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A Letter from the Editor
This year has been the craziest year of my life. So, I, like

many other creatives who f ind their minds f looded with

Meet The Echo

endless thoughts, ideas, and anxieties, have found solace

in doodling on just about anything I can get my hands on.
The margins of required reading novels, the backs of tests,

Editor-In-Chief

grocery store receipts have all become canvasses for my

Advisor

amateur artwork.

Around a year ago today, when I started recruiting fu-

ture Echonians, our advisor Mr. Vona saw future staff
member Emma Bunkley doodling The Echo’s f irst-ever

Special Projects Manager

Website Editor

Content Manager

Community/Ads Manager

magazine cover in her creative writing notebook. From

that moment on, we were attached to the concept of a magazine filled with doodles, where
we could return to our roots and the idea of f irst drafts. We decided that Emma’s doodle

would become our cover, an homage to the f irst-ever cover of The Echo created by Catalina
Cheng in 2012.

In this magazine, we wanted to pay respect

to the creatives that gave us a safe place to

create, while also passing the torch to future

writers and artists who will f ill this magazine

with their work and color. Now, every person that

holds this magazine can be a contributor. So, to every

single: Echonian, advisor, contributor, magazine purchaser, overly supportive family member, person who has put
up with our craziness over the years, and student who
has in some way come across and supported The Echo,
this magazine is for you. Fill it with your imagination
and make it your own.

Grace Beilman
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The Myth of Cats and Dogs
By: Ashley Kulish

fur, the mist ref lecting in the moonlight. Then Dog dragged

his paws home, worried about his friend. Upon returning home

Alexandra
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though, Dog found that Cat had already gone to sleep, curled
up between the long golden strands of grass. But the

next day when Owl hooted for the sun, and orange

Long long ago, when the great plains were greatly empty, and the forests were still dense and

rays chased the moon away, Dog woke up to f ind

undisturbed, and men still lived in primitive beige huts, Cat and Dog were best friends. To be

Cat was nowhere to be found.

exact, they were second cousins once removed,

“Cat?! Cat where are you?” Dog yelled out into the great

but nonetheless, they were inseparable. All of

plains.

the animals knew of their easygoing friend-

With no answer, he went to the last place he was yesterday,

ship, even the nocturnal mice, the small f ire

ants underground, and the birds soaring in the

clouds. And Dog and Cat would go everywhere

together, constantly exploring said great plains
and forests.

But one day, while playing their favorite game

of tag, Cat and Dog heard an unfamiliar sound. No,

it wasn’t the chirp of the birds or the rustle of wind

through the leaves, no, it was something entirely dif-

Alexandra Gerges

ferent. So Cat and Dog crept towards that odd trick-

ling sound and discovered the river. And Dog being Dog, leaped right into the sparkling blue water,

the river. And to Dog’s surprise, Cat was there, licking her lips

next to a pile of sun-bleached bones.

“What have you done?!”

Dog rushed over to the salty bones laying near the mossy rocks. “Cat did you do this to tuna?!”,

he’d cry out.

Cat responded with a brief “Yes.”

“We... we are no longer friends!” Dog blurted as he took the bones in his mouth and dashed out

of the forest. And Dog ran until his paws were sore, his eyes were heavy, and the moon illuminated
the dew on the grass.

But before Dog knew it, he came up to an unfamiliar tan hut with a straw roof. And because

splashing Cat with cold droplets. For Cat, this was all so new and scary, and so she ran away

his paws were sore, his eyes were heavy, and his jaw was cramped

Cat scurried away and hid behind a tree. So there

determined to get a good night’s rest. Walking into the hut,

from the river, hating the wet feeling on her fur. But Dog was having too much fun to notice that

from carrying his dead new friend, Dog strutted into the cave

friends in the water, growing angrier and

Dog was met with an orange glow and a strange warmth.

Cat peeked out, watching Dog make new

angrier that Dog could just abandon
her. And when the sun went

down Cat left in a

strange big creature with pale skin and two legs.

carelessly.

gruff voice bounced off the cave walls.

fury, Dog still swam
“Cat that was the most fun
I ever had!”, Dog called out.

“I met the most wonderful

Stasi
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And just then, Dog dropped his f ish friend’s bones,

the f loor swaying underneath his feet. Having collapsed

into a slumber so deep, Dog didn’t even care if he was in

danger. But the early human was shocked by Dogs’ trust

could swim so magnifi-

and Dog huddled close to the f lickering red f lames, sleeping

did you see how they

cently? Cat?”

