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Trapped
By Jonas Muhlenkamp

There is a point where all things end.
All around there is no light.
Nothing to say, nothing to send.
Worries that nothing will be right.

What is left for us to ask
When our minds know the answers?
It is too great a task
To compose a solution for her.

Locked behind invisible bars
Reaching out to touch the stars -
No, to cover the scars,
To soothe the beauty life mars.

Illusions drift by, of hope,
Of gloom. They disintegrate
At a touch, mere bubbles of soap.
And me, still here, too late.

Most painful of all is that every tear
Is unstoppable, irreparable,
No matter how many times they clear.
The present is far beyond your control.

The only path out of this misery
Is to realize the cage is sealed.
Accept that from within you have key.
Watch time heal what can be healed,

As you stand there, and let it be.
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Childhood
By Alanna Beadnell
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Behind each door
Is a separate reality
For better or worse
Every choice has a finality

Am I opening the right doors?
Is every choice the most optimal?
Or, with that decision
Will my life begin to topple?

Left, right, center
First, second, last
I simply cannot afford
To let every opportunity pass
This has to be it...

I’ve got it!
Every choice will be best
No choice I make
Will ever fail my test

It’s easy, really
Just look at each choice and think:
“Will this choice make me happy,
Or will it make my heart sink?”

It’s completely foolproof
Any flaws are null and void
And starting right this instant
Mistakes I will avoid
Live in the moment...

I’ll write my essay later
Relaxation is always key
Woes and worries can always wait
Wait they will, on me

My strategy is proven!
My life is full and content
Nothing can get near me
That is, nothing with malicious intent

I’m the greatest!
I can finish it the period before!
For me, school
Is nothing but a chore

I can turn half in
.5 rounds to one
Of course, of course,
I have my homework done

Since when is it May?
We have a big test?
Tonight, I’ll do no homework
I need lots of rest

I know not what
These instructions even mean
But fear not! For my score
Has been foreseen

Finally, summer time
I can continue to not do work
My summer work, to September
It has been deferred
Scores are out already?

Of course, another 5
Just add it to the bag
That exam was easy
Simple, raised no red flags

Yes, I ended with a sixty percent
But the score’s all that counts
Yet another successful year
Is what this amounts

Curly Hair 
By Tyler Fremon
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Bailey
By Anna Donaghy
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The Brainwasher 
By Owen Frank

The buzzing never seemed to stop. 

 Of course, he could sleep through it, but he never seemed rested afterwards, 
and it was always right there to wake him up two hours later. He hadn’t gotten a 
good eight hours’ sleep in months. Coffee didn’t work, either. The buzzing only ever 
seemed to grow louder after drinking coffee. Coffee kept him alert, however. Coffee 
made the day bearable.
He went to the office, as usual, and tried to ignore the buzzing, as usual. He failed, 
as usual. He hated the buzzing. It was like that guy you hated, but the guy never 
seemed to notice. It stayed with him, it distracted him, and it NEVER SHUT UP! 
He grew angrier and angrier, and it got louder and louder, and he couldn’t even hear 
Dave, his coworker come over to ask him a question.

Dave tried talking to him, but he didn’t even notice. He just kept working. 
Dave tapped him on the shoulder. “WHAT?” he shouted. He said it a lot louder than 
he meant to, and he didn’t even mean to be hostile, but he was JUST SO ANGRY! 
Dave looked at him worriedly. He had to read Dave’s lips because he couldn’t hear 
him over the buzzing.
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Chloe
By Alanna Beadnell
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Delivery to Locker C-43
By Emily Owens

