I would stay up
late into the night writing, never reading my emails, just sending them off and sleeping better
after they are gone.
And then one day, I make a mistake.
I read one. I go into my sent folder, open up the first email I had ever sent with 28 pages of writing, and I read it. I don't know what I am thinking.
Instead of forgetting it, I remember.
And that is the most painful thing I have experienced since the day they sent your body home.
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Vivid Pink Roses
by Chasity Cruz

age 18
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Crippled By My Ink
by Athira Sivadas
age 16

They say to write about what hurts
They say to write about what burns
Your experiences, secrets, emotions
Dig up the graves of your memories
Slit open the flesh and let the blood splash
across the pages
They say good writers write about their pain
Literature, the spawn of trauma
But what if you don’t want anyone to know
What if you don’t want them to devour your pain
And scrape the bottom of the bottomless pan with the longest shovel
Let them see what you can’t forget
Expose yourself for entertainment
Rip off the Band-Aid for critical analysis of the wound
Unravel the gauze for stories and poems and quotations
Each letter is a permanent scar that each word reopens
Is it worth it to win the competition
Is it worth it to be etched forever into the bloodstream of a library
Your childhood, humiliations, sins
Presented on a platter, seasoned with salt
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Seal on Ice

by Ashleigh Umbrecht

age 15
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Sunsoaked
by Faith Kim
age 15
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The Silent One
by Rebekah Marvin
age 17
My mouth feels sewn shut
My tongue is in knots
I am silent and can’t fight it
My words are covered by the din of other people’s voices
My silence is taken for granted
I want to be heard
But it’s hard to speak up when you taught yourself to be silent
I don’t want my words to fall flat
Like a deflated balloon
But with all the noise and chatter
When I try to talk louder I am the one interrupting them
I don’t like it
I want to scream out
To be loud and extravagant
And noticed
But that makes my chest ache
The years of conditioning myself for silence
Won’t allow me to do that
So I fill my silence with apologies for everything
For my being alive
For my voice
And I don’t feel like I can stop it
You can sit there and tell me all that I could do better
And I will apologize and think about it later
I won’t do it
I am not a social butterfly like my zodiac sign
I am not a pretty, popular person who can do that
I am me
The one who blends into wallpaper until all you can see is wallpaper
The one who forms crushes only to know why they are called that in the first place
The one who listens and so desperately wants to be listened to
To be heard
To have someone listen for an hour and then say nothing other than “It’s going to be okay”
But I don’t get that
I get an interrupted speech and nothing more
I want long, meaningful conversations
I want long walks with nothing to say
Movies where the silence is okay because there isn’t a need to fill it
Singing to the radio because no one cares that we are off key
That’s all I want
And I won’t get it
Because I am the silent one
Who won’t tell you what I want…
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Drawn Like a Moth to the Rainbow
by Sierra Rtan Wallick
age 19
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SLIGHTLY SPECIAL
by LMB
age 13
I was going to be late, I had to speed up, but I couldn’t afford to get another speeding ticket this month. I still had another ten minutes to drive, and the school opened in six minutes! I really was excited, this was my fifth year being a kindergarten teacher in Derpyton Elementary School. The previous four years were absolutely incredible. I love my boss, my coworkers and most importantly, my students. According to the parents, I was one of the best teachers they’ve ever seen. I took
every moment that I had and put it into my time for planning and teaching. Every student that I’ve ever had loved me; one
student told me that I was “even funner than mommy and daddy.” However, I had to remind her that funner wasn't a word.
Now, here I was, the so called “best teacher in the world”, two minutes late already. I was driving to school, exhausted because I was up most of the night preparing for my new class. I overslept this morning just a little bit later than I should
have, more like a lot, actually.
This is the first time I’ve ever been late to work. You’re probably wondering, “Why were you up all night? You’ve never been late before, you can’t stay up all night all the time!” This is because of the strange woman, with the strange six-yearold.
Every week before school officially starts, Derpyton Elementary School has an open house. Open house is for parents
and students to view the school, especially the kindergarteners.
So, there I was, meeting kids and parents, explaining and talking with them, blah blah blah. When open house was
almost over, I went back into my classroom to set some decorations up, when a woman and a little girl came to my classroom.
They looked normal enough, but they just gave me this weird feeling; it wasn’t a good or a bad feeling, it was just a weird feeling.
The woman and I shook hands. The woman introduced herself and her child; her daughter is one of my new students.
I crouched down to the little girl and said “Why, hello there, you’re Quinn, right? Quinn Stevens?” I smiled and made a
goofy face at her, but the child just sat and stared at me, didn’t smile or speak, just stared at me.
I tried again “Hi Quinn!” I made a funny face at her, sticking my tongue out, but still, no reaction from Quinn. My smile
faded. I tried to act like that didn’t just happen, because Mrs. Stevens probably thought I was crazy, since most adults don’t
make weird faces to people they just met. I tried to act normal and held out my hand for the small child to shake, but she didn’t move.
“C’mon Quinn, shake Miss Deportcher’s hand.” Quinn rolled her eyes, finally took my hand, and lightly shook it.
“Great meeting you,” she said quietly and sarcastically. Now don't get me wrong, I’m all for sarcasm, I practically invented it; but when it’s in a mean way, I do not accept of it.
When we were done shaking hands, I stood back up to Mrs. Stevens. The woman looked past me and noticed the toys
in the corner of my classroom. “Do you mind if Quinn plays?
