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The Stage Experience
By Kirby Flowers
Walk onstage
Downstage right
Make a sound
Bright spotlight
Center stage
Freaking out
Spitting now
Like a spout
Words won’t come
Lots of fear
Pain in my chest
Like a spear
Looking out
Center back
All my friends
I’m relaxed
Confidence
All my lines start to flow
Exit now upstage right
I am done
For the night
Couldn’t do it
Without my friends
Thanks for the
Experience

Beyond the Horizon
By Maria Ganios
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More Than Plastic
By Keely Smith
I sway on my feet while I wait in a small concrete area, secluded from what I know is waiting for
me on the other side of a single foldaway wall: a glistening floor that looks brand new, because it is
new according to people who know more than myself, people that have been in North Canton their
entire lives. Although the floor is just the beginning of the amphitheatre, a very important feature,
but nevertheless there are the bleachers, also new, which hold the objects, or rather persons of my
interest. They are my audience, my roaring crowd, the cheering fans, and they are also my peers, my
friends. So as I take all this in, I look at the one thing that I am going to somehow become in the
next few minutes: Victor Viking.
I am a mascot. I don’t know how I discovered it, but once I get into that polymer and plastic
costume, I’m fearless, and for me, that’s saying something. I am able to become Victor with extreme
ease, and find it difficult to “turn off” the gigantic, bearded, and enormously spirited viking. Having
been the new girl at Hoover High School, I found myself absolutely terrified that I would have a
repeat performance from my previous school, which was to say the very least, highly unpleasant. So
when I learned that Victor Viking, the mascot, the pride and joy of Hoover High School, of the whole
North Canton community, only went to football games and a few random events, and wasn’t a fixture
in the basketball season, I knew I had to do something to change that. The identity of Victor Viking
is, for many, a mystery. This recently has been because his position was taken by an unknown student
for only the Winter sports season. That student was, of course, myself.
Those who know me personally will be among the first to tell you that me being a mascot
makes about as much sense as a penguin living on the coast of Africa. Yet, both are naturally
occurring things even if neither of them make much logical sense. But it doesn’t need to be logical at
all, it’s quite simple really. I am Victor Viking from the moment I put on the synthetic rubber-soled
boots, the knee-high faux fur polyester and plastic-lined cotton leg warmers, the polyester cape, the
usual black ensemble, white fleece gloves, and of course the polymer plastic viking head that I place
myself into every time I become Victor. Yet, for some unknown reason, I have started to incorporate
parts of Victor into myself, ever blurring the line between synthetic material and human thought
and flesh. Gradually I have adopted certain aspects that originated from Victor himself, and I have
become less and less shy as time goes on. If I get nervous, I tell myself that I am a giant Viking, and
then nothing can stop me from being bold and outgoing.
Overall, Victor is, in a way, a way for me to face my fears. Staring out of his nostrils, I’ve
been able to gain some sort of confidence. Of course, I know that Victor isn’t a real person, and he
actually can’t do all the amazing things I credit him for as he is merely a mix of plastic, synthetic
materials, and other polymers, but to me he will always be so much more than that. I have so much
to thank plastics for, the most obvious being Victor himself. Truly, though, I have gained something
much more valuable than just a costume, something that, without plastics, I doubt I would have
today. My voice, and by extension, my future; that is what I have gained from a plastic otherwise
known as Victor Viking.
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Hands of the Night
By Kenny Felber
The hands of handsome hallowed nights,
Hold the darkness and its delights.
If evermore the fearful frights,
Hold the earth in its entice.
With all enveloped by the night,
The people wallow in its might.
To some it may appear blight,
All we know is its great vice.

Church
By Sydney Lautzenheiser
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By Amanda Pitrof
Dripping, always dripping down my
nose and on my skin, goosebumps
raise a minute but I don’t care
about the chill or wet or anything
anymore because I’m outide and
it’s raining.
The sky is pouring out
itself and it feels as though it’s
crying for me, for all the sadness
I had locked away, hidden until
now when there’s nothing except
me and the rain.
I smile, I jump up and down,
the rain is here and I can be
light again with no worries of what
tomorrow might bring, or what the
raven might say of the lost Lenore,
or if there’s an A on Dimmesdale’s
heart. Nothing can slow me down
now that I’m here,
with the rain.
And oh, in cold, snowy February how
I long for that release and joy
I get because while snow is great,
it’s still not rain.
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Grasping Perspective
By Nick Wurst
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Running
By Katy Falkenberg
Heart pumping
Muscles burning
Deep of Heart
By Nick Sams

Lungs screaming for air
Adrenaline coursing through my veins

My expectations shattered
My reality, a blur
Now I feel a path in life
My feet do not deserve

Eyes focused on the runner in front of me
Determination controlling my mind
Body telling me to stop

Your picture still
Etched in my mind
I”ll love you until
The end of time

Heart telling me I can go faster
People cheering all around me
Pushing my legs to go faster
Sprinting around my competitor
Giving it everything I have in the final stretch

Yet now my heart
No longer whole
My fears come true
I’ve lost my soul
I cover up my numbing eyes
In layers of my hair
So no one knows the pain I’m in
I don’t believe they care

Winning the race
Satisfaction filling my heart
This is why I run

My thoughts are sick
Engulfed in dark
I can’t see why
At me they bark
And why do I
Think I must try
Or even wonder why
Because I am of
The deep of heart
So very torn
And ripped apart

8

Identity Crisis
By Jeannetta Davidsaver
Who am I? Oh, what irony that this would occur just as I begin to question my own identity.
Ask the other students in my 4th grade classroom, and you would find that I can read fast and that I am
‘nice’. Ask my parents, and they would describe me as a wonderful girl who says ‘I’m sorry’ too much
and has an attitude problem. Ask my peers, and they would describe me as being a quiet bookworm who
is, at the same time, one of the most outspoken liberals they have ever met. There are very few people
whom I have opened up to, and not even they know all of my thoughts. Of the people who know me,
90% would think I was crazy if they knew what I was thinking.