Cat but to no avail. Dredging onto the

rocky river bank he shook water from his

Alexandra
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“Hey little fella, whatcha got in your mouth?”, his

animal called Tuna! Cat

Dog frantically looked around for
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Confused, he looked around the circular room to f ind a

in him and loyalty to his f ishy friend. And so the Human
soundly through the night.

That is why dogs hate cats, and cats hate dogs. And why

dogs love bones, and cats love f ish. But also why dogs are a
man’s best friend.
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The Blind Man's Dream
By: Mason Fleske

The spirit world existed everywhere at the end of time, and the spirits were once free to

travel through to our world like the eagle across the Great North Pines. The two worlds were
connected by a gargantuan sculpted bridge of stone; the cobble pavement was lined with
evergreen moss fur that seemed to expand into forever.

Over the millenia, the rock began to billow, the moss began to fade, and the connection

weakened. It was much forgotten by many that the bridge existed. The spirits made a home

among the native inhabitants. Some went to the tallest of peaks and laid to rest their dwellings, and many took to
whispered and

the vast blue canvas of waves to call home. The trees all
spoke of tales from long ago.

The animals heard these tales, and grew fond of

The Whispering Woods, and made their nests, burrows, and cocoons within its noisy borders.

The Earth Spirits (as we call them) took care of

their new home and watched over the creatures that

enjoyed their company. And without any use, the bridge

between the worlds faded away like dust in the wind.

One such creature was an old lanky blind man who

lived within The Whispering Woods. He cared for a humble wooden cottage on a small hill. He lived a simple life,

he did. He woke up every morning to the sound of quiet
chatter outside his door. He hadn’t known anything

other than the soft clamour of the voices within the
wind.

He would sit and listen to their tales of

a vast landscape beyond his world, full of

Emma
Bunkley

sprawls of wimble-deewomps, and didlydoos
with f lingle-f langs. The tiny Zazos would

flitter through oceans of colorful f lowers that

filled the eye with joy.

He heard of behemoth Giandos that towered

over the snow caps, yet had the softest of voices

that even the puny Zazos couldn’t be afraid of.

They told of the most beautiful morning skies. Every
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color imaginable was seen all at once: apple red,
starfruit yellow, ocean blue, stone gray, salmon pink, clementine orange, and midnight
black with a hint of moon white. The
Sun would paint her vast canvas

every morning with her rays, but
the man couldn’t see any of it.
He so badly wished to touch

it, but they told him, “It’s too
far away for you.”

So he clambered up the

mountainside and spoke

with The Spirit of The Mountain

and asked of her, “Can you show
me?” And she did. She took his

hands and moved them over her own
small boulders.

Emma
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“See, the sky is like the stone. The sun is

like the moss; it spreads all over the stone, covering
it with its soft belly.”

“Thank you,” said the man. But the man had yet to truly see what the whispers had spoken

of. Dissatisf ied, he sought the spirit of the Great Tree and asked of her, “Can you show me?”
And she did. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her roots.

“See, the dirt is like the sky. My roots are like the sun; they spread far and wide, covering

the entire planet, teaming with life.”

“Thank you,” said the man. But the man still could not see the painting of The Sun.

Disgruntled, he sat in the grass, tilted his head upward, and nervously asked The Sun,

“Can you show me?”

“No, I cannot show you my sunrise, for you are blind.”
He let out a defeated “Oh.”

“But I can give you a gift.” And The Sun handed the man a star from her sky. The man felt

the tiny droplet of warmth in his palms. He could feel it twinkle as he gently put it up to his

ear. It felt soft and mild like a small ball of fresh cotton and sounded like the windchimes by
his cottage.

“Thank you, but-” he asked The Sun, “what should I do with it?”

“Put it under your pillow tonight,” The Sun responded. “Then you’ll be able to see my cre-

ation.”

The man thanked The Sun as she fell below the horizon. He said goodnight to the moun-
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tain, goodnight to the trees, and goodnight to The Sun. Then, he welcomed the moon’s cool,
dim breeze.

He journeyed back to his small cabin in the wood, and placed the star underneath his pil-

low. “I hope she’s right,” he said to himself. “I truly do.” The crickets cricketed, the owls owled,
and the wolves wolved.

When the man fell asleep that night, he had discovered a new sensation.
He could dream.

He dreamt he woke inside his cottage. It was...beautiful! His bed wasn’t just soft and cozy.

It was the same color of his shoes, and his belt. It was midnight colored.