"Oh yes, sure, definitely”, I said, still trying to process what just happened. Quinn walked over to the toys silently to
play. Mrs. Stevens and I watched her until we could tell she was paying attention to the Barbie dolls and not us.
After Quinn was settled, Mrs. Stevens said, “I need to talk with you, Miss Deportcher, it's very important.”
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To make a long story short, Mrs. Stevens explained that Quinn wasn’t like other kids, in ways that she could not explain. Although it seemed rude, I asked what was so different about her. “Oh she’s...I can’t...let’s just say, she’s slightly special,"
said Mrs. Stevens, clearly hiding something.
That worried me, so I tried to make the education curriculum better in different ways, just right for Quinn, although I
didn’t know how she was different. It took me a few days, since I was working with the same curriculum for the past four
years. That’s why I am now four minutes late for the first day of school.
I ran in high heels into the school, through the hallways, down the stairs, and into my classroom. I had just made it,
oh thank you, I thought in my head! I waited for all of my students to arrive. They all came in with smiles on their faces and a
positive attitude, all but Quinn Stevens.
After the bell rang, I introduced myself, the same way I had in previous years. We practiced the Pledge of Allegiance. I
showed the kids around the classroom, told them the rules, all while telling some kids to “stop hitting each other.” Then I
showed them their seats, and gave them a brief tour of the school (with the principal’s permission, of course). At 12:00, we
sat on the carpet and got to know each other a little.
I asked the students to tell the class their names and one fact about themselves.
I said “I’m Miss Deportcher, but call me Miss D., I love animals.” Then it was the kids’ turn.
“I’m Sammy, and a horse kicked me in the face one time.”
“I’m Abby, and I scare some thirteen year olds that live near me, every day!”
“Sup? I am Katie, and I can do a backflip.”
When I got to Quinn Stevens, I said “Ok Quinn, your turn.” At first, I thought she wasn’t going to answer, but to my
surprise she did.
“I’m Quinn, and I once flew like a bird to my Aunt’s house.” She said it in a voice so quietly that everyone had to scoot
closer to hear her.
“Whoa”, said all of the kids. They were in kindergarten, so of course they would believe something like that! From
that moment on, I loved Quinn’s imagination. She said she could fly, how cute!
For the rest of the day, we colored pictures and played with toys. Boy, I love this job. At the end of the day when parents started picking their kids up, I said “goodbye” to my students and noticed something weird. The doll that Quinn was
playing with was... floating. My brain seemed to freeze, I was seeing things. I blinked my eyes, hoping it would go away and
sure enough, when I opened my eyes, the doll lowered to the ground.
The next few weeks went by quicker than I had expected, each day we learned something new: our colors, letters,
words, and numbers. We did arts and crafts a lot, we even played with toys when we had spare time. But every day, something supernatural would happen, like the floating Barbie doll. Papers would fly around the room, the sink would squirt water
at me, the lights would flicker on and off; I was seeing strange things. One day, I could’ve sworn my feet left the ground, and I
was flying for about 10 seconds! I was afraid that people would think I was going insane, so I didn't tell anybody.
It was a pretty interesting year, so far.
Then, just a few days before Halloween, a terrifying incident happened at Derpyton Elementary School. A fire had
started in the cafeteria, and everyone had to evacuate the building. The fire was spreading rapidly throughout the school. I
tried to get my kids out as quickly as possible, they were terrified and panicking. We were the last class to evacuate. When we
got outside, teachers and students were panicking, some were crying. Firetrucks were arriving to spray water on the school
to stop the fire.
I wanted to cry, this was my job, and it was in flames. Then, I saw Quinn run up to the school.
“Quinn!” I yelled, telling her to get back here, but she didn’t look back. She held out her hands in front of her, and a
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gush of wind seemed to come out of her. It was so powerful; people were getting knocked to the ground. She was blowing special winds out of her hands for about ten seconds, and thankfully, the fire went out!
We all cheered for Quinn, she had become our hero. We all ran toward her, surrounding her. We then picked her up
onto our shoulders and started chanting “Quinn! Quinn! Quinn!” and for the first time, I saw her smile.
I wasn’t prepared for that day at all - I now know Mrs. Stevens was right - Quinn is special. In fact, Quinn is the most
extraordinary person I have ever encountered. She is slightly special, all right!
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Sleep Paralysis
by Taylor Breeding
age 19
There is an old European folktale:
It describes a demon that creeps through
your window, your walls, your doorway.
It crouches on your chest while you sleep,
crushing your lungs, suffocating you
until you wake, frozen.
By then the creature will have flown out the window, and
there is nothing left. Today doctors call it sleep paralysis.
In bed, my chest rises and falls,
straining against the weight,
barely able to keep my eyes open.
You are my demon.
No time not ripe with opportunity:
you are always here.
Last month in my film class
I watched The Purple Rose of Cairo and
at the end, the woman leaves her husband.
I watched how he shoved her, clenched her arms,
screamed in her face.
I waited for him to kill her.
Afterwards I lied in my dorm bed for over an hour,
a cold despondency unfurling through me like
the limbs of a willow tree unspooling over a frozen pond.
My counselor told me it was a trigger.
I told her I had only seen your face, heard your voice,
and that happens almost everyday anyway.
Shouldn’t be a big deal, right?
Shouldn’t let it affect me quite so much,
that’s what she told me.
Sometimes I wish I hadn’t told her your name;
I made it too real.
Doctors could give it a name to explain it away,
but I will still be transfixed by your voice, to the weight of it.
It is easier to say demon: it comes with distance.
Not father. Never father.
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Lines and Borders
by Amber Barlow

