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Writing in the Dark 
By Erin Milligan 

   Deep dark, hidden 

              look    a way                  . knowing 

                                 what you  

                                      know 

feel         f fee                           

           feeling        what youfeel. 

Nee��    not worry.   OCD                deal. 

                 can 

Pencil       broke. Shit  

                                           just     got 

                                                                            real. 

                            There you  have it.  

here we are. 
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State Swimming Meet

By Michael Giannetti

Pain, Confi dence, Dedication

By Meredith Reahm

Pain, Confi dence, Dedication.

The pain lasts a moment, but the victory lasts a lifetime. No matter how much pain there is remember 

the outcome. If you never experience pain you will never experience success. When you feel the 

pain, know that this means you are improving. Keep pushing. Great athletes endure pain to create 

legends.

Pain, Confi dence, Dedication.

Confi dence comes from practice. An athlete that never shows confi dence will never show their 

capabilities. This is the true essence of a game that we all learn from others.

Become the role model, be the hero that everyone aspires to be.

Legends know confi dence, beginners know aspiration.

Pain, Confi dence, Dedication.

Dedication leads to no limits. Everyone aspires to win, but only the winners aspire to prepare. An 

athlete without dedication is just going through the motions. The sport isn’t becoming a part of who 

they are, it is becoming a part of what they do.

Legends begin with dedication.

All athletes lose a game, match, or race.

True athletes will accept the loss,

and increase the three keys to success to improve themselves.

Pain, Confi dence, Dedication.
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Soaring

By Audrey Saler 

Flying above the earth without a care

I began sailing though the thin air

I couldn’t believe the sight

When I began to take fl ight

I look all around

I’m soaring high above the ground

I can soar, I can fl y

I can even touch the sky

I made it to the land of my dreams

It’s not as far as it seems

Flight

By Joel Elkins
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Walls Too High

Anonymous

Walls surround me, steep and so high I can’t see beyond them.

They are my hopes, my dreams, my expectations.

I stand with my ladder, trying to climb beyond the wall.

But it’s not enough, the ladder chains me back, 

My expectations too high for me to reach.

Yet I fi ght. I claw at the wall with my bare hands,

Clinging on for life as the stones slip from me.

It shakes me, it scares me, it kills me.

That part of me that wants nothing more than that other side.

Never have I wanted more than to conquer it.

Never have I wanted more than to be good enough.

To say, “I’ve been there, and I’ve overcome.”

But maybe I can’t. 

Maybe I’m to be forever engulfed

In the hole that is this place. 

This place of disappointment 

And self hate.

But I cannot give up. 

I cannot admit to myself that I may be destined for this place.

So I take a breath,

And begin to scale the wall once more.
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The Fight for Victory

Karan S. Dewan

A mind molded with interwoven threads,

Projects a path upon which only one treads,

One who, clad with the armor of virtue,

Fights defeat and victory does accrue

He rides a chariot glistening in the sunlight,

Drawn by four white horses that glow in the night,

Dignity, honor, respect, and worth their names are,

Their hides spotless, impossible to mar

Upon his head a golden crown rests,

Leadership and command its majesty suggests,

A brilliant sword his hand grasps tightly,

With which justice he restores to glory

Approaching the fi erce battlefi eld without a word,

He vows not to stop ‘til triumph is delivered,

Raising his hand, he loudly blows his horn,

Ready to face his enemies foresworn

With a cry releasing his strength he does declare,

“I am Karan Dewan, and with my heart I swear,

This battle of life will be won… a battle where,

Failure to step one foot will never dare!”



8

A Memorial of War

By Sophie Cressman
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Winning Poem 

Poison

By Marisa Fernandez

I don’t care.

And for once in my life I actually mean it.

There is no underlying bone in my body that seems to have the feeling of denial or guilt for you.

My fi ngers no longer have to shake in anger when I can’t grasp the bad decisions from your head and crush 

them with my fi sts.

I sucked the poison from your veins day in and day out knowing you’d inject yourself with more as soon as I 

would leave for one measly hour.

I hate acting like your mother.

And like every mother with a problem child I ask myself, “Where did I go wrong?”

The roots in my hair become grayer because of you, sick with worry.

You come home convulsing in the front yard, your intestines swelling, begging for you to just die already.

I drag you to the house and tie you to the chair that’s collapsed and wary from our routine.

My medicinal cabinets locked, the knives hid.

I relace your shoes everyday so they don’t serve as your noose.

Every room I go into, fear crawls into my bloodstream with my mind afraid to see the possibility of your lifeless 

body, self tortured for all the living to witness.

When the pupils in your eyes fi nally fall back into place and the color bounces back in your cheeks

You grab my hand and make me feel the purple splotches on your arms you call veins, the scars on your body 

that you settle for as skin.

Erratic thumping thrives through your body giving my concern for a moment, until I realize it’s just your broken 

pulse.

I can’t keep doing this.

How can I suck the poison from myself when I let it inhabit me every night?