“This must be...black!” He exclaimed. “BLACK!” He couldn’t control his

feelings. He had never felt such joy to see such a sight. His eyes let out
a small stream.

He hurried out the door. He had never thought he would be able to

see.

“I CAN SEE! I CAN SEE! I CAN SEE!” He shouted with all of his
might. The old man felt young again.

It reminded him of when he felt the snow for the f irst time;

its soft, cold f luff brought him in with a warm, glowing hug.
“Voices of the trees, can you believe it?! I can f inally see!”
He cheered.

come with him. No more hues of the sky and no more joyous tears in his eyes.

He slumped out of his sheets and felt for the door. His joyful youth had not lasted through

the night either, for his back began to ache as he set out for the grassy hill. He walked along
the path and felt around for the soft blades of grass and soon sat down in his spot.

He tilted upward, with tears streaming he stuttered to The Sun, “Why--- why can I not see

anymore?” He let out a soft sigh as he caught his breath between the sobs. “I saw you last
night, why can’t I still see you now?”

“I cannot cure your ailments, I am sorry. Truly. I have only gifted you with the colors of the

night.” The Sun tried to comfort the frail, vulnerable man sitting in front of her. “You will
always be able to see me, but only when the moonlight washes over the sky.”
“I understand. Thank you.”

And off went the man from the grassy f ield back down the beaten path that led to his

wooden home in the whispering woods. He kept the star underneath his pillow every night
and had vivid dreams.

Sometimes he would even see the giant Giandos clambering through the tallest of summits

and the tiny Zazos f luttering in the wind.

He would go to sleep each night and make a new home for himself. One full of life and full

of color. A life beyond this world and beyond the divide. He had found the everywhere at the
end of time that even millennia of distance could not change.

He felt the same warmth he had felt thousands of
times over, but this time he could see it: The Sun.
She was rising above the peaks and leaves with

her hands outstretched high. She painted the
twilight blue of morning with the gentle

cotton whites of clouds. He could see it all.
Every single color imaginable: the rose
red, the daisy yellow, the moonlight

white, the sapphire blue, and foggy

grey with a hint of summer yellow.

Emma
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His eyes had never felt such joys.

“Hello Sun! I can see you now!”

The man shouted. He had gotten

his wish.

The old man in the cottage soon

arose from his slumber in the early

morning to the sound of chatter out-

side his door. But his visions had not
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I fell in love in a dream
By: Andrea Burgess

By: Isabella Miranda

I fell in love in a dream

Hearing your voice

An atom shy of reality

replays bittersweet memories in my head more sour than sweet

When I daydream, I swear you’re next to me

my heart aches

My head hit the pillow and I lie softly,

when I see

On your chest

what I left behind

And your heartbeat synced with my breath.

tears travel down

And as the sun rose you f led with the moon,

I watched the sky turn grey with my bedsheets
You left your name written in stardust,

Sweet

Emily Bazin

and gracefully land on my lips
it’s salty

Kcai Thybulle

I wonder why

And your smile in the faces of the clouds.

all I can think about

Could I ever lose my breath,

is what if I stayed

As I do talking to the moon?

Would you still care about me? Would I be your everything?

Is this heart beat a chimera,

your touch

For our lives only tangle in a fantasy?

is what I crave

And must the Earth spin without hurry,

I want your eyes

If I wake up next to you when I fall asleep?

to glisten against

When this fantasy becomes a memory, so in-

the dim bathroom lights

toxicating

as we share what was

Do your eyes open too?

supposed to be

So wait for me among the stars-

one shared breath.

Let me tell you I’ve been dreaming of us all

Emily Bazin
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along.

Fabiana
Marzorati
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I wonder.
By: Katt Soteriou

I wonder why men are the way that they are.
I wonder why I am the way that I am.

I get anxiety over the things in life that don’t

need stressing over.

I dream to be a successful business woman

or politician, I could eat sushi every night for
dinner if I could, and I give more love than I
will ever receive.

I love to travel, my eyes are brown, and I

speak four languages.

I have hope in humanity and I am open

minded when it comes to change.

My favorite hobby is laughing, and learning.
I wish they could see these things in me.
I still haven’t learned to love myself, I am

working on the god-forsaken ability to be comfortable in my own damn skin. I live my life

knowing there is only one left to live and I pray
to god that he himself even exists because my
worst nightmare is not existing after death.

But they would never take the time to learn

that about me.

I leave everything important I need to do in

my life to the last second so I cause myself

anxiety for no apparent reason. I love to read
books and I love taking pictures.
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I wish they could see these things in me.
Sometimes I wonder why they are the way

that they are.