age 15
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To Fight Their Fight
by Dorcas Olatunji
age 15
They’ve toiled and struggled for their rights
Words were thrown at them
Words that sting and bite
Mistreated and betrayed
Frightened and afraid
They began at the start line
Ignoring all those signs
Signs that told them to give up
Signs that told them that whatever they did was not enough
They took blow after blow
Things that those ill-mannered people had thrown
Those ill-mannered people did not know
One day these fighters would overthrow
The terrible ideas that were against the people
They would reach the finish line no matter what
That book of segregation, of slavery, of sadness,
of killing, and of madness,
Would one day be shut
They knew from the beginning
The battle that they faced
The song they sung of ‘We shall overcome’
The things they said to each other for encouragement
It would not be a waste
It’s a challenge to name them all
But all these fighters
Mentioned and unmentioned
And so many more
All fought for their rights
And put up quite the fight
These people,
Their stories,
They all tell a tale
A tale that tells of how they prevailed
Their work not derailed
They progressed
Step by step
With no regrets
These people who fought
Small or big
Had all been affected
The cases’ rightful outcomes neglected
The fight for civil rights,
For peace,
For justice,
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For a better life,
For them and the generations to come,
Is still being fought
We must be strong,
We must be able to overcome
We today are fighting as well
Fighting in our workplace,
Fighting for what we want
For what we need
To all those fighting, including myself,
I say to you,
Don’t give up
Stay the course,
Remember the battles fought for freedom,
Freedom and equality are being choked
The two screaming through our voices to be heard
Grab the hand that chokes them,
Stop the suffocation of the two screaming, dying to be let go
To encourage you
To encourage me
These fights did not come cheap
Death of many was the price
Which is hard to pay
So we have to ask
Do we have the strength
The aspiration, to
March the streets of Birmingham
Start a Freedom Summer campaign for the votes of those who are being deprived
Lead slaves to freedom at the cost of our lives
Defy against the rules, risking all odds, to integrate the people whatever their race
And to fight their fight?
If we can answer yes
To all of these questions,
Then what are we waiting for?
It’s time to fight the fight
Until the war started long ago by our ancestors
Is finally won
We together can cross the finish line
And have our rights
Once and for all.
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Unique Rocks in Hawaii
by Chasity Cruz
age 18
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The Wave