Some say it’s giving up, but to me, it’s a resignation for a job I was never qualifi ed for to begin with.

So don’t you see?

The only way to extract my poison is to extract you.
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The Table

By Alex Green
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Curing Happiness

By Tyler Murphy

I breathe the fresh air of an unpolluted America. I can smell the wet mud that my boots sink 

into ever so softly. The overgrown forest surrounds me; the birds are not singing but frantically 

cheering for they will never be human food again. There are so many birds. I watch seven or eight, 

fl ying through the air. They are majestically “Falling with style.”

My grandfather would constantly tell me about that quote. He said it was from something 

called a movie, from his parent’s childhood. He used to say that quote all the time especially when 

he was lying on his death bed. He would say how the reason there are so many birds is because no 

one will hunt them here in America, while in other countries they are still a main form of food. He 

was the only person who really let me be different.  I remember coming to him, and fi nally asking 

“Why am I the way I am?” He only smiled and said, “People change.”

He died that moment. He actually didn’t even fi nish the word ‘change.’ I stand now, here 

in the marsh and watch the birds fl y into the broken windows of the monstrous building that stands 

before me. It’s amazing that it still stands today. Without anyone to properly take care of it, you 

would probably expect it to crumble. Nothing is left of those major cities like New York or Los 

Angeles except for concrete ruins, and luscious jungles growing out of the rubble. I am in awe 

that this building can endure all the rain. No GlassTab I have ever discovered explains why we 

occasionally get sunlight and sometimes it stops raining. It’s a phenomenon that cannot be tamed. I 

love that rare moment, once, maybe twice a year when the sunshine comes out and warms you. It’s 

not long though, until it’s back to everyone’s favorite weather… rain.

 I meet the steps of the concrete building, with the huge glass windows above the doors. 

They greet me, and say “Do not enter.” I have taught myself to read, so I know that the faded 

inscription on the building says ‘Haycrest High School.’ I walk right through the shattered glass 

doors, and thankfully don’t cut myself, since I found a pair of boots early this morning. They must 

be about 70 years old. Then again, everything we have is 70 years old. Our homes, our clothes, and 

our furniture… production stopped some 70 years ago. I learned that bit of history from an IGram, 

which stands for I hologram, the newest Apple product from 70 years ago. It was also Apple’s last 

product. I found the IGram inside one of those lock things in the school hallway.

As I step through the shattered glass, I see the dried blood all around the steps, reminding 

me of the many times I have come across this path barefoot. The prize that lies inside makes the 

unbearable pain worth it. I can’t help but smile. I smile freely here, because I know I’m all by 

myself. No one knows this high school lies in these forests, and even if they did no one would care. 

I know that I’m different, and once again no one cares. Well at least no one here cares. I don’t view 

happiness the same way everyone else does. My psychiatrist who is sent overseas from some other 

country, attempts to cure me. I don’t know what country she’s from, only that it’s not America. I 

haven’t found much about foreign territory in any GlassTab’s. My psychiatrist, Hui-ying, comes 

once a week and we talk. It’s always the same. I say I don’t feel like everyone else in our village, 

and she says basically to suck it up and move along with society. Only she uses dark grey charts and 

graphs.

“You are in a place where you are feeling left out. Tell me, when you see this glass,” she 

says holding up her glass with water inside. “Is the glass half empty or half full?”

(continued on next page)
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“Half full.” I answer, without hesitation.

Hui-ying closes her eyes and I can see the veins in her forehead, she is stressed. “Why aren’t you 

miserable? Don’t you just hate being happy and caring all the time? Don’t you feel alone?”

I debate my answer.

 “Well why is it normal for you to care about something, but I’m not allowed?” I say, pretty 

proud of my wittiness. She stares at me, and for a minute I think she fell asleep with her eyes 

open.

 “It’s very complicated. Basically, my country benefi ts great wealth from your countries 

depression. So, my job is to make you all feel comfortable and keep you in that depression. My 

country loves to work, yours loves to sleep. Everyone wins. But my job specifi cally is to keep 

people like you from mental illnesses such as happiness. Do you understand?”

No I don’t understand. I have no idea what she’s talking about. So I just keep arguing my case 

against her.

 “But I don’t want to sleep all day. I want to care about things. I want to make something 

out of my life.”

“You need to act normal. It’s good for you. This happiness phase will end, don’t worry.”

I try to tell her that I physically can’t blend into society, and she always replies with ‘We’ll 

get there.’ I’ve tried faking that I’m cured, and it’s no use because everyone sleeps all day anyway. 

No one notices that I’m alone with nowhere to turn to except myself. 

