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Shaolin Warriors  

By: Sydney Andersen  

 

 

I walked into the theater, 

the lights were dim, 

the air was warm. 

We were lead to the front row, 

no one ahead of us. 

The lights turned off, 

a sea of darkness behind me. 

I watched as the men 

flipped and ran across the stage. 

It was like nothing I’d ever seen before. 

The agility of the performers stunned the audience. 

Sharp turns and swift jumps, 

one after another. 

From elegance and beauty, 

to intense and passionate 

at the snap of your fingers. 

A once in a lifetime experience, 

captivating and mesmeric. 



Click Clack 

By: Jacob Hopwood 

  

Cracking echoes off the rocks. 

Sparring in the soaked sand. 

Tick Tack 

Clashing of bludgeons. 

The dull sound echoing through the arena. 

Thwap Thump 

A race of natural born warriors. 

Adorned in rough bronze armor. 

Snip Snap 

One is disarmed in a quick motion. 

The audience roars with crashing sound. 

Tick Tock 

Time grows short for our poor contestant. 

He scuttles across the ground before falling still. 

Whoosh Flutter 

But the sun declares our true victor. 

He enters from above, garments ruffled by the wind. 

Knock Knock 

Our victor swoops in for the kill. 

Crunching the brittle carapace with its beak. 

Crunch Crack 

Watch, as the tide brings our next contestant. 

How will they play the game? 



New Beginnings 

By: Anonymous 

College is the time for new beginnings 

New faces, new surroundings 

Unfamiliarity can be frightening 

But we simply cannot stay in the same place all the time 

We must do what is best for ourselves 

And for me, that means a new city and a new place to live 

A new place to visit every day, that is the city of Milwaukee 

A beach only a few miles away, but tall buildings near too 

You get the best of both worlds 

 

Art by: Giovanni Bajan 



 

Three children skipped rocks on the lake 

 

while Momma stayed inside to bake. 

 

Dad never has to work late, 

 

he usually arrived home by eight. 

 

Momma tucked the kids away to bed. 

 

Worries about Dad had flooded her head. 

 

She couldn’t sleep at all that night, 

 

for she feared that she was right. 

 

Sure enough, the phone did ring 

 

with the most terrible news to bring. 

 

An accident happened yesterday 

 

while doing construction on the bay. 

 

Unfortunately, he took his last breath. 

 

We are sorry for your husband’s death. 

By: Anonymous  



The Best Part of the Game 

By: Sydney Andersen  

 

The way the ball skids across the damp grass 

The bonds formed between teammates that can never be replaced 

The rush of emotion after each unforgettable play 

The passion in the eyes of each authentic player 

The roar from the soccer moms and team supporters 

The solidarity that is shared between each nation through the sport 

The determination of the team that has overcome an overabundance of obstacles 

The hearts of those who have an inexplicable love for the game  

 

 

 

 

Path to Victory  

By: Sydney Andersen  

 

As I sprint down the field with force and precision, 

I feel the presence of a defender approaching. 

She scurries along the sideline, 

trailing my run ever so quickly. 

I force myself to push through the pain, 

unable to come in second. 

Nothing will satisfy me more 

than showing the world that I can, 

and will, 

take on anyone who steps in my path to victory. 



Joga Bonito  

By: Sydney Andersen  

 

For all the halftime orange slices and sleeve holders, 

Joga Bonito 

For all the bruised knees and broken ankles, 

Joga Bonito 

For the team pasta dinners and early morning runs, 

Joga Bonito 

For all the long trips from Chicago to Blaine, 

Joga Bonito 

For the ripped up cleats and broken shin guards, 

Joga Bonito 

For the day tournaments spent with the team I love, 

Joga Bonito 

For all the berating and constructive criticism, 

Joga Bonito 

For the words of encouragement and support, 

Joga Bonito 

For all the dreaded conditioning, 

Joga Bonito 

For the games in sweltering heat and scorching sun, 

Joga Bonito 

For the games in the freezing rain with only leggings to protect my skin, 

Joga Bonito 

For the little girl inside that dreamt of becoming a star, 

Joga Bonito 

For the fire that pushes me to be my best, 

Joga Bonito 

For the game that holds a special place in my heart, 

Joga Bonito 



By:  Sydney Andersen  

 

She walks into the room, 

Looking as radiant as the morning sun. 

She is strong. 

She is vibrant 

She is brave. 

Her glowing presence is acknowledged 

Everywhere she goes. 

But she cannot keep this up. 

Every day she puts on this façade, 

Making her peers believe 

She is strong. 

She is vibrant. 

She is brave. 

Nobody knows that she is broken. 

She needs to be held. 

She needs a break. 

But expectations are set 

And disappointment is unacceptable, 

So she believes. 

Despite her conviction, 

Failure is okay. 

It shows courage. 

It shows fortitude. 

When she falls down, 

She gets right back up. 

And if she doesn’t, 

That is okay. 

Because no matter what people say, 

She is strong. 

She is vibrant. 

She is brave. 

 

Art By: Emma Nutini 





 

 

 

There once was a cat named Scat 

He played baseball with a bat 

He fell down one day 

And melted away 

No now he is just a mat 

 

Burgers are delicious 

Chicken Sandwiches are delicious 

Pizza is also delicious 

I am really hungry right now 

If you cannot tell 

 
 
 

The Catcher caught the rye, 

but why didn’t he catch pumpernickel. 

Percy Jackson stole lightning, 

but why didn’t he steal thunder 

When batteries run out of juice they die 

When they’re full, are they alive? 

Ravioli Ravioli give me the formioli 

Life's a beach and I’m just playing in the sand 

Creative juices just not flowing today :/ 

 

 

 

 

 

Poems by Grassmann 



There once was a dog 
named Bob 

He liked to eat corn on 
the cob 

He fell down one day 

He melted all the way 

Now he is just called Blob  

 



“You Do For Me” 

 

1. What has been done deserves a “thank you” 

2. For what you do 

3. Have to be grateful 

4. Since you’ve been discovered 

5. What has been given to me is 

6. laughs, courage, friends, and a brighter future 

7. but it is that it is not fair 

8. I’ve been given so much, but it’s as if I take without care  

Art by: 

Cooper Riehl 



 
If I was to be Born with Feathers 

 

1.   But I’m afraid that I can’t return the favor 

2.   I hesitate and restraint myself 

3.   Round and round I go 

4.   So sad, but to not know why 

5.   But that is just a lie 

6.   If I could fly 

7.   To soar across the sky 

8.   Ha, Never mind 

 

 

Be Blessed 

 

1.   I say maybe others have discovered 

2.   To the one I may call my brother 

3.   My soul shall forever wonder 

4.   The one who takes care of the others 

5.   Which are to be seen as my brothers and sisters 

6.   It is you who doesn’t stutter 

7.   My Father 

 

Math poem 

There once was a man who was bad at math. 

He was so bad he would always bring on his teacher’s wrath. 

He tried so hard but was never able to succeed 

He learned that nothing in life is guaranteed 

Working hard to try to learn his material 

But alas he felt like he was going to his own funeral 



 

Ella the Elephant 
By: Maya Staehler  

Ella the Elephant was hungry. 

Because of this, she was angry. 

Eliza would not share, 

Emma would not spare, 

Their monstrous bags of Gummy Bears. 

So she went to the market, 

Brought nuts covered in chocolate, 

And a few dozen carrots 

And left with her almost full baskets. 

While skipping back to the background, 

Her brother came out from around 

The corner, where the tree 

Meets the dark, dirty alley. 

“Hey, I want that.” 

He whined like a brat. 

“Absolutely not!” she sassily splat! 

Quickly, she started to run 

Hoping her would not come. 

When suddenly she saw, 

Curled up alone by the spa 

A distant friend from school, 

Whose personal life was cruel. 

As she was hungry and tired, 

Ella suddenly felt inspired. 

She skipped to her side, 

Looked her straight in the eye, 

And shared her snack glorified.  



 

Carl Wheezer  
There once was a boy named Carl 

He ate lots of baked potatoes 

Taking his food made him snarl 

He ate many sweets, no tomatoes 

He enjoyed croissants, not gnarls 

 

 

Potato  
Something that is small and round 

Which doesn’t make people frown 

 
It comes out hot 

I like it a lot 

 
The potato is fascinating 

When you hear that ding 

You know the food is ready 

 
Just like a hot pocket 

The potato is sweeter than chocolate 

 
The potato is so good, don’t share it with your 

friend 

That’s enough about potato’s, this is the end  



Grass stains and cleat marks cover my legs       By: Sydney Andersen  

as I run down the field on this chilling, spring day. 

The rain pours down; 

It cools my heated torso. 

Not too hot, 

not too cold. 

I watch as the ball is pushed up the sideline; 

I begin to make a run up the opposite way. 

Back and forth, 

back and forth, 

the ball swiftly moves from teammate to teammate. 

We progress throughout the half, 

keeping the ball away from the opponent. 

Coach says, “The ball is sacred.” 

I receive the ball, 

soon after, a defender as well. 

It becomes a battle of speed up the right. 

I take a large touch and hit the ball just in the right spot, 

everything feels perfect. 

The cross goes up, 

my teammate leaps into the air, 

perfectly placing a header into the upper ninety, 

just out of the keeper’s reach. 

I sprint to my forward as we celebrate with cheers and high-fives. 

The rush of adrenaline hits me 

as we begin the play again and again. 

I live for moments like these. 

Nothing compares to the love I have for this sport 

and my team. 

Through wins and losses, 

soccer will be there forever. 



Untitled 

By: Anonyms  

All I wanted to do was see you 

I decided that I would take a trip to the zoo 

I didn’t have cash so I couldn’t get in 

I put a check in the donation bin 

I can’t believe they took you away 

Just ‘cause they called you a stray 

You were the world’s best pet 

I didn’t ever have to visit the vet 

When they said it was illegal to keep you 

All I could do was say boo-hoo 

I miss your company all the time 

Why is having a lion a crime? 

Blessed 

By: Anonymous 

I say maybe others have discovered  

To the one I may call my brother 

My soul shall forever wonder 

The one who takes care of the others 

Which are to be seen as my brothers 

and sisters 

It is you who doesn’t stutter 

My Father 

 

Migraine Sonnet  

By: Sydney Andersen  

Throughout the night, I feel the throbbing pain. 

Pounding and pounding, aching at the top. 

Every month a migraine visits my brain, 

I suffer through the night, it’s just nonstop. 

I lie awake, dreaming for tomorrow. 

Sweet relief will come, showering my mind. 

But for now, I wait, lifeless and hollow, 

my fingers clenched, I hope to soon unwind. 

Sleeping is futile, I do my best, 

The heat overwhelms my clammy, warm skin. 

I search my tired soul, longing for rest,   

I wonder when the comfort will begin. 

I soon fall into a deep, constant sleep, 

Waking with a feeling that I will keep. 

  



I Don’t Want to Know 

By: Anonymous 

 
I don’t want to know what happened to the days. 

I just don’t care anymore with this world and its ways. 

Life has only been like a puzzle, 

But I’ve been an extra piece trying to fit in. 

Life has been a game but I can’t even score one point. 

In this game I’m the first level newbie. 

In this life if it was a story, 

There would only be three sentences . 

And I would only be a side character. 

I’m different, I know 

I’m unique, 

But why does my heart just weep? 

I speak of my life but act like it’s okay. 

Is it right to just know? 

Yet not to just do 

I know, but I can never do. 

I want to smile, but 

I’m just behind a mask. 

With that mask comes a wide grin. 

People come by to say it’s okay, 

But why must I be sad every day. 

I want to smile; 

I want to have fun. 

This life is too short. 

Why can’t my body and mind just co-operate?  



The Ill 

By: Anonymous 

The Ill has always caused pain 

it always causes a 

drain 

but when it is my 

final day 

I Shall lay down 

and feel no more 

pain 

But before that 

day 

I would like to play 

sit in a tree 

and just be free 

then maybe I wouldn't 

mind staying another day 

but for you it is much easier 

its grip on me is too much to bare so I say fair well 

Art by:  

CC Krautkramer 



A Short Series of Haikus 

By: Anonymous 

 

Welcome, dear reader 
To these excellent Haikus 

They tell a story 

 
There was once a frog 

His name was Jacques Grenouille 
He lived in a pond 

 

This frog had a friend 
His friend’s name was also Jacques 

But he was a fish 
 

Jacques and Jacques loved life 

Eating food and swimming ‘round 
In their lovely pond 

 

But one fateful day 
The life that they loved dearly 

Was to be destroyed 
 

Jacques swam in the pond 

Jacques Grenouille sat on the bay 
Jacques started to float 

 
“Jacques, are you okay?” 

Jacques the fish did not respond 

Grenouille got scared 
 

“Jacques? Pal? Are you dead?” 

Jacques the fish did not respond  
“HOW COULD YOU, MY FIREND?” 

 

Jacques then picked up Jacques 

His body was wet and cold 

Jacques started to cry 

 

He laid down his friend 

“What do I do now?” he thought 

Jacques then had a thought 

 

Jacques then picked up Jacques 

His body was wet and cold 

Jacques started to cry 



He laid down his friend 

“What do I do now?” he thought 

Jacques then had a thought 

 

Is Jacques edible? 

I think he’d have wanted this 

Dear Lord, rest his soul 

 

Jacques then found some rice 

And some seaweed from the pond 

And vegetables 

 

Jacques was now sushi 

He looked pretty edible 

Grenouille thought so 

 

Jacques started to weep 

He would surely miss his friend 

Then he ate sushi 

 

It was somewhat sweet 

Jacques the fish was savory 

He made great sushi 

 

Jacques Grenouille died 

He was morose and enlarged 

From eating his friend 

 

They both met again 

In heaven they both rejoiced 

They are happy now 

 

They danced with Jesus 

Jacques did not eat Jacques this time 

This is now the end 



community needs to clean up 

By: Anonymous   

 

The community is so very dirty. 

This place is like my room; 

The thoughts of never being clean makes me wor-

ry. 

You would think we’ve never seen a broom. 

Time and time again led to more slush, 

But people remain stuck in their houses like glue. 

And those who aren’t inside drive in such a rush, 

It’s like people like to see their house as a zoo. 

But if they don’t care who will? 

If not, they then should I say okay? 

But God didn’t bring light so it would just be killed. 

To us we must clean each and every day. 



Where will Hope Stand? 

By: Mario Loera  

 

War has been a mission for peace 

But when war is stirred 

Still it continues to go on with nothing but grief 

Peace is nothing but a five letter word 

Unforgiving eyes pursue rapidly piercing through 

Then for some the hope has been too far diluted 

After blood has been shed who has a heart that will stay true 

But war knows mercy those who honorably saluted 

The unbearable pain 

How far have we really advanced from way back when? 

How can we remain stably sane? 

If you found out just tell me then! 

If war is the plan, 

Where will hope stand? 



My Darkest Secret 
 
By: Abraham Toth 

 
“I love you.” I whispered 
For the last time… 
 
Then I grabbed the knife, 
And finished, her precious life. 
 
It was short, 
But ardent romance; 
She was nice and quiet, 
Kind and right 
 
When I first saw her in the store 
I knew: she is the one, 
The one for me. 
 
Dark skin, bright eyes. 
But underneath, it so light 
She was a sweetheart; 
Her smell made me high, 
 
Everything went amazing; 
I was shining, and she was smiling 
She was my queen, 
I was her king. 
And I believed 
Our love could be real 
 
But darkness came 
And the “high” went away 
Something moved 
Deep, inside me. 
 
The unconscious mind 
The human nature 
Made me fail. 
 
It was Friday night. 
No moon, no stars, 
Just the darkness and me 
In the kitchen with a glass of milk. 
 
 
I just wanted a snack! 
A cookie, 
Nothing else! 
But oh God… 
Why? 
 
Everything was gone 
No sweets left. 
Just my sweetheart 
Laid out on the desk. 

 
I wasn’t strong enough. 
I couldn’t resist the temptation. 
I grabbed the knife 
And cu her in half. 
 
It was tough 
To end a life. 
But it was a worth the sacrifice. 
 
No hunger any more… 
I ate my Precious. 
Nothing left from her; 
Just a few crumbles 
On the dark table… 
 
My love is gone… 
 
You were so delicious! 
But I already miss you, 
Oh dear peanut butter cup. 
 
 THE END 

 
 
 

Chicago 
 

By: Ally Kosik 
 

I went to the south side of Chicago. 

I didn't leave at night I was so scared. 

Driving down there is crazy. 

People there are crazy too. 

Chicago may be crazy/scary but it's 

beautiful at night.  



You Do For Me 

What has been done deserves a thank you. 

For what you do. 

Have to be grateful. 

Since you’ve been discovered. 

What has been given to me is. 

laughs, courage, friends, and a brighter future. 

but it is that it is not fair. 

I’ve been given so much but it’s as if I take without care. 

If I was born with feathers. 

but I’m afraid that I can’t return the favor. 

I hesitate and restraint myself. 

Round and round I go. 

So sad but to not know why. 

But that is just a lie. 

If I could fly. 

To soar across the sky. 

Ha, Never mind. 



By: Jacob Hopwood 

Winter is the time, time for nipped noses,  

Time for gentle frost, time for soft white. 

Ground is covered in blankets of powder, powder on your tongue,  

Powder along the tiled roof, powder pelting your window.  

The creeping of the ice, ice locks the windows, 

Ice sheets the now slick road, ice drops like deadly arrows from the gutters. 

Winter is far more dangerous than I thought… 

Art by: Kevin Wilkinson 



Isn’t It Funny?    By: Anonymous  

 

Isn’t it funny how you are only one person in the 

world? 

One person compared to seven billion people. 

And yet you are you, 

and there is no one to compare to. 

Isn’t it funny how no one thinks they can change the 

future? 

One man can build the world up, 

and yet another can destroy it 

and break it till it’s broken. 

Isn’t it funny how everything has its place? 

One world turns the same way every day, 

and yet no one really sees 

and thanks it for the things we receive. 

Isn’t it funny how many different problems occur to-

day? 

One person could be suffering from starvation, 

and yet others could be abused 

and hurt, beaten, and used. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Isn’t it funny how much of a material world we live in? 

One person with fame, money, and expensive posses-

sions, 

and the world becomes jealous, 

and everyone around you is selfish. 

Isn’t it funny how students are focused on school in-

stead of happiness? 

One school forcing hundreds of students into work, 

and no one thinks it harms their happiness 

and drives them all slowly into madness. 

It truly is funny how no one really sees 

the things that go on right beneath our feet. 

People around us don’t chance, 

so why don’t you? 

If no one can do it that means you can’t too? 

Look and see all of these funny things 

and remember that you 

can change that route. 

Don’t be afraid 

of bringing the aid 

to change all of these funny things. 

Because it is funny, isn’t it?  



 

I’m Treated Well. 

By: Anonymous  

 

My best friend treats me so well. 

She makes sure no one touches me in a way I don't like. 

She makes sure I'm fed and have somewhere to sleep. 

We spend everyday together. 

We do everything together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Okapis 

By: Anonymous  

 

Okapis are so cute. 

Okapis is a giraffe and a zebra. 

Okapis tongues are long and blue. 

Okapis only eats leaves. 

Okapis are tall but kinda ugly but very cute  



The Lights. — By: Anonymous  

 

The lights in our world there are so many. The lights that we have in 

this world are bright and dull and sometimes shine with dark black 

light that light is contagious and we see much of that these days. 

These days with the economy stressing the ones that must make 

each paycheck last until another one is made are the lights that are 

almost burnt out. The dark lights are the ones that have either given 

up or are infected with low Morales and like to put people down. But 

the bright lights that I do love to see today are the little ones and 

caring ones who still like to play and laugh. The goofy adults and el-

derly people who like to give out hard candy even when it is now a 

What you did is nothing 

What you did was meaningless 

What you did had no purpose 

What I do isn’t appealing 

What I do isn’t important 

What I do is neither great or  

horrible 

Yet what you and I do is nothing. 