by Grace Reckner
age 12
I took a deep breath in. Ah. A salty smell hit me. The beach. The water was relieving the burn of
my sun kissed calves. It was the best beach in the whole world, Avon, Outer Banks, or OBX. In fact it was,
and remains to this day, my second home. My dad, siblings, and family friends (practically sisters/
brothers), go there every year. I’ll be referring to them as cousins throughout my tale.
Dad promised me he’d take me to ride my very first wave! My excitement was so strong, not even
my sunscreen could cover it up. All the kids were splashing around, waist deep, with my dad; with my
family there I was unstoppable!
My family named the waves by size, Baby, (small), Mama, (pretty big), King Kong, (giant), and
Godzilla, (humongous)!
“Grace, what you want to do is start paddling like this,” Dad said. He demonstrated for me. I tried,
and looked like a dying duck.
“OK, then. That was, interesting. Just kick and splash your arms in the water.”
Again I tried, and I didn’t look like a dying duck! It looked like a belly flop gone wrong, might I remind you, very bad.
“Good enough.” he said with a laugh. I scowled at him.
My brother, Niko blurted, “Remember to keep your arms in front of you, so if you crash, your face
doesn’t get busted up and you get to shore safely. Rather have hurt hands then a jacked up face.”
“Okay,” I said in a fit of giggles.
“That’s about it. And he’s not that funny,” Reid, my sister, piped in, rolling her eyes.
Seems easy enough, I thought.
“Yeah that’s it. Let’s see you paddle.” I did. Sort of. My belly flop looked a little different, though
the change was slight.
“Okay. You’re getting better! Now remember-” my dad was cut off by Julia, one of my cousins.
“Uncle Mike! A Mama is headed our way!” she said. Sophie and Allie, other relatives, nodded in
agreement.
“Quick, start paddling Grace!” yelled Allie. I became immobile, the moment had arrived and I was
about to quit! Note that I said about. As fast as I could, I started flailing in the water, terrified.
While I paddled, thoughts raced through my brain.
It’s too late! You messed up! I looked up, and a giant wave was crashing on me. I plugged my nose
and dropped, hoping I wouldn’t get wiped out. Are you kidding me! My negativity made me miss a great
opportunity!
You idiot! You could have made it, I thought.
“It’s okay, Grace. You’ve got the next one!” shouted Sophie.
“Thanks.” I said. I felt my heart cry a little bit, I felt it throughout my body, but suddenly, a surge
of determination made me straighten, and my heart narrowed its eyes at the ocean. You’re going down!
“I’m getting the next one. I swear I am.”
But I didn’t, nor did I get the one after that, or the one after that. Wave after wave crashed, but it
just made me angrier.
“Let’s call it a day. I’m tired,” Dad said. We’d been out there for an hour, only taking one break to
eat.
“No!” I said fiercely. They raised their eyebrows and widened their eyes. They were definitely taken aback.
“I’m getting this one coming up.” So I paddled. Then, WHOOSH! I’m plucked from the calm ocean
and into this crazy wave. A wave of fear attacked me (No pun intended). But I fought against it.
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Put your arms out, I thought. Suddenly, the salty water washed away my fear, and I glided, like I’d
done it a thousand times. I managed a smile, and hear the chorus of “Mustang Sally” sang like “Ride,
Gracie, ride!”
My opponent became my teammate, and the security of the ocean’s arm wrapped around me. It
was the most amazing feeling, just like flying! The wave started to crash a little bit at the top, making it
ten times better. I heard the echo of the crash, music to my ears. The prettiest colors came with this
wave; an assortment of blues and greens. The ocean, it has emotions. It chooses what waves and flows to
change every day. The wave was happy today, perhaps because we met, truly met, or perhaps
it had a scientific explanation, but that day, the ocean handed me a big, beautiful wave. I blew out of my
nose, seeing that my precious roller coaster ended.
“Did you guys see that? That was so cool!” I yelled to the few family members relaxing in the sand.
“Yeah! Good job sweetie!” I heard in reply.
“Thanks. I want to go back in!”
“Are you crazy? Hon, we’re exhausted,” Dad said as he walked out of the water. I nodded, but I’m
still so happy for beating, no, defeating the wave.
Looking back on this event, I remember the joy I felt that day. Of course, I was always bursting
with happiness when I was eight. This was probably due to my family and friends who always seemed to
make me smile. Although learning to ride a wave was a small task compared to the responsibilities I
have now; it was hard for me to do. I looked out from the shore and saw the determination and selfdoubt I had felt. Also, I saw my losses. Without family it’s hard to accomplish anything. If my dad hadn’t
taught me to ride, I wouldn’t be able to feel this joy I felt every beach day. Victory can be so difficult, even
for a tiny thing like riding your first wave. Although I won one battle, that doesn’t mean I’ll win them all.
But really, you win each battle when you learn. You’ll make mistakes, but never give up hope and always
try. There may be a sea of losses, but just remember, there’s an ocean of victories still to come.
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Under the Sea of Grand Cayman
by Isabella Ciabattoni