That’s the other problem I have, I can only sleep nineteen hours out of the day. I have 

to do something with those extra fi ve hours. So here I am, wandering down the black halls of 

Haycrest High School. Once I see the double doors, I know I’m in my sanctuary. This is my home 

I have never formally been introduced to. The words Library are a rustic gold, and I am greeted 

by the same hologram every day. The wall appears to be plain white and boring but once I cross 

the censor it happens. Some days I try to make a game out of it, like hopping over the censor and 

trying not to go directly through. I decide today is a good day to enjoy a little game. I back up 

down the hall, and begin to run. I can see the spot where the censor is waiting for me and I bend 

my legs propelling myself up and over, a perfect landing. I wish. Instead, I slip on my muddy 

boots and completely wipe out. It’s one of those moments where I just start laughing for no 

apparent reason. It’s so soft yet unusual. It’s the ugliest sound in the world according to everyone 

else, but if it makes me feel good, why can’t I do it? I take this rare opportunity of genuine 

laughter and laugh and laugh and laugh until I can’t feel my sides and I have tears streaming down 

my face. The enjoyment of such a rare and precious opportunity leaves me sick to my stomach 

and my cries of laughter turn into deep sobs. It is so hard to be labeled mentally ill. Every time 

my parents are awake, usually ten… maybe fi fteen minutes if I’m lucky, they have nothing to say 

to me except that I’m the mental disgrace. I’m their child, the one that’s battling with happiness 

disorder. And the happiness disorder is winning. I can admit it… but I don’t feel depressed like 

everyone else. I cannot enjoy a grey sky; I cannot fi nd peace sleeping 23 hours and fi fty minutes 

out of the day. I can’t take one pill to fi ll all my nutrition’s, I want to take a million of those pills 

and end it all. I close my eyes and lie on the metal fl oor just wishing.

Curing Happiness (continued)

(continued on next page)
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Time passes, and when I open my eyes I remember I am at the school library, alone, 

and I just had a major episode. When I sit up, I set off the hologram once again, and the same 

boy is portrayed on the wall, walking inside and pulling out a GlassTab to read. That’s how 

I primarily knew this Library was old, they still used GlassTabs. Most of the tabs have been 

destroyed, nothing now but useless sharp hazards that scatter on the fl oors. I know kids used 

IGrams at the time, since I found that one in the lock thing. I guess all the school could afford 

were these crappy GlassTabs.

However, I don’t care if their old for their time, I just brows the isles hoping to fi nd 

one tab still whole. One that I haven’t read that is still whole.  I reach a new isle of broken 

glass. This one does not trail my blood, so I must have never traveled it. I start down and there 

it is. An IGram that would be the answer to all my lifelong questions. I have such limited 

communication with fellow humans that these GlassTabs and IGrams are all I have to read. 

First I check to see if it still works, by placing my palm on the center. The blue lasers buzz to 

life, and the title of this IGram shines on the fl oor:

US disaster:

Collapsed economy, state of depression, fallen country

My heart is racing. I sit down and begin to scan through. The IGram holds history 

leading way back to 2057, when the “U.S,” whatever the hell that stands for, went to utter 

disaster and depression. No one cared enough to work, just sleep and the country went into an 

economic wasteland. I fi nd myself getting excited, but for what? Everyone is asleep and no 

one cares. Before this depression, people were like I am. They weren’t all depressed like the 

generations that followed! When my grandfather said, “People change,” he meant, “People 

changed.” As I continue reading, I learn about another country that I can’t comprehend the 

name. It supplies the “U.S.” with the nutrition pills. There are people, most likely Hui-ying’s 

people, somewhere out there and they are just like me. They’re happy. 

I’m not sick; I’m what used to be normal. I try to further process the information, but 

before I can, something catches my eye. The hologram in the hallway is playing on the wall. 

Motion has set it off. Someone is out the library doors, watching me gain knowledge that I’m 

not supposed to know.

 

Curing Happiness (continued)
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The Good Fight

By Quentin Gingerich

As children of nature we love our earth mother,

But it seems that we can’t even love each other. 

Can’t we resist the violence, stealing, and war?

What is the purpose of “settling the score”?

What can we gain from the lies and hate?

This is what makes us degenerate. 

I implore all of you to come hand in hand

To help end the corruption that rules this land. 

End the dispute over pride and greed, 

Come fi ght the Good Fight with me if you please. 

Spread the word of peace, love, and unity, 

For without these values, our world will never be free. 

Every Story Has a Secret

By Kaitlin Fisher
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I don’t know what to say, really. 

I feel like my world is just pouring 

down on me like a rainstorm. 

I have no umbrella to use. 

I’m underwater and I cannot reach the surface, 

cause I don’t know how to swim 

in these uncharted waters.

I’m drowning, 

drowning in my own self hate. 

But yet, I’m burning. My heart’s on fi re. 

There’s nothing around to smother the fl ames.

I’m screaming out inside a box

with no one around to hear me.

No one around that cares.

No one even knows I’m in there. 

I’m carrying the burdens 

of everyone else on my shoulders. 

I can’t let them see me quiver and break.

Is this what death feels like?

It’s one thing to be scared, 

it’s another to be scared alone, 

or to be scared of yourself.

Have you felt this way?

Terrifi ed of what you’ve morphed into? 

How about silently bleeding out from a wound

lodged inside your heart?

A wound no one will ever be able to see.