 My hands shook as I stared up at the box waiting in my locker. It took my mind a few reluc-
tant moments to process the writing across the side, unmistakably scrawled in big, bold letters: RHI-
LEY PARKER. I dropped my combination lock, my head begging my feet to run, my heart begging 
my feet to stay. In the end, my heart won out. And in those three short milliseconds, in a crowded 
hallway filled with teenagers bustling to their third-period classes, I had just made the worst deci-
sion of my entire life.
 “Rhi! Come on! You’re going to make us late!” Instinctively, I slammed the locker door shut 
and spun around, my back pressed up against the cool metal. I would protect this box with my very 
life if I had to.
 “Carleigh!” I smiled, trying to hide my panic. “Hey, um, go ahead without me. I think I left 
my phone in Mr. Dalvin’s class this morning.”
 She frowned, her eyebrows furrowed. “Rhiley, what’s up? You seem...off.”
 I knew, then and there, one thing, and one thing only: she would not give this up.
 Meet Carleigh Ellesworth. The petite redhead gets a pretty bad rep around Colton High 
School: she’s the stubborn, in-your-face kind of girl who is convinced that if she set her mind to it, 
the very planet would stop rotating at her command. And this was exactly why we were such great 
friends....and, quite possibly, why she had so few.
 I slowly drew my finger to my lips. “Shh,” I whispered, pointing to the beaten-up box. Care-
fully, gingerly, I lifted it off the shelf and out of my locker. She gave me the world’s most puzzled 
look, but this wasn’t a conversation I was willing to have in the middle of a hallway filled with 300 
strangers. I motioned her to follow me.
 I could most accurately be described as the exact opposite of Carleigh. While she loved de-
bates, chatting and chaos, I preferred solitude, hiding and order. That’s why I knew exactly where to 
take her—and the box.
 Down the fine arts hallway we went, Carleigh rushing to keep up with my frantic pace. 
Entering through the left wing, we found ourselves at the front and center of Rosemont Hall, our 
school’s biggest stage. But I wasn’t interested in the stage life today. No; I had much more import-
ant things to do. Moving back behind the house curtain, I got on my hands and knees and began to 
feel for the small, almost unnoticeable latch.
 “Uh, Rhiley?” she questioned, obviously distrusting my leadership. I ignored her; now was 
certainly not the time for questions. My hands finally grasping what I was looking for, I lifted up as 
hard as I could. And just like that, a small patch of floor lifted up, up, up and out of the stage.
 Wordlessly, I walked down into the dark sub-level, fumbling until I found the light switch.
 “Whoa. What is this place?” my awe-stricken friend muttered.
 “Welcome,” I calmly replied, “to Closet B-68.”
 Closet B-68 has served as a sort of haven over my two years at this dreaded high school. It 
seemed everyone had forgotten about the huge, cluttered storage room under Rosemont Hall’s stage. 
So, of course, I had made it my personal project. Every day during my lunch period, I hid out in 
B-68 and set to work. The closet was now fully organized, repainted and remodeled. But rather than 
showing it to the school board, as I had originally intended to do, I kept it to myself. And now, this 
place was mine. Well, mine and Carleigh’s, now that she had seen it. My heart plummeted, knowing 
the poor closet would be common knowledge in a few days, as Carleigh may have been the worst 
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secret-keeper of anyone I’d ever met.
 “Ok I’m officially weirded out now. So...what’s with the box?” She asked this so noncha-
lantly, that I had to laugh.
 “Do you recognize those letters, Carleigh?” I said, pointing at the big, bold ones that had 
sent my world spinning.
 “I mean, yeah. It’s your name...Rhiley Parker.”
 “No, no, no!” I exclaimed, growing frustrated. “Not what they say. Look at how they’re 
written!”
 That’s all it took. Less than two seconds later, her eyes grew wider than I had thought pos-
sible. “Rhi, that’s crazy. There’s no way! This is some kind of sick prank! I’m sorry, Rhiley, but...
she’s gone. She’s not coming back.”
 I could have chosen that moment to play the angsty-teenager and lash out on poor 
Carleigh. But the sorrow in her eyes spoke volumes; I was not the only one who had lost some-
one.
I had lost my mom, but she had lost the mom she never had. The mom who let her stay over more 
nights than not, while her dad was off drinking his problems away. The mom who always set an 
extra place at the table at each and every meal, just in case Carleigh would walk in, hungry and 
alone. The mom who served as a full-time chauffeur, driving us both to our after-school activities.
 The mom who had seemingly written my name on the side of a box delivered to Locker 
C-43—my locker—months after she disappeared. The locker that only she knew the combination 
to.
 “Your mom wrote that.” The dullness in her voice was my tipping point and tears that had 
pooled since the day of her funeral finally spilled over.
 “Yeah; I guess she did.” So many emotions were screaming at me all at once. On one 
hand, I felt as if it was Christmas morning, sitting in front of a neatly wrapped box, ready to tear 
off the paper at lightning speed, eager to see what’s inside. But I also felt as if I was watching my 
mother die a second time.
 My fingers trembled as I tried to pull at the tape lining the center opening in the box. Get 
yourself together, Rhiley. Get yourself together.
 “Here,” Carleigh whispered. Carefully, she pulled the tape off and set it aside. “It’s all 
yours, Rhi.”
 There’s something about the air before your life changes. A quiet buzz in the background, 
humming, louder and louder, warning you to stop in your tracks. A chill runs through the room 
and you feel every one of your muscles clench. If only I would’ve walked away then, abandoning 
that box in that dingy old closet...where it belonged.
 Before I could think, my hands were reaching, reaching reaching...and then they lifted 
upwards, opening the box and revealing...nothing. Confusion and anger battled out in my heart. 
Carleigh had said it: what type of sick prank was this?
I turned the box upside down, shaking it with all the vigor I could muster. That’s when we heard 
unmistakable cling of metal on the linoleum floor.
I examined my findings: a small key and a folded piece of paper, reading:
Come find me. Bring no one. 1123 Crosser St. 7024. Love, Mom
And just like that, I took off, with a book bag and curious redhead in tow. Little did I know I was 
headed to my grave, a coffin awaiting my arrival.

Delivery to Locker C-43 (continued)
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Waterfall
By Sydney Cramer
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Glass

By Ethan Dayton

Newly formed glass lies destroyed

For the substance poured inside, vile

Once thought worthy, proved foul as bile

Yet, the glass still feels devoid

An impure glass formed in spite

Now is filled with liquid unclean

A tainted relation well foreseen

Pure glass supine, void delight

In dust and despair, he’s met

Crystal vase, a well-rounded jar

Sweep him up, collect broken parts

Smelted, his structure reset

Envoi, glass resilient 

Lustrous, new, brilliant

Made new again without much a grudge

Impure glass, left for others to judge

He pushed away those he knew, 

And what for? A faithless brew.
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Volcano
By Cameron Wright
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Wisdom

By Grace Humbert 

  

Not jumping to conclusions, or

Falling for illusions.

Seeing through a scheme, or

Realizing a dream.

Life’s experiences will bring

The opportunity to attain…Wisdom.

 

Judging rightly in an unbiased way,

Using compassion amid all the fray.

Having sound sense when emotions run high,

Rightly using knowledge, not just getting by.

Life’s experiences will bring

The opportunity to attain…Wisdom.

 

Knowing oneself,

Without thinking too highly of self.

Common sense in choosing,

A manner in which to help.

Life’s experiences will bring

The opportunity to attain…Wisdom

 

When you are on the path of life,

And you find you are deep in strife,

You choose the way and what to say,

Knowing you build character along life’s way.

Be sure to pause and understand, the value of

Attaining…Wisdom.
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Bar Harbor, Maine
By Payton Sullivan 
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One Thing 
By Jonas Muhlenkamp

If you could open a door
If you could do something more
If you got a second chance
Would you know what to do in advance?

Time flows, flows, flows, flows.

Regrets pile up throughout life
No purpose beyond causing strife
But some of them outweigh others
An infinite mass of unkind bothers.

Time flows, flows, flows, flows.

That heaviest memory stands alone.
Yes, you know the one - there on its own.
Now back to the source you must chase it;
Not to relive, but to erase it, replace it.

Time flows, flows, flows, flows.

Dive deep in the muck and mush.
Find sparks of light to help push
Your sorrow from sight
As slowly, you purge the blight.

Time flows, flows, flows, flows.

Reach up to the surface now -
To the darkness you no longer bow.
By straightening that crease,
Once again your mind has peace.

Time flows, flows, flows, flows.

If you could fix one mistake
If you could soothe one ache
If you could mend something awry
What would it be, and why?

Time echoes, echoes, echoes, echoes.
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Blob of Paint
By Alanna Beadnell
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Autumn Leaves
By Ethan Dayton

Well, oh well

It’s getting dark,

but we’re still green.

Underneath

the autumn leaves.

Well, oh well

I am not far,

but still unseen.

Underneath

the autumn leaves.