age 15
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Curiosity
By Angela Ryu
age 12

Curiosity is like imagining what happened to the
one piece missing to your puzzle
that you’ve worked on for so long.
Where did the piece go or travel to?
Paris to visit the Eiffel Tower?
South Korea to eat bulgogi?
Or maybe it went to see a baseball game?
Curiosity sustains life
like your heart pumping blood.
Curiosity is your mind moving on
like a quick locomotive stopping briefly,
but then continuing the long journey.
Seeing new places as it continues,
Learning new things as it continues.
Curiosity is waiting to see the end of a parade,
Wondering if something big will happen for the Finale.
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Bird at the Zoo
by Chasity Cruz

age 18
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Alone

by Madison S.
age 18

alone, drained
paralyzed where she lays
doomed to rot in the same purple cycle
she slips her arm around her cold new world
a world where hope grows mold
the trees are dead year round
and shattered promises pink the walls.
a vast tunnel of brokenness all to call her own
so down she lays to go to sleep
her eyes heavy from sorrow and
It is then she decides to dream of a happier tomorrow.
Her feet grow roots and her legs grow health
Her heart grows knowledge and her head grows stealth
And suddenly the world is not dark anymore
And life is no longer a boring chore.
With ears to hear and eyes to see
She can be herself and she can be free.
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Rays