Bleeding out all the love that you ever felt 

from one little bullet,

that surgery can’t remove,

cause it’s not really there.. 

No matter how hard the doctors look, they won’t fi nd it.

A bullet that makes you feel all the pain of a lifetime at once. 

But if you told, no one would understand. 

They’d all think you’re crazy, 

so you’ve learned to hide it away. 

“Smile, though your heart is aching.” 

That’s the saying right? 

That’s what we’re supposed to do. 

No one wants to hear your problems. 

Everyone’s concerned with themselves, 

and themselves alone.

But still, you feel it... The breaking. 

It’s an earthquake every second.

You’re walking on glass.

All the happiness you’ve ever experienced, 

gone. It doesn’t seem to matter now. 

Fading away little by little 

until there’s nothing left of you. 

Betrayed by your own heart, 

the happiness in your soul slowly lifts away 

until you can’t feel any more

other than the pain inside.  

You think you’re alone, 

but you’re not. 

I’m here. 

Right here. 

Right with you. 

Experiencing all of this as well.

I’m Here

By Shayna Shannon
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White Flower

By Amber Knepper
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Oh, How I Miss You

By Jen Adams

Oh, how I miss you, as the days drag on and on.

Oh, how I miss you, when the nights just seem so long.

You were always here for me, but unfortunately now you’re gone

But I know you’re in a better place, so be happy, and sing your song.

Oh, how I miss you, when I see the pretty fl owers.

You took your life away, but I don’t view you as a coward.

You had a rough life, with many troubles along the way

But I was always here for you, and I will be every day.

Oh, how I miss you, and I wish you could come back.

I fi nd myself getting sad when I think about your laugh.

It will all be okay though, because one day I will see you

And I will no longer miss you, instead just be happy to see you.

Atlantis

By Michael Giannetti
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This fl y is buzzing now

Oh, it is super loud

This has to stop or I’ll go mad

I tried to set it free

Then saw it was a bee

This situation just got bad

I’m telling you right now that I will not get stung today

It got hit by an airplane

Stepped on by a brave man

Flew in a cement mixer full of quicksand

Help me! Help me!

I’m so terrifi ed!

The bee was drowned in some water

Trapped inside a locker

Won’t someone please just tell me that its over

Help me! Help me!

I am gonna cry

If that bee doesn’t die

That bee is gonna sting

But not just anything

I think it’s coming after me

(It’s after me)

It’s getting oh so close

I turn pale as a ghost

When did it fl y out of that tree?

I’m telling you right now that I will not get stung today

It was sprayed with some bug spray

Eaten by a dumb dog

Got run over by a giant purple warthog

Help me! Help me!

I’m so terrifi ed!

It was smashed with a hammer

Drowned in a hot tub

Car crash made it get hit by a tire hub

Help me! Help me!

I am gonna cry!

If that bee doesn’t die!

I really don’t want to fi ght with you

But if you want to live you’re gonna have to leave

But you don’t want to

I’m telling you right now that I will not get stung today

I’m telling you right now that I will not get stung today

It got hit by an airplane

Stepped on by a brave man

Flew in a cement mixer full of quicksand

Help me! Help me!

I’m so terrifi ed!

The bee was drowned in some water

Trapped inside a locker

Wont someone please just tell me that its over

Help me! Help me!

I am gonna cry

It was sprayed with some bug spray

Eaten by a dumb dog

Got run over by a giant purple warthog

Help me! Help me! I’m so terrifi ed!

It was smashed with a hammer

Drowned in a hot tub

Car crash made it get hit by a tire hub

Help me! Help me!

I am gonna cry!

If that bee doesn’t die!

50 Ways to Say Goodbye, 50 Ways to Kill a Fly

By Audrey Saler
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A Truth Within a Lie

By Michaela Morris

Alone and on your own,

Night cries to you in your mind:

“Come march to your own tone,

Come be with your own kind.”

Play your own drum.

 

You feel distraught, worthless,

Though you feel there may be a tear streaked tomb to take pride in.

Are you even alive anymore?

Or were you consumed by the pain of your own sin?

Possibilities which leave your arms sore.

 

You wonder by the light of the moon,

Your own shadow, your only friend,

As you in the dust and dirt loom,

Trapped in memories until the end.

But even death can’t truly cure all pain.

 

You approach the stone of which leaves little to be remembered.

The engraving catches no emotion,

No regret or strife of the pain you’ve caused others,

Only your own blood spilled from your own mind’s commotion.

A truth within a lie, your soul belongs to Nether.

 

And so you wander,

On alone through the trees,

You come across a cross with tinsel.

Is this holy, is this fl ying free?

And forevermore, you rest still.

 

A Man

By Michael Somody 

A man was standing, 

Without a care in the world, 

Watching as it changed 
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A Thought Collection

By Jacob Huba

The knowing of knowledge can go on perpetually, if no one steps in with a mitigating or 

objectifying and all-too-welcome stoppage of that over-analyzing of a certain topic, or something 

as broad as that which is being stopped in the fi rst place. Epistemology, the study of knowledge, is 

the most concrete expression of the foregoing idea about our world. It is an idea which consumes 

few and annoys many. I consider myself among the few and have tried to work my way out of 

the blackness that comes with this unfortunate tendency – to always revert back to a background 

behind a thought, idea, or anything else that appears in the mind. 