Lust is when you love only what you see. Love

is when you lust for what’s inside.
Why is lust over love.

I just need to know why. I am just asking you

why. I need to know why no one cares to know

these things about me. I need to know why the
girl who just does as he pleases is preferred
over the girl who wants to add a touch of

yellow to his world. Why is lust an attention-

grabber but caring turns them the other way.
I could ask how their day went or ask if they

are okay but that text will never be better

than the 2 am booty call they want to see.
They prefer temporary pleasure over long

term joy

Routine over adventures,

Meaningless conversation over making real

connections.

Lust over love.
Everyone says love hurts, but that is not

true. Loneliness hurts, Rejection hurts, losing
someone hurts, envy hurts. I often get all of

these different emotions confused with love,
but in reality love is the only thing in this

whole entire world that covers up all the pain.
Love is the only freaking thing that doesn’t
hurt.

I pondered over the idea of why I never

seemed to be enough for them.

However I am more than enough. More than

enough. Something men cannot handle.

The weight of the love I have to give could

never be carried by them even if they tried.

I am too much. And perhaps it is them who
simply weren’t enough for me,

Days that I struggle to fall asleep I wonder if

The good soul will always have them in their

hearts but never in their arms.
Feeling unwanted.

No matter how good I am to them.
But a message to the men from me, is that

real girls are never perfect, and perfect girls are
never real.

And you never f ind one when you are look-

ing.

So I hope that one day all the good souls f ind

an incomparable love.

A love that heals every pain that lust had

anyone is tossing and turning the same.

caused them in the past.

down my cheek I have wasted a bit of my time

ache.

even know what my middle name is.

they can be friends with. I hope good souls get

But then I realize it. For every tear that falls

and a bit of my energy on them who don’t

It feels like hugging a cactus.
I wonder.
I wonder if the girls who give themselves away

to these men get the chance to ask them about
their dreams, or know what their favorite

A bandaid to a tragedy, and a relief to an
A friend they can marry, and a husband

what they deserve, and I hope someone asks

them about their dreams, and favorite foods,
and fears.

Because a good soul is irreplaceable,
I know that when I leave, you will search for

my love in somebody else, and that kind of

foods are. Do they look at the color of their eyes love, you won’t be able to f ind.
like I do? Do they know their struggles, and do
they know their hobbies.
I bet that they don’t.
But men will chose them over a good soul

every day if they could.

Emma Bunkley
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Peace
By: Liliana
peace.

the tranquility of the sound of water
as the water washes upon shore

the waves starting from afar and getting

Madeleine James

Jacqueline

closer

Sarah Boyd

watching the clouds
peace.

rain washes down on your roof

the smell of the water as each individual

droplet touches your f inger

the dark clouds circling around the blue sky
as they drift a rainbow in the sky shines
peace.

the room is silent except for the sound of

chimes

releasing all negative energy and letting your

body take over

breathing in and out feeling your heart beat-

Emma
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ing

peace.

unwinding after a long day

the warm blankets you fall right into

JP Woodward

room as dark and quiet as can be
you f inally feel content
peace.

be at peace with yourself

peace is what every person wants
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Technicolor World
By: Hailey Andrews

Why do choices have to be black or white?

their eyes, heart-hardened after so many

No matter what, someone will tell you that

We say love is the answer but do we really show

Why does wrong or right make up who we are?
you’re doing it wrong,

“When I did that, I was twice as good as you

breaks?
it?

are”.

Intolerance and disrespect lies within this mel-

Love or hate, if you’re not my friend, you’re my

so we need to look within ourselves.

enemy.

But who are these so-called enemies?

Have you ever seen their faces or gazed into

ancholy world, seeping into its inhabitants,
Isn’t all we want to love and to be loved in
return?

This world is full of sorrow, that without support, we may succumb to it’s somber system.
We’re all just perfectly imperfect people.

Your neighbor, classmate, coworker, didn’t

come into this world to torment with their
forward thinking,

just as their “rival” wasn’t born to contest
their innovation with traditional ideas.

We should not be blind to the pain of others
because they’re different,

We should be blind to the differences so we can
soothe each others’ pain.

Life is not in black in white, nor is it merely a
grayscale.

We exist in a technicolor world, and there is no
such thing as normality.