by Amber Barlow

age 15
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Tomorrow

by Athira Sivadas
age 16

The translucent glass weeps drops of condensation emitted from the cloud that
rests obtrusively upon the roof of the earth. The prominent cheekbones feel the
somewhat tranquil drips of saline liquid, and then the arid lips catch them, relieving the
tongue of its thirst for the most transient amount of time. However, they eventually
neglect to fall, and the eyelashes touch the lower eyelid in hopes of temporary death.
Tomorrow will be better.
Tomorrow is better. The crooks of the hydrated mouth attempt to extend to
the earlobes and the crisp colors of the environment are processed without hindrance.
The illumination that emanated from the bulbs screwed into the ceiling is replaced with
the luminescence piercing the transparent glass. The countenance is scintillating and the
vocal chords are in a state of constant high-frequency and unfaltering volume.
Tomorrow is not better. The glass returns to its former state of
impenetrability. Once again, the turgid ocular orbs discharge to quench the turbulence of
the cerebrum. Tomorrow is not better. Tomorrow is not better. The bleached sclera
develops the pigmentation of oxygenated hemoglobin. This becomes a routine and soon, a
way of life.
Vexation muddles the brain as it peers at the melancholy drizzle beyond the
glass. Furious exasperation seizes control of the entire body. The frigid fingertips claw the
soaked face while the mouth silently demands an explanation for the series of tumultuous
events that continue to occur. Of course, there is no response, and all devotion to a deity
crumbles away. The palms meet the jawline aggressively to awaken the pain receptors
and alert the whole composition to focus, just focus. Why is tomorrow not better?
Neglect is born from this frustration; it festers in the extracurricular, the
noncompulsory activities. The once avid interest and impassioned manner is replaced
with an introverted cocoon of exhaustion and relinquishment. One by one they drop,
much like the precipitation. The mind does not, and cannot, perceive any signs of talent or
strength. And the sheer suffocation of the situation overwhelms scientific intelligence,
diminishing the thirst for academic success. Unlike the peers, there is a suddenly
excessive time, excessive prostration, excessive demands for explanations that are barely
satisfied with excuses. Inexplicable fatigue hinders progress in athletics. A state of
physical and mental enervation becomes permanent.
There has always been continual anxiety and malcontent about the social
status. The dismay compounds. A personality alteration is attempted; the introverted
behavior is forcefully and painfully replaced with a more loquacious version. However,
the first impression withstands, and the community decreases. Private renouncement
occurs, and is rapidly made public by the obviously deliberate isolation. Speech subsides.
The lower appendages prop themselves away from the rest. Technological forms of
communication become redundant. Members of blood fall within the dwindling
community. The fetal position manifests itself substantially, mentally, and emotionally.
Once there was fear and sorrow. A fear of overabundance in flesh persists in
the lower abdomen. When misery releases the jaw and packs in pounds of sugar and
carbohydrates and fat and anything it could find, regret issues starvation and forbids
digestion, sometimes for days. No matter how much the stomach complains, the lips
remain firmly sealed. The reward for such torment is a reduction in size. Perhaps if all
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nourishment ceased, the structure will fade away and dissolve. The idea is rendered
desirable. Now all emotion is injected with an anesthetic. Care for anything is insensible.
Promises are unkept, valuables are misplaced, and difficulties are generated.
The mirror displays a failure, a burden constantly causing torment, an obstacle to the
happiness of others. Responsibilities are fulfilled but not to the extent of full
contentment. Every action is never good enough. The lips incessantly utter apologies,
apologies for erring, apologies for budging, apologies for existing. Ramifications ensue
frequently. Rewards, even miniscule particles of praise or comfort, become nothing more
than dissipating memories. Once more harm than good is caused, the perpetrator must
be extinguished. Tomorrow will never be better.
The optic organs remain in an inflated state due to the unrelenting
hurricanes of sodium chloride. Underneath them, the ground darkens and hollows. The
brims of the mouth are subjected to the exceptional climate of a desert at the midpoint of
the summer season; ironically, the clouds release waterfalls which truculently pound the
glass and shove the temperature off a towering precipice. The startling appearance gives
rise to solicitous questions met with hasty untruths. There is a sudden similarity with the
skinless mannequin in the biology classroom. Tomorrow will be the same.
So the rivulets of red, the drops of scarlet are watched as they stain the skin,
stain the metal. But there is no pain. Because after a while, the turmoil inside the mind
renders all other damage obsolete. The anesthetic has infected the physical being, and
the drug’s effects are so profound that they go beyond numbness to pleasure. Before the
serrated streaks have an opportunity to wither away, they are energetically and
ferociously reopened. They are inflicted in the secretive safety that darkness offers,
illuminated only by the transient flashes that accompany clouds of tempest. The ears
faintly discern thunder from the internal ululation. The eyes frequently dart to the ceiling
fan.
And so, the path of destruction begins. It is suffocation in an eternally
shrinking darkness, much like the view on the other side of the glass. There is palpable
reluctance to extricate the tightly wrapped limbs from the bed, to step into the external
tundra of dampness and exposure, to fall into contact with any other living being, to
perform any action whatsoever. It is strenuous to live when there is only hatred for self.
At this point, there is no aspiration for a solution, only a lust for quick, painless escape.
The ceiling fan looks appetizing.
The first daggers of ice attack the glass as it is devoured by a layer of baleful
frost. Midday comes, but there is no source of glow or warmth. The wind screeches and
howls as the shards of ice puncture its visionary body. Tomorrow will be better.
A few hours after midnight, the havoc continues, undaunted. However, there
is a sinister peace inside one of the bolted shelters.
The hands grip the prepared, coarse fibers. The legs propel the rest on the
elevated wood. The ears strain to hear any other commotion besides the agonizing
sounds of the wind being abused. The heart accelerates its pulsing. The teeth force itself
off the tongue. The jaw unclenches to inhale the final breath. The arms lift up to take
possession of the murky length suspended from the ceiling fan. The head tilts upward to
enter it. The feet push the wood away.
The throat feels the coarse fibers.
The throat does not feel the coarse fibers. The eyes do not register the chipped
wall. The skin does not comprehend the glacial temperature. The nostrils do not inhale
the wintry air. The ears do not hear the climactic chaos outside.
Tomorrow will not be better.
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Extra-ordinary
by Chow-Fong Kust
age 13

I was never good with words
I was never good at writing
Wanting to be good at everything
But then was good at nothing
Being the jack of all trades
But master of none
An average at best I’ll be
The moon to the sun
But sometimes an average is all you need
To solve the problems to take the lead
Becoming extraordinary is not bad
When extra-ordinary is all you have