It’s where,

it’s where I’ll be.
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Eiffel Tower
By Paige Goss
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Eiffel Tower

By Paige Goss

August 7, 2019

One of the most beautiful things my eyes have ever seen

Standing at 1063 feet

The beauty of something so grand could never be beat

Paris, France a beautiful place

The city of love filled with grace

Across the way more beauty there is

The Gardens of the Trocadero whose peace lies within

Throughout the crowded city

Filled with tourists and vendors

The Eiffel tower is the place to be seen

Crepes and croissants

Coffee and tea

Champ de Mars is the place to be

Shining at night

The most magnificent view

Taking my breath away in the blink of an eye

Standing with my sister around the fence

Watching the lights twinkle taking that moment in

Sadly, this day must come back to an end
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Jackson Lake
By Cayden Testa
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The Modern Man’s Lament
By Sarah O’Donnell

The world is like a symphony without any strings:

A cacophony of instruments absent of upswing.

Ev’ry great soliloquy has already been said;

All the revolutionaries, long among the dead.

The flame within the souls of men two hundred years ago

Has ceased with the force of time’s unstopping decrescendo.

On the brink of the abyss, lost in both directions,

But standing still and yearning for a meaningful connection.

Forced to play your part in a world you hate to live in:

Unchanging from the beaten path, a destiny pre-given.

You recite the mantra of the past, so lonesome to believe her,

But when life is your lover, it is difficult to leave her. 



23

Angel 
By Alanna Beadnell
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The Broken Tree 
By Elly Blake

 

The tree that once stood on the edge of usually barren cliff tops fell. After years of standing tall, 
guiding travelers wandering the cliff lands. Each with their own story. If you asked the tree what he had 
seen, you’d hear tales of different people, all with different stories.

One was a man with a funny hat, a red fluffy feather protruding from the green felt. He snapped 
a limb from the tree and made a flute. At first, the tree would attempt to cover his poor suffering ears. 
Months later the man with a funny hat came back, his music was soft as a breeze. The music told about 
thankfulness, then the tree felt full. 

Another came. A woman with dark brown hair pulled tightly behind her. With a white blouse 
and a black skirt. She only sat. She sat next to the tree, letting her long legs and boots dangle. She cried 
when the sun was bright, and let her clothes soak when it rained. He shifted his branches when her tired 
body fell asleep. She had stopped coming for years until she returned and danced with another girl in a 
cream yellow dress. 

A warrior came with one purpose in mind. He brought a long sword and kneeled under the tree, 
looking out at the cliff lands. He shared his sin as the tree listened. The tree shook his branches to stop 
him. The warrior and the weapon at his torso and pushed. Once white flowers became red. Some say 
the warrior fell from the cliffs because his body was never found. But the tree knew he was under thick 
branches encasing him in a makeshift coffin. 

A young child came. There before the sun rose, leaving after it set. She abused his trunk, day 
after day. The tree saw her improve and grow as he got older. Her eyes matched the grey sky when she 
left.

A new father and his son came. They played and picnicked. The father had slept under the sun, 
but the kid stayed awake. He tried to crawl away, unknowing the deep fall behind that could meet him. 
But the tree caught him with his roots. The unhappy sequel alerted the father. They traveled back from 
wherever they came from. They returned sometimes with a woman with skin so fair. 

The night the old tree died a storm poured down. Shaking off his leaves and soaking his bark. 
Thunder clapping loudly, hitting the tree. He hadn’t broken yet. He tried to stand tall while remember-
ing the people he had seen, so many more than you’ll ever know. But like people, his story must end for 
new ones to tell their own. He stands tall one last time. And with a loud crack, he fell. His stories lost to 
the world.

Painting by Frederic Edwin Church
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Candle Light
By TJ Bragg
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Gift Wrapped
By Tyler Fremon

Soft flakes fall on windshields
Soon to be melted away

Down comes snow
Curtains, piling throughout the day

Sleigh bells don’t jingle
No sleds glide through prairies

But as the cotton keeps on falling
The atmosphere grows merry

Tinsel and ornaments go up
Children decorate classrooms

All know that Christmas
Is coming through the snow soon

Nippy days turn to freezing weeks
Frost grows on glass

Sweet smells waft through kitchens
Christmas is here at last

Friends and families gather together
Dinner is laid out in size

And the gifts beneath the flashy trees
Reflect in little eyes

Proud grandparents and bored uncles
Watch as the wrap is torn

Off brand crayons and silly bandz
Soon to be loved no more

Unfinished drink and painted plates
Stack high on the tables

Leftover cookies and candies stand forgotten
As grandpa reads the yearly fable

The fridge is ransacked for Coke and chocolate
Both of questionable age

And on the way down the white licked driveway
Their lives turn another page

The night wraps up
The fire glows with ash and ember

Every year
There’s a Christmas to remember
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2019-2020 Literary Magazine Editors’ Choice Award 
Best Artwork

Kendrick Lamar
By PJ Johnson 
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Pathway 
By Jonas Muhlenkamp

Life doesn’t always work out the way you want. The dreams we dream are too high up, or we sim-
ply don’t turn those dreams into goals. Ambition fails. In some cases, the act of trying itself brings 
about its own demise but 

A frog emerges from a cattail-forested swamp onto a stone trail. Ribbit. The trail can’t have been 
there for long. Although the frog’s memory isn’t necessarily the most reliable, it has only images of 
dirt and grass where perfectly placed pavers have seemingly proliferated from nothing. 

when effort is focused into the construction of proper, attainable desires, the effort is worthwhile. 
The strain of breaking down a goal into simple pieces (to be accomplished one or two at a time) 
strengthens the mind. Finding solutions to your life problems requires thought, much like how 

The spaces between each flat stone are only empty space, narrow enough that a human would bare-
ly notice. Yet to the frog they are yawning chasms, ready to lash out and bite at its toes as it leaps 
across. In spite of these obstacles, the frog hops on. 

solving a math problem requires that you know where the problem is leading. Without a general 
idea of your destination, it is impossible to even begin developing a plan for how to get there. Once 
this is known, when obstacles jump up in front of you, 

With unusual dedication to its mission, the frog bounces from one irregularly-shaped stone to an-
other. Perhaps a delicious fly is bzz-bzz-ing its way through the air in front of the amphibian. The 
prize is worth the journey. 

it becomes far simpler to plot out a course to circumvent trouble, as opposed to blindly pushing 
forward into a fog. To keep a dream alive, there must be a true commitment to it, because that 
commitment is what determines the true destination and thus also 

When the fly lands atop a leaf at the end of the pathway, the frog slows its approach, preparing to 
feast. The tongue shoots out of the frog’s mouth, just missing the fly and ruining the frog’s meal. 
But the frog keeps hunting, still persistent in the face of failure. 

what happens when the pathway reaches its end?