I look at my hands, and see hints of who I am. A few dots of paint are on the back of my right
hand; I am in Theater Tech, because I cannot stand having to be in only academic classes all day
long. My nails are bitten short; I am nervous and restless, and need something to distract me from my
boredom. There are pen marks on the palm of my left hand; I am forgetful, and aware of it, so I am
afraid of forgetting about a lunch check, or a fee to be paid, or buying notebook paper.

I am the kind of person who dreams of the day when she will leave for college some decent
distance away. I dream of traveling the world, seeking out places where I can find inspiration for my
writing, versus the eternally 50s-era North Canton, Ohio. I want to swim in the Pacific Ocean, to see the
Sydney Opera House and Big Ben and the Eiffel Tower in person. I want to stand with one foot in the
Northern Hemisphere and one foot in the Southern Hemisphere. I want to see a real White Christmas
instead of the slush we get every year.

I am a semi-vegetarian (I will not eat anything with four legs), and I am against cruelty toward
animals. At the same time, I wear Uggs, which are made from sheep fur and skin in a way that is far
from humane. Many times in my life, I have said that I want to be an individual; I want to be unique,
and different from everyone else. Yet on any given day, I would prefer to wear clothes from Aeropostale
or American Eagle, flat-iron my hair, and wear makeup, than put on an old hoodie, tennis shoes, and fail
to brush my hair or clean up my zits. In that way, I am just like everyone else. So, am I a hypocrite, for
(continued on next page)
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Identity Crisis (continued)
denouncing traits (apathy toward animal rights and conformity) that I too embody? At
one point in time, I would have said yes, I am a hypocrite. Yet, I recall now what I said
at the beginning; I am having issues identifying myself. I am a teenager, and I am still
attempting to understand everything in the world. Am I truly just a fraud, or am I just
confused? There is certainly a difference there. I do not wear Uggs only because they
look nice; I also wear them in wintertime because they keep my feet warmer than tennis
shoes. I do not wear nice clothes and make myself look nice so that I might be more like
everyone else, it is because it makes me feel good about myself.

Who am I? I am a teenager trying to figure out who I am, and thanks to a
combination of familial pressure, school stresses, attempting to socialize, and trying to
get enough sleep, I constantly doubt whether I can get through the day. Whatever words
you would use to describe me, I would probably have to disagree.
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Autumn Air
By Teddy Morrow
Summer sun is gone
The heat has withdrawn
Not a soul in their shorts
Only few outdoor sports
The leaves start changing
Their colors rearranging
Mild breeze through my hair
A sudden change in the air
Some goose bumps arise
And all to my surprise
Autumn Air is finally here
The pumpkins, the costumes
The warm apple pie fumes
Autumn Air causes raking
And old trees to be aching
Soon winter approaches
The cold will encroach us
Not a spec of grass will be seen
The weeks will go by
But for now lets enjoy
The comfort of Autumn Air