76

What Freedom Means To Me
by Dorcas Olatunji
age 15

The history of America’s freedom dates back to many wars and arguments for
independence. It dates specifically to the year 1776 on July 4, in Pennsylvania, where the
Declaration of Independence was first signed and later announced. The settlers of the
thirteen colonies decided that they wanted to be independent from Great Britain and its
king, King George III, so they decided to have a vote for it, on July 2, 1776. The declaration
was adopted originally for only thirteen colonies, but soon, more territories were added
to the new United States of America, to what we now have today, fifty states.
As I look around me, I cannot help but notice all of the things that I normally do not
give a lot of thought to. For example, my school books and my education that I am
fortunate to have because some people in other countries are denied those rights. These
rights did not come cheap; they were fought for, specifically by veterans. The sacrifice of
American Veterans of all eras contributes much to this collective freedom both nationally,
and internationally. Hence, the true saying, freedom is not free. America also provides a
good learning system, and without education, there would be chaos. More on the topic of
education, in some other countries, females are not allowed to learn how to read and
write. If that was the way America was run, then many females in this country, including
myself, would be denied such privileges. That is where our freedoms and rights come in.
Since we have had people from the past fight for what they want; now we the people of
the present can use the benefits of what they fought for.
Now even though I do not represent America as a whole, I can still be the symbol of
my own neighborhoods, communities, and schools. In my own environments, freedom
means that I am able to express myself and make my own decisions without being
condemned. I also believe that freedom should not only be realized, but maintained. We
are one of the few nations that has freedom from other nations or rulers. We must not
take these facts for granted and we must recognize the ground our founding fathers laid
for us. So as we continue in freedom, we must not forget where it all began.
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My words….
by Katya Hall
age 18

The pain is gone, gonna break free.
Be something new that didn’t happen before
God made us to live in his praise
Just because we’re not rich /famous
doesn't mean all humans have the same ways
People don’t fight for nothing ,
fight for reason.
We wouldn't be ourselves if it weren't for our personalities.
Be Proud of Who You Are.
It’s a new day to shine out, let that inner you come out now.
People will notice, follow the path to be who they want to be.

Just Listen to Your Heart, It’s the Main Bass.
Be Different From the World You See
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Ariel

by Lisa Pathania
age 17
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Hunted
by Mukta Kantak
age 12

A wolf struts through the grassy clearing
He pauses, not believing what he’s hearing.
A gunshot is heard miles around
And every animal cringes at the sound.
A wolf’s howl is clear in the night
A lion roars with all his might.
A second gunshot shatters the air
And the wind whistles in despair.
A man sees the wolf, standing in his spot
Shouting, he lets out one last shot.
The wolf turns his neck and sees
But too late; he falls onto his knees.
The wolf’s eyes close, knowing
For the last time, he hears water flowing.
The trees around him seem to weep
And the wolf lays down to eternal sleep.
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The Broken Wilderness
by Ramnath Nanthakumar
age 14