What You Did But I Do 

If you shalt not speak then none may hear you 

Yet if none hear you then none shall judge 

what ye has been spoken 

Even so if shall I speak I may be praised 

Yet if I may speak it could just be leave me 

empty 

If I speak I would just like to be acknowledged 

but yet have an importance 

To say poems to discuss about a certain topic 

To make jokes or just say sorry 

But yet I must not worry 

I haven’t even learned how to speak yet I’m 

just a baby 



Mr. Trump 

By: Davis Wilson  

 

We have a president, whose name is Trump 

Democrats think he doesn’t even care 

We hope the next four years won’t be a slump 

All admire those strands of golden hair 

Such a strange man under that bright orange skin 

Hillary supporters leaving the states 

His supporters saying, “Trump for the Win” 

To Mexico, Trump says to close the gates 

His almighty rule will last eight whole years 

Hillary wondering what just occurred 

Democratic eyes filling up with tears 

The Republican Party will be heard 

Mr. Trump pulling out all of his wit 

He’s our president, so just accept it 

Untitled by: Bella Garvey 

Imagine the world through another’s eyes 

With secrets that can’t be disguised 

Talking to someone for an hour or two  

You still wouldn’t hear all that they’ve been through 

The world isn’t always the greatest place  

But it’s our only home, and it can’t be replaced 

The wise ones are older in theory  

But that doesn’t always show very clearly 

We may all be conflicting, and our words filled with anger,  

But what’s more important than having love for our 

neighbor? 

Choose to find the good in all who are near,  

Instead of making people live in fear  



Free Verse Poem About Doing Something You Don’t Want to Do — By: Aaron Schwister  

Everyone struggles with fear, 

no matter how much some try to hide it. 

It is a basic human emotion, 

and is what fuels our survival instinct.  

No matter how strong, confident, or beautiful, 

everyone has something that they fear. 

They know with certainty,  

that they want to avoid this action. 

Life however doesn’t always let you run away, 

sometimes you have to do the thing that you don’t want to. 

Public speaking, skydiving, or even just driving, 

the result is always the same. 

You begin to contemplate how you can escape, 

the action you just don’t want to do. 

If there is no way around the situation,  

your heart begins to race. 

You think about everything that could go wrong, 

which gives even the strongest of us some anxiety. 

The action plagues your thoughts, 

your body starts to panic. 

You want to be free from this stress, 

but you have to do the something that you don’t want to do. 

As the clock goes tick tick tick, 

your heart goes thump thump thump. 

Every hour, every minute, every second, 

becomes painful as you wait to do the thing.  

When the time finally comes, 

everything around you appears to stop. 

You try to shrink, to sink, to disappear, 

but there is no escaping from the fear. 

Your body forces itself into action, 

you have no idea why or how you move. 

The topic is presented, out from the plane you jump, the car engine is humming, 

the action is performed with all your capability.  

The action is finished, 

you are filled with bliss. 

You are overjoyed because, 

the action is completed. 

Afterwards you sit there wishing, 

that you never again have to do that something you don’t want to do.  



The clock, man 

I watch as students rush past me. 

The clock ticks and ticks. 

I notice the faces of stress and irritability, 

as well as the eyes of laughter and optimism. 

The end of the year is upon us. 

Laziness and apathy flood the halls. 

The clock ticks and ticks. 

Ticking away our childhood. 

Ticking away our adolescence. 

We must make the most of our teen years. 

Experience new cultures, 

form our beliefs and values, 

learn about what we can accomplish. 

We must create goals for ourselves; 

shoot for the stars. 

But we have no time to fulfill these objectives. 

We are busy 

experiencing new cultures, 

forming our beliefs and values, 

learning about what we can accomplish— 

but putting no work into actually accomplishing anything. 

Make the most of your teen years, 

because the clock just keeps ticking and ticking.  

By: Sydney Andersen  
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By: Anonymous 

140 excels in strength and has been here the longest yet they have been left behind to just be remembered as 

legends. 

141- not much to know about them failures or heroes of extraordinary achievements none shall know they left 

behind nothing 

142- a nice perky bunch of people they speak they work together yet they aren’t very strong and have nothing 

but hopes and dreams full of much spirit and still continue on till this day to roam around. 

143- they yet to be seen saw one or two but how many may be its unknown will they be a blunder? 

140-143 must and will join together and shall forever be 566 oh they shall endeavor their story will be told but 

what will happen. 

Jane and the Mouse 

By: Anonymous 

There once was a woman who was very old. 

But the woman would never scold. 

She lived in a big house. 

That had a huge mouse. 

She has no family but her cat. 

 

The cat was named Jane. 

She wore many chains. 

Jane chased the rat around the house. 

It was a big mouse. 

He ran very fast too. 

 

Jane’s owner was standing on a chair. 

It was a big scare. 

The mouse went under the couch. 

Jane ran into the couch and meowed, “Ouch!” 

The cat kept an eye on the mouse. 

 

After many hours of waiting for the mouse, 

Jane chased it out of the house.  

Jane’s owner gave her a treat. 

Jane was so happy, she leaped. 

The mouse never came back again. 



 

 

Haikus 

By: Ethan Unruh 

There was once a cow 

The black cow that never slept 

Because he was dead 

 

The car went uphill 

The grade was scary and steep 

All made it up safe 

 

A telephone fell 

It hit someone in the head 

The guy’s name was Bill 

 

One day the bridge broke 

This bridge was very special 

The people were sad 

 

I like trains a lot 

Trains move fast from place to place 

Trains are best at night 

 

Dog, a man’s best friend 

Running round, and round, and round 

Never getting tired 

 

Pigs will learn to fly 

Fly in the great big blue sky 

Maybe not today 

 

Racecar driving by 

Always turning to the left 

Left, then left, then left 



 

 

This school is sublime 

The classes are very cool 

I love this high school 

 

After the first race 

My hamstrings felt very bad 

Out for the season 

 

Google Chrome is the best 

Search for what you need at once 

Easy money, yeah 

 

Mini golf every day 

Putt it in the little hole 

I am a master 

 

Writing haikus rocks 

Five, then seven, then five more 

Then you are finished 

 

Jim ran through the fence 

Today is not the first time 

Jim is a brown horse 

Another Poem 

By: Scott Grassmann 

I hate Steph Curry 

He puts me in fury 

I wish he would scurry 

     So far away that he is blur-

ry  



Flag poem 

Swaying in the breeze 

While being a symbol of hope for draftees 

Giving some people hope 

While making other want to mope 

The flag is the symbol of the American way 

Waving in the wind every single day  

Art by: Mike Schmitz 



Slippery Water Slide 
By: Carly Degner 

 
The hot warm day, we went outside 
To see the big slippery water slide 

We went up to the top 
Pretending that we couldn't stop 
Or the monsters would chase us 

We heard a scream 
So we ran to the scene 

And the monsters had chased him off of the slide 
Now the boy is on the floor crying in pain 

So we called our mother Jane 
Jane ran outside with a really big chain to fight the monsters away 

Jane took him to the walkway 
Where she gave him a spray 

To make all of the pain go away 
As the pain went away 

The boy ran back to the slide as he told everyone “Hey” 
He tried to go back down the slide 

They all ran to the top before he could go 
And they all told him to stop 
They did not want him to fall 

_________________________________________________ 
 

Up, Up, Up, in the Sky 
By: Carly Degner 

 
I flew on my way to California 

I saw the beautiful sky 
As everything on the ground got smaller 

We passed through the clouds 
We got much, much taller 

As we went up, up, up in the sky. 

____________________________________________ 
Beach 

By Carly Degner 

 
Hearing the waves crash against the rocks 
Watching them break as the surfers ride by 

The blazing sun hitting my revealed skin 
We hear the wind flowing through the air 
And the sand squishing through our feet 
The little sea life and shells we can find 

And the salt from the water coating our hair 
Where are we? 

We are on the beautiful beach 



Untitled 

By: Bella Garvey 

Forget your name, 

and travel far away. 

Let go of the past, 

hold onto the things that last. 

Talk to strangers, 

forget about the danger. 

See the world in color, 

watch a sunset, and then another. 

Throw the pain away, 

and think only of today. 

With life, there’s so much to see; 

so many places you could be. 

Spend time with the ones you love, 

but remember to think of the ones above. 

Don’t dawdle on past mistakes, 

just hope they are ones you won’t remake. 

Live a life that would be worth reliving, 

you only get once chance, don’t wait it sitting. 



One Last Cast 

 
The day is ending. 

One last cast 

The sun is setting. 

One last cast 

I am now sweating. 

One last cast 

At least it is a beautiful setting. 

One last cast 

I haven’t caught a fish how upsetting. 

One last cast 

I start slowly pumping. 

One last cast 

Acting as if I am hunting. 

One last cast 

All my senses are firing. 

One last cast 

The scene is truly inspiring. 

One last cast 

Unfortunately, still perspiring. 

One last cast 

I start to feel something tugging. 

One last cast 

The rod starts bending. 

One last fight 

 



 

Art by: Ruth Meier 



Untitled by: Bella Garvey 

If only the grass was greener, 

on the other side. 

If only the sun was brighter,  

on the other side. 

If only it was as warm, 

and could rise just as high. 

If only the trees were as numerous, 

as on the other side. 

If only the leaves were colored, 

and not black and white. 

On the other side, 

it isn’t as dark or as dreary. 

You could walk outside, 

and feel at peace easily. 

On the other side, 

it’s like a different world; 

the birds, they fly around, 

with no fear of the ground. 

On the other side, 

is where I wish to be. 

I’d call it my home, 

and I’d finally be free. 



 

Art by: Kyle Krysiak 



 

Prairie Sonnet 

The prairie is a very nice place to be 

In the summer it is warm and cuddly 

You get the feeling that you are so free 

When you are there you don’t need any money 

When it is sunny, the animals play 

They frolic about and have a good time 

When it rains, it’s worse than yesterday 

The animal think that it is bedtime 

The prairie dogs are the most interesting 

They have brown fur and are the most cuddly 

Sad, their population is dwindling 

They are like a cuter type of bunny 

I like prairies a lot they are so fun 

Art by: Manny Muniz 



Waterfalls are Stupid  
Water drips down the rocks at a slow pace 

Not seeming to care bout whatever date 

Effortlessly falling with beautiful grace 

Making noises if  to communicate 

 
Flowing gently with a neat jazz like feel 

Tossing and turning until falling down 

This creates an atmosphere that is ideal 

The sound can help avoid a big melt down 

 
Crystal clear water going this way and that 

Falling facilely through the warm air 

It continues this until it goes splat 

The fall stands tall with a certain neat flair 

 
Finally, the water comes to a rest 

Even though its trip had a certain zest 

 

 

 

Water falls down the waterfall 

How does water fall down this great rock wall? 

The water is pulled by gravity 

Its just science you see 

Now I hope you don’t think they are a drawl  



Waterfalls are Stupid 

The neat waterfall 

Sits majestically there 

Just chilling all day long  

 

Waterfalls are pretty silly when you think 

The water just decides to jump off a hill 

I mean there is science behind but till silly 

Why fall of a hill or cliff when you could make a path 

This here concludes the waterfall rant 

 

 

Art by: Alex Rosiejka 



Ripping across the sands, rippling the surface with little waves. 

A gust that picks up and throws, altering the layout made by the previous. 

Free to blow over all, fraying the structures standing tall. 

Passing the cloaked and masked inhabitants, pelting them with the hailing dust. 

Building a wall impenetrable to the eye, buzzing with billions of particles. 

Thrashing the fields and their makers, tossing the soil with sand. 

Carving its way through holes, creeping into the homes sealed so tight. 

Echoing through the golden halls for their gods, expressing its thanks for the meal. 

Devouring all it passes, drilling its way across the land. 

Ocean comes, open sea fills the view. 

Sand falls into the water, spreading over its surface like a paste. 

It had completed its course, inhabitants now safe. 

Quiet sound rung all around, quilting heavily over the seaside city. 

Restlessness was its greatest attribute, roiling in preparation. 

Lift carried it upward, lagging expansive amounts of water in store. 

Jumping the shoreline, jetting to retrace its course. 

Hovering the tossed fields, holding back the water no longer. 

Water floods the fields, wind carries the storm onward. 

Raining down with the intensity of fire, rolling swirling twisting pillars of shredded water. 

Masks of the inhabitants came off, moving their livestock into the open air. 

Dousing all in sight, draining the winds of all that they carried. 

Empty winds flutter away, flying onward to the other side. 

The city revived, tradesmen and city folk densely take back to the streets. 

Sand is again heated, sun piercing it with fire. 

Desert sands explode with heat, drying all the water away. 

Gusts of wind carry on, going until they can turn again. 

Awaiting the day they can return, anticipating the next pass.  

By: Jacob Hopwood 



UNTITLED  

By: Sydney Andersen  

The waterfall flows down the mountain with such rigor. 

I watch as the stream peacefully falls from the highest point. 

Nothing compares to the sight of fresh, cool water 

Dripping from each mighty crevice. 

The mist cools my face, 

Leaving its eternal mark on my soul. 

The single memory of these steady rapids 

Emerging from the caves of the cliff 

Will never cease from my recollection.  

 

Sydney Andersen 

 

The crackle of the rushing water sings, 

down the rocks they fall, taking sand and stone. 

Falling into a clear, natural spring, 

secluded and lonely, highly unknown. 

The birds swoop down, playing a game of chase. 

The burning sun shines down upon each one. 

The refreshing falls are a meeting place, 

landing on the crisp rocks when they are done. 

The waters stand out in the hills of gray, 

firmly flowing toward a watery grave. 

The breeze from the rush makes the branches sway, 

from the base to the top of the old cave. 

Each drop of water consumed by the mouth, 

leading to the river, heading down south.  



 

By: Jacob Hopwood 

Not a soul knows, 

Where the mushroom patch grows. 

Deep in the dank cave, 

Mushrooms grow without contempt, 

Blazing with soft light. 

Grass may populate your world, 

But mushrooms populate my hold. 

They fill my halls, 

And scale the walls. 

Or so the stories are told. 

Red is the color used to describe 

The mushrooms that climb the side. 

Colossus is the tree, but the mushrooms are larger. 

They cover all its surface, 

Gripping to any purchase. 

Stretching upwards and onwards, 

Seeming endless from the ground. 

Laying under the trees of the forest, 

And under the remains of fulfilled life, 

Sat an ancient, broad patch of the shyest. 

Gleaming in their solitude, like a knife. 

Populated with purple, green, and blue; 

And other colors of various shade. 

They gather round, mixing their vibrant hues, 

Silently waiting to start the parade. 

But only one species lived in this patch. 

They were the short and squat, capped with a flat top. 

Affecting the for’st like an unlit match. 

Except, when one tips over with a flop. 

Dew will drip from their caps for years to come. 

All among this patch, shaped like a blossom. 



 

By: Davis Wilson 

Frog croaks with delight 

A new fly for his dinner 

I’m very fond 

Of this small pond  

I love watching the ripples in the waves 

Sitting next to where the old man will shave 

Looking at the pond 

And then it dawned 

My friend is drowning so he must be saved  

There once was a man by the name of Tod 

Tod always loved going to the near pond 

In the pond, Tod wanted to catch some cod 

He realized he was tired and yawned 

Tide came in and brought Tod in the blue water 

Ponds are all about that nice, fresh liquid 

The frog jumped on lily-pads like a blur 

The water is rising; looks like a flood 

All is calm now, and it looks so peaceful 

The frog is croaking on the sandy shore 

On the pond, nothing ever seems so dull 

Beauty of this pond, shakes me to the core 

Tod is still swimming back and forth 

The pond will always love him, that’s for sure 

All alone, sitting here by the pond 

I shake my hair that’s not blond 

Dipping my toes into the water 

Feelings like magic, Harry Potter 

Lily-pads accompanied by a frog 

Make me remember the times of my fishing  



Waterfall pomes  

Couplet 

The water comes rushing past. 

It goes over the falls at last. 
Haiku 

The racing water. 

The straight down drop at the end.  
The great waterfall. 

Free Verse 

Some waterfalls are tall. 

Some waterfalls are short. 

Some waterfalls are fast. 

Some waterfalls are slow. 

One thing is known for certain. 

When the water reaches the edge it falls. 
Limerick 

The course of the water is serene, 

Every part of the blue liquid is clean. 

As the water continues to flow, 

All of it will end up below. 

The falling water creates quite a scene. 
Sonnet 

A natural wonder the waterfall, 

Many are formed by a river or a stream. 

Water rams rocks some big others small. 

The mist and sunlight form a dazzling gleam. 

Some waterfalls have a tremendous roar. 

They can be peaceful and bring lots of joy. 

Waterfalls are something to explore, 

Those can be dangerous and aren’t a toy. 

The water’s zooming speed is quite a sight, 

It’s glamorous beauty takes your breath away. 

Looking down the edge gives a very bad fright. 



Waterfall Sonnet: 

 

The crackle of the rushing water sings, 

down the rocks they fall, taking sand and stone. 

Falling into a clear, natural spring, 

secluded and lonely, highly unknown. 

The birds swoop down, playing a game of chase. 

The burning sun shines down upon each one. 

The refreshing falls are a meeting place, 

landing on the crisp rocks when they are done. 

The waters stand out in the hills of gray, 

firmly flowing toward a watery grave. 

The breeze from the rush makes the branches sway, 

from the base to the top of the old cave. 

Each drop of water consumed by the mouth, 

leading to the river, heading down south.  

Art by: Patrick Golichnik 



 

Snowy Covered Mountains’ Poems 
By: Anonymous   

 

 

Sonnet 

The snowy covered mountain was one of bliss 

Innocently standing tall; a thing of beauty 

The mountain provided a feeling of abyss 

The mountain always did it’s own duty 

This mountain had a very special name of Dan 

Dan stood tall and wide and was home to many 

Animals and plants from wolves to birds who can 

Not even small cost of a small penny 

Dan the snow covered mountain stood tall 

As people took photos and enjoyed it’s sight 

People hoped Dan the mountain never failed 

Birds would take their endless amount of flight 

As people stare they realize they’ve never seen such grace 

Nature is a gift from God and we protect it 

 
Limerick 

There once was a snowy mountain named Kim 

She stood tall and proud while looking at Jim 

Jim was the other mountain not far from the spot 

They could talk for hours and hours and never fought 

Kim and Him were meant for each other and had a kid named Tim 

 
Haiku 

The snowy topped mountain 

Is quite the sight to see; beautiful and bright 

Shimmering snow, so peaceful 

 
Couplet 

The snowy mountain; so beautiful and bright 

The snowy mountain; so beautiful and right 

 
Free Verse 

People loved to use the powdery mountain for fun 

People loved to snowboard and ski with their families 

Right down the white steep hill 

Some would fall, some would laugh, some would love 

But most of all, people had a lot of fun 



Art by: Maya Staehler 



 
 

“Neature walk” 

 

The crackle of rushing water sings, 

Down the rocks they fall, taking sand and stone. 

Falling into a clear, natural spring, 

Secluded and lonely, highly unknown. 

The birds swoop down, playing a game of chase. 

The burning sun shines down upon each one. 

The refreshing falls are a meeting place, 

Landing on the crisp rocks when they are done. 

The waters stand out in the hills of gray, 

Firmly flowing toward a watery grave. 

The breeze from the rush makes the branches sway, 

From the base to the top of the old cave. 

Each drop of water consumed by the mouth, 

Leading to the river, heading down south. 

 

 

The waterfall flowed down the cliff 

It sounded like a soft, subtle sniff 

It made the air damp, 

And lit up like a lamp 

The air seemed fresh from a whiff. 

 



 

“Neature walk” part 2  

 

The water flows, 

It glistens like the hot sun, 

Rushing down the hill. 

 
 
The mist from the fall hits my face, 

It isn’t just the scenery I embrace. 
 

 
The waterfall flows down the mountain with 

such rigor. 

I watch as the stream peacefully falls from 

the highest point. 

Nothing compares to the sight of fresh, cool 

water 

Dripping from each mighty crevice. 

The mist cools my face, 

Leaving its eternal mark on my soul. 

The single memory of these steady rapids 

Emerging from the caves of the cliff 

Will never cease from my recollection.  



 



 

Art by: Giovanni Bajan 



My Poem 

By: Joe Griffith 

True love is not just telling your significant other that you love them each 

day. 

It is showing them in every way. 

One way to love is by caring without the thought of return. 

Or doing whatever they want, even if you burn. 

Another is to make them something that portrays your deep and burning love. 

It doesn’t even have to come from above. 

You can treat them to a visit to somewhere great like the states. 

Or just treat them with a respect, that is ever so great. 

No matter how you show someone love. 

You never must forget, that some sort of help can come from above. 

Just think of a way to make them feel happy. 

And most of all, don’t make it sappy.  