This complexity defi nes me in some areas and is sharply qualifi ed in others. I tend to think 

about things – such as politics, history, or science – without much thought to their complexity. Of 

course this must certainly be a consideration, but I enjoy thinking and learning about the complex 

as much as the ordinary and simple. And yet, I always seem to be annoyed with the complex. 

The real fact is that I am too complacent in things that I understand to a degree but fail to want 

to go the distance with. The lack of a desire to do homework is a prime example. I may know the 

material being taught, or I may not, and I may want to do the work, or I may not. The answers to 

these discrepancies should and could never be evaluated or explained, as the human mind is far too 

complex and incomprehensible, even for those who attempt to uncover the truth their whole lives. 

As a general rule, it follows that things that are given from a source cannot contain in the sum of 

their parts the understanding or knowledge of that which bestowed the gift. It is like trying to write 

the number: 1 googolplex. If every particle in the universe was converted to “0” (excepting one 

that serves as the “1”) the number still could not be written it is so vast. That is a perfect analogy 

for trying to understand something as complex as the human mind – or anything – in the creation in 

which it exists. 

Of course I don’t normally think about these things on a daily basis – I generally think 

about concrete facts and fi gures that are needed for success in the 21st century: trivia for Academic 

Challenge, the process for converting moles to grams, and the defi nitions for literary terms. I try 

to live life as myself, no matter how different or subtlety changed I seem to be from day to day. 

This may seem strange, considering that people remain people and they always have been people. 

Directly fl owing from this must come the idea that each individual remains constant or within 

a set of norms that seem to be true for the entirety of their earthly existence; in other words, the 

personality. Of course, I follow this universal law in that I have a semi-defi nable personality, at 

least within the human ability to defi ne the already defi ned as indefi nable human mind… 

Another consideration is that, no matter how different we believe our personalities to be 

– we range from the bizarrely evil and twisted to the peaceful and compassionate – in the grand 

scheme of all things we are really all the same, or close enough as to be likened to the different 

varieties of tulip or sunfl ower. Our emotions express the infi nite human expression of thoughts 

and beliefs, but the key word here is “Human”. The emotions express the ideas of a race, not of 

individuals. Stemming from this comes the basic truth that if one sets about to write an account of 

someone else’s life, achievements, and personal conduct, they may as well be writing their own life 

(continued on next page)
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story. The accomplishments certainly differ, but the underlying humanity never varies or fades. 

The phrase “if a tree falls in the forest, and no one is around to hear it, does it make a 

sound?” can be correctly answered as “NO” by the simple idea that the earth was created for 

humanity, and without humanity the earth would and must deteriorate and fail to thrive. Our 

extraordinary senses enable us to perceive the world around us; when the senses and the brain 

that controls them cease to exist, the world cannot be viewed by an outside, conscious party – the 

human race. It is hard to take a picture of an earth without humans without fi rst applying the human 

senses to those images; i.e. we will never see the non-human earth; our very nature makes this 

impossible. For example, in reality nothing on earth has an identifi able color – everything simply 

is. Our human eyes process certain light wavelengths so we can see color, so we will never know 

what a colorless universe is like. The earth has existed without humanity, but humanity has never 

existed without earth. This relationship clearly established both parties as extremely important, 

and, contradictory to the statement, the human element is more important than the earth on which 

we live. The earth is nothing without us, but we remain without the earth, at least in spiritual, non-

corporeal form. 

Each person sees the world through their own personal lens, consisting of their senses, 

beliefs, ideas, opinions, and the rather undefi ned personality (although I attempted to defi ne it 

earlier in this text). The lens is ground to a personalized shape and angle through every second 

of our existence, and the events that fi ll those seconds further refi ne the fi ne surface. This poses a 

question: Is it merely the passage of time that defi nes existence, or the use of that time for good and 

pure purposes? Indeed, if someone has wasted their life, they may as well as have not lived at all. 

Additionally, the billions of lenses that shine out upon the world are very instrumental in defi ning 

the course of human civilization and progress. If a person’s lens tends to favor interaction and 

discussion with others, than that person could create a full life and create things greater than him/

her. Some lenses, however, may be opposed to others inherently or by upbringing, and may cause 

mayhem and negative world-changing events in their lives. 

Coming out of this idea is the assumption that even tiny events or changes in a person’s life 

can cause equally tiny imperfections in the lens of worldview. This may or may not be irreversible, 

and it may or may not seriously impact the person’s life, but the sand that dots the lens is almost as 

important as the glass which makes up its substance; the sand can block all that lies inside. 

Finally we come to the realization that no one can in all truth know anything beyond their 

own existence and that with which they come in contact, even if the contacted material is light 

years away or years in the future. 