29

Lantern
By Allison Richardson



30

Scales of the Sea
By Elly Blake 

Theodore, a not so simple name for a not so simple man. He lives his life on the sea, the
ocean blue mirrors his eyes and the sand of beaches like his hair. Theo finds his stomach
growling, almost imitating a whale with the deep vibration. With this problem given to him by
mother nature, he grabs a large net and lets it slowly sink to the ocean floor.

With great speed his boat takes off with the wind, the net catching his future meals. His
hands held strong against the wind as his hair whipped across his sun-kissed face. A great flying
bird, feathers like clouds and eyes like a goat made itself known with its annoying cry. Closer to
land than he thought he dropped the sails, letting the waves take him. He hauled up the nets,
filled with fish. His stomach growled, like a spider he took his prey from the webbed net.

There was a sudden pull, something so strong it almost ripped him in half. A game he
once enjoyed with his dog now is infuriating. His only net would not be lost to the sea. With
great effort, he pulled as hard as he could, and with an oomph the net fell on his head as he fell
on the wooden planks, soaking his pants in saltwater.

Confusion set in his eyes as he stood looking over his now frayed net and gasped. A man,
with a bare chest, beautifully dark skin and hair, and purple eyes met his. An equally purple tail
with shining scales that gleamed in his eyes. His tail was cut, and profusely bleeding from where
it was still wrapped around him.

Not sure what to do Theo went to his knees and delicately removed the net. Its broken
edges made it frustrating but with a quick swipe of his knife made it easy. The freed tail flapped
sadly, and Theo moves his hands over it, mesmerized by its beauty. The cut looked deep, marron
leaking from it slowly now there was less pressure.

Theo looked up at the Merman, seeing his hard but still scared eyes. The man looked at
Theo expediently and raised his eyebrows up.

“It’ll heal soon,” his voice was gruff, shocking Theo.
Theo looked at him confused, and the Merman rolled his eyes.
“Thanks for injuring me,” The merman said with no appreciation.
“I didn’t- I didn’t-” Theo’s stuttering was cut off as the other man raised his hand to stop

him.
“I don’t care, man, listen just... just...” He sighed and his hard exterior dropped and

Theo could see tears coming from the eyes of the other.
“Just what?” Theo asked.
“I don’t know...”
“You don’t know?”
“Listen, you almost killed me! Just, so... So as payment you should protect me!” The

merman perked up at that.
“What, why?” Theo’s voice caught in his throat as the other pulled himself up with the

side of the boat, his body still dripping seawater.
“Just for a little while, I promise,” The Merman smiled a smile that mimicked the sun.
“What kind of protection?” Theo question.
“Just don’t try and ensnare me in a net again.” the Merman winked before falling back

into the water.
“Wait!” Theo called as he ran to the edge and saw the Merman floating bored in the

water. “What’s your name?”
The Merman swam around before answering, “Milio!”
Theo called back, “Theo!”

(continued on page 31)
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Then Milio was gone, diving headfirst in the water with a small wave of his hand, no
promise of return but something in Theo’s gut told him Milio would.

And he did. That night while Theo cooked his caught fish and mulling over how to fix his
broken net and a loud splash was made and the floor became soaked. Milio had a grin with
pearly white teeth.

“Hungry?” Theo asked suspiciously.
“Healing takes a lot of work,” Milio snarked.
“Ah,” Theo said before throwing one of his burned fish overboard and watched with

amusement as Milio caught it but fell back into the water. With large over-exaggerated steps,
Theo walked to the side and met his untimely demise of saltwater drenching him as Milio pulled
him overboard.

“No fair!” he whined, but his soaked clothes became the least of his worries as we
watched in horror as his boat slowly drifted away from them.

“Milio! The boat!” he called. Milio was laughing hysterically as he swam them closer,
lugging the heavy Theo on his back. Theo landed hard on his back and glared at Milio but
couldn’t for long. He broke into his smile.

Theo’s problem of being hungry was solved, as was his problem of eternal loneliness

Scales of the Sea (continued)
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What Do You Think

By Emily Sturr

What do you think 

The question asked again and again 

My parents, my teachers, me 

The question has come from many mouths 

And reached many ears 

Yet true answers come to few 

What do you think 

We are forced to answer without fully grasping the concept 

We form opinions based on misconceptions 

We are so quick to argue against another 

Yet are never prepared to be torn down 

What do you think 

You ask yet don’t care about the answer 

You answer without thinking about the question 

You wish someone would care enough to ask 

Yet you don’t care enough to think of a worthwhile answer
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2019-2020 Literary Magazine Editors’ Choice Award 
Best Poem 

Not Good Enough
By Kevin Reed

I try so hard to escape my own mind
Why is this thing called joy so hard to find

I stare in the mirror at what I see
But I don’t know if what I’m looking at is truly me
I try my hardest to please my family and my friends

But is all of that really gonna matter in the end?
If I’m not trying to please myself

Then none of this is very good for my health
This burden that I’m bearing is becoming so much more tough

Why do I feel like I’m not good enough?
I’m used to people leaving me and life not going my way

But for once in my life can something stay?
I walk through every day feeling so numb

Yes I know that might sound dumb
But lots of others can’t seem to understand

That all I need is a helping hand

Someone to pick me up and to get to know the real me

I close myself off from the world so nobody can see how much help I really need

This road I’m traveling is becoming more and more rough
Why do I feel like I’m not good enough?