Love Sonnet 

By: Matthew Glenn 

I am not sure what I would do without you   

Who would I talk to 

Who would be there for me 

We’ve been there together   

Through the good and the bad 

Nothing you do could ever make me sad.   

We started out small with phone calls and texts 

Snapchats then dinners I wasn’t sure would be next   

We’d say up for hours just to talk to each other   

Without you in my life I’m one half separated from the other.   

I’ve got a kind thing to say when you feeling down 

You always turn my frown upside down.   

When I am with you everything else is a blur   

I wish we were the only people in the whole wide world   

I am lost without you I wouldn’t know what to do 

There is nobody that could replace me and you. 



 

Love Poem  — By: Adam Wintheiser  

 

Before you leave 

There’s something I want you to keep 

Here’s a piece of my heart 

It’ll make us never be apart 

I may be gone 

But part of me will always stay 

Remember that I’m always here for you 

You might think not, but it's true 

I love you as you can see, 

Your Eyes tell me that 

You’ll love me everyday 

No matter what may come 

You’ll always be there to stay 

You’re the best thing 

That has ever come to me 



 

LOVE POEM  — By: Brooke Albers 

 

Sometimes I walk alone at night 

When everybody else is sleeping. 

I think of you and then I'm happy with the company I'm keeping. 

The city goes to bed and I can live inside my head. 

On my own pretending you’re beside me 

All alone I walk with you ‘till morning 

And when I lose my way I close my eyes 

And you have found me. 

In the rain the pavement shines like silver 

All the lights are misty in the river 

In the darkness, the trees are full of starlight 

And all I see is you and me forever and forever.  



Love Poem 

By: Spencer Juchniewich 

 

Love is not always a word r a purchased item. 

Love can just be a hug or a smile when you see each other. 

Expressions are probably the simplest thing that can show love. 

Love cannot be bought but you can make the date that much nicer with some 

money. 

Love is best simple. 

Telling someone you love them does not have to be told by saying, “I Love You”. 

Love can be shown with making breakfast 

Love can be shown by simply being with each other. 

Love may not be kind but it can also be the strongest bond. 

Sometimes things may not go your way but if you have love it can pick you up 

from your knees. 

Love is a thing that does not have to be spoken, sometimes it can just be eye 

contact. 

Many things show love but nothing shows more love than ring on your finger. 

Love can be reading together. 

Love can be chatting. 

Love is making the everyday commitment to give your all to the ne you love. 



My Love Poem 

By: Kennedi Calmes 

 

I can’t put into words how in love I am with you, 

I laugh at everything you do. 

You are the most handsome man, 

I know you can do anything you want to in this lifetime, you truly can. 

Just please give me a chance, 

We could go outside in the pouring rain and dance. 

I am so in love, 

My love is as pure as a beautiful white dove. 

Meeting you was like something out of a dream, 

You and I would make the perfect team. 

I would do anything to have you, 

I would do anything you wanted me to do. 

You have the sweetest man I ever met, 

If you disagree I will make it into a bet. 

I love you!! 

  



Love Poem — 

By:  Mitchell Fisher 

 

I would love you,   

If the seas are seasoned with my organs, 

Unless tis loveith thy, 

Until tis love thy my, 

To this is thy thin that I shall cry wit thee,   

Unless thy tis without thy tears upon they faces,   

They shall be haters,   

But u shall prove thy haters wrong, 

Wit tis I shall tattoo your face upon me,   

To show da world that you are me,   

In da endith of da story thy shall not trustith thy system, 

So we shall dance, 

Dance to show all of tis haters,   

That we shall be one wit GOD, 

Tis shall not beith unreal,   

But tis as real as da mighty one, 

If tisith not laugh thy shall cry not alone,   

But with each other in tis arms, 

Tis thy America honored by the soul of,   

You and me forever, 

I could only dream the day,   

We meet each other for pizza, 

We shall ride the waves of life,   

On the boat of life, 

We shall be with each other, 

Till the day that I die. 



Poem  — By: Sophia Dione  

 

Love is like air. 

Love can be felt but not seen. 

You would do anything, no matter the circumstances 

To make someone else happy. 

Love is like air. 

You need it to live. 

With every breath you take,   

You gasp for another day.   

Love can be covered up, but when it is true, 

There is no hiding. 

Love is like air. 

Love can be felt but not seen 

Only seen through the actions you give to one another, 

It is peaceful, except for only when the storms come. 

But that is when it becomes the strongest. 

Love is like air. 



 



 

The Snow Globe 

By: Anonymous 

 Oh my gosh, it was just announced. I didn’t know what to even think. My 
heart started to race immediately after; no one ever expected that this day would 
come. I mean, we all heard rumors, but they were just rumors. My father started to 
yell; my sister started to cry. How could they do something like this to us? They’re 

making the earth into a snow globe? How are we even going to survive? 

 “Everyone, calm down. We are going to be fine. They wouldn’t have done it if 
we are not able to survive it,” my father proclaimed. His strong voice hid his nerv-
ousness well, but I knew it was still there. How could he not be nervous? The world 
as we know it would never be the same. My father rushed into a private room to 
make some calls. I followed stealthily behind, not making a peep. I didn’t want him 

to know I was there. 

 “Hello, yes it has happened… Can we survive it? …Give me an answer!” he 
demanded, “I don’t want to hear your excuses, give me a damn answer… Okay, 
thank you,” he quieted. After hearing a long sigh, my heart started to race once 

again. 

 Suddenly, a blaring beep started to ring in our ears. Everyone began yelling, 
asking what it was. My father ran out from the office; he jogged to the window with 
some urgency. He assured us that it was time. We all rushed toward the window, 
watching as the fake snow pebbles made their way onto the ground. They looked 
soft; however, I knew that they were pure evil. An announcement from the govern-
ment shot across the television, alarming my family once again. It stated that the 
first tip would commence in seven minutes at 3:57 PM. The fear on the faces of my 
family was indescribable. As we all prepared for our snowy doom, we hugged each 

other, believing that this would be our last goodbye. 

When the time arrived, we all held on to something near us. A shake of the 
earth occurred, leading my mother to start screaming. She was quickly shushed and 
everyone took a large, collective gulp. As we felt the tip begin to happen, I watched 
as the snow pebbles fell toward the sun, consuming the sky above. The thing is, 

none of us fell upward. We glanced at each other with confusion. 

 “Gravity is a crazy thing,” my grandmother said as she sat down on the couch 

with her magazine.  



50 years ago there was land owned by the Kruatan people. They all lived in and ran a bustling port town. Everyone had 

a job and everyone had their place. Their town attracted thousands of traders every year from all over the world. With all 

the traders constantly coming to the city the people became very wealthy. The king and his family became especially 

wealthy as they expanded their territory even farther. However, with all this new power came equal responsibility.           

Tapt was a strapping young man with straight brown hair and eyes that were filled with hope. Being in the prime of his 

life Tapt always wanted to live an adventurous life, but being the mayor’s son he couldn't. His life was full of duties that 

he didn't really care about but his father forced upon him. His life changed when Noland came to town.      

I walked along the darkened ally towards the tavern I had grown to know. It had been another tiresome day dealing with 

the complaints of villagers. I thought I would eventually get used to their nonsense, but it was something else every day. 

Oh my sheep ran away, he crossed onto my land, my wife is cheating on me. It's not that I don't care about the people, I 

do care, they were like family. Even though I cared about the people, their problems were still tedious. I walked along 

the ally thinking of all the stuff needed to be done and it made me madder and madder the more I thought about it. I 

kicked a nearby trash box sending it flying down the alley. The alley cat sleeping next to the box jumped up in terror. 

After seeing there was no danger it settled down and went back to sleep. God I wondered what it was like to live like a 

cat, not having a single care in the world. I needed a drink if I was comparing my life to that of a cat. 

I walked into the bar like I had so many times in the past. There were a few people sitting at the tables who I waved a 

hello to. I then sat down at one of the bar stools and order a glass of whisky. The bartender Horace brought me a glass 

and said he would put it on my tab. Horace was a 40-year-old man with balding hair and 3 failed marriages. He served 

in our army in his youth and was quite popular with the ladies, but could never make them stay. It might have been his 

gruff attitude or how he was prone to anger. I had seen him bring out the piece of mahogany he kept behind the counter 

and use it to beat the people who bailed on their tab. He called the stick Old Reliable because it never failed him.             

It was a pretty quiet afternoon until a new man came into the bar. He was around 6 feet tall with thick, curly hair. It was-

n't strange for our town to get visitors, in fact we got thousands each year. I had gotten used to seeing all kinds of people 

come in to town, but two things about this man struck me as odd. The first was his well-formed body, one that only 

years of physical labor could create, but with the expression on his face I could tell he didn't have a care in the world. 

The second thing the struck me as odd was the massive four and-a-half-foot long sword on his back. He sat down at the 

bar and said, "Give me your finest ale." Before doing anything Horace asked if he had any money. He replied no and I 

saw Horace's face grimace and his hand began to reach for the stick. The man held up his hand and said " I don't have 

money but I do have stuff to trade." Horace relaxed a little and asked him what he had. The man reached in his backpack 

and pulled out a jar. Inside the jar was a weird, flakey substance. The substance inside the jar looked like vomit that had 

sat in the sun. Horace was not impressed, but the man insisted he try it. After a few minutes of prodding, Horace gave in 

and took a small bite. I saw him close his eyes in terror of what he was going to eat, but as soon as the flakes touched his 

tongue he opened his eyes in delight. 

"Isn't it good? I call it kraut.” 

"It is delicious!” Horace exclaimed. 

“How do I make this?" 

“I can't tell you how to make it, but I can trade you some for your ale." 

“It's a deal.” Horace said. 

“Say what's your name stranger?” The man looked thoughtful for a second then said, 

"Noland is my name.” 

Noland took one sip of the ale and went, "Phew! That is good stuff!" 



He then proceeded to offer everyone in the bar a sample of his kraut. He quickly became loved by everyone at the bar. 

His charismatic nature and the way he talked brought people to him. Before I knew it everyone was smiling, laughing, 

and singing. Noland had a hearty voice and everyone couldn't help but join in, I even saw Horace tapping his foot 

along. I eventually gave in and joined them. It was the most fun I had had in years and I wouldn't have changed a 

thing. We partied for a few hours and eventually it began to settle down and as soon as I was about to head out. 

I heard a crash, the door to the bar flung inwards. Five men walked in through the doorway. Just by looking at their 

faces I could tell they were going to be trouble. They had scars all over their bodies and the look in their eyes that said 

they would kill you for looking at them wrong. One of the smaller men walked up to the bar. 

“Give us all your ale.” 

“Why would I do that?” Horace asked. 

Horace leaped over the counter with the speed of a man in his twenties, Old Reliable in hand. He bashed the first man 

on the head sending him sprawling to the ground. Two more men ran at him with knives. The one on the left swung at 

his head, Horace ducked down and jabbed the end of Old Reliable in to the man’s stomach. The man behind him was 

prepared to strike, but Horace was too fast, he kicked the stool next to him into the man behind him. Horace resumed 

his stance ready to take on his next assailant. 

“Enough of this joke that you call fighting." the biggest man said. 

It was clear that he was their leader being nearly 7 feet tall and 300 pounds. He was one of the scariest people I had 

ever seen and the look on his face screamed death. Horace wouldn't back down though, he leaped forward lunging at 

the man. The room echoed with a whack. I opened my eyes to see the leader had caught Old Reliable with his hands. 

He then slowly lifted Old Reliable and Horace off the ground. Gripping Old Reliable with his hand tightly he snapped 

it in half. Horace went tumbling to the ground and before he could react, the man’s giant hands were on his throat. The 

man lifted Horace off the ground as he slowly choked the air out of Horace. Horace slowly started changing different 

shades of purple and I knew I had to do something. I leapt forward grabbing a stool as I ran. I then jumped up and 

smashed the stool on top of his head. The stool had almost no impact, barely making the man flinch. The man then 

looked at me with a grin that would give the devil nightmares. He dropped Horace and dove at me. I tried to force my 

body to move but I was paralyzed with fear. His knee impacted with my stomach causing me to lurch forward in pain, 

and then I felt the impact of his fist on the back of my head. I coughed up blood as I landed, and was having a hard 

time breathing. 

“Get out of here everyone else unless you want to end up like these idiots.” The leader said. 

Everyone in the bar began to leave except for Noland, who just sat there enjoying his drink. I thought to my-
self he either must be an idiot or too drunk to realize. One of the grunts noticed he wasn't leaving and tapped him on 
the shoulder saying 

"Hey bud, do you want to die?" 

The grunt then noticed the giant sword on his back and said 

“Hey nice sword mind if I take it? 

The grunt reached for the handle but Noland moved so fast I could hardly see him move. He grabbed the 
grunts hand and with rage in his eyes yelled 

"Don't touch my sword!" 

Noland then squeezed the man’s hand so tightly that the man began to scream. Noland let go of the hand and 
the man stumbled away in agony. The grunt wanted revenge for his pain and pulled out his sword and charged at No-
land. The grunt did a forward slice, but Noland gracefully spun out of the way. Noland then put his leg against the 
grunts arm pinning him against the bar.  

“Will you surrender? “asked Noland 

“No I won’t!” the grunt exclaimed.      



“Noland pushed as hard as he could on the arm right where the bone connected. The sound of cracking bones 
echoed through the room. The grunt’s blood wretched scream as the bone snapped filled my ears. The grunt dropped 
to the ground almost going in to shock with his arm bent 90 degrees in the wrong direction. Another grunt yelled and 
charged Noland with a sword. Noland ducked under the blade, sweeping out the grunts feet at the same time knocking 
him down to the floor. With incredible speed a knife slid out of his sleeve. Noland stabbed the knife in to the man’s 
kneecap. Another wretched scream filled the room. As I looked up to see how the boss was reacting. He had the big-
gest grin I had ever seen, not one of happiness but one of a lion finally finding prey worthy of a kill. 

The boss stepped forward saying 

“My name is Bo Shambo, and I have killed over 300 men.” 

Noland looked at Bo and with expressionless eyes and said, "I don't care.” 

This pissed off Bo and he brought out the 150-pound club on his back. Bo charged forward with remarkable 
speed, and Noland barely rolled to the side. The force of the blow shattered the table and made an indent in the 
ground. One hit by that club and you were a goner. Bo charged again but this time Noland was ready. He leaped off 
the table jumping over the club and kicking Bo in the face. Bo stumbled backwards and Noland followed it up by 
throwing 3 knives at him. Bo blocked 2 but the third hit him in the right calf. What Noland did next, shocked every-
one. He pulled a weird looking sphere out of his bag and threw it on the ground. All of a sudden mist like substance 
filled the room. Everyone lost sight of Noland even Bo. 

 “Where are you!” Bo screamed. 

Noland suddenly jumped up behind Bo spinning in circles, digging two knives into Bo's back as he did. Bo 
stumbled forward as blood gushed from his back. The pain of his injury sent Bo into a rampage. He began flailing his 
club, not caring what he hit. One of his men tried to dive out of the way but he wasn't fast enough, getting hit by the 
club. The grunt stumbled backwards neck broken, and fell to the ground dead. Bo charged at Noland next but he back 
flipped out of the way of the club. Midair Noland used his final trick. He pressed the button on his arm. All of a sud-
den a chain shot out from beneath the sleeve with a long blade at the front. The blade went soaring through the air, 
then it collided with Bo’s heart. The giant man dropped to his knees blood gurgling from his mouth. Bo breathed his 
final breath as Noland ripped the chain out.. 

There was dead silence in the room until Noland got up, brushed off his pants and went back to his drink. All 
of the villagers were awe struck myself included. After an awkward silence everyone began to cheer. They rushed 
over to Noland shouting and began asking questions. 

Horace managed to get to his feet and asked, “how the hell can I repay you kid?” 

"Well, you can start by getting me another drink." He said with a smirk. 

We then began to party again, with free drinks for everyone courtesy of Horace. I sat there dumbfounded, 
wondering how some stranger defeated this man. What made me mad even more was that I was helpless in the fight. I 
thought about what I was going to say for about an hour, but I couldn't think of anything. Eventually I decided to ap-
proach him. Before I could even get the first syllable out of my mouth I heard gongs going off. 

The gongs were our cities sign that there was danger. I ignored my desire to ask Noland questions and ran out 
of the building. What I saw in front of me horrified me, most of the city was on fire. I looked around for what could 
have caused this and saw it in the sky. A massive dragon, at least 30 feet wide and 80 feet long. Its scales were a crim-
son red and as vibrant as the sun. It was soaring through the sky scorching everything in sight, at least 20 percent of 
the city had been destroyed. I knew what I had to do. I ran through the city ignoring the burning buildings. The smell 
of charred flesh made me want to vomit, but I continued to run. I ran for over 3 miles until I found the building I was 
looking for. 

I pushed in the solid oak doors and found my father and his war advisors sitting around a map. 

“Thank the lords Tapt, your alive!” My father exclaimed. 

“Dad we can do this reunion later; the city is burning.” 

“I know my son and we are working on a plan.” 



“What are we going to do?” 

“We are going to send hundreds of our best soldiers, and shoot that darn beast out of the sky.” 

“Prepare the men and get ready for battle!” My father shouted. 

It was tradition in our town for the mayor and his son to ride in to battle with the army, and that is what we 
did. 400 well trained soldiers with bow and arrows, and 100 elite soldiers equipped in full iron armor. The sight of our 
movement was quite inspirational. Hundreds of soldiers trained from birth ready to fight and die for their city, but 
nothing could prepare them for what they were about to face. 

Noland sat on the rooftop of the bar drinking a tall glass of whiskey. What a shame. This was such a nice 
town; it sucks that it is going to be destroyed. Wait, what is that? Is that the army? Why are they not evacuating, those 
darn fools are all going to die. I need to stop them before they get everyone is this blasted town killed. I hope I make it 
in time. 

The dragon had moved away from destroying the main city and moved towards destroying the homes on the 
outskirts of town. The soldiers approached the dragon but not close enough to attract its attention. 

“Ready the bows.” One of the war Chiefs yelled. 

500 bows were strung with arrows. 

“Fire!” The captain yelled.   

The arrows went souring through the sky thudding in to the dragon like rain droplets hitting the ground dur-
ing a thunderstorm. The dragon began falling from the sky, and soldiers began to chant in victory. Little did they 
know only about 20 of the arrows had actually hit, and the rest had bounced off the scales. The ones that did hit were 
on the wings, but this didn't do much more than to piss it off. The dragon soared low to ground straight towards the 
soldiers. Some of them screamed others tried to run, but it was too late. The dragon soured over their ranks burning 
them to a crisp. 

 
Tapt opened his eyes and all he could see was ash and smoke all around him. He tried to remember where he was and 
what he was doing but he couldn't. I had a pounding pain in my head and couldn't remember anything. Then I saw it 
there in the sky and I remembered everything. We had tried to shoot the dragon out of the sky but we had only made it 
angrier. It had charged at the men and landed in front of us. I took that opportunity to charge it but was blown away 
by the flaps of the wings. No time to think about that I thought, I need to find my father. I raced next to the walls of 
flames. The sites of soldiers dying were horrific but I couldn't stop. After 4 minutes of search I finally found my fa-
ther. 

“We need to retreat!” I yelled. 

He either didn't see me or was too broken to care. I wanted to run to him but there was a wall of flame sepa-
rating us. Then I saw it the dragon had turned its sights to us. 

“Run father!” I exclaimed. 

I didn't care if I got burned, I had to help him. Right as I was about to jump through the flames someone 
grabbed me from behind. I turned around to see Noland holding my arm. 

“Let me go!” I screamed, but Noland wouldn’t release me. 

The last image of my father I saw was him being engulfed by the flames. I dropped to my knees and couldn't 
believe what I had seen. Then I realized it wasn't my fault it was Noland’s. I turned to him with hatred in my eyes. 

“You killed my father!” I screamed, as I ran and tried to punch Noland. 

He easily dodged my punch and nailed me in my stomach. I fell to the ground not knowing whether to cry 
because of my father or the pain.      



"Listen hear you little brat your father was a goner, he lost his will to live. You know who hasn't? These soldiers." 

“Gather as many men as you can and distract the dragon.” 

I didn’t want to listen to Noland, but I knew that he was right. I did as I was told and ran through the inferno gather-

ing up troops. I managed to find about 140 of them to help hold back the dragon. 