Flower
By Amber Knepper
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My Sister the Nile
By Joanna Pastroudi
My name is Adelphie Mauromatis. I always imagined myself as a fashion model, wearing
sparkling golden, tamale red, and jungle green eye shadow, all stacked up together, to allow my dark
brown eyes to look like a glimmering sunshine of hope amidst darkness. My lips would be romantic
with fire red lipstick, smiling to show my pearly-white teeth, and my long, curly brown hair would
encircle my sleeveless black shirt with silver letters saying “Glamour” and my pink and gold laced
skirt. I was always the shy girl, who got the littlest attention possible, and only got bad comments
from my childhood friends and neighbors, whom I actually trusted; whom I never thought would hurt
me in this way. The perfect Effie was disliked by so many adults, but yet she always got the attention
of her peers. She had 600 photos on the Internet; her straight, long, dyed blonde hair, glimmering,
green eyes, and pale skin were just enough to let 129 people “like” her photo on the first 5 days she
posted it. And her hot pink eye shadow, heavy mascara, crooked nose, rose-pink lipstick, and purple
nails were just enough to get 50 more “likes.” Her bikini was dark blue in color and had fading silver
lines all over. She was not particularly beautiful, yet standing there, near the calm Mediterranean sea
with so much confidence and a “bad girl” quality, she was Queen. Me, I just had 4 photos posted, and
I got zero likes on all of them. My mother was the only person who complimented me on my photo,
assuring me that I looked beautiful as an angel, no matter what others said. She taught me to always
compliment people, to make others happy, to treat others as I want to be treated. My mother taught me
to always have trust in God, and if I followed His word, I would be rewarded by Him. I never had any
friends, but only faced rejection, yet my mother always cared about me. She tried to shelter me from
the dangerous world outside, and would spend the day with me reading Aesop’s Fables and watching
numerous Bibi Blocksberg cartoon episodes. My mother, herself, though, was also a wonderful
storyteller; she would tell me stories of my family, and how my family came from Alexandria, Egypt,
to Greece, and how they struggled, yet managed to survive in a new nation, where they had no one.
My mother told me the Coptic Orthodox Church was truly great, for it helped give my family an
identity, helped my family give us a daring, inspiring story. Today, she told me, I had to continue
doing everything that would make my ancestors proud, and that included preserving my heritage and
being different, staying true to me always and never daring to develop an immoral character like what
the media today proposed people all around me to be like. There was nothing glamorous about all this,
but in life, the most beautiful truth could only be found in pain.
“Remember, my dear Adelphie,” my mother grabbed me deep into her hug and looked me in
my eyes that very day, “that if you drink water from the Nile, you will always come back to Egypt.”
“Give me a five-star smile, Adelphie! You’ve got it, flawless!” Christina, the fashion
photographer, happily yelled, in the meantime throwing roses all over me. Even though she was just
a fashion photographer, she looked like the perfect model; she had short, frizzy black hair with pink
highlights, tan skin, light blue eyes, a long, straight nose, and she had orange lipstick on. She was
wearing a black dress with rhinestones all over, gray high heels, and aqua sunglasses. “Adelphie, you
got it girl, you’re a star! You’ve just got to open up your personality a little, girl, ‘cause you are too
shy sometimes, you know?”
Ambrosia, a model standing nearby, waiting her turn, wrinkled her nose in disgust and held
up her golden nails at me, trying to show her jealousy and bring out all her hatred onto me. “Hey,
Christina, my dear,” Ambrosia smiled. “Are you coming to my birthday party? It is going to be so fun,
I promise you!”
Christina smiled at Ambrosia, and then I quickly came back to earth from my daydreaming.
I had remembered how many people had excluded me from their parties; how, I often asked, could
(continued on next page)
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My Sister the Nile (continued)
people be so cruel? My mind, though, from all the thinking, started to go blank, and I had a strange
feeling that my heart also went cold, and that I couldn’t think at all anymore. I felt like I needed to eat
sweets and so I took out from the refrigerator the big box of white chocolates with cut peanuts on top
and started to eat many without stopping. I felt so lonely, I couldn’t stop eating, and this was the only
way to fulfill my loneliness. “Ouch,” I cried.
I was so ashamed of myself, and what would my mother think? It was horrendous how boxes
of sweets and crackers were disappearing, so rapidly. I felt so ashamed how my grades at school
were dropping, because it felt as if I just couldn’t. I couldn’t study for tests, that every new homework
assignment and test was another 800-kilogram weight dropped upon me. I started to grind my teeth,
to comfort me, and I developed horrible toothaches, yet when I visited the dentist he said nothing was
wrong with my teeth. I saw how those rich kids in school had the best grades, and I felt as if I was
being betrayed, that only the wealthy got to go to the most exclusive universities and exclusive schools.
I took a magazine and started to rip off all the pages; I felt a strange sort of pleasure, a strange sort of
being able to calm my nerves.
“Adelphie,” my cousin Polyxena once told me, “the Lord will help you find a light in the dark.
Everything happens for a reason. The Lord is trying to protect you. He wants to distance you from bad
people; He wants you to become wiser. He will help you when it is the correct time.”
“I went out dancing last week, Christina. All the boys were lined up for me, it was crazy. I was
the center of attention,” Ambrosia smiled nefariously at me, clearly trying to get her revenge on me.
With me, Ambrosia always pretended to be elite; she acted as if I came from the garbage can and she
from a royal palace, never forgetting how it was I who helped her many times in her life.
I frowned from my daydream, remembering how many people had treated me that way before;
however, while everyone was looking at palaces and riches and fancying materialistic beauty, I was
looking at the Roma Gypsies in my neighborhood, and marveling at how they lived. Even though many
people were disgusted by the Roma Gypsies, and called them liars, cheaters, and dirty poor people, I
found true beauty in the way they lived. I found their culture and arts magical, and I found something
miraculous in how they survived living like that, because many wealthy people would die living that
way, in filth. The Roma people were beautiful; they had natural beauty, and their faces weren’t ruined
by cosmetic surgeries like the faces of rich people were. And, the Roma Gypsies were blessed, for they
had powers that the middle and rich classes didn’t. They could foretell the future and could hypnotize,
which was perhaps a very big reason why so many people were afraid of the Roma group and criticized
their peoples.
“Hi, may I sit here?” a woman, when I was seven, had once sat near me and my mother in the
Piraeus subway. “Oh, you have a lovely daughter. I wish her much well.” The woman smiled at me,
but I saw that my mother was not at ease. The woman was mysterious-looking, but also had a sort of
unforgettable quality; she had long, black hair, brown eyes, very tan skin, a short nose, bare lips, and an
oval face. She was short and skinny, and was wearing a black dress that had holes all over. She had no
shoes on, but was wearing red socks, and held a blanket covered with mud. I could not understand why
my mother was behaving that way; she answered very quickly to all of the woman’s questions but held
me tightly and kept an unfriendly gaze at the woman.
“Mommy,” I asked, “Why were you behaving that way to that woman? She was a very friendly
woman, she wanted to become your friend, and she even complimented me!” I smiled at my mother,
but she quickly gave me a frown and told me to hush up. She then ignored me, and I felt very hurt, and
I didn’t know that my mother could be so unfair to people. I then walked on quickly, in a bad mood, in
silence. My mother, though, seeing that I was in a bad mood, now, and feeling sorry for me, had gone
(continued on next page)
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My Sister the Nile (continued)
to a mini-market store and bought me a chocolate-pecan ice-cream cone. She also bought me white
chocolate, and I began to eat both at the same time. I hugged my mother in front of the store owner,
and the store owner laughed innocently, while my mother’s cheeks became red. The store owner
complimented me on my white dress with red flowers and gave me a free strawberry drink. I, being
always taught by my mother to have good manners, immediately thanked the store owner, and so my
mother and I left.
“Adelphie, honey,” my mother said to me as we were walking down the street. “That woman
in the subway was a Roma Gypsy. I have to be honest to you, that I felt frightened all the time that
she was sitting near us. I felt that there was something about her that I didn’t like, that I couldn’t trust.
I wanted to protect you, because many people have told me that the Roma Gypsies steal people, and
the way that woman was dressed, she was unpredictable.”
“But Mommy,” I tried to persuade her, innocently. “I liked her-she was a nice woman.”
My mother just smiled at my innocence and goodness, and then we reached home. I always
remembered my mother’s advice toward the Gypsies, but I decided that they did have a wonderful
quality about them. I knew to be cautious of them, but I also knew to respect them.
So, one memory, after the other, I started remembering all my meaningful experiences. I knew
that God had given me all my experiences for a reason, and that He wanted me to reflect and think
about everything that happened in my life. He had given me so many special gifts, talents, and I was
proud of my heritage. God wanted me to be successful in my life, and creativity depended on true
beauty, which He had given me. My Coptic ancestors would be proud of me now, because I had plans
to be successful like them. I had been protected and sheltered my whole life but now had plans to go
out there and do something memorable. And, I knew that God would always treat me justly, and I had
trust in Him.
And yet, so many times, I still feel so misunderstood, like I want to escape. Whenever I feel
upset, I always take out my books about the Oriental World, and imagine I can escape there, that life
there will be better for me. I try to convince my mother that I want to go live in one of these exotic
countries, but she always disagrees that she will not go live there, and I’m lost, once more.
“Glamour,” I whisper to myself, wishing that I could really be the supermodel I daydreamed.
Above me, I can see the water of the Nile, flowing towards me. It reaches me and washes
out all of my blue and purple lipstick, my purple eye shadow, and discolors my mascara. It slowly
reaches my red robe with blue feathers and soaks it all beautifully, until no riches anymore can be
seen, but only a soaked, plain robe. My rose fragrance perfume fades out, and mud surrounds my bare
feet. I can see my reflection in the water, smiling truthfully, a pure soul, not ruined by materialistic
possessions. I hear the gentle ripping of the water, and I know all the magazines glorifying fakeness,
immoral people, and riches are being all ripped out, slowly and gently, as they drift out to nowhere.
I kneel down and grab a small portion of the water into my hands, and I can see my reflection once
more, before I drink the water from the Nile.
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Striving for Excellence
By Amber Knepper
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The Statement
By Jason Shaffner
My alluring enchantment
Dances and sways,
Like the day lilies blown
On a warm summer’s day.
Unlike this small flower,
She stays out at night.
Brining me joy
In the worst times of fright.
Now how can this be?
A woman so right,
That I’ve fallen at my feet
For her spell-binding light?
Since the night we first met,
She’s been my desire.
The fuel in my heart
For this passionate fire.
Whenever I think
Of her slightest touch,
The feelings I get
Can be a bit much.
But when you consider
The gaze in her eyes
When they’re looking at me,
These feelings seem wise.
Tonight I’ll lie awake,
For my conceivable dreams
Will never surpass
The wonders she brings.
When you consider all this,
She’s more than a statement.
She’s all that I need,
My alluring enchantment.
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West Virginia Scene
By Lauren Arnold
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Here I Stand
By Emily Hazen

Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand remembering, remembering your crooked smile
Here I stand thinking, thinking I haven’t seen you in a while
Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand dreaming, dreaming in my make-believe reality
Here I stand questioning, questioning my own mentality
Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand searching, searching for someone like you
Here I stand believing, believing the untrue
Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand looking, looking for some kind of sign
Here I stand reflecting, reflecting on our decline
Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand longing, longing to forget
Here I stand wishing, wishing it wasn’t over yet
Here I stand waiting, waiting for something more
Here I stand knowing, knowing I won’t see you anymore
Here I stand loving you, loving you forevermore

Man’s Left Hand
By Alex Binnie
Curiosity
It killed my best companion
All the mice he wants
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Lake
By Stephen Watson
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Where the Kites Fly High
By Sydney Lautzenheiser
To imagine a place where the kites fly high,
There’s always going to be a nice, clear sky.
What you see in the world every day,
Is only a world not kept at bay.
We need to be able to open our eyes,
To fix the what’s and save the why’s.
Imagine what the world could be,
If we stop saying “I” and make it a “we.”
To imagine a place where the kites fly high,
A world where there is not a single white lie.
A place where trash doesn’t cover the land,
Where reusing and reducing go hand in hand.
Recycling is what people do,
So that the world can stay looking new.
Mountains aren’t made of human trash,
Because we aren’t prepared for the planet to crash.
To imagine a place where the kites fly high,
A world full of animals that graze and birds that fly.
A place where plants flourish and trees grow,
Where clean water is always able to flow.
The skies are blue at every height,
And the clouds are made of the purest white.
A place where everything receives a perfect ten,
And nature’s laws are never forgotten.
This imaginable place where the kites fly high,
Is only a speck in the bright blue sky.
It must be reached,
Or we’ll be beached,
In a place full of reality.
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Summer’s Dream
By Amber Ruff
On a hot summer day,
Out on the warm beach,
Oh how I love to lay,
On the soft sand beneath.
As I start to bury my feet,
The sand between my toes,
The ocean breeze it smells so sweet,
But my summers dream is fading fast.
As harsh reality begins to creep,
Loud voices calling my name,
My brother and sister wake me from my sleep,
Back to reality. . . back to Ohio.