In terms of intelligence, there are many defi nitions. Is an intelligent person one who… 

Knows many things? (Being “smart”) Can know many things? (High I.Q.) Or one who is willing to 

accept all viewpoints no matter what? 

A Thought Collection (continued)

(continued on next page)
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Each of the preceding can be broken down further, especially the fi rst defi nition. 

Knowing many things is both relative and subjective; no one can know all that can be 

known; that is reserved to God. Also, we possess different amounts of concrete knowledge 

than those around us. However, if a certain person knows more facts and pieces of 

information than someone else, that does not mean they are more intelligent. 

I am a rather interesting and acceptable example. I have a knack for remembering 

trivia and factoids that are of no consequence in the grand scheme of things, but I 

sometimes lack common sense and the problem-solving skills that are of great importance 

in today’s world. However, I sometimes tend to get annoyed at people when they 

don’t know the answer to something – if I myself know it – because I may believe it is 

elementary. This is an unfortunate personal bias. 

Referring back to my fi rst point, knowledge itself can be both known and studied 

in detail. But the concept of knowledge can never be held in the mind of one individual, 

in the same way that all knowledge can never be possessed. A further complication is that 

the quantity of knowledge – and in a broader sense information to-be-known – is growing 

at an extremely fast rate. For instance, the universe is constantly expanding, cosmic and 

microscopic events occurring, each event carrying with it the potential for infi nitely many 

new additions to the human knowledge. 

In closing, I just want to be someone who realizes that, “All we can know is 

that the world was created for a purpose, as were we ourselves, and soon we will be 

able to understand it, them, and us.” If we devote our lives to the understanding of our 

surroundings and the people we live with, that is no discredit to us. But if we do that, we 

have to realize beforehand that what we know, and what we will learn, is but a molecule in 

a universe (a diffi cult metaphor, for how can we know what a universe is?) 

I just want to be someone who knows that the unifi cation of everything is 

something that no one on earth knows, but that everyone on earth somehow wants above 

everything else (the search for meaning, in one form or another). 

I just want to be One, interacting with other Ones, in infi nite ways that both chart 

the future and make it much cloudier for all of us. The simultaneous solving of problems 

and creation of new ones is a process that can only end at the End and the New Beginning. 

A Thought Collection (continued)
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Siesta Key Sunset

By Kate Enot

Sunset

By McKenna Vega
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BBC’s Best

By Amalie Kettering 

Cool British Accents 

The time-traveling doctor 

Healer of all space 

Europe’s Sherlock Holmes, 

The best detective on earth. 

It’s so obvious. 

The Ferris Wheel in the Sky

By Ashley Horn
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Skiing in the Swiss Alps

By Zach Esber

Snowboarding

By Brooke Matinides

The grass has been hidden for quite some time.

The snow is so white, and makes a pretty shine.

This is the kind of day I’ve been waiting for

So I can put my board on and let it soar.

Down the hill I go, gliding from left to right. 

Not afraid of anything, not even the hill and it’s height. 
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Green v. White

By Sophie Cressman

Black Angel

By Michaela Morris

Tainted wings.

From underneath you’ll fl y,

My love.

Out of this hell of loneliness, pain.

Out of this fear of a brighter day.

Fly away, darling.

Fly away from us all.

Open your wings, set,

And be free of these vices,

This pain you call a home.

The daylight is over now,

And from frail wings you fall.

An eternity fl ashes before you.

You’ve failed yourself,

Failed us all.
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Nature

By Elizabeth Fladung

Puffy and so white, 

Cotton or big marshmellows 

Flying in the sky.

Millions and millions, 

Green carpet under my feet, 

It’s grass, do not eat. 

Swoosh swash splish splash splish

No umbrella to cover, 

Rain, rain, go away. 

Bright lights in the sky, 

Thunder booms every minutes, 

Storms are so scary. 

Tan skin and light hair, 

Summer, summer everywhere, 

Sun hot but pools cold. 

Pink, yellow, red, white,

Always smells so beautiful, 

Rose, daisy, tulips. 

Evergreen pinecones, 

Long beautiful needles here, 

Oh look!  There’s a deer. 

Mushrooms

By Ashley Horn
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Unexpected Friendships

Audrey Saler

When I fi rst saw you I never would have guessed

With the way you spoke and the way you dressed

I never thought in a million years

You’d be the one to bring me tears

Tears of joy and tears of pain

You would be my umbrella in the pouring rain

I judged before I even knew

Time and time again I found this to be true

Don’t judge a person that you don’t know

You don’t know where they’ve been, or where they want to go

They could be your best friend, your husband or wife

They may even save your life

I’m eternally grateful to all I have met

You taught me things I will never forget

Each of you helped make me who I am today

Because you didn’t just walk away

Whether good or bad you had your effect

And that is one thing I could never neglect

So many of you mean more than you know

In so many ways that I just can’t show

You may barely know me, maybe not at all

But maybe you help me back up when I fall

You know not what you do or how much it means

And no matter just how small it seems

You could change someone’s day with one simple word

Or a smile or just showing you heard

You heard what they said and you took it to heart

And now you are friends that never will part

And I challenge each one of you now

It doesn’t matter when, where, or how

Talk to someone that seems out of place

Maybe they’ve just had a few bad days

Help them with a load that’s too big to carry

It might be awkward, it might be scary

Just think that in the end

They might become an unexpected friend
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A Night on Erie