We began our attack by firing waves of arrows at it. It was extremely mad now and charged at the men. Most of the 

men had learned their lesson and immediately began evasive maneuvers. We only lost 2 men in the dragons first 

sweep, and continued to fire arrows. It did another sweep and killed no one this time. We were beginning to weaken 

the dragon; it had been hit with over 350 arrows. Even though we thought we were winning, the dragon had caught 

on to our strategy. It flew towards us but instead of sweeping it hovered. We thought it had given up but then it be-

gan spewing fire again. We were dumbfounded by the direction it shot the fire because it was nowhere near us. I all 

of a sudden realized what it was doing. 

“Run as fast as you can!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. 

We sprinted as hard as we could, but the wall of fire to the left of us was keeping pace. Never had I ran so hard in 

my life but it wasn't good enough. I only managed to stop myself by diving into the dirt and tumbling to a stop. Most 

soldiers weren't so lucky; they couldn’t stop in time. Even if they were able to stop in time, most got knocked in by 

the soldiers behind them. About 40 of the soldiers were engulfed in the flames. 

In a few moments we were completely trapped in a circle of flames. The dragon began to fill in the rest of the circle 

with fire. 10 more died, 20, 40. Only 20 of us remained in a space 20ft by 20ft. One more breath and it would be 

over. I gave up hope. Noland had failed we were doomed; I was going to die. At the bottom of my pit of depression I 

saw a light. In the distance I saw Noland prepping a contraption. He had 2 willow trees bent over and tied down with 

ropes, and it the center was a giant sharp log. I was able to see the look in his eyes; it wasn't that of care free slacker 

but that of a determined mastermind. It was the same eyes he had while he was fighting Bo, his glare sent a shiver 

down my spine. That crazy man was sitting on top of the log, did he plan to launch with it? The dragon steadied it-

self above with the intent to finish us off. 

“Fire!!!” Noland yelled as loud as he could. 

The log went soaring through the sky piercing the air as it went. I couldn't believe that Noland was able to hold on 

but then I saw how. He had wrapped his weird chains around the log so he wouldn't fall. The log flew through the 

sky and impaled the dragon through its back in to the left lung. The dragon bellowed in pain and the log stabbed in 

deeper. I looked to the log but Noland was nowhere to be seen. Then I saw him soaring in the sky 20 feet above the 

dragon. Noland had catapulted himself off the log so he could be above the dragon. Then he drew his sword. It was 

the most beautiful blade I had ever seen, the blade looked as if the gods themselves had crafted it. He began to tilt 

his body to gain momentum, and started to spin. The blade glinted like the heavens themselves were giving off the 

light. Noland fell right towards the dragon still spinning. 

The dragon’s body fell from the sky. The impact of the body hitting the ground sent huge waves of dust 
flying outwards. I jumped to the ground and covered my head. When I opened my eyes, I was no longer surrounded 
by fire. The waves of dust had extinguished the flames. What I saw next shocked me even more. The head of the 
dragon had been removed from the body in one slice. I couldn't believe my eyes I had to know if Noland was alive. I 
ran hundreds of feet to where the dragon’s body was. I found Noland laying there lifeless with his eyes open. I went 
to go close his eyes. His hand all of a sudden moved and grabbed my hand, my heart nearly went in my throat. 

“I’m not dead you idiot I just broke a couple ribs and it hurts to move." 

Never had I been happier in my life then when the savior of our town survived. 

is how the great city of Nolandia came to be.             



6 weeks later with 50 percent of the town destroyed, 1100 dead, and the mayor burned to a crisp, Tapt became 

mayor. He began the long process of rebuilding the city, but one matter still remained unfinished. He had to reward 

Noland but he didn't want anything like money. Tapt asked Noland if he could name the city after him expecting 

him to say no. But to his surprise Noland said that would actually be really cool idea. This is how the great city of 

Nolandia came to be.          

Art By: Sophia Dionne 



The ClarinEnd 

I had an orchestra concert at 7 o’clock that night. I scrambled around my dorm, sending loose papers flying as I 

searched for my clarinet. I cursed myself for being so disorganized. I could have sworn I’d put it on top of my 

desk. Suddenly, I heard “Fanfare for the Common Man” blare out from behind me, my ringtone. I reached into 

my back pocket and answered my phone, still scuffling about in search of my beloved instrument. 

“Hey, Lynnie, I’m on my way out. I can’t find my clarinet.” 

“We’re going to be late for our reservations, Taylor. Hurry up. I’m waiting outside.” She wasn’t usually that curt 

with me. 

“I-I’m sorry, Lynn. But we can’t leave until I find this godforsaken clarinet! I have a concert tonight, remember?” 

“Can’t you just stop by after dinner?” 

“I don’t have time. The concert’s at seven tonight.” My voice strained as I reached under the bed. My hand 

touched a plastic clasp. “Aha! I found it!” I quickly hung up and threw the phone across the room. I felt around 

for the strap, and as soon as I had it in my fist, I dashed out the door and down the stairs. The bag was lighter 

than usual, but I didn’t give it much thought. I was late, and besides, I had recently returned a couple of etude 

books to the school library. 

Lynn was waiting outside for me. She did not appear as upset as I had expected, but I apologized profusely 

nonetheless. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize my gig bag was under the bed. I thought I left it on the table. And now 

we’re late because of my forgetfulness.” 

“Taylor, it’s fine. Don’t worry about it,” Lynn assured me, straightening my tie. 

“Thanks for understanding, beautiful.” I opened the passenger side door. “Ah, where do you want me to put my 

bag? Is the trunk okay?” 

“Just put it in the back seat. The trunk is full,” Lynn said, climbing into the driver’s seat. I tossed my bag onto the 

back seat. 

Ten minutes into the drive, Lynn noticed my tapping foot and asked, “Why are you doing that with your foot? 

You’re nervous?” 

Admittedly, I was nervous I was going to be late for my 7 o’clock concert, but was a big deal for me. “Where is 

this place you’re taking us? It must be really fancy for it to be this far away.” I gave a short, uneasy chuckle. I 

looked over at her, and even in the shadows, I could tell she was unimpressed. “Hey, but wherever you want to 

go is fine.” I rubbed the back of my neck. 

She was silent. 

Another ten minutes, and I asked again where we were headed. 

“Actually, we’re here,” announced Lynn. She abruptly put the car in park and took the keys with her as she 

stepped outside. 

I opened the door, expecting to see a grandiose restaurant, but there was nothing but a man-made lake and a 



few abandoned vehicles. “But there’s nothing here! Lynnie, let’s just go home. If you’re lost, then we can eat 

together after my concert.” 

She popped the trunk, took something out, and made a beeline for the stagnant lake. 

“Lynn! What are you doing? Forty minutes! I have forty minutes to be in my place, ready to play!” I slammed 

the car door shut and ran after her. “Lynn! Wait!” 

She turned around once she reached the edge of the water. My clarinet was in her hand, being held over the 

water. “I have your clarinet.” 

I didn’t know how to feel. I couldn’t be angry at her. “I...Why...What...I didn’t…” I fumbled for the right words. 

“Th...That’s my clarinet,” I finally managed to state very eloquently. 

“Yes, and I’m going to drop it in the lake.” How frank. 

“But why? What did I do?” 

“You love this instrument more than you love me, don’t you?” 

“No! I don’t know where you got that idea, but it’s completely untrue. Lynn, listen--” 

She side stepped closer to the water. 

Sure, we had had fights before, but nothing like this. This was unexpected. “I don’t know what you want me to 

say? I love you?” 

“Lies.” 

And before I could even protest, Lynn let go of the clarinet, and it fell into the lake.I wanted to run and fish it 

out of the water, but I was frozen in shock. I thought of the expenses of the pad replacements, and quite possi-

bly, key replacements. Not to mention, the instrument was made of  real wood. Four thousand dollars dumped 

into the lake. 

When we first started dating, I thought I could fix her. We had our ups and downs, but this was the last straw. 

That’s when I made my decision. I kicked Lynn in the shin and took off running in the other direction. I never did 

get to the orchestra concert, let alone in a timely fashion. But the sheer amount of freedom I felt from getting 

away from my needy girlfriend was unfathomable. 

That day was the day I lost the two things I loved the most. But strangely enough, I felt content. 

 

Written By: Emma Nutini 



 

  

 

 

 It was 7:30 a.m. on a Monday morning in Chicago, Illinois. Five best friends sat at a picnic table, drinking 
their Starbucks and gossiping about the people in their class they thought were weird. Amy didn’t add in, what 
made someone weird, she thought? Just because they pull their pants up a little higher or find interest in things 
that they don’t, why did that make them weird? Amy sat there in deep thought as her four sidekicks, Michelle, 
Carrie, Kelly and Ray babbled on and on about Kylie Jenner finally admitting she has lip implants. Ray had the per-
fect color skin, with the long, beautiful blonde hair, with the perfect sized breasts and she was the leader of the 
friend group, it had been like that since they all started hanging out in kindergarten. Every boy wanted her and 
every girl wanted to be her. It was their first day of senior year and all of them were nothing, but excited. They 
were so excited for homecoming, football games, prom, pep rallies and all of the lasts they would be experiencing 
this year together. They ran the school. They had the best bodies because they ate healthy and worked out togeth-
er, they were rich, they had the newest and cutest clothes and they were all name brand. They all had the same 
plan; move to New York city together and live in an apartment and attend the University of New York. They could 
pull it off too, each of them had their parent’s money to live off of. They all planned on being in the model industry 
and they could do it because they had been blessed with beauty, and money. 

 As the five girls walked into school it was something out of a movie, it was almost in slow motion. As they 
walked side by side, everyone moved out of the way. That’s when Amy saw him, this boy named Greg who was in her 
chemistry class last year. He was her partner and was the sweetest boy she had ever met. He was also super funny, 
which made him ten times cuter. He didn’t play any sports and half the time he didn’t even dress cute and that’s 
why Amy was so interested in him. She couldn’t be caught dead with him though, he is extremely unpopular and 
Ray would probably murder her. Pretty girls like them had to date the idiot jocks, it was just status quo.  

 Every day was the same thing over and over again, walk into school like super models, get hit on by disgust-
ing jocks and laugh at nerds. Oh and don’t forget having to look perfect everyday otherwise god forbid it would be 
the end of the world. Ray had almost trained us to be popular. She had convinced us that it was the most im-
portant thing in the world and in our life so we just followed her and became who we became, whether we liked it 
or not. Ray did anything for popularity, even if it meant putting someone down in front of a large group of people 
for the attention or the laughter. Amy vowed that college would be different. She would branch off into a new 
friend group and possibly dorm with someone, instead of living with her friends next year. She was sick and tired 
of the way people got treated by her friends, but she was nervous to say something. You were blessed to be in the 
friend group, so why ruin it? She had decided to just shut her mouth and go along with the bullying and getting hit 
on by jocks. 

 It was the night of Snowball and all the girls looked beautiful and were dancing their butts off, until Ray 
came in drunk and dying of laughter. All their dates were laughing as well. They then proceeded to tell the story 
that they had given Greg a swirly in the toilet and the punched him in the face. Amy had never been so mad in her 
entire life. She started screaming at all of them and swearing at the top of her lungs and going psycho. It was dead 
silent; the music had stopped. Amy ran out and was on the prowl to find Greg. She found his trashy looking car 
and saw him crying inside. She knocked on the window and he motioned for her to go to the front seat. She got in 
and started crying and asking if he was okay and started apologizing on her friend’s behalf. He sat there and start-
ing asking why she cared so much all of a sudden. She was bawling and just wanted him to understand that she ac-
tually felt extremely bad. He looked up at her, she could see the depression in his eyes, and said, “Get out of my 
car. You are one of them.” Amy got out and stood there in shock and watched as Greg drove away. She got into 



her car and drove home, laid in bed all night and cried her eyes out. 

 That’s when she realized she had to change her life, if she wanted to be happy. She knew come Monday 
she would be shunned out her friend group for probably forever, unless she apologized and begged for for-
giveness. Did she want that though? She didn’t feel happy around her friends, all they talked about was other peo-
ple and hair and makeup and stupid shit. This was a life decision. Did she really want to start all over basically in 
life as an eighteen-year-old? She had to if we she wanted to be happy. 

 She got up Monday morning, feeling anxious and like crap. She showered and went to go put on her 
makeup, but she literally had no motivation too. She had never gone to school without makeup on, but she felt 
like she should today. She went in yoga pants, a sweatshirt, Uggs, and a wet head and no makeup. As she walked 
into school, everyone stared on her. She wasn’t used to walking alone anywhere and she felt embarrassed that she 
didn’t look her best. All of a sudden her friends walked up to her and said, “You have a chose, you can apologize 
and we can move on. Or you can never talk to us again, which you’ll regret forever.” Amy stood there in shock and 
walked away. 

She knew what the right choice was and what she should do, she should be worrying about the important things in 
life. The most important things in life are not how many likes you get on a new Facebook profile picture, or a new 
photo of Instagram, or how many favorites you can get on your tweet. It isn’t about how popular you are; it isn’t 
about what is on the outside. It’s about what’s on the inside. This generation has it all wrong. We live on our 
phones and care so much about what other people think of us that we are too afraid to be ourselves because we 
are afraid that we won’t be socially accepted. Life is being the best possible version of yourself you could possibly 
become and to spread love. Then is when she decided that she would go off on her own for the rest of senior 
year. 

 She started talking to people who were considered “nerds” and became really good friends with them. 
Greg still wouldn’t look at her and it made her so sad because she liked him so much. She began joining clubs, even 
though it was late in the school year, and meeting so many new people. She had so many new positive new friends 
and had created a new image for herself, even though it took a while and a lot of tears. The so called greatest 
dance of the year was coming up, prom. She was super excited to go with her new friends and she didn’t even care 
if a boy asked her. Ray is so obsessed with getting prom queen, she won last year. A lot of people think that she 
rigged the vote because there is no way everyone would vote for such a mean person. She probably black mailed a 
bunch of people into voting for her. Would it be totally crazy if she asked Greg to prom? Is that like illegal, for a 
girl to ask a boy to a dance?  

 The next day, with prom only a week away, Amy went up to Greg’s locker and asked him if he was going to 
prom. He said yeah maybe, and Amy couldn’t help, but to blurt out, “will you be my date to prom?” He looked 
shocked and confused, but almost happy. He said yes and they figured out the details of dinner and group photos. 
That night she went to the store to find a dress, the dress had to be perfect so Greg would fall for her. It’s crazy 
how jocks would do anything to get with her, but Greg didn’t care about her looks at all. It was all about what was 
on the inside. 

 Prom night had begun and everyone was dancing and having a blast. Greg and Amy were having a great 
time and were flirting all night. Amy’s ex squad was there and they just kept glaring at her. They all looked gor-
geous and all of a sudden she wanted to go talk to them and tell them how beautiful they looked. Amy grabbed 
onto Greg’s hand and walked over to them and they turned around and stared at her. She said “I just want you 
guys to know; you all look amazing.” All of them looked shocked and didn’t say anything so Amy and Greg smiled 
and walked away.  

 Then the time of the night came where the prom king and queen were going to be announced. Amy and 
Greg chilled in the back knowing that they aren’t going to win. All of a sudden the names were announced and the 
prom queen was Amy. Everyone looked at her, she saw her old group of friends sitting there staring at her in 
shock. She slowly walked up and got her crown.  



Her ex-boyfriend Jake was the prom king. She couldn’t figure out if this was some sort of joke or nightmare? Greg 
clapped for her and so did other people. A few people booed and she was pretty sure it was her old friend group. 
Her and Jake had to do a slow dance in front of the school, and they sat there and talked about the good times 
they had together and laughed.  

 After the dance, Greg and her sat in the car and talked about life and how amazing it was. There was a 
knock on the window and it was Ray and all the girls. Amy got out and stood there nervous and confused. Ray pro-
ceeded to tell Amy she looked gorgeous and invited Greg and Amy to the after party. They went and everyone had 
a great time, the past was in the past, and they could all move on as friends. All the girls have gotten a lot nicer 
and started to want to do something more with their life then swipe their dad’s credit card. They were all ex-
tremely nice to Greg and at the end of the night Greg kissed her. 

 She felt like she was on top of the world. Her old friends had accepted her and her new friends had too. 
She had a new boyfriend who was the sweetest boy ever. She was still going to go to New York University with her 
friends and share an apartment. Greg got accepted into New York and was going to. It’s so crazy how fast life can 
change and what you can do to make your life better, thought Amy. After the whole prom thing, life just seemed 
to go its own way, but in the best way possible.  

Art by: Jared Kroll 



The Snow Globe 

By: Sydney Andersen  

Oh my gosh, it was just announced. I didn’t know what to even think. My heart started to 

race immediately after; no one ever expected that this day would come. I mean, we all 

heard rumors, but they were just rumors. My father started to yell; my sister started to 

cry. How could they do something like this to us? They’re making the earth into a snow 

globe? How are we even going to survive? 

“Everyone, calm down. We are going to be fine. They wouldn’t have done it if we are not 

able to survive it,” my father proclaimed. His strong voice hid his nervousness well, but I 

knew it was still there. How could he not be nervous? The world as we know it would never 

be the same. My father rushed into a private room to make some calls. I followed stealthily 

behind, not making a peep. I didn’t want him to know I was there. 

“Hello, yes it has happened… Can we survive it? …Give me an answer!” he demanded, “I 

don’t want to hear your excuses, just give me an answer… Okay, thank you,” he quieted. 

After hearing a long sigh, my heart started to race once again. 

Suddenly, a blaring beep started to ring in our ears. Everyone began yelling, asking what 

it was. My father ran out from the office; he jogged to the window with some urgency. He 

assured us that it was time. We all rushed toward the window, watching as the fake snow 

pebbles made their way onto the ground. They looked soft; however, I knew that they were 

pure evil. An announcement from the government shot across the television, alarming my 

family once again. It stated that the first tip would commence in seven minutes at 3:57 

PM. The fear on the faces of my family was indescribable. As we all prepared for our snowy 

doom, we hugged each other, believing that this would be our last goodbye. 

When the time arrived, we all held on to something near us. A shake of the earth occurred, 

leading my mother to start screaming. She was quickly shushed and everyone took a 

large, collective gulp. As we felt the tip begin to happen, I watched as the snow pebbles fell 

toward the sun, consuming the sky above. The thing is, none of us fell upward. We 

glanced at each other with confusion. 

“Gravity is a crazy thing,” my grandmother said as she sat down on the couch with her 

magazine.  