Ocean Scene
By Amber Ruff
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Spoiled Fruit
By Yanni Tsangeos
I live in a one-room apartment on the third floor. Room 402 actually. It’s a bit cramped, but it
makes do. There’s a fish tank and a fridge, and a small, stainless steel stove. I’m not that great a cook,
but I don’t eat much so it’s not that big a problem. It’s small and crammed, but I like it here. It’s my
home.
On calm nights I spend most of my time out on the balcony. It’s about fifteen feet long with
two wooden chairs and a black railing at the edge of the cemented floor. I have an old rug on the floor
to make it seem more comforting. Cement is cold to my feet, and the rug helps them stay warm on
nights like this.
I feel a slight wind flowing to the right. It causes the chairs to sway, and the corner of the rug
creases over with the wind. I don’t mind the breeze, though, because it reminds me of home. Man, do
I miss home.
This balcony is the closest thing to home in this sleepless city. The lights never go off here,
and peace is rarely ever an occurrence. They call this place the Big Apple; I don’t really know why. I
mean I sell fruit for a living, and the apples here are the same size as anywhere else. But here on the
balcony is where I find the closest thing to home.
Home. The warm air across my face and the waves crashing into my knees. The orange glow
of the sun and the sparkles amidst the water. The smiles of my mother and father, and the cheer of
my brother. I lived on the beach with my family until a few years back when I decided to make a
life of my own. It was a small, white condo on the second floor. Water layered the tops of the steps
leading to the front door, and the welcoming mat before the entrance was filled with sand. But it was
peaceful, the water and sand. Because there on the beach was the only place where water and sand
were welcome on the floor of your home.
On nights like this where the wind was the center of attention, my family and I would go out
on long chairs and sit at the edge of the waves. Our feet would rest in the wet sand and with each
wave we would plunge deeper and deeper into the sand. The sun was our best friend; it was there
every night right by our side. The sunset was our family’s favorite. The sun would start off a vibrant
yellow and as it began to slumber beneath the waves it would fuse with the sea to form an orangishblueish tone. We all loved the sunset. I’m sure they still watch it to this day.
I think of my family quite often actually. It’s been five years to the day when I last saw them.
I wonder what they’re up to nowadays. I haven’t even spoken with them, which is kind of a sad thing.
But then again it is my own doing. After all I was the one who chose to go out and make my own life.
So the balcony is where I’m closest to home. The sunset here in New York is nothing like
the sunset on the beach, but then again it does have its own beauty. The hundreds of thousands of
windows along all the buildings reflect the light of the sun just like the waves do in a way. That’s
when the sky is clear, though. But the noise here never stops. The rustling of the cars, the voices of all
the people, even the birds at times make their own appearance within the sunset. I guess that’s why
some people say this place never sleeps, because no matter what time it is there’s always something
(continued on next page)
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Spoiled Fruit (continued)
going on. But I enjoy that in a way, because it keeps this city interesting to me.
I sell fruit on the corner of Broad Street and South Street. It’s real close to my apartment, which
is in the heartbeat of Wall Street. It’s nice and busy and people storm by every minute of every hour. For
the most part I have the same customers, but every now and again some new people stop by. I don’t make
much money, but I enjoy what I do. The people here in New York don’t have much time to go out and eat
a nice meal everyday, so quite often they find themselves grabbing a bite to eat here. It may be only fruit,
but you’d be surprised how much fruit people eat.
I have oranges, apples, blackberries and raspberries, blueberries, bananas, and peaches, kiwis,
and strawberries when they’re in season. I keep all my fruit fresh, because fruit is one of the only foods
nowadays that can be all natural. So I keep it that way, to make everyone happy. Helping people and
making others happy is what I try to do in life. That was until one day when a man approached me with
news for only my ears. That day was three weeks ago.
Black suit, shiny leather shoes, and a comb over, probably in his early thirties, the man walked
over the curb and stood next to my fruit stand.
“I’m sorry to inform you that what you’ve been doing here violates the Bank of New York’s ability
to flourish. Either you must move to a different part of town, or your stand will be foreclosed.”
Startled, I couldn’t find the words to say to the man. “With all due respect, Sir, I’ve been running
this stand for three years now. No one has ever approached me of such news, and I’ve even engaged in
quite a lot of business. People love the fruit I sell. All I’m trying to do is help.”
“We don’t doubt that, young man, but we’re just asking you move to a different venue. After all,
it’s not like this is the only place where people eat fruit. I’m sure you will find an even better place to sell
your fresh fruit.”
“But Sir, the people - -”
“I’m sorry, but there is no compromise to this situation. Either you move, or you will have to be
forced to move by law. For your sake, please sell your fruit somewhere else in peace.”
I found out later that night that the Bank of New York is located on 1 Wall Street. It’s smaller
than all the other buildings on Wall Street, hosting only twenty-three stories. Black windows surround
the building with a red brick infrastructure. The large, wooden, stained-glass door at the entrance is
embroidered with a gold outlining of the words BANK OF NEW YORK. The glass shades of red, yellow,
and orange form a mirage of a bridge that runs over the water just like the Manhattan Bridge. The bank
primarily finances private corporations that come from all major cities around the country. It secures the
daily net income in a black bank vault at the back of the building that holds a minimum amount of 15.007
million U.S. dollars. The Bank of New York is about to be robbed.
At exactly 7:30 each morning, a large utility vehicle stops in front of the bank to discharge the
(continued on next page)
23
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daily revenue. After the vehicle is stopped in front of the bank, the driver with a manila envelope walks
into the front of the building. Exactly seven minutes after entering the building, another man walks out
taking the vehicle through the back alley that leads to the back of the bank. The money in the vehicle is
then transported to the vault in the bank.
Camera surveillance is recorded 24/7 through three individual cameras. One to the left of the
bank, one to the right, and the other located above the door that strictly watches the utility vehicle when
it arrives and departs from the bank. When the cameras are running, a green light flickers beneath the
lens. At 7:37 when the vehicle is taken to the back of the bank, the light changes to red. When the lights
on the cameras are red, this means the vault chamber is open. It takes fifteen minutes for the vault door
to be opened and the money securely stored. After the fifteen minutes, 7:52, the vault door is closed. The
cameras, though, suffer a relapse due to the tight security linked within the vault chamber. Due to this,
all other electronic devices are shut down for the time being. Even though the vault door is closed at 7:52
and the transaction is complete, because of the relapse the electronic surveillance throughout the rest of
the bank is shut down until precisely 8:00; leaving a twenty-three minute gap from 7:37 to 8:00.
Twenty-three minutes. I have exactly twenty-three minutes to successfully enter and exit the Bank
of New York with 15.007 million dollars. Standing on my balcony watching the sunset, I tell myself that
tomorrow will be the day.
Sleep is hard to find during the night. I toss and turn under the blankets of my bed until I can
take no more. I go back to the balcony and sit in one of the wooden chairs. Slowly I rock back and forth,
thinking through what is about to be reality. It’s now 7:00, so I shower fast and leave my room with a
handful of raspberries.
I walk opposite the bank on 1 Wall Street to disguise myself within the busy crowd of early risers
until I reach my destination. People speed by, as if they’re already late for where they have to be. Alone,
I stand across the street staring directly at the Bank of New York. In my mind, I’m running through the
procedure about to take place.
The time is now 7:28, and I can see the utility vehicle making its way to its resting point in front
of the bank. Sweat transpires from my body as I quickly flush away the thought of defeat. I know the
procedure; I’ve gone over it a hundred times. Now is the time.
7:30. The vehicle stops precisely where it does everyday, and the driver takes the manila envelope
inside. It isn’t soon before the other man comes out ready to take the vehicle through the alley to the back
of the bank. The vehicle begins to travel through the alley, and then all of a sudden the camera lights
turn red. I don’t wait, I don’t overthink, I execute. I open the lavish door and go straight to the man at the
counter. Startled by the thunder of the door being slammed shut, he cowers his head and hides behind his
desk. I’m unable to make out what he is doing behind his desk, and this startles me as I start to close in on
him.
I place my revolver on his desk, and his eyes meet mine. The man at the desk is my brother.