The basis of love is acceptance, and acceptance
of all the colors,

no matter how new or old, bright or dim, is
the key to love and peace.
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Fantasy
By: Kimberly Turner

I was once told not to live in fantasy but to
escape there

Only to escape
Not to live

But how could I not want to live in a world where
my prince charming drives a black 1967 Chevy
Impala?

Or goes to Hogwarts?

Or saves the world on a daily basis?

Because I would much rather live in fantasy

Living outside of fantasy means living in a cold
world

Desolate of basic human kindness
At least, in my experience
Nature, not nurture
Nurture, not nature

I can’t remember which one I was taught to
believe in

And I lived for so long under the thumb of my
parents, I don’t know how to make my own
choices even at sixteen years old
Every action controlled

Every A plus looked down upon

Until there was nothing but my father’s disappointed glare pointed down at me everytime I
went home

In my fantasy world, I’m a badass princess who
can run in heels

In the real world, I’m not so lucky

I’m clumsy, awkward, I always say the wrong
thing at the worst possible time

And even though I’ve moved f ive hours away

Alexandra Gerges
from him, I can still hear my father’s disappointed voice telling me I need to do better

As if the phone calls we have four times a week
don’t do that

As if I need the reminder of being ten years old
and being yelled at for hours on end about my
grades being less than perfect

And then feeling guilty about crying myself to
sleep because “others have it worse, right?”
My father has bipolar disorder

I guess that explained how he could go from raging mad one second to crying in agony the next

I’m only now understanding what I went through
But I’m still being told “others have it worse” and
“don’t live in fantasy, only escape there”
Don’t you see?

I would escape there if escaping was enough

I wouldn’t want to leave this world in favor of
television shows and books if this world had
nearly that amount of kindness to offer
The real world, I’ve been told, is amazing
I haven’t experienced amazing

I don’t think I want to experience the rest of the
world

I would much rather live in fantasy
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Villavicencio

Emma
Bunkley

By: Brooke Alewel
10:06
I watch as your sail ripens,

Shrinking and ripping against

the winds you weren’t prepared for.
I watch the memories escape your lips.

And the ship that you once called home,

Amir
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Slowly turn to dust.

I watch as the land you once treasured,
Become lessened and buried,

Under a sand of oblivion and names now
forgotten.

I wish I could help wash that burden away,
And help guide you towards the light
I can only hope you stray from.

But I know that I’ve only been watching,
And waiting,

And hoping that you hold out one more day.

Emma Bunkley
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Curiosity
By: Aidan Gilmore

scabbard lay on it, he tentatively laid a f inger on the object. When it did not kill him, he picked up the
sword and unsheathed with a crack, like a bolt of lightning. He heard a soft cry, he couldn’t tell where
from, he scoured the room for the source. It got louder as he inched toward the boulder. With a push,

Emma Bunkley

The blade sat lonely in its scabbard, waiting for somebody to come along and free it from its conf-

he realized the boulder was heavier than expected. “Uh- hello?” he spoke into the cracks. Only a whimper
came as response. If someone was trapped in there, he was going to get them out.

His search for a plan started with the skeleton “closet”, he very awkwardly pulled the bones away,

inement. The cave was dark and damp, in a place no one would search for, just as the owner wanted.

revealing a warhammer and shield. He envisioned himself hammering the shield into the boulder, the

mother thought it was a problem, but his father strongly encouraged it, he said it was a human’s right

Had he been hammering for minutes, hours, days? He realized this was futile, he heard a soft voice

problem. Now that he was running from a horde of fabled wolves, he started seeing what his father

the voice sounding hoarse. He was unsure but grabbed the exquisite sword anyway. The crack of light-

of a wolf’s head. There was a sign, in almost blood colored lettering that read, “DO NOT ENTER, WORGS

It was just as the voice said, he gained power from the sword. Tensing for

Aren was always an adventurous one, he would go places other kids would be too scared to go. His

boulder breaking. So, he set to work, swinging the hammer and at some point, time became nothing.

to be brave but not too brave. At the time Aren did not understand how being too brave could be a

again, this time saying something. “Use the sword, it will give you power” it was barely above a whisper,

meant. He had been walking with his friends in the woods when they came across a cave in the shape

ning came again as he unsheathed the sword, this time however, he felt something inside of him rise.

LIVE HERE”. If they could write the sign, they cannot be that bad right? He was very, very wrong.

the blade above his head, glinting in the torchlight it came down

Worgs are a kind of wolf that appear in bedtime stories to scare children, had he known they were

real, he would not have gone in. His friends left shortly after he went in. How could they leave him? Af-

ter he was brave enough to go into this cave? He pushed forward, through his annoyance at his friends

for leaving him. There were rocks protruding from the ground. Then he saw them, the Worgs, in all their
ferocious glory. There was a kind of beauty to these scary creatures, until he looked one in the eyes, and
saw the murderous intent behind.