In Santa’s Defense, the Kid’s List Read “Velociraptor” Not  
“Toy Velociraptor”  

By: Carly Degner 
 

 A few nights before Christmas, Tommy and his family decided to met at the mall with the rest 
of the family. They wanted to go see Santa and take family photo’s with him for next years Christ-
mas card. When they got to the mall tommy was in awe at all of the beautiful Christmas decorations 
hanging off of the high rise ceiling. They arrived to where Santa sits and there was tables full of 
cookies, candies and papers that you were able to color and write what you wanted for Christmas. 
Tommy went to the table and started coloring in the paper with the Christmas trees, reindeer, and 
many more Christmas decorations scattered all around. He wrote out his list which included Legos 
and that big boy bike he has been wanting to learn how to ride but has always been too small for. 
 Tommy loves dinosaurs, he is always playing with them or his imaginary best friend “Mr. ve-
lociraptor.” Written on his paper spelt out “vellosorhaptor”,  because he did not know how to spell 
quite yet; but his mom left it that way on the paper because she thought it was adorable that he had 
tried. After coloring and being stuffed to the brim with cookies and milk, they finally went to see San-
ta. Tommy had the biggest smile on his face, he was so excited that he got to finally meet Santa 
without being too scared! Right away Tommy was complimented on his outfit that Santa said he 
loved! Then Tommy sat on Santa's knee and they started taking pictures. About an hour of talking 
and taking photos they finally went home.  
 A couple nights passed and it was finally Christmas Eve. Tommy’s family has a tradition of 
going out to a fancy restaurant, and then opening stockings when they get home. After they opened 
their stockings and played around with their new Legos and action figures and tried to sneak as 
much candy as they could until their parents noticed that they barely had any left. Then off to bed 
they went. Tommy tried to stay awake and try to hear or see Santa coming through the sky or hear 
him in his house eating all the cookies, but he instantly fell asleep when he hit the pillow.  
 The next morning… CHRISTMAS MORNING!!!!!!! No one was awake and it seems to be that 
way for awhile so he just remains in bed. He heard a strange noise and so many thoughts were go-
ing through his head; like, What could it be? Maybe they got the puppy that he and his little sister 
have always wanted, although that noise was too deep and way too be any sort of puppy unless it 
was a lion cub or something scary like that. He then smelt a weird smell and he knew for a fact it 
wasn’t a puppy. It was a smell he could not describe, such a strange smell. Like a misty rainforest 
that just had rain so now it smells like fish and worms, and wet trees. He finally got the nerve to get 
out of bed and put on his traditional pajamas that the whole family designs and wear together each 
and every year. This year Tommy's had Christmas trees and all sorts of dinosaurs on it. So then he 
went and walked into the bathroom and do all the morning duties he was taught to do so that he can 
have great hygiene and never get a cavity ever! After he proceeded to his sister’s room down the 
hallway to see if she was awake, and of course she was with her face drowning in the picture books 
about Christmas. So Tommy gets her out of bed and they walk to mom and dad’s room how are 
sound asleep, his dad’s snoring as loud as you could hear. “You could hear dad snoring all the way 
across the country!” Proclaimed his sister.  
 They went and hopped up onto their bed and snuggled up with them saying or morning pray-
er and reading our daily devotional. They then started walking towards the stairs until they heard a 
big roar… AGAIN! He told his parents he had already heard this strange noise and that he didn’t 
know what to do about it. Then a huge drift of air passed and that smell! It came back! The misty 
rainy forest smell! They slowly stumbled down the stairs in nervousness to see what possibly Santa 
could have left for them that was so big and so loud. They all peaked around the corner to the living 
room where our Christmas tree stands and they looked in each other and instantly ran into the bath-
room and locked the door. They could not believe what they saw in front of or very own eyes. We 
thought, well hoped it was a dream. “Someone pinch me so I wake up from this crazy dream!” Said 
our mom anxiously. Tell me this isn't real! A velociraptor was sitting in our living room like everything 
was fine and dandy. Tommy! Yelled dad, did you wish for a velociraptor or a TOY velociraptor! “Well, 
I wished for a velociraptor not thinking that they would take it that seriously.” 



After, we slowly came out of the bathroom one at a time, nervous, worried that our house was going 
to be destroyed, but it was not. In fact, this dinosaur seemed so friendly and harmless! We took itty 
bitty steps closer and closer towards him and eventually stopped right next to him. Putting our arm 
out so he can smell us, not bite us, but smell us. He was happy with what he smelled so he nudged 
us to pet him. He felt so scaly, and almost kind of slimy.  They did not know what to do with this cra-
zy Christmas present, where to put him, or who to call. They sat there around the fire pondering on 
the thought of what they could do with this pet and how fun he would be, but where to put him, and 
how illegal it really is. Afterthought they decided to call Santa and ask him what in the world was he 
thinking, so he told them how Tommy had wished for this and so it came true. It was finally legalized 
where having this pet was okay and so they did actually decide to keep him for Tommy because he 
loved it! 

 
 

Short Story by: Anonymous 

 This story starts in a country, now under dictatorship that used to be known as England. We were 

told from the time we were small, not to love too hard, or the world might fall to pieces; once again be-

coming aimless, floating rocks scattered throughout the universe. Evidence of this occurring started con-

stantly appearing around me. Cracks appear in sidewalks every time a couple hugged. Roads buckled 

when engaged couples got married, and earthquakes happened when happy couples had children. Accord-

ing to the professionals, this planet wasn’t built for love. It took those professionals a long time to figure 

out the cause of the weather and other phenomenon. Once they finally got it, lives were permanently al-

tered. The question is how do you live without love?  Now, marriage is only for reproduction and money; 

nothing more. 

 There is a legend the government tells their citizens to warn them about the dangerous effects of 

love. To us, it’s known as The Marele Canion, or the tragic story behind the Grand Canyon. The story 

starts with a boy who was suffering from a rare form of cancer. The typical story of no known cure, the 

doctors trying everything possible, and the parents hoping for a miracle followed. The ending was much 

different than that however. The screams from the family after his passing shook the world to its core.  

 I know this story well, as I had learned it many centuries ago in America, before I was transferred 

to England. I’m being kept alive by machines here, as the professionals think my dying would have a neg-

ative effect on the world. I can see why they think that, as the death of my little brother created the largest 

canyon in the world. 



     

A Winter With One Truly Magical Beauty 
 

 This winter is very cold and so unforgiving, but yet I have now seen the true beauty: You. It was just so un-

fair, this bitter life, and dull living in the cold arctic. I am an artist with no one beside me on my journey. What I wish 

to see and what my dream is, one day to be with her forever. I have looked everywhere in this endless winter while on 

my search. I have seen nice things; such as baby seals, cub polar bears, and little fox pups; but still I have not 

reached the beauty that I want to see. I have been out in this arctic for two years and I nearly given up hope: I will 

stay for a couple more weeks, in hopes I will see my girl, the one who I must be with. The reason behind my project 

and what sparked the flame of my journey a long time ago. 

 Since I was a boy I have loved winter. After all, I was born in Alaska, with the light twinkling snow falling, it 

is bright, and also unimaginably calming. I was captivated by the winters nice cold breeze, and the cold dead silence 

where I end up feeling at peace. After school back in the second grade, I would go home and finish my homework; 

then go outside fully equipped for cold weather. I head up the mountains and near rivers so much cold beauty; it was 

so thrilling it made my chest tingle. 

 I am such a bizarre fool I softly spoke out, “You are so amazing with your beautiful snowy look and wonders. 

If I could meet you I know we could be together”. Shortly after that, a virtuous adorable voice, followed by a freez-

ing cold breeze beside it. The endearing voice said, “I feel the same way. I’ll be waiting for you”. As she finished 

speaking, I jumped up to look all around in an excited manner; feeling as if my life has now changed forever. I was now 

onto a very unique quest. 

 As I walked back home, completely love struck and hypnotized, her beautiful voice kept repeating while also 

remembering the chilling, freezing breeze ,the breeze that made my whole body light up and hyped up with desire. It 

made on behalf of myself hope more than anything, that one day we would meet. 

 As I was on my long way home, a frozen river appeared all around me; wandering with no sign of trees or 

really anything for that matter. There was such a mess in my head I stared at the ground pondering if this was her 

again; thinking way too hard. I had to lay on the frozen lake. Love and confusion tangled with the hope of finding her. 

As I laid on the river a new voice came from behind my ear and said, “Young boy who understands and craves for her 

you must go and find her in an endless winter. Now go, since you have been told your quest”.  Just as before earlier 

when I was laying and heard a voice this voice had suddenly stopped. I was curious but no longer nervous. I was full of 

excitement but completely clueless of where to search. 

 Every day from then on I was on my way to find her and complete my quest. Day by day time passed as I 

grew older. I graduated high school, and did not hear the voice once but while also never forgetting it either. How 

could I see a bright light emitting from a strange Silvered hair woman. She is beautiful yet she looked so sad and 

empty when I looked into her blue eyes. Those sad eyes made me feel like I was empty and haven’t done anything in 

my life but look for her. Finally, I have found her was my quest over?  I say to her “are you the one I have come to 

find?” She replies “Nope but you are getting closer. But I have been waiting and it seems you have finally arrived”. I 

think about now this woman has been abandoned and what is up with how she looks. But just as I was going to get I? 

My quest of a pure goal in the name of love and to have a purpose. I will journey on to find. And obtain true happiness, 

to see her beauty. I picked up the habit, of drawing my love of the cold, winter snow falls and ice; the little animals 

dashing around as they play. 

By: Anonymous 



 

 Every night, I dreamt of her. I could see a woman, but the snow kept her face hidden; 

speaking in some dreams but silent in others. Her voice was enough to keep me from losing my faith. 

I was on my way for her; this quest’s reward was for us to be together. I left home soon after 

graduation, setting onto to my quest; with saved up money and food supplies for a long journey. I 

said goodbye to all my friends and my parents. They did not ask me where I was off to, but wished 

me the best of luck. 

 I set up a shack in the arctic and made it a daily tenacity to go looking for her, in the deep-

est parts, of this endless freezing winter. Going further and staying out longer I made a new shack 

time to time and remembering that once a year I would get to call for supplies to be dropped off. 

 It wasn’t cheap but I made a lot of money for selling my art of the arctic and my best sell-

ing children’s book: You’re Not Alone. The book was just about a boy in his sleep alone with nobody 

but him and a voice. The amount of money I earned was more from than just luck, I deserved it. The 

experience I have gathered from a lifetime of doing those hobbies; now I have the eye and mind of 

an expert photographer and author. Money isn’t very important to me but it was essential if I want-

ed to keep going to find her it will take time and resources. After all, love is not something you can 

just buy with money. Love is made and shared between hard work, common interests, and a beautiful 

spark, made together. That is what love truly is. 

 I was making my normal rounds, and it was getting dark, so I headed back to the last shack 

I had set up. It wasn’t very far, but was still a long walk. But just as I was on my way back to my 

shack I walked into a very strange forest. It was small and there were no animals. I was once again 

hypnotized by the cold stunning beauty of the forest. This was all just too amazing; it was empty, 

but filled with beauty there were tiny little ponds frozen with fishes made out of ice; and then af-

ter that, I saw a giant snowflake followed by more snowflakes that were hanging from underneath 

the big one all the way down straight to my head. All this had no meaning or purpose, but I felt hap-

py and smiled. Trying my best to make something as amazing as, what I have seen out of snow and 

ice, I decided to go from admiring to making a decorated icy mirror and comb. Then, after I glazed 

the icy sculptures that I made vanished; Without a trace I was sad. I had made those for her after 

all. I’d been searching for about twenty years for her; and have never stopped loving her. All this 

time looking for the perfect gift when one day I may find her. But no harm has been done, so I ig-

nore that and continue through the little forest. 

 But just as I remembered out here when it's dark is freezing way below zero I rushed out 

of there but not without leaving at least something to remember where this place was. I’m walking 

back figure it is better to get there a little slower and colder than faster and warmer after all if I 

rushed I might just sprain my leg or trip and get frostbite. But as I was nearing my shack I heard the voice 

again. I decide to go back and off I was to go back to the little forest. It is so dark even with my flash light I can 

hardly see. I came across the mirror I made I picked it up and continued forward. 



 

closer to her to talk more I heard a crack. Then suddenly I was cold not just cold freezing everything was getting 

darker the light no longer in sight. I have fell into the water I cannot move. My quest is not finished and my life 

about to end; I give up. I think of those sad empty blue eyes of hers; I can’t stop thinking about her and worrying 

about whether if I am going to die or not. I felt the freezing arctic water all around me. But then, just as I was about 

to fade away from existence a very bright blue light appeared all around me. She went down for me and she said, “Are 

you prepared to have a new life for everything that you’ve ever know to be almost entirely different and exciting For 

your life to now be full of danger and risks. Are you ready to be reborn?” I nodded yes, but soon I was out unable to 

open my eyes. But what was about to happen was unimaginable. 

When I awoke I was in a whole new place nowhere near the arctic wasteland I was before with temperatures of 23 

degrees below. It was entirely different fresh air everywhere and not another person to be seen. There were spec-

tacular trees, crazy wild and colorful flowers and plants, grass all around I even saw new animals that seemed too 

much like creatures of mythology and fantasy. I begin to walk and check out more of what appears to be a whole new 

world a whole new life a second chance to live. I walk around noticing that all my winter clothe and jackets weren’t 

around but I had my more casual wears like my sweaters and hoodies along with my jeans and shoes. With so much 

that I’ve seen I feel like I should be freaking out but I started to smile instead I was so happy I seem to be like a 

totally new person. This is amazing new animal new plants and trees it is a new world. 

I continue to walk and check out the scenery I notice there have been all types of noises as I moved and tried to spot 

moving for a while when I stopped the noises did to I’m definitely being watched and followed. I walk up to a turn 

then begin to run I continue to run until I heard a like crash then thud I inspect the noise and when I get to where I 

heard the crash. I meet this girl she is laying on the ground with a big bump on her head. As she begins to stand up 

she holds her hand on the bump, “oww, that’s going to leave a mark I hope I didn’t lose him” While I was pretty close 

behind her. She looked around then finally spotted me after about two minutes. “uh, I wasn’t following you I was just 

passing by, I just happened to be behind you every you went, behind some bushes while stopping when you seemed to 

stop as well” then I said “also while making lots of noise and running into that tree, you must have been in a real hur-

ry”. Man she is cute and she looks pretty fun as well little clumsy although. She says in a flustered manner “Well it’s 

not my fault you started running also I tripped on a rock but the tree happened to be right in front of me when I 

tripped” I say, “so you were following me but why”. “Well when there was a very bright light out in Gowbo forest I 

went to check it out, just in case it was an attack or anything else important like that, by the way did you see that 

bright light?”. 

As I think to myself the only bright light I ever saw was when I fell under water and was about to die. Wait a minute! 

I almost forgot I have to find out where I am, where she went, what I am supposed to do, and if I’m still alive. “Um, 

pardon me! But I did ask you a question did you see a bright blue light”. “Maybe I am having some trouble remember-

ing much stuff could you tell me where I am”. “Well you’re in the Gowbo forest of course, It's where us Nopite, would 

come to relax or train independently for just about anything and to study basics about herbs, trees, and creatures”. 

“Wait, Nopite what are Nopite”. “Man you really are dumb have you hit your head or something? Nopite’s is what you 

and I are”. Yes, it really is a new world, A new beginning ahh yeah! 



Art by: Marcus Wittmann 



(Ring Ring) 

“Hello.” said Brooks 

“You have a new case detective.” said the man on the phone. 

“Do you know what time it is?” asked Brooks. 

“It is 3AM sir, but you have work to do.” replied the man. 

“Where is the case, and when do you need me by?” asked Brooks. 

“The enchanted forest, and as soon as you are able to come over.” replied the man. 

“I can’t believe that I have to come in on a Saturday and at 3AM, this better be important.” Brooks thought. 

Brooks hopped out of bed groggy from having little sleep. He stumbled his way into the bathroom and walked in to 

the shower. The hot water against his skin helped to relieve some of the sleepiness, but Brooks still struggled to 

keep his eyes open. After his shower he hastily put on his clothes, and went to the car in his garage. 

“I can’t believe I have to go to the enchanted forest.” Brooks thought. 

When mythical creatures began appearing in this world, the first thoughts were of just pure wonder. As humans 

became more adapted to the creatures, they started to hunt them. Most of the creatures were fine as they had built 

in defense mechanisms, or they went in to hiding. The creatures that the hunters wanted the most were the magical 

ones. The magical creatures each have some unique ability, which makes them extremely valuable to anyone who 

can find them. These magical creatures were all put under protection by the government, and now live in a place 

called the magical forest. It has trained guards on duty at all times, and even a fence around the perimeter with 

cameras. 

“Something terrible must have happened for me to be called to the enchanted forest.” Brooks thought. 

Upon arriving at the facility his car and body were thoroughly searched for weapons, or anything else that might 

put the creatures in danger. The forest covered a massive area of 100 miles from fence to fence. It was home to 

hundreds of different kinds of species, all extremely rare. Some of the highlights are the phoenix whose feather can 

cure any illness, the fairy who if you pluck their wings you will be blessed with great luck, the leprechaun who has 

an immense wealth of gold, and the most important of all is the unicorn.  The unicorn is the rarest of all magical 

creatures, with only 2 known to be in existence. They live extremely peaceful lives, they are never hostile and 

spend most of the day sleeping. They don’t appear to age, as the unicorn in the enchanted forest has been there for 

over 20 years, and hasn’t changed whatsoever. The unicorn is the most sought after creature, because breaking off 

its horn will grant you 3 wishes. However, breaking off the horn will cause the unicorn to die. You can make al-

most any wish you want to the horn and it will come true, but there are a few exceptions. One you can’t wish to 

bring back someone from the dead, two it can’t be used to control people, and three the wish can’t be something 

evil 



Brook’s car rolled up to a giant building located in the center of the forest. The building had surveillance towers 
placed all around it, and wires running to and from the building. Inside the building is the central control panel. 
The panel is surrounded by walls of monitors that broadcasted nearly every aspect of the park. They had a cam-
era and a screen for every important animal. 

“Who is in charge here?” asked Brooks. 

“I am” replied a man 

An extremely hairy man approached Brooks. The man was about six feet three inches tall, with thick brown 
hair. The man’s chest, arms, and legs were coated with hair, to the point that you could barely even see the skin 
anymore. His face was stern and rough, but you couldn’t see much of it because of his beard. The beard hair was 
as thick as it was on the rest of his body, but the beard hairs were much longer than the rest of the body hair. 
The man’s teeth were exceptionally shiny and some of them even looked sharp. 

“What is your name, and why have you called me here? Asked Brooks. 

“The name is Wade Warren and I called you here because one of the animals went missing.” replied Wade. 

“Which animal?” questioned Brooks.     

“The unicorn went missing” replied Wade. 

“How did this happen?” asked Brooks. 

“About an hour ago suddenly all the cameras in the facility turned off. We scrambled to get them back on, but it 
still took about 5 minutes. When we got the cameras back on the unicorn was missing, but the rest of the ani-
mals are still in their areas. We checked all the footage from the cameras at the gate, but none of them show any 
signs of someone entering.” Explained wade. 

“You said we, who is this other person?” asked Brooks. 

“My assistant Claire was helping me to get the cameras back online.” replied Wade. 

“Where is she now?” asked Brooks. 

“After we got the cameras back online, she decided to go out with some of the others and search for the uni-
corn.” Replied Wade. 

“What happened to your arm?” asked Brooks. 

“Oh that, I tripped and cut it on the desk while scrambling through the dark.” said Wade. 

“Please take me to the last spot you know that the unicorn was seen.” Said Brooks. 

Wade lead Brooks to an open clearing that was filled with all kinds of wildlife. Wade left Brooks there to go 
back and monitor the rest of the animals on the cameras. Brooks began to search around, looking for any clues 
as to what happened. There were no footprints, signs of a struggle, or even evidence that anything had ever lived 
there. The fact that the area was completely without signs of something living there wasn’t out of the usual. Uni-
corns are the most delicate of all creatures, their footsteps are so light that they can walk across flowers without 
causing even the slightest bend. One thing was strange however, one little dandelion crushed into the ground. 
The only way a flower could be crushed in a unicorn’s home is if it was startled. Brooks looked at the way the 
flower was crushed and headed in that direction. About 400 feet past the clearing Brooks encountered a steep 
hill. On the top of the hill were imprints in the ground from rocks that had been there for hundreds of years, but 
now the rocks were missing. Brooks slid his way down the hill, taking extra care not to trip or run into anything. 
At the bottom of the hill on some rocks was blood. The blood wasn’t only on the rocks, but on the ground as 
well. He followed the trail of blood, and pulled back some leaves blocking his way. 

  



Behind the leaves Brooks found the unicorn lying there on the floor. Brooks rushed over to it, but the moment 

he saw the unicorn he knew it was too late. The side of the body was torn to shreds from claw marks, and its 

neck was broken from someone crushing it.  Brooks examined the unicorn to find any evidence of the attacker 

who did it. On the tip of the unicorn’s horn, Brooks found a few drops of blood that were a different shade of 

red then those coming from the unicorn’s body. Brooks extracted the blood and placed it in a test tube for fur-

ther sampling. When Brooks was done taking off the blood he noticed a pair of shoes sticking out of a nearby 

bush. Brooks pushed away the leaves to find a young girl lying dead on the ground. She had the same claw 

marks as the unicorn, and upon examining her name tag the man found that the girl’s name was Sarah. Brooks 

collected everything that he could find to use as evidence, and headed back to the compound. 

“Welcome back detective Brooks. How was the search?” asked wade. 

“I found the unicorn, but it is dead I am afraid.” replied Brooks. 

“What terrible news! Where did you find it?” asked Wade. 

“Outside the clearing there was a steep hill, and if you follow that down you will find the dead unicorn.” Said 

Brooks. 

“I must go see this for myself.” said Wade. 

“Hold on just one minute, you can’t leave quite yet.” said Brooks. 

“Is there something you need from me detective? Asked Wade. 

“I believe that you are the one who is guilty of the crime.” Said Brooks. 