24

Fire in the Sky
By Allie Kmiecik
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The Beginning of Something Beautiful
By Alex Binnie

Towers Falling
By Clarissa Staley
Outside all the children play
Not knowing what the day
held for many people ten
years ago
Some cried, some watched
T.V. and stayed
The boys and girls watched
as the towers fell
as mom and dad sat there
and stalled
No one knew what to do in the
heat of the sun on September
Eleventh Two thousand and One

26

Castle Pond
By Teddy Morrow

Invisible
By Emily Finley
I yell, I jump, I scream, I cry,
I glare at people passing by.
When I finally meet their gaze,
it’s like they’re looking far away.
I tug their shirts, but nothing moves.
I extend my arm, but it goes through.
No one see’s me, am I quite insane?
Someone please help, I deserve no pain.
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A Dog Christmas
By Allie Kmiecik
On the first day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
a cat to chase up a tree.
On the second day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the third day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the fourth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the fifth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the sixth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Six geese-a-chasing
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the seventh day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.

On the eighth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Eight beds-a-laying,
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the ninth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Nine hydrants dripping,
Eight beds-a-laying,
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the tenth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Ten fences-a-leaping,
Nine hydrants dripping,
Eight beds-a-laying,
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three french poodles,
Two turtle doves,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
On the eleventh day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Eleven balls-a-bouncing,
Ten fences-a-leaping,
Nine hydrants dripping,
Eight beds-a-laying,
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three French poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.
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On the twelfth day of Christmas,
my master gave to me
Twelve bones-a-chewing,
Eleven balls-a-bouncing,
Ten fences-a-leaping,
Nine hydrants dripping,
Eight beds-a-laying,
Seven toilets-a-drinking,
Six geese-a-chasing,
Five golden leashes,
Four garbage cans,
Three French poodles,
Two bowls of food,
And a cat to chase up a tree.

Pessimistic Optimist
By Matt Padgitt
Take a deep breath,
let it be harder than the first.
Fear is all in your head,
but you let it be real.
With every glass half full,
it will always almost be empty.
Popping heads off daisy’s,
ripping wings off of butterflies.
Looking in the mirror,
there is nothing but flaws.
Your condition is very real,
you keep telling yourself.
The truth sets you free,
but you like the comfort of the
prison you’ve created.
She will try and help you,
as you act like you fall.
This world is too tough,
she will never get it right.
All words are spoken,
none are heard.
All her love is given,
when it never left her heart.
She builds up these walls,
from the ice inside her soul.
Cries about nothing,
no attention is deserved.

My Yin and Yang
By Emily Fano
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Flower
By Jessica George
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Eliza and James
By Katy Campanaro
The day was bright and clear. The breeze softly shook the leaves. A young man, a farmer’s son,
gazed upon a girl of much wealth walking towards the edge of the cliff where she ought not to have
been. He stayed out of sight because he knew no one of her beauty would ever want anything to do with
him.
Her beauty was so astonishing in the morning light. Her sky blue dress flowed as the breeze blew
against her. Her deep brown locks stood out against the color of the dress, though you could only see
a few locks of her hair underneath her giant white sun hat. The ribbon tied around her hat was a bright
yellow and flew back when she walked.
Birds chirped softly as the man saw the girl look around her to make sure no one was watching
the young lady of great rank as she was suspiciously walking out somewhere where she should not
have been. She did not see however, the young farmer’s son standing beneath the flowering tree. Since
she had not seen anyone, she whipped off her hat and shook out her long hair and laughed as she spun
around with the wind whipping her hair around her face. The young man smiled as he looked upon the
girl being so completely happy.
He had seen her about the mansion for some time and had always seen her so unhappy. He
thought that such a beautiful face should never look so glum. He had always seen her always so proper
and wondered if she ever smiled. And now he realized that she only did so when completely alone and
she did not have to remain so composed.
The young man then gained some confidence in seeing the young lady so happy. He had
previously had chances to speak with her and inform her of his affection for her but always assumed
that a lady of her wealth would never want to have anything to do with a man like him. But this time
was different. He strolled up to her quietly in his dirty work clothes and as soon as he was about to say
something to her to tell her of his being there, he accidentally stepped on a twig, and as it snapped in half
the girl stopped suddenly and spun around. She was afraid it was her father or mother who would not
approve of such behavior, but when she saw the farmer’s son she was a little more relaxed, but then still
(continued on next page)
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afraid because he might tell other people who then frown upon her.
He saw the look on her face and wanted to reassure her so as she started to quickly walk past
him he reached out and took her hand. She stopped and looked him straight in the eye and just said,
“What is your name?”
He looked slightly shocked that she had spoken to him but said in reply,
“My name is James. What is yours Miss?”
She looked even more shocked that he had not known her name for she was of importance
but then remembered that he and his father had just bought the farm so how was he to know?
“Eliza,” she replied.
“Eliza,” he repeated. He then continued and said, “Now Miss Eliza, you need not worry, this
secret is safe with me.” And he smiled at her. He could see a slight smile forming on her face but
she then regained her composure. She grabbed her hat off the ground and briskly walked away. Poor
James had thought he blew his chances of possibly finding an attraction between them but suddenly
as he was watching her go, she turned around and looked at him. Eliza stood there smiling at the
young farmer’s son and realized he was the first person to ever truly see the true Eliza. She then
waved her hand at him and watched as he nodded back with a smile.
As she walked away both James and she were thinking the same thing… some sort of spark
occurred when their hands touched. They both smiled and walked away but they both knew in their
hearts that someday that would meet again.