I’ve never shared with many people before how much I’m struggling
There is only one who knows how much I am juggling

This constant fear of being accepted by society
Has always caused me so much anxiety

I’m afraid of speaking in front of others and trying something new
But maybe what I’m doing right now is exactly what I need to do

Maybe conquering my fears is the first step in finding who I really am
Letting go of my anxiety and wiping this fake smile off my face that is just a sham

My entire life I’ve spent trying to be as good as my sister
But I need to accept the fact that I will never be the same as her

Maybe what I need to do is set my own expectations

(continued on page 34)
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To do what I want to do and be who I want to be without any explanations
Being a good person and doing what’s right is all I can ask for

Of course there are other things of which I can do more

But clubs, grades, sports, will all of this matter in the end? All this useless fluff?

Maybe now I am starting to see that I am good enough
The longer I write this the more I am beginning to see

That as long as I put happiness as my top priority
Then there will be a happy ending to my story

The first step in solving a problem is admitting that you have one
Even if telling everyone might not be all that fun

So here I am opening up

Maybe now I can convince myself that I AM good enough

Not Good Enough (continued)
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Starry Night 

By Angela Roshak 

It was a perfect night. The sky was clear and the stars were out. The crescent moon shone 
brightly, illuminating the playground. As we lay on the blacktop, Abby pointed straight up into the 
sky.

 “You see that star? That one’s mine. Which one’s yours?” I gaze up at the sky for a few mo-
ments, scanning, searching for the perfect star.

 “That one right there.” I point towards the horizon where a smaller star shone very brightly. 
“I like that one, that one’s mine.” Both girls look towards where I’m pointing and admire my choice. 
“Okay Katie, pick a star. Whichever one you like and it’s yours.” 

 “The moon.” Abby and I chuckle because obviously the moon isn’t a star. 

 “But Katie, the moon isn’t even a star. You can’t pick that.” I reply.

 “Maybe it’s not, but it’s big and it’s bright and I want it.” This isn’t a serious matter to argue 
over so we accept her choice and decide to move on. 

 Suddenly I received a text message from my sister. She was apparently talking to my mom 
about the new sex trafficking techniques and they were worried about me. It was a little after 9 o’clock 
and was very dark out. She told me to trust no one. Ever. She told me one of their new techniques was 
to have boys lure girls to party locations where the girls would get picked up and kidnapped. She also 
added how over 100 people had been caught in a trafficking bust. Including doctors, youth ministers, 
and teachers. Once again she reinforced her original statement. Trust no one. Obviously me and my 
friends are smart and we wouldn’t fall for any of that. If we were ever to be put in that situation, well, 
it was fight or flight. As I received the texts from my sister I read them out loud to my friends who 
took good note of the new trafficking methods.

 I decided it was probably a good time for me to go since my parents had been worrying about 
me. So Abby, Katie, and I had all stood up. We were on the blacktop which was about fifty feet away 
from where our cars were parked. A very short walk. As soon as we stand up and get ready to leave, 
a car pulls into the lot. We all froze in fear. It was too dark and too far away for us to see what kind 
of car it was. Suddenly, thoughts about the sex traffickers flooded into my mind and how my sister 
told me to trust absolutely no one. I could trust my friends, but definitely not the man in the car. I am 
so paralyzed in fear and I look towards Abby and Katie who are both struck dumb with the situation 
that we are about to get ourselves into. A man steps out of the car and shines a very bright flashlight at 
us, scanning the area. He doesn’t say a word. My heart is pounding out of my chest. Katie eventually 
decides to speak up.

 “Hello? Who are you?”

 No response. We whisper among ourselves and I ask if it’s a cop, but I reject that idea because 
if it were a cop, he would’ve said something to us, right? He makes slow steps towards our direction, 
continuing to shine the light in our faces. I decided to speak up through my shaky voice.

(continued on page 36)
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 “Hello? Hello! Who are you? I said hello!”

 The man still gives us no response as he makes progression in our direction. Me and abby look 
towards Katie, she is the oldest of us. Her eyes not moving from the man gradually coming at us, she 
says, “Go. Go go! Run!”

 We all turn the other direction and run as fast as we possibly can. The adrenaline kicks in and 
I run without ever looking behind me. We hear the man shout something at us but since the wind is 
blowing past our ears as we’re sprinting, we can’t make out what he says. We just keep going. We run 
out of the park, cross the street, and go through people’s backyards, until we find a treeline to hide in. 
We all crouched down within the pine trees. Thankfully they were pine trees so they were able to cover 
us more than other trees normally would since they came down lower. 

I have a good view of the street and after a few minutes of very quiet breathing, I can see the 
man silently walking in the street with his flashlight scanning. We were too far away for him to see us, 
but we all hold our breaths and sit deathly still, not daring to make a single movement. He eventually 
walks past and is out of sight.

 “Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. What do we do I’m so scared. We can’t go back to the 
cars cause he’ll be waiting there for us and probably got the license plates.”

 Katie responds to me, “Give me your phone. I’m gonna send our location to your parents so they 
can pick us up.” I let her do that but my parents aren’t the most tech savvy. So Katie decides to call my 
dad and he picks up almost instantly.

 “Hello Mr. Roach. It’s Katie. I just sent you our location. I’m going to need you to come to it 
and pick us up on the street right behind us. It’s a long story but we think there is a man chasing us and 
we need to get out of here.” My dad instantly gets into the car with my mom to come pick us up, it was 
a little less than a ten minute drive but we had to patiently wait there as our adrenaline was still raising 
through the roof. I stay off my phone except for when my parents text me because the light radiating off 
my phone can easily give away our location. 

 Finally, I received a text from my dad that he had pulled into the cul de sac right behind where 
we were hiding. We all get up and run through the yards to find our car sitting in the center of the street 
and we pile in. Obviously at this point my parents need an explanation of what actually just happened. 
Katie explained the whole thing. She also said how she dialed 9-1-1 without me even knowing as we 
were running because even if you don’t say anything, they can pick up your location. She was very 
smart and I would never have thought of doing that. No matter who it was chasing us, the cops would 
soon show up. 

My parents decided to drive back to the parking lot because Katie and Abby’s cars were still 
there and even though we weren’t sure, there was still a possibility that the man was actually just a cop. 
When we pull up, three cop cars are waiting there for us and a massive pit forms in my stomach. The 
realization just hits me that we just ran from the cops. And to top it off, we called the cops, on the cops! 

We all get out of the car as the chief policeman interrogates us. Katie is the bravest of the three 
of us and speaks up while me and Abby are busy peeing our pants in absolute terror.