“That is ridiculous! On what grounds do you make these claims detective?” asked Wade 

“Well the first thing that set me off about you was your distinctive sharp teeth, and the amount of hair on your 

body. Those are characteristics of a werewolf, but it wasn’t enough evidence to prove your guilt. The second 

thing that set me off was the fact that you said your assistant’s name was Claire even though that desk over 

there says Sarah. It also so happens that the girl I found next to the dead unicorn had the name Sarah on her out-

fit. The final thing that set me off, and what really sealed your fate was the injury on your arm. It just so hap-

pens that I found blood on the horn of the unicorn, that appears the same color as the blood coming from your 

arm. It was also the fact that the injury you have there seems very similar to someone who was stabbed, and that 

seems odd since you said you fell down. I have already informed your superiors of all this, and they are on their 

way to detain you. Now may I ask you one question Mr. Werewolf, why did you do it?” 

“You think you have me all figured out don’t you Mr. Detective? Well there is no point in hiding it anymore. 

Yes, I was the one who killed the unicorn. Why you ask, because unicorn meat is the best tasting food in the 

world. Imagine the greatest thing you have ever eaten and multiply it by 10 no 100 and you still won’t under-

stand how good it tastes. It is every werewolf’s dream to eat a unicorn, and it would have worked perfectly if it 

weren’t for that stupid girl. She ruined everything with that blasted scream of hers. I had to kill her, otherwise 

the other employees would have discovered our location. It’s not like any of this will matter after I kill you!” 

Wade began to grow in size until he was over 8 feet tall. His teeth grew sharper and longer as he his body 

changed. The clothes on his back ripped apart and he became bigger. Wade grew until you couldn’t even tell 

that he was part human anymore. He swung his massive claw forward, but Brooks was ready for it and jumped 

backwards. While jumping he pulled a one shot pistol out of his coat, took aim, and shot. The silver bullet flew 

through the air and pierced Wade’s heart. Wade shrunk back to the size of a human and dropped dead. 

“The case of the unicorn is solved, the perpetrator is dead, and I need a drink.” said Brooks.          

 

 



Art by: Emma Keddell 



 Coffee Shop 

People rush in and out of here every day. They walk in throughout the morning, 
order their drink, look at their phone, and hurry off to their jobs where their boss is 
awaiting their arrival. When I began my business four years ago, this was not the intent. 
I wanted my shop to be a place where people could do their homework after school, 
have long conversations with old friends, or bury themselves into a book by the back 
window for hours while watching as the stream of CEOs and shopaholics pass by. This 
was my intent; today, I wonder, what happened? 

Living in New York was never easy. As a teen, I would explore the hidden streets and al-
lies with my young, curious friends. I wish that I could go back to that stress-free era of 
no worries and only love for my peers. The youths of today that I meet are not the 
same. All they seem to care about is how many “likes” they get on their latest Insta-
gram post or whatever the latest trend is. But there was this one young girl who came 
in here a few weeks back. She wasn’t holding a phone or laptop; all she carried was a 
small, ratty-looking book. It appeared to be some sort of journal. She struck up a nice 
conversation with myself and my best barista, Cali. After about five minutes of talking 
with her, I observed as she strolled to the vintage chair near the back window.   

 Throughout the evening, I caught a few glimpses of her just curled up in the pink, 
old-fashioned chair reading her book. This is what I had imagined my customers would 
do when I first opened my shop. She slowly sipped her steaming vanilla chai latte while 
keeping her eyes wide open on her story. I refilled her drink twice, free of charge. After 
three hours, I wiped down the small decorative table in front of her. I wanted to strike 
up a little conversation and find out what she was reading, but I also didn’t want to in-
terrupt her. The little book seemed to consume her every thought; I had only seen her 
look up twice from her book, just to say thank you when I treated her with another 
latte. I decided to hold off at that moment. 

 The girl left around eight o’clock that night. As she closed her book and brought 
her mug back to the counter, she casually strolled past the abstract artwork on the wall, 
stopping to scrutinize what seemed to be every meaningful brushstroke. 

 “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” I mentioned as she placed her cup onto the walnut coun-
tertop. 

“ Truly breathtaking. Mark Rothko never fails to impress me; I love his work,” she 
seemed to appreciate his art maybe more than I did. 

 “He really does know how to maneuver his brush in such an alluring and mean-

ingful fashion,” we continued for several minutes. Her  eloquence impressed me; 



 

nonetheless, she spoke with intelligence and respect. Eventually, she left; however, I 

never figured out what she was reading. I had hoped to see her come in again, and I 

was not disappointed. She came every few days with similar-looking books. I even had 

the guts to question her about them. As we canvassed, she mentioned that they were 

her grandmother’s journals from when she was young. As a teen and young adult, her 

grandmother documented almost her entire life. Finding a family artifact like that 

would be unbelievably extraordinary.    

Art by: Jacinta Lehner 



The Dragons 

By Aaron Schwister 
When humans were first starting civilization, there were many forces who tried to stop their progress. The monsters 
would attack any human who stepped foot outside the safety of their homes. Nowhere was safe, humans lived in con-
stant fear of being attacked and killed. The humans built walls in an effort to expand their lifespans. Eventually, the 
humans developed weapons and trained their bodies to fight off the attacks. As the humans grew stronger their popula-
tion grew as well. They expanded their territory pushing the monsters further away from them. The monsters tried to 
rebel against them, but the human force had grown too strong. The monsters were forced to retreat far away from the 
humans, or face extinction. However, there is one monster that the humans still aren’t able to defeat. The dragons were 
still an unbeatable force, who burned everything the humans worked to build. The humans developed catapults and 
crossbows to fend off the attacks of the dragon. The humans often killed the smaller dragons, but there wasn’t much 
they could do about the bigger dragons. Although the lives of humans had become more peaceful, there was always 
the fear of an attack in the back of their mind.   

Voran is one of the best guarded cities in the world. With walls being 90 feet tall, and made of the finest concrete. 
They have been able to withstand the attacks of dragons and monsters alike for over 200 years. It is also one of the few 
cities which has earned the honor of slaying a big dragon. After the humans amazing feat, few dragons dare to venture 
near the city.  The dragons realize the danger of coming near, and attacked small villages instead. Alucard is the chief 
scholar in the city of Voran, and he has held the title for over 30 years. Now this year just reaching the age of 50, he is 
one of the oldest living members of Voran. His name is world famous for his astounding work in math, science, and 
astronomy. His discoveries have helped to shape human existence. Alucard has a secret that he doesn’t want anyone to 
know about though. The basement of his house contains his secret library. Down in the cramped space beneath his 
house, he studies dragons. It’s not like researching dragons is illegal; in fact, studying them so new weapons can be 
developed is encouraged. Alucard isn’t researching weapons though, he simply wants to learn more about dragons. If 
people found out what he was doing, he would be regarded as a heretic. All his hard work in the other subjects would 
become regarded as the work of a loon. He therefore hid in his basement to avoid the shame of others finding out. His 
library is packed with everything and anything related to dragons. There are diagrams, books, ancient texts, and even a 
few bones. 

Diary Entry 290 Day 290 Bone Test 

“Dragon bone test was a complete success. The dragon bones were successfully able to withstand over 1300 pounds of 
weight pressed on to them. When 1400 pounds was applied the bones began to crack, and at 1500 the bone snapped in 
half. Test shows that dragon bones can withstand significant more pressure than humans before injury oc-
curs.  Finished reading the ancient story of Galion today. Story features another mention of dragons traveling in packs 
to fight and hunt. Story also has another mention of the jewel around the dragon’s neck. No precise details about why 
the jewel was important, but the story reports finding one on the neck of every dragon they slew. Story seems to not be 
a reliable source, as most information appears exaggerated. Through my studies three interesting aspects keep appear-
ing in almost every story and ancient text. The first fact is that they always seem to mention that the dragons traveled 
together, which never happens now. The second fact is most of them mention the dragons having a jewel on their 
neck, which is only sometimes true today. The third fact is the strangest of them all.  Barely any of the stories or texts 
mention the dragons attacking humans. Occasionally they steal livestock or burn down fields, but never attack the hu-
mans directly. In fact, in some of the older stories it even mentions the dragons being friendly and helping the humans. 
Is it possible that dragons aren’t evil, are they actually peacef…….” 

“Thud” 

“What the heck was that sound?” 

Alucard sprints up the stairs of his basement in to the main room of his house. Outside the window he notices that peo-

ple are running around yelling. Alucard rushes outside of his house to find the source of the commotion. 



“Excuse me, why is everyone running around like a maniac?” Alucard asked. 

“A massive dragon was just shot down outside the city.” replied the man. 

“There hasn’t been a dragon attack in this city for over four years, are you sure?” 

“Yes I’m sure there was a dragon, and it was the biggest one I have ever seen.” 

“Which direction did the dragon come from?” 

“From the east, Alucard.” 

“Which way did it fall?” 

“Towards the north.” 

“I need to find that dragon. It could be vital to my research.” 

“What was that Alucard?” 

“Oh nothing,  just thank you for the information.” 

“No problem.” 

Alucard raced to the back of his house. He ran and pushed open the doors of stable, startling the horses in the pro-
cess. He grabbed his fastest horse Bella, and mounted her. Alucard decided to not even try the front gate because he 
knew it would be closed by the royal guards. He raced to the merchant exit and bribed the usual guard to let him out 
of the city. 

“If the dragon was fell towards the north, the only place it could be is the forest.” Alucard thought. 

He pushed Bella to her limit in order to arrive at the dragon before the royal guard. It was nearly impossible for any-
one to find anything in the forest, but the dragon had toppled multiple trees during its crash landing. He followed the 
path of broken trees, until he found the dragon lying on its side. Its wings were severely cut, and had blood flowing 
from all the spots where the arrows hit it. The dragon was gigantic, being almost 50 feet in length and 15 feet in 
width. Its blue scales sparkled brilliantly under the gleam of the sunlight. As Alucard got closer the dragon sensed his 
presence, and raised its head in defense. The glare of the dragon’s eye made Alucard freeze instantly. He wanted to 
run, shrink, or even just disappear, but his body would not move. The only thing Alucard could do was stare at the 
massive gem around the dragon’s neck. 

“Wake up Alucard, this is your chance. If you screw this up now you might never get another chance.” 

Alucard walked slowly towards the dragon, sometimes only moving his feet inches at a time. His heart was racing 
faster than it ever had before, and there was no way to calm it down. One wrong step and he would be ripped in half 
and killed instantly. He wasn’t sure why he didn’t run, but it may be the gem calling to him. He reached for the gem, 
and the snarl on the dragon grew bigger. When he finally touched the gem he felt a rush of emotions, and everything 
around him seemed to slow down. 

“Filthy mortal; how dare you touch my gem! If I was stronger I would rip you limb from limb!” 

Alucard jumped back in surprise, stumbling over a rock in the process. He sat there processing what had just hap-

pened. He knew that he heard a voice, but it couldn’t have been the dragon. He had to make sure he wasn’t losing his 

sanity, and reached for the stone again. 

“Mortal why do you bother me again? 

“So I’m not going crazy, you actually can talk.” 

“Of course I can talk you Neanderthal. Don’t assume just because your species learned intelligent thought that you 
are the only sentient ones.” 

“Can you understand our language without this gem?” 

“Of course we can, it is your species that is too ignorant to understand our language.” 

“If your species can understand us, why didn’t you try to communicate with us?” 



“We have tried to communicate with you, but your species is so quick to violence.” 

“We’re quick to violence? you are the ones who always attack us first!” 

“On the contrary little speck of dust, you have your ideas backwards.” 

“But I…” 

“Hush mortal, you are wasting precious oxygen. If you allow me to explain this boring conversation will be over 
much sooner. In the beginning of your development you were hopeless creatures. The dragons decided that we had 
to do something. We gave you the gift of fire, and helped to shape your intelligence. With just our small nudge you 
began to develop great things. You built tools, developed a language, and even invented complex machines. The 
dragons were astounded by the speed at which you progressed, you may even develop faster than us. However, as 
your intelligence grew so did your greed. You wanted more food, items, and even land. You spread your territory 
taking whatever you wanted, and not thinking of the consequences. We didn’t mind you taking the territory, as 
long as you respected the land dragons considered sacred. We have lived in specific areas of land for thousands of 
years. These areas have direct connections with the earth and are what nurture the dragons. Humans are selfish 
creatures, and even our sacred land had to be yours. The dragons tried to stop you from taking it, but we encoun-
tered a problem. The only thing that rivals greed in humans in their ability for warfare. Our beautifully crafted bod-
ies made specifically for fighting were surpassed by humans in a mere 500 years. Now more and more of my breth-
ren are dying because of the lack of nourishment. If we don’t soon return to our sacred land our species will be 
wiped out.” 

 “Alucard get away from that dangerous beast!” shouted the king. 

Alucard spun away from the dragon to find the royal guard staring him in the face. In front of them all was king 
Golan. He was dressed in his dashing suit of gold armor. Everything from the way he walked to how he stood 
showed refinement. He was the pride of Voran, always making wise decisions for the good of the people. 

“Get out of the way Alucard we must slay this beast!” 

“Wait you don’t understand; you need to talk with the dragon.” 

“Have you lost your mind?” 

“No I haven’t, but you need to trust me. Place your hand on this dragon’s gem.” 

“Why on earth would I do that?” 

“Everything will become clear once you do. Please, what do I have to gain from deceiving you?” 

The king doubted what Alucard was saying, but he was right. What would Alucard gain from getting him killed, he 
would be executed right after the trickery. The king eventually gave in to Alucard’s pleading, and placed his hand 
on the dragon’s gem. Although the dragon looked annoyed by the prospect, it eventually retold the story to the 
king. After the story was over the king sat and pondered what to do next. 

“Dragon I have a proposal.” 

“What is it shiny tin can man?” 

“What if we give you back the center of our city and the areas around the city, and allow you and your friends to 
live there. In exchange for giving back the land you must protect the neighboring villages from monster attacks.” 

“Are you suggesting that a noble creature like me serves under a mere mortal like you?” 

“No, I am suggesting that we become equals. Working together will be mutually beneficial, and it will also end this 
pointless bloodshed. I know that this land once belonged to you, and it isn’t right for us to ask you to give some of 
it up. However, we have families living in this city. They can’t survive outside of these walls. Surely you under-
stand this, the urge to protect those who are close to you. Will you not allow us to protect those that we love from 
the fate that so many have already suffered?  



“You are quick with your tongue mortal; the humans were wise to appoint you as one of their leaders. I will accept 
your offer, but if you harm my brethren in any way I will personally rip you limb from limb.” 

“I would never think to harm the new inhabitants of our city, but one more thing must be known. What is your 
name?” 

“Diamond Back.” 

Therefore, Diamondback became the noble guardian of Voran. The dragons and humans began to co-exist, and the 
dragon population started to flourish again. Monster attacks happened less often, and the people adopted a peaceful 
state of mind. The agreement between the king and the dragon was the first major step towards finally bringing 
peace between the humans and dragons.               

 The World as a Snow globe– By: Davis Wilson 

 The world has just found out that it is a snow globe.  However, I only have one question.  How is global warm-

ing a thing if we live in a snow globe?  Wouldn’t it be snowing constantly, even if the temperature is above free-

ing?  Nevertheless, it doesn’t change my life one way or the other, Although, I suppose it has been snowing much more 

frequently as of late. 

 Shoveling, shoveling, and shoveling.  That’s all we’ve ever done since this snow has  started coming down from 

the heavens, otherwise known as the top of the snow globe.  Children throwing snowballs at one another, shoveling, and 

building snowmen are some of the numerous activities that we partake in nowadays. Not to mention the stocks in hot 

chocolate have shot up drastically. 

 Another thing that has risen substantially is the sheer amount of earthquakes in our world.  The strange thing 

about these earthquakes is, that if one earthquake happens, the entire world feels it at the same time. What does a normal 

human being usually do with a snow globe?  He shakes it. What if there is something out there beyond our glass walls 

shaking us?  That sure would explain all of the sudden earthquakes affecting our world at the moment. 

 I say we do some research and find out what is really going on with all of these sudden earthquakes.  We as a 

human race must fight back against these things on the outside of our snow globe, and destroy them.  For the freedom of 

our lives and cities, I say we join forces, and defeat whatever may be coming for the human race.   

 Unless it’s a monster.  Then we probably don’t have any chance.    



Kidnapped 
By: Carly Degner 

 
 
 It was a weary, cloudy day; the rain was falling and everyone was staying inside for the day; except the 
children who would put on their rain boots and coats to go and splash in the muddy puddles that are filling up 
on the gravel road. One girl specifically, who’s name was Kylie, was sitting in her dark room with her book 
light, reading a book all about the deaths of presidents. Kylie is a thirteen year old girl with short ratty brown 
hair; she keeps to herself most of the time because she does not like the thought of other people knowing every 
little detail about herself. She was home alone for the day because both her mom and dad had to work. Her dad 
works in a paper factory and her mom works in a hospital with mentally ill children. They never really get to 
have family time because her parents are constantly working to provide for the family. They live in a fairly 
small home on the corner of Warlock Rd. It is an old creaky house that is always cold and out in the middle of 
nowhere; it is always the first house to lose its electricity in the city because of how long the house has been 
sitting there. So Kylie is sitting in the cold all bundled up in blankets and pillows trying to avoid the dark 
creepy house that is surrounding her.   
Kylie is not to fond of being home alone, but something about today seems a little bit more off than normal. 
The trees are rustling against the windows, and she could see all of the shadows that she would make charac-
ters out of and try to create a story with them. As she is doing this, she sees something kind of suspicious; it 
almost looked like the outline of a person, with a hat on, and a longer coat that was flowing in the wind. She 
would look all around the back yard, which is where her windows in her room lead to, although she couldn't 
see anything she did not want to move from the bundled up fort she was in because she was too scared. 
Eventually, getting the nerve to get up and walk towards the telephone which is hung up on the wall, she dials 
her mom's phone number to see what she should do. Nothing goes through, the phone just sits and beeps in her 
ear. She hangs up the phone and proceeds to the open living room which is full of windows, and starts walking 
to the screened in porch; but before she could make it there something grabbed her by the arm, and put a weird 
piece of fabric over her face which made her pass out. 

Kylie woke up in the  bed of a soaking wet truck while it was raining, now long gone from her house 
she didn’t know what to do. She woke up hearing a hair-raising tune coming from the front of the truck, too 
scared to look up at who it was or what he was doing, she stayed laying still in the back. Kylie could see the 
tops of the trees that were dripping rain onto her face. He got to a house in the middle of the woods, which 
looked old and creaky. He went to the bed of the truck and picked her out of it aggressively forcing her to walk 
up the stairs into a dirty kitchen that smelled moldy. She sat there for a while trying to figure out what was go-
ing on while the man sat there on his computer, often looking back making sure Kylie was still sitting in the 
corner. He then told her to come with him where he brought her into an attic and tied her up to a chair con-
stantly telling her, “Not much longer until it all happens” What happens? Kylie was wondering. She figured 
this was her last day on earth and he was plotting her painful death, but there was not much she could do at this 
time, she felt so helpless. They heard a knock on the door, so the man tied up Kylie’s face so she could not say 
anything. He locked up the door and sneakily went to see who it was before he got in trouble. He did not rec-
ognize the face of the man, so he left him there to wait in the rain until finally, he left. Kylie now has fallen 
asleep because he put the same cloth over her face that made her pass out last time. It finally becomes night 
time where the man has now intoxicated himself and fallen asleep. Kylie is trying to figure a way out to get 
untied from the chair and go home. 