By Jen Adams
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Giants

By Mitch Fabian

 There walk among men giants; giants not born of Gaea to oppose the gods, but born of 

themselves to work for God. These massive beings do not tower over passersby in a vertical fashion 

– and in fact, most giants stand two or three feet shorter than did Robert Wadlow – but rather they 

stand taller internally.  Those who are more colossal than their peers have a heart that is far larger 

than healthily possible, a heart capable of compassion insurmountable to the average person that 

loves cat videos more than they love their neighbors. These men and women think not of themselves 

in terms of arrogance, but of others in means of selfl essness. To be selfl ess is not to be without self 

in mind, but to be with others at the forefront of the mind. While not all Christian, or maybe not 

of any faith at all, these men and women serve others religiously. Giants do not serve themselves; 

giants serve others.

 One does not become akin to Goliath by being felled by stones, but rather by becoming 

more analogous with David and his sling.  A man with courage surpasses a mere man. The soldiers 

returning from Afghanistan are giants coming home to the embrace of mortals.  By testing their 

mortality, they have become immortal. Those who found their mortality to be true are the most 

immortal of all. These men and women have determined that all other citizens of America are of 

more importance than themselves. Their sacrifi ce enlarges the hearts of those around them, making 

their own gigantic heart viral. Only a hero has the capability to infl uence their surroundings in such 

a way - only a giant can move mountains.

 Mountains are climbed by those who do not have the strength or courage to move them. 

Leaders move the mountains of the hearts surrounding them.  The Son of Man touched the hearts of 

many sons of men.  Those sons of men went on to touch the hearts of more.  In a chain reaction, a 

full paying it forward, the world has been crafted.  Each mountain is shaped by the hands of those 

willing to give it a little push.  Each crack and crevice of the mountain is from those who pushed a 

little harder. 

 Those who push harder are leaders, and they push to change the perspectives of those around 

them, creating more giants. A man will make his troubles many and his blessings few in his own 

eyes, but a giant makes his troubles none and his blessings all.  I stood at the foot of a bed but a 

year and a half ago.  In the bed lay a giant of a man that in structure was shorter than I am, but his 

heart was as large as the Statue of Liberty.  It was for liberty that he fought decades before in the 

Korean War.  He was born to a country that his own parents had not been born to, but felt that he 

owed to that country his service and his protection.  To him, everyone deserved the great freedoms 

of America.  The day that I stood before him, he fought a more fearsome and deadly foe than the 

communist North Korea.  He struggled with cancer that day, and I struggled with tears at seeing 

his suffering. Yet as he felt the worst pain possible, he did not complain.  I asked him, “Does it 

hurt, Papa?” My grandfather responded, holding back the pain in his voice, “More than you can 

ever imagine, Mitchell.” Through my tears, I asked, “Why don’t you scream, why don’t you show 

it?” “Because everyone else has pain in their life.  I don’t want to make them suffer through mine 

too.”  I am not ashamed to say that I weep about that day even now while writing about it.  The next 

(continued on next page)
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day, my birthday, he was rushed to the hospital just before I had the opportunity to open my 

present from him.  A day younger, I would have complained that I wanted to open my gift, but 

I had been cured by the most awful of diseases. The man who taught me to play chess, to fi sh, 

and, most importantly, to love endlessly died but two weeks later. Despite his death, his words 

live on in me.

 Men like my grandfather do not simply come into this world and then leave when their 

time comes.  A legacy is left behind by all giants, whether it is in the form of a memorable 

anecdote or in a simple ideal passed down.  They are never forgotten, and their torch is carried 

by the next.  Whether a giant lights his own torch or carries one left behind by another, it is 

the act of holding that torch for others to see that makes that person remarkable.  Most people 

conform to societal ways and do not touch the torch for fear of being burnt by the remarks 

of being different.  The calloused hands do not fear the fl ame, and by their work they show 

others the light of truth.  

 In the beginning, the Lord said “Let there be light,” and there was light. This light 

was pure and true, without sin and without human destruction to the purity.  Since then, there 

have been many tempting apples to extinguish the bright light of purity. While many pluck 

the apples from the tree without thinking of the complications, it is the tallest that have the 

capability to reach what is believed to be the best apples, and it is those same people that 

do not take the apples.  Rather, from the heights that they have achieved through their pure 

hearts, they hoist up their light and pronounce that the apples are truly rotten. 