“What do you not understand about ‘Police stop!’?” 

Starry Night (continued)
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“Well when we were running we heard you yell something but we couldn’t make out what you 
said since we were running.”

“So what do you not get about a big black and white police car? Wouldn’t you think a police 
officer would be in that car? And that you shouldn’t run away from the police?”

“Well sir, we were too far away to make out what kind of car it was. And we tried saying ‘Hello’ 
but there was no response so we figured we didn’t know who it was and it was our best option to run 
away.”

At this point the officer was getting fed up with us and said, “You know it’s illegal to be in these 
parks past dusk. You girls shouldn’t have been out here.”

“Yes sir.” We all say in unison. 

My dad chimed in, “Officer, these girls meant no harm. They’re good girls. Really they are. They 
just didn’t know who it was so that’s why they ran away. Me and my wife will definitely talk to them 
about being out here so late.”

The officer finally decided to let us go and I was so relieved that it was over. Katie and Abby get 
into their cars to go back home while I get back in the car with my parents. The whole car ride home 
I’m given a stern talking to about staying out that late and how I should’ve come home sooner. I tell 
them how we were just planning on getting up and leaving as soon as the police pulled up. None the less 
it was an argument I could not win with my parents. Nor did I want to because I was so drained, both 
physically and emotionally. 

When I got home I went straight to bed. I was so distraught by the whole situation and did not 
want to have to think about it. But my thoughts kept me up. I actually just ran from the cops. Abby, Ka-
tie, and I are all very good people and everyone knows that. We did nothing wrong. We just happened to 
be at the wrong place at the wrong time. I toss and turn in my bed but still can’t find sleep.  I have a knot 
in my throat and a pit in my stomach that is just not seeming to go away. 

Eventually Abby calls me. “Did that actually just happen?” she says. “Like am I dreaming or did 
we for real just get chased by the cops?”

“Man I really hope I wake up now. I am in absolute disbelief that that would actually happen 
to us. Of all people, why us? Seriously! That doesn’t make sense.” We both laugh. The kind of laugh 
where you are simultaneously fighting back tears. We talk for a few minutes and then leave. I try to put 
the thought to the back of my mind and go to sleep. The next morning I wake up and try to see if it was 
a dream, but it most certainly wasn’t. I am still awestruck by the series of events in the previous night, 
wanting so badly for it to be unreal, but I will never face that reality.

Maybe one day, if we all stay in touch, we can laugh about this and even tell our kids. One day. 
But that day will be a long way down the road until we can find it within ourselves to laugh about that 
frightful night. It takes time to recover from traumatic events like those. Who knows? Maybe it could 
make a good story someday.

Starry Night (continued)
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Ibis
By Leah Arnett
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Conceive, Believe, Achieve

By: Nestor Nshimiye

He woke up early and he went outside

He watched others do it, used it as a guide

Received dirty looks by ones passing by

Ignored them and made their judgments nullified

Kept going at it he would never stop

Until he was seen to be at the top

And even by then he would keep going too

So no one would ever do what he could do

People would laugh and say it’s a dream

Said it’s impossible “haha” they would scream

But never discouraged, ever was he

Proclaimed that one day they all would see

Day by day even night by night

Aspired his hopes toward his foresight

In hope that one day it all would become true

Persistence prevails then so it must come through

And when the day came, goals finally achieved

The mistake of others, at last, was perceived

What this man had come from and what he has done

Is truly inspiring it can’t be outdone
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Daniel Craig
By Reilly Swank
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Old Aunt Tilda

By Evan Fink 

It was my birthday. I had just turned 19. My name is Sarah. I have lived with my Aunt since 
I was eight. She had always been kind of creepy. I am always scared on my birthday because 
she gave the weirdest gifts. I was hoping I wouldn’t have to worry about it on my 19th birthday 
because she was sick. I was sitting next to her, when she handed me something. It was a key. She 
winked and told me to keep it. “Bring it to my…” she said. She was able to finish that sentence, 
and she died. The day of her funeral, I brought the strange looking key with me to her grave. It 
was hard to believe that nobody had come to her funeral, but it was even harder to believe my 
only family had died. As I looked back and forth from her grave and the key, I couldn’t seem to 
figure out what it was for or why it was so important. I went home, and for maybe a month, I 
forgot about the key. I was old enough to live alone and worked at the local supermarket to earn 
cash. Things weren’t going great without my old Aunt Tilda, but at least I was managing. One 
day, after a long shift at work, I went home and tried to get something to drink. I spilled my drink 
all over the floor of the kitchen. I was very upset with myself, but when I trudged down to the 
basement of that moldy house, a slight gleam of light caught my eye. I went to the corner of the 
basement and saw it, a keyhole. I ran upstairs and ignored the spill as I grabbed the key and ran 
back down to try it in keyhole that looked like it was literally embedded in the concrete floor of 
the dusty basement. I flipped the key and jammed it into the somewhat rusty keyhole covered in 
pure white cobwebs. It fit and I turned it, and as I did so, the trap door beneath the house opened 
with a rusty squeak. 

As I went down the spiral staircase made of black metal, what I expected to see was like the 
bat cave or something. Instead I saw many vertical black metal boxes, each with a thick, rusty 
padlock on it. In the middle of the room was a desk, but all that was on it was a dusty notebook 
and a computer. In the corner of the room, I also noticed a keyring hanging on the wall with may-
be 15 keys. I grabbed the ring and began to try to open one of the lockers. The sixth key I tried fit 
into this padlock, and as the locker squeaked open I screamed in horror. It was a rotting corpse in 
this locker. It was definitely not my Aunt Tilda’s, this one looked like it had been dead for a long 
time. I stood there frozen in shock for what felt like an eternity. My curiosity began to rise, I had 
to know whose body this was, why they were killed, and who killed them. I had nobody to ask, so 
I went to the notebook, wiped off the dust and opened it. All the pages had a different name, a pic-
ture that looked like it was taken by some sort of stalker, and their bio. Whoever had killed these 
people knew their story, but clearly didn’t know them personally. Creeped out, but still curious, 
I powered on the computer, and after a couple minutes it booted up. I opened it to pages filled 
with articles and police sketches of a serial killer known as, “The Viper.” After looking at these 
sketches, my heart dropped, along with my jaw. It was my Aunt Tilda, she was a serial killer. She 
had killed around 26 people! I couldn’t believe she had done this. I remembered how she had 
even given me the key to find her lair. I took the evidence to the police and it ended up becoming 
a national news story. After that incident, I realized how bad some people could be, and turned to 
a life as a very successful lawyer and helped put many bad people away. I constantly think about 
old Aunt Tilda, how much danger would I have been in had she not been sick?
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Blue Eyes
By Sydnee Koosh
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Why Can’t We Just Be?
By Alexa Ogilvie 