There was a sharp nail sticking out of the wall so she scooted her chair over by it as quietly as possible 
and hooked her arm onto it where she pulled and got her arms unstuck from the chair. She then untied her tor-
so from the chair and her feet from each other and tip toed down stair looking for the keys to the man's truck. 
She was not as nervous now because the guy is completely passed out although she did not know if there were 
other people in the house who were just waiting for this moment to come. She saw the keys dangling out of the 
mans trench coat pocket so she made her way over to it and snatched them out of the pocket. She then looked 
for any evidence she could use to report this to someone, so she took a picture of the man that was hanging on 
the wall, and also on the back she wrote his address. She then took the keys and drove out of the woods to the 
nearest pay phone, because thankfully she had the 75 cents with her in her back pocket that she needed to 
make a 10 minute long phone call these days. She called her mom and calmly tried to explain what had hap-
pened and that now she was on her way home. Eventually she made it home and when she arrived there were 
news broadcasters swarming her with questions, trying to figure out what had happened to her and multiple 



police and investigators who were interviewing her. Kylie’s family pushed them away, making a path for her 
so that she could get into the house because she was still very shaken up on all that had happened that day. She 
thought that maybe it all could have been a dream and that now she was finally waking up but she realized it 
wasn't when she heard some pretty big news. “Kylie, was a man who had been plotting many ways to take you 
and your life, we do not know who he was but he had been after you for the longest of times and you were not 
the only victim. There have been plenty of other young teenage girls who he has gotten ahold of but, you are 
just one of 6 others who have actually made it out alive,” stated a news broadcaster that was interviewing 
her.  Screaming in fear because she did not know what else to do, she said, “Well why haven't you guys caught 
him and not done anything with him!” 

“Well Kylie, he’s very good at staying invisible, we don’t know his real name and he changes his iden-
tity daily to match someone new so that those other people get the blame. So many people have ended up in 
jail, but this big crime scene still continues. His hiding  spot changes and I couldn't even tell you how many 
different forms of transportation he has!” 

The days went by and Kylie was constantly receiving phone calls and emails about possible interviews and 

shows to do. She declined all of them because the people seemed more worried about what he looked like and 

his house and how he acted rather than catching him and putting an end to all of this!  

Art by: Jensen Mackenzie 



Bystander 

When Austin woke up on Monday morning to his phone alarm blaring in his ear, he expected 

his day to be the same as any other. He slowly made his way out of bed and to the bathroom 

to get ready. With only five minutes left until he deeded to leave for school, he searched for his 

keys. As he entered the living room, where he remembered his keys being last. He caught a 

glimpse of his sister’s license on the wooden coffee table. Just as he heard the front door 

click, indicating that his sister had left for work, He saw his keys caught between the cushions 

of the cough. Glancing at the clock, he realized he would be late if he didn’t leave immedi-

ately. He grabbed his backpack, threw it over his shoulder, and rushed out of the house. 

On his way to his first class, he cut through the library to make it to English faster. Walking in 

front of him was his classmate, Alicia, who appeared to be holding 20 books in her arms.  In 

her rush to make it to class in time, a couple sheets of paper fell out from between two books. 

She didn’t seem to notice that she lost anything and kept walking quickly, until she reached 

the classroom at the end of the hall. Austin stepped over the papers and followed Alicia into 

the classroom just as the bell rang. As soon as he set his stuff down on the table at the back of 

class, he saw the rest of the class handing in the essay that was due. Austin dug through his 

binder until he found his crumpled essay that he wrote over a week ago. Just as he was turning 

in his essay, he hears Alicia speaking with the teacher. 

“Please Mr. Williams, I swear I had it a second ago,” Alicia pleaded. “Can I please just check 

the hallway?” 

“Alicia, I told the entire class that if that essay is not turned in at the beginning of class today, 

I will not grade it.” 

“But, please Mr. Williams.” 

Austin slowly walked back to his seat. Alicia looked like she was about to cry when Mr. Williams 

had told her that he would not accept her paper. He can’t help but think the papers she had 

dropped in the hallway had been her essay that she had been working on for the last three 

weeks. 

 



Later that day, as he was leaving the school grounds to go to lunch, he walked past a group of 

girls laughing at a freshman. The freshman girl was dressed in gym clothes, and was holding 

her laptop close to her chest. Walking past them, he heard one of the older girls, a girl who 

was in Austin’s class, calling her names. Quickly, tears started to well up in the freshman’s 

eyes. Austin walked past the girls and quickly got into his car. 

A half hour before school ended, the entire student body was called to the gym to listen to a 

religious speaker. Following the rest of the school, Austin sat down and proceeded to tune out 

the entire speech. Throughout the whole speech, Austin had been starting at the clock, waiting 

for the final bell to ring. With thirty seconds left, the orator said a prayer, which Austin planned 

to tune out as well, considering he had never been religious himself. The prayer, however, 

caught his attention. 

“God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, courage to change the 

things I can, and wisdom to know the difference,” the speaker finishes, and the rest of the 

school joins him in saying “Amen.” 

Austin thought back on what all had happened that day, and the things he could have 

changed. He had known that his sister had left without her license, and that she could have 

gotten into a lot of trouble. He could have caught her before she left and given it to her, but 

he didn’t. Before he even began his first class of the day, his classmate had dropped her es-

say, and had received a zero for turning it in late. Rather than picking it up, he had stepped 

over it and continued walking. She would have gotten an A, but she didn’t. He could have 

stepped in when those girls were bullying a freshman, but he didn’t Now, he realized that to-

day wasn’t the only day he had witnessed other people’s suffering, and chose not to do an-

ything about it. If he continued to act as he had, he would never be anything more than a by-

stander.  



The Fourth Floor 
Absolute zero is when an object's atom completely loses all energy and stop moving. Scientist don’t know what 

would happen to an object that experiences this because it was only thought to be a work of science fiction. They 

have come close to this, but to this day it has proven impossible. Unbeknownst to scientist and the world, there is 

one man who has accomplished absolute zero. His name is Chris Gordon. 

Chris was a normal teenager in terms of society until he became a freak in the world’s eyes. He enjoyed spending 

time outdoors hunting fishing. He was social and well liked in his class some even went as far to label him in the 

“in crowd.” He won homecoming king, but none of these things really mattered to Chris. With all these accolades 

and accomplishments most aim for in high school Chris couldn’t be bothered. Along with being popular at his 

school, he was oddly labeled as anti-social. Chris really didn’t think he was anti-social he was more entertained by 

spending his time alone entertaining himself. Little did Chris know that this loner mentality would change his life 

forever. Instead of staying home and going to a popular party that weekend he decided to go ice fishing in the Up-

per Peninsula of the Michigan alone. 

In the middle of an extremely frigid winter, Chris ventured out onto the lake. Naturally Chris dragged along his 

trusty ice auger and ice fishing pole to catch his trophy walleye. Finding a nice secluded spot Chris started drilling 

and making his hole. Over the whining of the auger and grinding of the ice, Chris heard a sound that made his 

stomach drop down to his feet. The ice was cracking. His instincts kicked in and he began to run for the safety of 

solid ground. Only a couple yards out from the shore, he felt his feet give out from under him and he went under. 

All the air instantly flew out of his lungs, the second his head went completely into the icy water. He quickly start-

ed to struggle to make it back up onto the ice. Kicking with large insulated boats and trying to paddle his way up to 

the top. Alas he continued to slowly sink to the bottom of the lake. With no source of oxygen, he felt his lungs 

squeezing tightly attempting to breath in the nonexistent air. His chest tightened and his eyesight was starting to 

fade. He knew that this was the end; there was no hope for escape. Now settling on the bottom of the lake, he 

looked to his left for one last view before he went to his watery grave. He saw an old rusty looking barrel with 

green luminescent slime oozing out of the barrel. He faded off saying one last prayer and wishing he could say 

goodbye to his friends and family.   

The next thing Chris could feel was being cold, almost freezing like he was outside in a blizzard without clothes on. 

Chris tried to get acquainted with where he was he had no clue.  The only fact that he could tell was that he was 

face up on a table or bed of sorts. He opened his eyes. The next second but couldn’t see anything; it was completely 

dark. Chris started to freak out was he dead? Was he in heaven or hell? Trying to move his arms and legs but they 

wouldn’t respond to anything his brain would tell them to do. He started to scream and only a quiet grunt was able 

to escape out of his mouth. One second after fighting to make his body cooperate he notice that he could hear a 

light switch being flicked on. All of a sudden, he was blinded by the lights for a few seconds. 

“Ok, at least that means that I’m still alive.” Chris thought to himself to reaffirm that he was indeed alive. 

He tried to look around the room, but his head and neck wouldn’t respond to what his brain telling his muscles to 
do. The only thing he could make out was he was in a white room with multiple bright purely white lights on the 
ceiling. 

“Hello Mister Gordon.” A mysterious female voice said breaking the silence of the room. 

“Hold still one second please, Mister Gordon.” The voice told him and that wasn’t hard for him to do because he 
couldn’t move at all. 

Chris could tell that something was being stabbed into his throat area near his Adam’s Apple, but he couldn’t feel 
the pain he was expecting to feel. It took multiple seconds for him to feel the sting of the recent needle being 
shoved into his neck. 



“Where am I, and why can’t I move? Also, what was that you put in my neck?” Chris said talking at an abnormally 

fast pace with fear in his voice. 

“Please remain calm.” The female voice interrupted in a soothing calm voice. “You are on the fourth floor of a spe-

cialized hospital for people like you who went through a traumatic experience.” 

“What is even wrong with, me why do I feel so cold? Hold on a second, who even are you?” Chris asked still in shock 

and in a shrill tone. 

“Can you remember what happened to you? If you can’t that’s a completely normal side effect of what your body 

went through, it's nothing short of a miracle you're even alive.” The female voice seemed to trail off as if the person 

walked out of the room 

“Hey get back here, you never answered any of my questions!” Chris said in a demanding tone desperate for a re-

sponse. 

When Chris stopped talking, silence loomed over the room. Straining his ears to hear any possible sound …there were 

none. He started to freak out and adrenaline kicked in he could feel his muscles start to respond and he was able to 

start to move his neck very slowly. He looked around and tried to make sense of the room he was being kept in. It was 

a plain white colored room void of anything interesting. Chis had on a hospital gown and wondered who put him in 

that. Next thing he noticed was there was a single heavy duty door and an extremely basic bed in the room. To Chris’ 

surprise the room was absent of any machines or medical equipment. 

“If I am in a hospital why isn’t there anything a normal hospital would have?” Chris questioned to himself. “I need to 

find that lady, maybe if she sees me walking she would be willing to answer my questions.” 

Chis still freezing, got up slowly out of his bed not knowing how his muscles would respond to movement. Stumbling 

clumsily, he reached out to touch the handle on the door. He attempted to open the door but the handle wouldn’t 

budge. It must be locked. Chris started to put his weight into trying to getting the door handle to move, to no avail. 

Running into the door with all of his might praying that somehow the door would come down, but he knew there was 

no use. Then he sat down in the bed again. He decided to take a few moments and think about what had happened and 

what is happening to him. Trying to slow his mind down and stop it from spiraling out of control he started to take 

deep breaths slowing down his heart rate. The more and more he did this oddly the colder he could feel his hands get. 

Seconds later when he looked down at his hands, there was frost coming off his hands. He thought back to his science 

class freshman year when the teacher dunked fruit into a vat of liquid nitrogen that’s what his hand looked like. 

“Hey!” Chris yelled out. “Someone is going to want to see this.” He yelled again. “I need some help in here.” he re-

peated and yet there was no response. 

Not knowing what to do Chris headed for the door again trying to see if the lady would come back and help him. 

Reaching out for the door with his frost covered hands he grabbed the handle. What he witnessed next he could never 

have been prepared for. He could feel the handle becoming cold extremely cold. So cold it was to the point that the 

handle started to become brittle and weak. Taking advantage of this strange event Chris hit the handle with all his 

might watching the fragments fall down to the floor. Taking a moment staring down at his hands he felt power cours-

ing through his veins. It was a feeling that he had never felt before in his life. Determined to escape and find answers 

out he kicked the door and watched in fall to the ground with a loud bang. 

Carefully walking out of the room he looked to his left and saw an empty long hallway filled with the same type of 

light as his room. When he turned his head to his left he saw a girl. She had long flowing blond hair that draped over 

her white lab coat. that he was sure was the same voice he witnessed while he was in the room. Next to here was two 

very large, burly looking guards dressed in all black. They walked like they were attached on a string arms and legs 

all moving at the same time. Chris and the lady locked eyes for what felt like years to Chris. 

“Ok did anyone see that because that was freaking awesome.” Chris exclaimed sarcastically 

Before the lady could respond Chris interrupted “I need answers now. What happened to me? Who are you and who 
do you work for? Also I need to talk to my family and friends to let them know I am safe. 



“Chris you have been gone for three years.” The lady said 

“How can that be?” Chris said confused 

“When you fell our operators went in and retreated your body after being under for days. You were in a coma like state 

being frozen solid your brain could respond to any medical treatment. Eventually your family painfully chose to take 

you off life support. When that happened we took you hear to run tests on what you went through. When we found that 

miraculously you were somehow still alive we placed you in the room you were in when you woke up. We have been 

motoring your status for what is now three years.” 

Confused and his brain overwhelmed with all the information he had just received he just sat down defeated. The guards 

both rushed over to him and stabbed him with a needle, injecting something into his bloodstream. Before he passed out 

cold he was able to ask one question. 

“You never told me your name, what is your name?”  Chris stammered struggling to get the question out before drifting 

off. 

The lady responded simply “Dr. Courtney.” 

As Christ drifted off into yet another medically induced sleep. He didn’t dream he felt like he was trapped in his slum-

ber not able to awake when he wanted to. It was completely forced upon him. Trapped in this state he never knew it was 

going to awake not knowing who to trust in the hospital. Still having questions going around his head like how did he 

freeze the door handle. Who is this Courtney. Why didn’t the people in the hospital let him outside of his door. 

When Chris finally awoke he felt cold. Next he wiggled his fingers and toes to make sure he had mobility this time 

around. He went to scratch his eye but his arm was held down by something. He moved his head and looked he was 

shackled to the bed. Both his arms and his legs were held down. Struggling attempting to free his legs and arms he 

heard the door open. Quickly turning his head, he made out one of the security guards he from his last encounter before. 

“how long was I out this time.” Chris asked sarcastically 

The guard responded with a blank expression staring off into the distance standing in a relaxed yet powerful position. 

“So you break down a door and get the silent treatment now is that how this thing work.” 

Chris paused for a response be he wasn’t given one. 

“Well I guess this tells me I’m more or a prisoner than a patient.” Chris said looking down at his shackles. “Are these 

really necessary guys.” Chris said looking desperately at the guard but still got no response. “I’m not trying to escape I 

just want some answers. What is even wrong with-”Chris was cut off 

“Your cells went through a major shift in their complexion and we are trying to understand it.” said Dr. Courtney walk-
ing confidently into the room. 

“From the tests we ran while you were out it seemed that you have abnormal cell activity. Your cells go from hyper ac-
tive to not moving at all in seconds.” Courtney explained. “You also seem to have rapid temperature drops from the 
normal human temperature to temperatures close to negative one thousand and forty-two degrees.” Courtney continued, 
“We simply can’t let you go because we don’t understand you. Your body doesn’t act human anymore it.” 

 
Chris just sat like a sponge this entire time soaking the information up. Working up the courage he asked a question. 
“How did this happen to me?” Chris asked “How is it possible.” 

 
“Well me and my colleagues have multiple theories about how it occurred. My personal one is a mutation caused by 
something radioactive when you were underwater Mr. Gordon. Something mutated your cells and bonded them with the 
cold environment around you at the time when you were under.” 

 
Sitting silent Chris didn’t know how to process the information he was receiving. The only logical question his brain 
could come up with was. “What are the side effects of this, mutation?” 



“Honestly we don’t know what will happen to you. We are in uncharted territory if I can be frank with you Mr. Gor-

don.” Once she said this it hung in the air until it made the entire room stale. Dead silence shortly overtook the entire 

room. For what felt like an eternity to Chris he sat there silently thinking about what all this meant. A couple seconds 

later Chris was dragged out of his own mind when Dr. Courtney asked another question. 

“Could you please give Mr. Gordon and I the room alone. Also turn off the cameras.” Dr. Courtney blurted out. Chris 

started to freak out. “There are cameras in here? Why does she want them off? And why are the guards leaving the 

room?” Thought to himself with his mind started to realizes the gravity of the situation he was in finally. 

Waiting a few seconds after the guards walked out the room Dr. Courtney said simply “Do it again.” in a demanding 

tone. 

“Do what?” Chris asked being confused and frightened. 

“Make your hands cold freeze and break out of these shackles for me.” Dr. Courtney with an anxious yet excited tone 

in her voice. 

 

“Listen, it's not something I can turn on and off I don’t even know how to control it. Last time it just happened.” Chris 

exclaimed 

“If you don’t show some people in this place that you have powers Chris, bad things are going to happen to you.” 

said Dr. Courtney 

“What do you mean in like a puppet?” Chris asked. “Even if I wanted to there is no way it’s not something I can just 

command.” 

“Hmm Chris I’m going to leave you I have an idea on how I can get this to work. But you are going to have to trust me 

if this is to work.” 

“What is your idea?” Chris questioned sounding irked because Chris found it funny how he was supposed to trust the 

doctor who lied to him multiple times. 

“I can’t tell you sadly. It’s one of those things where you are just going to have to trust me. I know I lied to you before 

but if you are going to get out of here you have to trust me.” 

“You want me to escape?!” Chris exclaimed 

“Frankly Mr. Gordon I feel like you are still a person. Furthermore, I don’t think you would be a danger to society if 

you just get some assistance. This is my personal thoughts not something that my colleges told me to tell you. It’s not 

right what we did stealing years from you and hurting your family and friends.” 

“That’s why I had to talk to you privately. They can’t know what I am up to- “ 

“How am I supposed to know that this is the real you. You have done a complete one eighty from telling me that I 

was just in a hospital and lying to me how long I have been out cold.” Chris said with a small smirk on his face be-

cause of his joke. 

“Before I can get you out I need to make sure you have a way to control your powers. Touching someone when your 

hands were as cold as they were before.” She trailed off as if she thought about what she was saying and that it was 

wrong to talk about. 

“What were you going to say?” Chris said noticing that she stopped her thought 



“You could hurt someone accidentally if you touched them right now. If I can find to help you regulate your special 

condition then, then I think you could be a person again attempt to pick up where you left off.” 

“Could you even make this regul….” Chris slowly trails off because a guard has just walked in the room. “Hey so 

are we still attached to having me restrained?” Chris asked the guard to attempt to change the subject.   

“Your time's up Ms. Courtney.” The guard said ignoring Chris’s last question 

“I didn’t go to eighteen years of school to be called Ms. Mr. Thaddeus.” Courtney responded 

“Thaddeus are you kidding me.” Chris said laughing in his bed while to sit up but restrains keep him down. 

The guard just glared at Chris while Dr. Courtney walked out of the room. While the guard was staring at Chris his 

smile slowly went away realizing that he was now alone with the guard he just made fun off. Suddenly the guard 

turned around walking out of the room slamming the door shut. Chis next looked around to try to find the cameras. 

With no obvious places to hide them he gave up studying the room for what felt like hours. Staring at the ceiling he 

wondered about Courtney. Could he trust her? Was she being a double agent trying to find out more information? Or 

could he simply trust that Country wanted the right thing? While these thoughts went through his head he started to 

hear a hiss. It was the distinctive sound of gas being forced into the room.  But where is it coming from? Franticly 

swiveling his head, he saw in the left corner of the room. The gas was invisible but he could see the air moving from 

the gas pushing itself into the room. 

Chris’ mind started to race. Could it be some toxin or sleeping agent or even worse nerve gas. Struggling to break 

out of his retrains he flailed his arms and legs trying to breakout but it was to no avail. Suddenly he started to feel 

extremely cold again. First is feet got covered in frost, but it slowly moved up his entire body. Chris could see the 

frost start to cover the retrains. He waited for a second until they were frozen solid. Snapping them like a toothpick 

he got up. Knowing that the gas was closing in on him. Slowly spreading around the room like a cancer. He sprang 

over to the door. Covering his mouth and nose with one hand and putting his other on the door handle. Freezing it 

again he snapped off the door while simultaneously kicking it down. 

Lunging out of the door to the safety of fresh air. Chris sprawled out on the ground taking a second to breath in the 

fresh clean air. Chris slowly stood up his body sore from the blast it took on the door and ground. Seconds after 

standing up Chris heard the same sirens as before when he got out. He decided this time to try the right side of the 

hallway because the last time the security came from the left. He ran down the hallway not looking back. To his sur-

prise he didn’t run into any guards yet after running for a few seconds. “Thaddeus must be getting slow.” Chris 

thought to himself while running. Looking ahead Chris saw an intersection of hallways. Stopping at the intersection 

Chris took a second to try to figure out where to go. He looked left, right, and ahead of him. They all looked identi-

cal as if someone had used copy and pasted each hallway. 