 It is with all integrity that I beseech you to deny the fruit of selfi sh temptation, but to 

rather be a pinnacle of selfl ess light. Be not a Goliath that is struck by stone and falls, but be 

a David who does not fear the beasts of societal norms. David stood far shorter than Goliath, 

but David was the true giant. Think not about yourself and conquering others, but think of 

others and conquer yourself.  David defeated Goliath to save others.  He risked himself for the 

benefi t of his fellow countrymen. To do so, he conquered his fear and thought more of others.  

All people should be more concerned with the needs of everyone else than their selfi sh wants.  

Be the change in society that you want to see, and society will change.  Be immortal in your 

legacy.  Be a giant among men. 

Giants (continued)
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A Place to Call Home

By Madison Okray 

They say home is where the heart is, the place where you 

belong.

Then how come this place can make you feel so wrong?

Home should be a safe haven where you can leave fear

of judgment behind

because people in society today can be so unkind. 

But if in your home you feel unsafe, 

Seek out a brand new, comforting place. 

Never feel confi ned by what you know, 

Because in this free country, 

there are so many places you can go. 

The Spotted Cat

By Meredith Reahm
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Second Thoughts

By Jerika Schirf

The thought of success is no longer enough

Each day is dreadful

The pressure is too much.

The time gets longer

The tasks become harder

You try to recall what could bring you farther.

The negative thoughts come in one big cloud

Get out, get out!

Attempt to shove them at the ground.

The purpose seems to be gone

Nowhere left to turn

And then come the thoughts of the times you’ve won.

Those brief moments of success

Make you want to push for more

But at the last second you catch a glimpse of the door.

Just as all hope seems to have been lost

A spark is set off that ignites the fl ame

And you remember the feeling you thought has been tossed.

At the end of the tunnel is a light so bright

You realize it’s the love of the game

That has made you determined to fi ght.
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The Boy in the Mirror

By Krish Dewan

There is a boy in the mirror who I see every day. His demeanor never fails to reel in my attention. 

Plagued by curiosity, I asked him one day who he was; all he said was,

“I am a seeker.”

He was a boy of few words, and yet, his very image spoke volumes. He appeared ethnic, an Indian 

lad, and not much more than fi ve feet seven inches. His hair was medium in length, not combed over 

but not exactly spiked, and his face glowed with an olive hue. Just looking at him, I felt that he had an 

overwhelming desire to talk with me. So I pressed further.

“What makes you say that?”

He did not respond, but instead shrugged his shoulders. I was surprised and somewhat confused. 

As I passed that mirror countless times before, he was always dressed like he was set for a “Saturday-

night out,”—an outright socialite. On any other day, he would have laughed, joked it off, and gregariously 

chattered on about trivial daily escapades. But today he seemed more serious, more willing to confi de in 

someone. As far as I know, he seldom confi des in just anyone, and I was liking that I was becoming one 

among his chosen elite. After a few moments, slowly and cautiously, he began to open gates to his identity.

His life was infused with an admiration for his parents who had endlessly toiled to bring him up 

in life. They spent countless nights on seemingly trivial lessons in Saxon math and science textbooks, in 

addition to the miniscule school work he was given: “worthless” academics only yielding an elementary 

report card with a plus or minus for achievement that quarter. Yet, I could tell he was not unrewarded. His 

drive to be ahead of the deadline, to be beyond the basics, and his goal to hold in his hands the tools to save 

someone’s life at the operation table were all little pieces from a larger pair of jewels. “Neomed,” he would 

say. “Gosh, if I could be accepted there, my search for the perfect medical school would be over.” I hoped 

that search would fi nd its destination.

Around his neck were two rosaries—one was Christian, and the other had the picture of a orange-

clad saint. Intrigued, I asked for his explanation. It was here that I came to know of his spiritual teacher, his 

master in religion and life. In addition to his parents, this Indian saint was responsible for who he was today. 

I mentioned earlier noticing his Indian origins, which I had guessed correctly, but I also found that although 

he was Hindu, he saw all religions as one path to an ever-present and ever-loving God.

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know who I truly am. That is part of my search,” he continued. “My 

Hindu scripture, the Upanishads, refers to the phrase, “Nethi nethi” at one point, meaning “I am not this, 

I am not that.” I can call myself a human. Breaking it down further I can identify myself as a body, then 

a group of atoms, but then what? Where did it come from? From this sprouts my faith in the Divine, the 

Divine within me and in all others. I try my best to fi nd this divinity in all I meet, and to fi nd in it my own 

identity.”

He even treated me to a surprise concert with his sitar, his prized Indian instrument much like a 

stretched out guitar with twenty strings (albeit he was slightly annoyed that his twin brother Karan had not 

arrived to play the accompanying table drums when he called him).

To my utmost displeasure, the obnoxious beeping of my cellphone alarm snapped me out of 

my otherworldly experience. It benevolently smacked me in the head with the reminder of the tennis 

tournament to which I was already late. So I bid him adieu, and proceeded halfway out the door.

“By the way, what is your name?” I asked.  

“Krish,” he said as he disappeared gradually. “Krish Dewan.”
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Evening Sunset

By Addison Crawford
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