We strive to be athletes
To swim to the sea
Or run the farthest distance
Why can’t we just be 

We attempt to be popular
Remarked for our beauty 
With designer clothes and curls brushed back 
Why can’t we just be 

We dream of being brainiacs
Who ace exams unapologetically 
Whose names are the top of every list 
Why can’t we just be 

We try to become cool 
Showing our vape pens for all to see
Trying to flaunt our “bad” attitudes 
Why can’t we just be 

The problem isn’t the idea 
Being gifted is as great as trying to be 
But the obstacles some suffer desperately trying to get there are the worst 
Why can’t we just be 

No matter our age, color, size, or shape 
We all just want to be 
From the pressure of conforming to society’s cliques 
So we can all just be 
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Corn
By Payton Sullivan
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The Swimming Hole
By Rhiley Paskoff

“This is a terrible idea.”
“Yeah?” Micah asked.
Sara looked up at Micah. The wind was blowing his blond bangs across his forehead. The sunset 

before them made his bright brown eyes look as though they were on fire. Sara saw the mischievous grin on 
his face, like when he beat her in a game of cards. 

“Let’s do it,” she said, returning his grin. 
“Jump on three?” Micah inquired. 
Sara nodded in reply, bent her knees, drew her brown hair out of her face, and grabbed Micah’s hand. 

I won’t scream, she promised herself. 
“Three!” Micah said suddenly, jumping off the edge.
“What!” Sara exclaimed. As Micah pulled her off, she screamed, and they fell into the deep water 

below. 

**********

Ding! The school bell dragged Sara out of her reminiscence. She quickly looked down at her note-
book, relieved to see that she had written notes from today’s lesson. She thought back to the memory of her 
and her best friend, Micah. They were nine-years-old when they jumped for the first time into the little local 
swimming hole. Not that many people knew about it, due to how small and where it was. She liked it that 
way, it was theirs. It was ours, she thought, not anymore.

She had changed a lot since then, her hair was now a dark brown with indigo blue dyed ends to 
match her eyes. She wore a gray floral shirt with black leggings with black boots. I wonder how much he has 
changed, she wondered. He would be seventeen now. She hadn’t seen him in five years and thought of him 
every day since.

Sara arrived at her locker, put in her combination, and opened it. She wasn’t really big on decorating 
her locker like most other girls, it was a waste of space. She grabbed her bag, the homework she had that 
night, and set off down the hallway. Sara luckily didn’t have much homework that night, only some history 
and biology. 

Outside, the sun was high, since it was two o’clock. Sara took a left toward the sophomore parking 
lot, her car was a light gray Honda Civic. It was parked near the middle of the lot since her last name was 
Leishman. Micah’s car would’ve been right next to hers. His last name was Ledford. She got in, turned on 
the radio, and drove home.

When Sara got home, she went straight to the kitchen to get the other half of a smoothie she made 
this morning.

“Hey Sara,” someone spoke. Startled, Sara turned around and saw her little sister, Amber, eating a 
chocolate chip cookie. She was sitting at the white and gray marble island. The countertops of the rest of the 
kitchen match. All of the appliances were steely gray. Sara supposed that the dark brown hardwood floor was 
cold under Amber’s bare feet. 

“Hi Amber,” Sara responded. She saw her sister take a bite of her cookie, also getting some of her 
fire-red hair in her mouth. “Did mom drop you off?” Sara asked. Their mom, Caroline, always picked up 
Amber and dropped her off. Sara was sixteen and Amber was twelve in sixth grade. Sara could drive her 
sister, but the middle school was on the other side of town from the high school. It was just easier for their 
mom to do it. The clothing shop where she worked was only a few miles away. 

“Yeah,” Amber replied. “I got here maybe five minutes ago, you just missed mom.”

(continued on page 46



46

“Ok, I am going to my room to do my homework. I would suggest you do that too.” Sara commented 
as she headed to the stairs. Amber rolled her eyes at this. They were the same color as Sara’s, their dad was 
the same. Their dad, Marcus, worked at a nearby construction site. He worked from early in the morning 
until late in the afternoon. 

“Can we go to the swimming hole afterward?” Amber inquired. Sara stopped in her tracks. She 
hadn’t been there in five years. She wasn’t expecting Amber wanting to go there, especially today. It was 
five years ago today that Micah moved away.

“Um,” Sara hesitated. She hadn’t been to the swimming hole since Micah moved. She always found 
an excuse not to go when her parents and Amber went. She especially didn’t want to go today. Unfortunate-
ly, the role of the bigger sister had to come first. “Sure, let me know when you’re done.”

She could hear Amber’s high pitched squeal of excitement, it was the exact opposite of what Sara 
was feeling now. She walked up to her bedroom in a daze, her unconscious trying to find excuses for her. 
When she closed the door to her black, gray, and purple bedroom, she threw down her bag and sat at her 
desk. Sara wished, for once in her life, that her teachers had given her more homework.

**********

Amber had come to get Sara forty-five minutes after their talk in the kitchen. They changed into their 
bathing suits and headed out to Sara’s car. The drive to the swimming hole was ten minutes, probably the 
longest ten minutes of her life. The radio was on, per Amber’s request, but Sara couldn’t hear it. It was as 
though she was on autopilot. When they arrived, they walked the footpath to the right of where they parked. 
They got to the upper level of the swimming hole and set down their things. There were two levels, one 
where you jumped off, and the water itself. There was a little slope where you could slide down and climb 
up. 

Sara took off her t-shirt and shorts to reveal her indigo swimsuit. Amber was wearing a red one that 
matched her hair. As Sara was finishing putting on her sunblock, she saw a red blur go beside her. Amber, 
way too anxious to put on her own sunblock, jumped right into the water. When she turned around to see 
Amber jump in, she spotted him. 