Wondering what to do next Chris was frozen in time. He stopped and just listened straining his ears to hear anything 

but the sires. They couldn’t find any different sound but the wailing of the alarm. Next he attempted to look to find 

any difference in the hallways but yet he couldn’t find one. Trying not to hesitate and be caught out in the open 

Chris blindly ran down the hallway to his right. Sprinting as fast as he could knowing that at any second he could be 

meet with lethal force from the guards. Running like a bull down the hallway he saw someone crossing a hallway 

head of him into a small room. The split second he saw it he thought it might have been doctor Courtney but he 

couldn’t stop and check. Then at that very moment he heard what sounded like a stampede of people running his 

way. With no other choice he quickly ducked into the room that he saw the girl go in. Slamming the door behind him 

he looked at the girl as she turned around. It was Dr. Courtney he finally let out a sigh of relief. 

“Listen you don’t have much time. I was able to turn off the cameras in this wing but they are going to be back 

online soon.” Courtney said talking very fast. “Here is your regulator.” She said handing him some kind of technolo-

gy that looked like a tee shirt but had wires and other lights blinking on it. “It will make you to be able to control 

your absolute zero power and should make you safe to be around. I would love to tell you all about how it works but 

we don’t have that time.” Courtney said excitedly yet still sounding nervous. “Put this on also over the top of your 

regulator.”  She handed him a lab coat. “This is our best shot at getting you to safety.” She said frantically. 



Chris responded with a blank stare trying to process all the information he was getting. 

“Go now we are wasting valuable time!” Courtney exclaimed 

Chis put on the regulator and over the top of it he threw on the lab coat. 

Then Courtney looked at him he nodded to her and she nodded back. Without any words she opened the door 

and Chris followed close behind her. The fast walked down several hallways without seeing anyone until they 

came up to an elevator.  There was one single guard watching it as it was a possible exit point for Chris to es-

cape from. 

Courtney slowly reached into her pocket and she pulled out a key card. Wiping it at the sensor outside the ele-

vator. She walked in as the doors opened up. Chris followed behind her until her heard the low gruff voice of 

the guard say. 

“Doc you forgot to swipe your card.” 

“Oh my apologies.” Chris said with an attempted east coast accent 

Walking into the elevator surprisingly the guard let him past. The music started to play the Chris and Courtney 

signed a breath of relief. They both were now free of the government facility. But now they were on the run. 



 

Rock Short Story  

By: Anonymous  

 One day there was a rock. This rock was not just any rock. It was a magic rock. At first glance, 
the rock was boring. A little boy named Tommy came upon the rock one day, and decided he would 
give it to his best friend, Sally. When Tommy gave the rock to Sally, she looked at it confused. 

Tommy said, “Treat it nicely, and it will make your life incredible.” Sally though Tommy was lying, so 
she threw the rock back at him and laughed. Tommy was sad. He decided to try to give it to his other 
friend, Fred. 

He walked up to Fred and said, “Treat it nicely, and it will make your life incredible.” Once again, Fred 
laughed and threw it back at Tommy. Tommy figured he would try one more time. He went up to his 
friend named Anna and offered her the rock. 

Once again, he said, “Treat it nicely, and it will make your life incredible.” Anna looked at it for a sec-

ond, smiled at Tommy, and accepted the rock. Not only did she accept the rock, but she also continued 

to take very good care of it. Anna and Tommy got married years later, and the rock was part of their 

wedding ring.  

Untitled Short Story 

By: Anonymous 

 Once upon a time there was a person named Jim. Jim loved his job and he was a professional golfer. 
He was married with a wife and three kids. Jim was thirty years old and his favorite food was sandwiches. As a 
kid he was fed them, and they bring him fond memories. When Jim turned twenty-eight years old, he turned 
pro and has made a fortune! He is even sponsored by Nike. He has cutting edge Nike clubs, balls and shoes. 
He gets random gifts from them in the mail; even Jim’s children rock the Nike brand. His children, Carl, Jim 
Jr., and Tim are all internet famous and go with their father on his golf outings. 

 One day Carl asks, “Dad, can you train me to be a professional golfer?”  

 “Yes son, that will be fun. You have what it takes!” Jim then quit his job to train his son for the PGA 
tour. Since Carl was only twelve, he was ahead of the game. By the time Carl was eighteen, he was winning 
tournaments around the country. He was gaining national recognition while moving his way up the major 
leagues. At nineteen he got a sponsorship deal from Nike. Then he got to the PGA. 

 Mission accomplished.  



Snow Globe  

By: Anonymous  

 

“It turns out the world is just a giant snow globe.” My name is Harry Downey Jr.  and I am a philosopher from 

the 23rd century.  I was educated at Harvard University with a PhD in philosophy. Although scientists are try-

ing to prove that the world is just a giant snow globe, my unpopular opinion is to tell everyone in this 23rd 

century world that it is not, if fact a giant snow globe. We have proof of my theory in several different ways. 

First of all, people have landed on the moon with spaceships. If the world was a giant snow globe, how would 

this happen? There are various ways to prove that there is land outside of planet earth. If we lived in a giant 

snow globe, there would be no possible way to escape earth’s atmosphere. Another theory that proves my pro-

fession opinion, is the fact there is other types of weather besides just snow. When you  shake a snow globe, 

snow fills the entire globe. Although we do see snow in some parts of America and places like Antarctica and 

Greenland quite frequently, it is safe to say that it rarely snows in places like Africa and Hawaii. The theory 

that the world is one giant snow globe is in fact faulty, and no one should believe it! One more point of my 

opinion is that the landmarks on the world prove that we don’t live in a giant snow globe. The oceans, the 

beaches, the islands, would not function properly if the world was an entire snow globe. People would not 

travel to places such as Mexico, the Dominican, and Hawaii to escape their awful weather at home, because 

they would be the same. I hope that people are actually smart enough to realize that the world is not a giant 

snow globe, and everyone should just cool it. I am not sure why scientists are trying to convince everyone that 

the world is a giant snow globe. Looking at other evidence, how could some plants and animals survive in a 

snowy area? Some might say that the area might be   warm, but in order to snow it needs to be less than 32 de-

grees outside. Flowers could not sustain themselves in this cold of weather. Animals such as monkeys and 

large spiders would not be able to adapt to the cold weather, because of their living habits. People need to calm 

down about this weird theory.  



 

Art by: Kyle Krysiak 

 



 



Some of My Favorite Things 

By: Anonymous 

 

 Everyone can list off a few of their favorite things if they were asked. I wasn’t asked, but I’m going to 
do it anyway and go into full detail as to why these things are my favorite things. 

My first pretty generic favorite thing is a dog. A man’s best friend; a woman’s best friend; anyone’s best 
friend. They are the most loyal creature of all loyal creatures; never leaving their owner’s side. From protect-
ing their family, to keeping the couch warm or playing outside with the kids, most dogs are excellent family 
dogs. A dog would die protecting their owners and families. With that being said, dogs are the best family ani-
mals on Earth. Another popular pet to have at home is a cat. But if you think about it, cats don’t make a sub-
stantial difference. Every time I’ve had an encounter with a cat, it either bit me, hisses at me, or runs away. 
Dogs, on the contrary, actually do a lot for their families and homes. A dog has the capability to protect, love 
and display loyal characteristics. 

 Another popular thing I adore are naps. I cannot really express my affection and love for naps. Tired 
from a long day of school, work, or a sports game? Take a nap! Been sick for three days and cannot move? 
Take a nap! Tiredness is honestly becoming part of my personality and napping helps fix this. As a common 
teen, my sleep schedule is a little wack. I stay up until midnight some nights from doing homework, because I 
work until ten o’clock PM and there are other things I need to get done. From staying up so late, I immediately 
think about the glorious nap that I’m going to take right after school. Then, when school gets out, I go straight 
to bed if I don’t have to work or have other obligations. I wake up at around five-thirty PM; then I usually 
work out after. 

 Another thing I love to do is snowboarding. I have been snowboarding since I was five years old, so 
this is my twelfth season being an avid snowboarder. My family owns a ski condo on Blackjack Ski Resort in 
the upper peninsula of Michigan. We go just about every other weekend. However, this year has been extreme-
ly busy and we’ve only gotten to go up about once or twice a month. This weekend is probably my last week-
end going up there as a high schooler. 

 Chips and guacamole are probably my favorite thing to snack on. Chips and guacamole from Qdoba 
are simply amazing and make me really happy. I could honestly live off of chips and guacamole from Qdoba 
or Chipotle. I think chips dipped in anything is truly amazing. Who doesn’t love taco dip, salsa or queso? If 
you have never tried the taco dip from Festival Foods, than you are truly missing an important aspect in this 
life. If you ever feel sad or distraught, I highly encourage you to head on over to Festival Foods and pick up 
your favorite tortilla chips and their homemade taco dip. Your life will truly be changed for the better. If some-
one asked what I do for leisure, I honestly wish I could say eating chips and dip. 

 Who doesn’t like Netflix or Hulu. I have to give a shout out to them because when I don’t know what 
else to do, I turn to Hulu or Netflix. Netflix is a much better movie option, but Hulu has more variety for TV 
shows. The Office, Gossip Girl, 90210, and The Secret Life of the American Teenager are my go-to shows. In 
fact, I’ve watched the entire series of Gossip Girl twice now. It never gets old. I literally cried when I watched 
the final episode of Gossip Girl for the first time. So. Many. Emotions. On a side note, I am very proud of my-
self. This weekend I probably watched the scariest movie known to man all by myself. It was around two in the 
morning as well. The scary movie was called Sinister; it was messed up. I am not really sure how I watched 
the movie in its entirety. 

 Another thing that I thoroughly enjoy is strawberry milk. Strawberry milk is by far the most underrated 
drink. Everyone goes on and on about how good they think chocolate milk is. First of all, strawberry milk is 
probably much healthier. Second, it is sweeter than chocolate milk. I really just can’t get over how underrated 
it is; it truly is a catastrophe. In fact, it is so underrated, that you can’t even buy huge jugs of strawberry milk at 
the store. At least not where I go to the store. And for that matter, it makes me very sad. I would drink a lot 
more milk and have a much higher calcium intake if they did. 

The beach is a magical place. Take me to any beach, anywhere, any time, any place. I will be happy on any 
beach. Even if the beach isn’t a real beach and it’s just a shoreline with rocks everywhere. That’s why they 
made chairs! I am going to Florida in about five days and I could not be more excited to be on a beach. How-
ever, yesterday I went to the mall to try to find a swimsuit. I only had about $30 on me, to spend on a suit. I 



 The beach is a magical place. Take me to any beach, anywhere, any time, any place. I will be happy on 
any beach. Even if the beach isn’t a real beach and it’s just a shoreline with rocks everywhere. That’s why they 
made chairs! I am going to Florida in about five days and I could not be more excited to be on a beach. How-
ever, yesterday I went to the mall to try to find a swimsuit. I only had about $30 on me, to spend on a suit. I 
went to a lot of stores and only found expensive ones that fit me just right. I mean, who is going to spend $40 
on a bikini top? Sure as heck not me! You could say that cheap and cute swimsuits are my favorite things as 
well. 

 One of my favorite things to do that is quite therapeutic, actually is drive. Driving is therapeutic be-
cause it is a time to relax and think about things.  Although, one time I was in the zone so much, thinking 
about random things while driving, that I didn’t even realize I was speeding. I got pulled over, which was kind 
of lame. I’ve been pulled over five times now and I have never received a ticket. I am not really sure how that 
works. 
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Untitled 
By: Maya Steaehler 
 
Había una vez había una princesa que se llamaba Charlotte. Tenía pelo largo y castaño que 
tocaba el suelo. Era muy bonito. Cada persona del reino quería pelo como Charlotte. Un día, 
cuando Charlotte caminaba a su clase de historia europea, Anne, su primita, se tropezó por el 
pelo de Charlotte. ¡Fue muy traumático! De hecho, El brazo de Anne se rompió y necesitaba 
poner el brazo en cabestrillo por ocho semanas. El tío de Charlotte, El Príncipe, Juan de 
Rosalindo, se enojó. Creyó que Charlotte quería hacerle daño a Anne. Entonces, cuando Char-
lotte se durmió esa noche, Juan cortó el pelo de Charlotte y lo enterró en el suelo afuera. El 
próximo día, el rey expulsó a Juan y compró un peluche para Charlotte. Todos vivían felices 
para siempre!” 

Los días de McDonald 
By: -Katelyn Flanagan 
 
Había una vez 
 
Un pollo vivió en una isla. Se llamaba Hei Hei. Hei Hei no era inteligente. Un día, Hei 
Hei trabajó en McDonald’s. Fue muy, muy mal. Una chica caminó al mostrador y ella 
nunca regresó porque Hei Hei bailó la danza de pollo. Su nombre era Olivia. Cuando 
Olivia salió, Hei Hei dijo, “No me digas.” 
 
Después vino el día siguiente. 
 

En la mañana, Hei Hei llegó a las seis. El uniforme de Hei Hei contuvo un zapato, una 
camisa, unos pantalones, y un calcetín para su cabeza. Una chica visitó y pidió una 
pierna de pollo. Su nombre era Isabel. Hei Hei gritó y corrió en círculos. Isabel dijo, “El 
horror,” y corrió por la ventana. 
 
Finalmente, era miáucoles. El uniforme de Hei Hei fue muy diferente, en una forma 
que no se puede explicar. 
Espera. ¡Sí se puede! Hei Hei llevó un disfraz de gato. Fue muy adorable. A las doce, 
una chica entró. Su nombre era Katelyn. Katelyn vio a Hei Hei y murió. Tuvo una 
alergia de gatos. iQué lástima! 
 
Bueno, Hei Hei era un trabajador bueno. Hei Hei comió solamente cien ham-

burguesas. iUps! Lo recordamos para siempre.  

Untitled 

España es un país muy diverso. Está gobernado por Don Felipe VI. Don Felipe VI tiene una es-

posa llamada Doña Letizia. Tienen dos hijos, Leonor y Sofía. Leonor es la princesa de España. Es-

paña tiene un primer ministro también. Se llama Mariano Rajoy. España tiene muchos idiomas 

diferentes dentro de la región. Euskera, se habla en el norte de España y el sur de Francia es una 

de las lenguas vivas más antiguas del mundo. Gallego es otro idioma que se habla en España. 

Fútboll es un deporte muy importante en España. España tiene muchas catedrales y algunas que 

son las mejores del mundo. Estas son sólo algunas cosas sobre España.  



Anonymous 

¡Mis vacaciones de primavera fueron muy divertidas! Yo fui con mi hermana, Eva, y 

mis padres. Condujimos una casa rodante. ¡Condujimos por diez días! Yo visité Caro-

lina del Norte y Tennessee. Fuimos a Biltmore y Greenbriar en Virginia del Oeste. No-

sotros vimos montañas y valles. Mi hermana, Eva, y yo comimos mucha comida. 

También fuimos a visitar una cueva. La cueva era enorme. Tenía rocas y una cas-

cada grande. La cueva tenía serpientes y salamandras. Yo tenía mucho miedo. Me 

gusta mi familia. Ellos son los mejores del mundo. Nosotros siempre nos divertimos 

mucho. Yo soy muy afortunada. ¡Gracias por leer!  

Art by: Mike Schmitz 



 

First Time Playing Golf 

By: Ezreal Yan 

 

 This spring, I joined the golf team, and this is my first time playing golf. In my country, playing golf 

is very expensive because the golf clubs are difficult to custom and the golf course is very hard to find. 

The first time I played golf, I couldn’t even hit the ball, and my back was hurting. The golf coach told me, 

“You need to squat down a little bit and use your back with your arm. Keep your wrist straight and don’t 

let them bend; bending your wrist will make it so you cannot hit the ball.” 

 After, I started to practice, but I couldn’t tell which hand to use. I can use my right hand to serve 

but I cannot aim very good; because of the muscles in the left side of my body make my action weird and 

I cannot hit the ball. But when I use my left hand to serve, I don’t have enough power. Then the golf coach 

gave me some plans for stretching. He said that I need to do some stretches to fix my muscles, “When 

you play video games, watch videos and read books, do a little stretching after and you’ll be great.” Right 

now I am still practicing my serve, and I still need a lot of practice. 

Whenever I am feeling distracted, the best pic-me-up is playing soccer. The soccer field is such a magical 
place. It is the perfect place to go if I am seeking contentment. Despite the excitement and high energy that 
soccer game usually contains, simply being on the field gives me the feeling of happiness. Running against the 
wind with the ball at my feet or patiently defending the player preparing to shoot is probably the best feeling 
ever. Even though there are 21 other players aside from me on the soccer field at any given time, I feel com-
pletely alone. I get the sense that I am advancing the ball towards the goal for a wide-open shot worth 100 
points. Just ready to blast it out. In reality, I am advancing the ball towards the goal while my teammate read-
ies herself to score. Not making the goals does not affect the feeling that my heart gets the moment I lace up 
my cleats, tie my hair back, and step foot on the freshly cut grass. I just do my best to defend so as a team, we 
can beat the opponents that step up to play us. 

 I love my team. Every day at practice, something new is said; jokes are make while still preparing for 
our next game. There have been just two games so far, and I have already had the time of my life. Soccer sea-
son is now, and forever will be, the very best season.  



 

Untitled by: Addison DeShambo 

 

So I’m in the most dreaded place on earth. The one place that even the devil himself 
wouldn’t dare to set foot in. I think we both know what I’m talking about: Middle School. So I’m 
an 8th grader, right? All that and a bag of chips! King of the school until next year when you’re 
downgraded faster than an Apple phone a month after its release.. Anyway, it was the last two 
classes of the day when asked the teacher if I could go to the bathroom. Little did my middle 
school mind know what kind of unfortunate events would find their way into my trip. 

He, of course allows it, because everybody has to go to the bathroom at some point. So I 
get there, and I do my business. Finally, I go to wash my hands because I’m a good person. I turn 
on the water and rinse my hands with soap, nice squeaky clean. I am now done with washing my 
hands, so I go to turn the water off. As I turn the handle to stop the water pouring out of the 
spout, nothing happens. So I turn the handle more and still, no sense of the coming flood. So I 
keep turning the handle. Then POP! Off comes the handle… and on comes the ONSLAUGHT of 
water jetting out of the handle hole. So I start freaking out! I mean water is pouring out of holes I 
didn’t even know existed! So I do the only thing I could think to do. I grab the handle that once 
was and I shove it back in the hole. I was able to kind of cover up the flow. Little did I know, an-
other component had flown out that was crucial to the fixing of the sink. I would also like to 
mention that this school was built in like the 1400’s. 

Anyways, I see the extra piece out of the corner of my eye just lying on the floor. I knew 
then what I must do. I release the handle, letting the water burst from the tiny hole. I was like a 
ninja when I grabbed it, back flipped and made it happen. That didn’t actually happen, but I did 
grab it, turn around, and proceeded to get demolished by a flood of H20. I finally made my way 
back to the hole, and just randomly shoved the component in and put the handle on. Of course 
that didn’t fix the problem, and I had to continue holding the handle on the hole. That’s when I 
noticed my so called “friends” watching from the side.  They had been watching the WHOLE 
TIME. So I yell at them, “GO GET HELP.” They finally stopped laughing long enough to get a 
teacher from across the room. So the teacher comes in, and of course… she starts laughing at me. 
After she was done having her share of the “delightful” situation, she went and got the guidance 
counselor. The guidance counselor bursts in, I’ve never seen her move so fast. I think the only 
reason she was moving that fast, was because she knew I was perishing and she thought it was 
funny. She started laughing as well. After she had her turn, she went and got the principal. OF 
COURSE the principal just Had to see it for herself. So she comes in as well, and joins in the fun 
of laughing at me. Wonderful. So after they finally settled down, they went and got the janitor. 
I’m still standing there helpless, and holding the freezing water from flooding our whole school. 
So the janitor kicks down the door with the phone to his ear, and all I hear is him yelling, “I don’t 
care if your busy, we’ve got an emergency over at Seton!” 

He finally takes the handle from me, and continues on his work. So I’m soaked from head 
to toe, and I need to get back to class. So I walked into my class basically trailing water every-
where, and I just sit down. Me teacher just looks at me and asks, “What happened to you?” The 
principle did eventually get me a school merchandise shirt to wear, and I had to wear my gym 
shorts. So a long sleeve polo with sport shorts, and keens for shoes. Imagine that. 