The End.
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The Simplicity of a Summer Day
By Maria Stroia

Ode to Vegans
By Dawna Warren
Vegan, oh vegan, how lovely are thee
You eat only edibles that resemble a tree.
Your mouth is not tainted by meats or dairy.
That animal had a face, and his name was Larry.
One day you’ll be thanked by Larry and his kin,
But only when life ceases, and the screen says “fin.”
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Arizona
By Emma Craig

Path to Nowhere
By Maddie Pinney
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Our Friendship
By Jessica George
I had not known you,
But then we met.
Our friendship grew,
And my heart was set.
We both were shy,
Yet we were content.
Such a great guy,
Whom I did not resent.

The Eye of Paris
By Jamie Roberts

We talked every day,
About quite a lot.
So much to say,
Bored? I was not.
As we went through the year,
We talked more and more.
Your voice I did hear,
Made my happiness soar.
A friend like you was great,
To always be there for me.
A great friendship we did create,
Just how one should be.
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Forming Nonconformist
By Joanna Pastroudi
I space out and imagine myself on a castle, being a princess, waiting for a prince to come… The
castle is a rainbow of red, blue, and yellow, and has carpets made of gold and the servants dress me in
Cartier jewelry. I can see a daisy handed to me, and it blossoms so to release fairies around me. At least I
can now pretend, and escape from my hard life as a teenager, filled with depression. “Come to me, come
to me,” the prince tells me and shows me to a purple gown with golden flowers in the design. I run to the
prince, and glance at the marvelous garden filled with a pond with fish of all colors. The fish amaze me,
they smile at me. However, the prince disappears like an illusion when I come closer to him, and I yell
loudly and begin to cry. But no one would help me to bring my prince back, to help me be happy, to feel
my inner hurt, to say, “You are really worth it.” I wait and wait, but nothing comes, and I feel helpless
and unwanted again. I have tried to do all to please everyone, but nothing seems to help, and I can’t find
a way to love myself; I just want someone to accept me, to love me, to fill me completely.
Then I remember that this is all a fantasy that I am not a princess, but that I live in poverty. The
other girls all sit together and avoid me. I only seem to be bringing everyone embarrassment and to be an
annoying creature unwanted.
After I feel a little bit better, I take out my favorite children’s book and read. I seem to enjoy
acting out the role, to be able to escape. The characters all seem so friendly, I want to be them, and I
want to have all their powers. I imagine myself to be a little fairy, to be helping all the people. I then
get another book and see the mastery of the language on it, and try, in an elegant manner, repeating the
words. I then take a book of first grade, and all the memories of first grade return to me. I remember that
tree that Anthony would climb up, and he would compete with the other boys in the class to prove that he
is the fastest and best, that he can win all the girls.
“Can I climb?” I ask innocently, but everyone looks at me with a frown. All thought I had
gone home, that I was not going to disrupt their popularity. Anthony was frowning, and told me that
yes, I could climb the tree, but then all the kids left quickly, afraid to be near me, to “catch my germs.”
“Polixeni, Polixeni, Polixeni!” The boys all sarcastically called out my name, and laughed. “Can you
speak any English? Do you remember where you came from? Are you an illegal immigrant here?”
“No,” I said, and came forward, looking at the boys with a serious glance. “In fact, I can speak
English and 3 other languages. Just in case you want to know, I am not legal here, because I am an
alien.” The boys all laughed nervously this time and had no idea how to respond.” I know that later
in high school, you will all need help with foreign languages, and I’d be glad to help you all, as I am
a magnanimous person. I am an alien, so I could introduce you to some of your most favorite action
heroes.”
“No, it’s okay,” the ringleader, Spiker, shook his head.
(continued on next page)
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“Are you sure? You seem to be so dare-devilish that you would love a good adventure.”
“No. My parents are always telling me to study more instead of wasting my time.”
“Would you be willing to do that next time instead of be so dare-devilish and mean? I could
teach you a final lesson now.” Spiker seemed amazed at my courage. He couldn’t believe that I
actually respected myself. What a foolish young boy he was! He had thought himself invincible, that he
could break even the tallest skyscraper and get away with it. The other boys, I realized, were only too
“chickenish” to do the right thing and to break away from the clique, so they, all in all, worshiped Spiker
and allowed him to control. Inside myself, I laughed at all the madness going on inside these kids’
heads.
“Hello, what is it that you want me for?” I saw Mrs. Schuss, my blonde, brown-eyed teacher
come, and speaking to me in a rough way and in slow English. She was wearing a red Ralph Lauren
dress and red stilettos, and her nails were red.
“The principal,” she began,” Mrs. Jerker would like to see you.” I then fell into depression
again, only to know that I was in trouble.
“Okay,” I whispered unwillingly. “I only throw papers at the kids in the class because I do not
like them and I don’t like it here.” She was shocked and frowned
“Please, though, try to follow the school’s directions.”
“I do not want to, and so I will not,” I declared, and I went away from her, crazy person.
The teacher grew mad and thought me crazy, and chased me quickly yelling my name for all the kids
to hear. However, I would not listen to her. I liked how all the kids were looking at me, I felt like a
celebrity. This was a race I was running with the teacher and I was winning. The teacher didn’t seem to
be understanding that I was only a kid, that I was only playing a game with her in the playground. The
kids didn’t see me as a celebrity, and they all started whispering between themselves and pointing at me
strangely.
The principal soon came out and stopped me. She grabbed me roughly and made me feel fear.
She madly opened the doors and shut them again quickly, and obliged me to stay still for a minute while
she locks the doors. Mrs. Jerker then gave me a chocolate bar to calm me down, to not be mad at her.
She told me that if I behaved better I would get a lollipop next week, because I need to conform.
“I am not going to conform here, I am an individual, and I will do what I want. I never asked
for the chocolate bar, so I will not accept it.” I smiled at her and declared fiercely, “I only eat salads at
home, and so therefore I cannot eat this junk food here. With so much obesity, something needs to be
done here.” Then I took out an apple from my pocket and handed it to her. Mrs. Jerker quickly threw the
apple down on the floor, and grabbed me by my torn shirt and issued me to proceed forward. I did as I
(continued on next page)
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was told, but this time I was racing slowly, and I was winning this one.
“Sit,” she said in a brusque manner, and pulled up a chair next to her. She gave me the
chocolate bar back, and told me that I have to conform here, that I will have to eat this chocolate bar
by her authority. How funny, I thought, that this madwoman thinks she is queen.
“Do you see any other kids causing trouble here?”
“Yes, but I don’t care about the others; I only care about me.”
“Oh, interesting,” the madwoman shook her head.
“Are you going to discipline me?” I asked Mrs. Jerker, looking at her pet dog in the office, and
smiling at the furry thing.
“Yes,” she declared meanly.
“Why?”
“You don’t obey the rules like the other kids. You should not throw paper around the classroom
and move all around the classroom. You should stay in your seat and conform. That is why I am going
to call your parents and tell them about you. I am sure they respect you, but we do not respect you at
all here. Can you tell me why?”
“No, I cannot tell you why,” I answered and tears ran down my face. She frowned and picked
up the phone. She dials the number and begins to complain about how “disruptive” I am to all the
“innocent” kids in the class, that how “good “all this staff here is. I watch her in disgust, I feel hurt, I
feel unwanted, and I feel unfairly treated… I again imagine the castle and my prince, calling my name,
grabbing me in his arms…
“Well, your parents are taking you home,” she said with an icy grin, and gave me another
chocolate bar to make fun of me secretly this time.
“I will not eat it. I hate this place, I hate everyone here.”
“What, you refuse me again? Well, do you remember where you came from; do you remember
why you are here? You are here because you cannot conform, because no one has ever taught you to be
civilized,” she laughed wickedly, and I clutched tightly to the chair.
I bit my lip. Why was everyone around here so wicked? When would my prince ever come, and
release me from my inner fears, my emptiness, and my inner hurt? When would I finally feel loved,
accepted, filled in? I glance at my inner rose.
The rose shines brilliantly in Swarovski crystals, and in a rainbow, I can see “individual.”
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Hot Explosion
By Emily Evans