Maybe it was because she was in a daze. Maybe it was because he had changed so much, and had 
gotten his own black Jeep. Maybe it was because she didn’t expect to see him. She gasped and stared, won-
dering if her eyes were just playing tricks on her. He was here, on the other side of the upper level, “Micah,” 
she breathed.

It was as if he heard her, for he turned and looked at her. They held eye contact and it felt as if the 
world slowed. Sara felt like it was just the two of them in the world. They slowly walked toward each other. 
Micah had changed a lot. He was tanner now and a head taller than her. His hair was golden-brown, con-
trasting his black swim shorts. His eyes remained the same, still brown and fiery. 

“Sara?” he asked as they reached each other. 
Sara looked at him, so tall, so muscular, so different. But it was still him. She felt her eyes start to 

tear up, she was relieved to see him. When they were merely two feet away from each other, she couldn’t 
take it anymore. She ran to him and wrapped her arms around him. He flinched in shock, hesitating to hug 
her. Once the shock vanished, he put his cheek on her head and embraced her. 

“Micah,” she whispered, holding onto him tightly. Is this a dream? She asked herself. If it is, I don’t 
want to wake up. “Is it really you?”

“Yeah Sara,” he replied. “It’s me.” They were both holding onto each other like they never wanted to 
let go.”What are you doing here?”

The Swimming Hole (continued)
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“I could ask you the same thing,” she commented with a grin. “I came here with my sister, Amber. 
When did you get back?”

“I got back two days ago,” he said. “I came here because I wanted to see this place.”
“Two days ago?” Sara inquired. “Why didn’t you come to see me?” She looked up at him. “I have 

always wanted you to come back.”
“I didn’t come to see you because I didn’t know if you had changed,” Micah confessed. “I have 

thought of you every day since I left and I didn’t know what to expect when I saw you. And I didn’t want to 
get there and you don’t remember who I was. I was scared, Sara, I’m sorry.”

She took his hands reassuringly and squeezed them tight. “I have thought of you every day too.” Sara 
smiled. “Come on, let’s sit and catch up.”

They went over to sit by Sara’s and Amber’s things. They talked and talked until it was sunset, sig-
naling that it was time to go. Micah was seventeen now, also a sophomore. He loved to read books, watch 
action and comedy television shows and movies. He and Sara had nearly everything in common. From their 
favorite school subjects, history, to their least favorite food, sushi. By the end of the night, it felt as though 
they were never apart.

The Swimming Hole (continued)
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A Day in Aruba
By Grace Seeberger
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Fabulous Fall          
By Sydnee Koosh

 
The warm sun is shining 
Fluffy, white clouds fill the sky 
Outside the air is fresh and cool 
The wind picks up and a chill can be felt 
Goosebumps on your skin 
Anything that’s loose and on the ground flies away 
Trees are turning vibrant colors of red, orange and yellow 
The grass is still green, and the mums are bursting with bright flowers 
Bright orange pumpkins decorate the houses 
A cold frost appears overnight 
The green grass looks like it has been covered in powdered sugar 
The leaves begin to turn brown, die and fall to the ground 
Animals begin to emerge through the sparse woods 
The amazing deer are playfully hopping through the woods and searching for their mates 
The wild turkey are scattered and leave behind their iridescent feathers that are banded with beautiful colors of red, 
green, copper, bronze and gold 
The birds are chirping and singing songs of joy 
Squirrels begin to gather nuts and dig holes in the ground for future use 
There’s a preparation for a colder time of year 
The days begin to get shorter 
Darkness invades the light 
The air becomes colder and just like that, Fall fades into Winter 
It’s a beautiful thing 
Fabulous Fall
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Flower in the Sun
By Nestor Nshimiye
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But That’s Okay with Me
By Kiara Grow 

Once upon a time, I could feel the sun’s warmth on my skin,
I was such a big part of this world that I was in.
Wind curled through with a din, 
Day and night, until life became death, and goodness became sin.
I was gone, and the sun’s light didn’t even dim.

But that’s okay with me.

I learned of a new word then: pain.
Nothing was ever the same,
But there was no one to blame
No one to feel shame
Help was not something with which anyone came.  

But that’s okay with me.

Like an axe, it hacked at my neck.
Ask and ask and ask,
You’ll never get an answer, now that I’m at your call and beck.
I meant beck and call. Because after all
After everything that’s happened, I can’t think at all.

But that’s okay with me.

Here I stand on my legs, frozen in place
Petrified in this space where everything about me is erased.
Everything about me is gone without a trace.

But that’s okay with me.

They gather around, spattering me with hot oil,
Disregarding everything I am and how much I toil.
Take a spiked hammer and lodge it into my back,
Throw upon me all your weighted sacks,
Don’t ever pay me back.

But that’s okay with me.

So I am unseen in an empty room,
Beneath their smiles of joy and bright life. 
Unnoticed goes my old petrified tomb,
Undead continuing the daily strife.
For them I’ll stand as long as I’m able—
Stand for the people who call me ‘table.’
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Life Is Upside Down
By Drew Berkshire
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An end to the beginning
By Allison Richardson 

I can hear the swells miles before we reach the edge
The sorrowful lamentation as waves hurl themselves into the rock
The sounds jostle forgotten memories
A flash of dark color here, an echo of a lost conversation

I remember the calmness while sitting on the edge of these cliffs
I remember looking out into the storm
I remember hearing someone scream for me to come back inside
Yet I stay

Why had I come back?
The question repeating in my head 
Almost as if doing so would divulge a logical answer
Yet, something deep inside me knew the purpose of my return

As I finally neared the weathered crag, I could hear it
The sweet sounds of the past, the soft grass and the sweet cries of the birds
This is why I had returned
To become one with my maker

The storm, the day that would never leave my mind 
No matter how hard I tried to expel the painful memories
They remained etched into my skull indefinitely
A cruel trick played by the one who I owe my life to

As I reach the edge I know this is what I must do
She demands it
After all it is only fair
A stormy end to a stormy beginning

I have done the best with what I had
I could not remember much from that day save for one thing
The clouds parted for a mere second
I was able to get away

It cost me my innocence, my love, my freedom
This was to be the easy part
The end to a lifetime
Just to be thrown back into the next
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