“Oh look, another monster fighting who’s fighting another monster, who’s fighting
ANOTHER monster, and they ALL WANT US DEAD!” Kristen shouted, before shoving her
flaming spear down the throat of the basilisk. Its snake-like eyes went wide before it
made a choking sound and crumpled into dust. The rest of the flock - nearly a dozen of
them - averted their attention from the warg horde and onto the merry group of
adventurers who were battered, beaten, and had at least one member that had an
unhealthy amount of Basilisk venom in their blood.
“Darn,” Marcus muttered in his low rumbling voice as he swung his axe and deftly
decapitated a passing warg, “how bloody difficult is it to pass the Killing Fields without
attracting the attention of every monster from here to Grobalr Keep?” As he said this, he
seized another warg by his hands and snapped its neck, before throwing it back into the
horde.
The five of them were plenty exhausted; it had taken a week already to get through
the Broken Wilderness - a horrifying mash-up of hundreds of different environments. A
person could travel five miles through a forest and suddenly find themselves on a glacier
during a blizzard. The adventurers had an important reason for traveling through here centuries earlier the monster lord Argith created the Broken Wilderness as a sanctuary
for his children, but after he passed away, a Lich King rose in his place and took control of
the monsters and sent them to break through the thirteen magical gates that kept the
Broken Wilderness out and the Kingdom safe.
As the last of the Basilisks fell away, and the wargs were sent running with their
tails between their legs, the five of them collapsed onto the ground.
"The good news is," Dave panted as he drank heavily from his water skin, "is that
Grobalr Keep is only a day's hike from here." Kristen eyed him warily, Dave had a penchant
for being a trickster - imitating warg howls, Troll battle-cries, and the mating call of a
Phoenix - but he seemed genuine this time. Ray, who seemed oblivious to the fact that he
currently had an unhealthy amount of Basilisk venom running through his veins pulled
out an old, heavily weathered map and laid it down in front of them.
"Dave is right," Marcus rumbled as he rummaged through his back to find any
provisions he forgot he had. "The only problem is that it'll take more than a day to reach
the Keep," he gestured towards the large expanse that kept was surrounding the Keep.
"Those are the War Grounds, where the toughest of the toughest of these freaks go, every
day they tried to crack the Runes inscribed on the gates. If they do, well…” He scratched
his scruffy beard, “The last time they did, we didn’t have the Burning Lands.”
With that, the entire group collectively shuddered as they all remembered the
horror of the magma wastes that covered the Lands and the monsters that inhabited
them. Ray shook off the morbid thought and took another look at the map,
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“There is a way around,” he said, “but we’ll have to go pretty deep into the
Neverwoods.” The Neverwoods were the only part of the Broken Wilderness that were, at
the very least, the same environment. The only problem was that it was inhabited by all
manner of forest monsters. As he finished mentally plotting a route through the
Neverwoods, he failed to notice Kristen reaching for a dagger. He blinked and jerked back
as a dagger struck the ground, roughly six inches from his knee.
“Never. Again.” Kristen seethed before leaning back and relaxing her head on Viga,
her somewhat tamed Hellhound.
Dave looked pleadingly at her, “Come on Kris, I know you were abandoned in the
Neverwoods. But if we don’t make it to the Keep than the rest of the Kingdom is in
jeopardy of the Lich King!
Kristen shook her head vehemently, “I don’t care. We’ll just fight our way through.”
Marcus raised an eyebrow, and in a snarky way, said: “Fight our way through? You
do realize that most of the largest Troll clans, the greatest Orc tribes, and the most
organized of all of the Goblin packs will be there, striving for the chance to break the
Runes. Why Kristen that is the best bloody idea I’ve heard in my life!”
Ray looked up and smiled, “Actually that gives me an idea…”
______________________________________________________________________________
“Strike that,” Ray muttered, “that was a rotten idea.” Kristen - who was currently
suffering from a withdrawal of sarasam - decided that now would be a good place to
begin.
The only problem was that she was dead. Okay, technically she wasn’t dead, she just
was a horrifying lovechild between a zombie and a skeleton. But that didn't stop her from
saying "No, it was a perfectly swell idea," before Viga started chewing on her foot.
It turned out, fighting their way through the Killing Fields was a bad idea, and the
band of adventurers were nearly killed - except for Kristen who got hit by a Djinn mage’s
Demilich spell-which turned her into a talking, sentient skull. And to make matters worse,
they had accidently helped the monsters break the last of the Runes protecting the
Kingdom. So yeah, it was not a good plan.
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What Happened?
by Rebekah Marvin
age 17

“What happened to that little girl I used to know?”
My relatives ask
I ask myself the same question every day
What happened to that bright bundle of joy?
What happened to that rainbow-clad
Pigtail-wearing girl
That laughed at anything remotely funny
And cried at anything remotely sad?
What happened to that innocent little girl
Playing tag in the front yard
And hopscotch in the driveway?
Maybe it was the sudden hit of middle school
Maybe it was the names and comments made
Behind her back
Maybe it was the fact that she would cut her hair
Instead of herself so that she wouldn’t bleed as her mother cried
Maybe it was the oversized sweaters
And dark pants to hide her imperfections
Maybe it was the way she bottled everything away
Because she didn’t want to worry mom
Maybe it was puberty
Maybe it was the hormones
Maybe it was all that and more
I know she’s still there
Deep inside my soul
She’s playing hide and seek
With my demons
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Mid-day Mantra (when you need to let go)
by Sierra RyanWallick
age 19

- Preparing My throat
Tightens

My eyes
Close
- I am ready -

My chest
Opens

My mind
Releases
- I am free -

My sadness

Falls

Away
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HEJ
Mitt namn är

Aloha
'O koʻu inoa
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Look for the online version of the magazine at:
http://www.nccde.org/371/IMAZINE
We will begin taking submissions for the 2018 edition in March.
Look for information on our website on how to make submissions
and find information about upcoming workshops.
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