39

Early Morning Waves
By Tiffany Casturo

Misleading
By Brittany Moore
Leaves play with fire,
Gaining a warm toasty hue.
The warmness is turning to a cold liar,
How could you?
Reds, oranges, and yellows
Seem like warm little fellows.
Blues and greens
Make me think cold by all means.
After the nice summer
The weather begins to make a change
Now what a bummer
My my, this is strange.
Shouldn’t the colors be the other way around?
I guess it’s just Mother Nature,
Who wants to turn everything brown.
Such a silly little gamer.
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Stop the Hate
By Alyssa Brown
People don’t understand how words hurt,
They just say what they want without an alert.
Everyone is different, we’re hardly the same.
But making fun of people isn’t a game.
“You’re ugly!” “You have no friends!”
Why don’t you get it, this has to end!

You see a girl in the hallway walking with her head down,
Go ahead and smile at her so she can get rid of her frown.
You can make someone’s day with just one smile.
You can make someone’s day by just talking to them for a while.

If you have something negative to say, just keep it in,
Because what you say can get under someone’s skin.
Be who you want to be and stay true,
Just make sure you don’t let anyone change you.
You can make a difference with just one word,
But just make sure that it is positive and that it is heard.
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Tchaikovsky 5th Symphony
By Marisa Fernandez
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The International
By David Trujillo
Arise! You miserably exploited
Stand up! You workers near and far
For the final battle has started
For freedom from pope and czar!
No more will our wages bind us
No more are we damned to toil
Equality’s righteous cause will triumph
He who was common will now be royal!
So come brothers and sisters, to right what is wrong
The International unites the world in song!
So comrades, come rally, come and make haste
The International unites the human race!
Our faith has been used as a chain
To keep us content and blind
Our eyes must now come to open
To confront indignity and pain!
We are the warriors of labor
We’ve built the country, we’ve made the wealth
We’ll claim the treasures of our tools
With blast of gun and stroke of saber!
So come brothers and sisters, to right what is wrong
The International unites the world in song!
So comrades come rally, come and make haste
The International unites the human race!
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Chiquita Banana
By Alex Smith
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