He paid no attention as to where he was running and came face f irst into a statue. When he came

in two.

A voice called out, “You foolish human, you are now going to
die before you can...”

The speaker paused, “W-why are you here?”

“I saw something in here, so I tried to see what it was,

why does it matter?” Aren was very confused, did the
voice know him?

he saw what looked to be a statue of a warrior, and by the looks of it a respected one. In between his

booming voice came back, “Well, I have no choice but

worgs just now, he felt like it was a bad idea. But something in the cave called to him, beckoned him to

sword.”

investigating what the glint was.

right buddy, let me tell you one thing I’m very young,

in this cave. He went on, feeling the cave calling him again. As he winded his way through the cave, he

reason like being a teenager and not wanting to die, the person

There was no response for a little, and then the

legs seemed to be a hole, just big enough for a human, but only one. Remembering what happened with

to kill you, someone else was supposed to take the

come inside. He could see the glint of something at the end of the passage. He decided it wouldn’t hurt

He was more annoyed than confused now, “Al-

As he went to enter the cave, he heard the worgs whimper, something that scared even the worgs was

I don’t want to die.” He f igured that if he gave a good

felt the pull get stronger and stronger, to the point where he didn’t have to move. It pulled him against

would spare him. Wrong, very, very wrong.

grand chamber came into view, completely empty but a table in the middle. There was no longer a force

lucky. I shall make this a quick death for you mortal.”

der blocking something of an exit. He also saw a bone that lay snapped in two, as he looked up from

man appeared. His hands reached out and touched

away from the bones and to the table in the center of the room. A sword in an almost quartz looking

went white. His mind was sent into a weird place where he was not

his will, he desperately wanted to leave but he was powerless against the force pulling him. Soon, a

“Well, you have chosen to die by my hands, you are very

pushing him, he inspected the room again, this time focusing on minor details as well, he saw a boul-

The light died down and the broad f igure of a

the bone, he saw a massive cut-out in the wall f illed to the brim with bones and skeletons. He turned

Aren’s temples. A shock went through his body, his vision
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fast and sliced the rock

A stream of light came from the opening, almost blinding him.

to, he quickly got up, he surveyed and watched to see if the worgs had followed him. Just at the end of
the clearing he saw the worgs, and yet they came no closer than the ring of trees. He looked around,

the blowback he raised

dead, but not alive. A thousand images and memories f lashed before

Kaitlyn Reynolds
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his eyes in a moment. He saw his parents, standing over a gravestone with his name on it. His parents
thought he was dead, his friends told them that he had died to the Worgs. Why, why was always the

question that had plagued his mind from day one. Why had he gone into this cave, why did he go on
this outing in the f irst place.

He snapped back to reality, the cave spun around him, making him dizzy. The f igure stood before

him; he had a striking resemblance to the statue. “You survived...peculiar” said the man. “This is the
f irst time someone has lived through my visions, who are you?”

“I am Aren, and what did I just see?” Aren stared the man down.

“I can give people visions of the future, but they die shortly after. Have you used a sword or magic

before?” the man inquired.

Aren wondered if it was wise to lie and say yes, he could already know and is seeing if he will lie. The

other option is that he is not very bright and will fall for the lie. “No, I am the child of a librarian and a
carpenter. I have had no need for a sword.”

“Then I shall teach you to become one of the greatest f ighters known to man!” the warrior said with a

laugh.

“Weren’t you JUST trying to kill me? What changed in those minutes?” Aren was getting heated. “You

were going to murder me with your ‘visions’ and now you want to take me as your apprentice?”

“I can see how this is a lot to take in, but you must train under me. The world depends on it.”

Aren looked at the man, he was tall with a very muscular torso. He could not beat this man in a

f ight, but he could outwit him. He devised a plan that was very bad, both in his head and on paper,

but it will have to do.

“Sir, kindly put, I would not like to be your apprentice. Although, I do have an offer for you. Solve 2

riddles and I will train with you. If you fail one of them, I walk out of here. Deal?”

The man looked Aren up and down, as if deciding if Aren was smart enough to stump him. “You

have yourself a deal, they call me Balthazar the Brain for a reason.”

“R-riddle one, I have no voice, yet I speak to you. I tell of all things in the world that people do. I have

leaves, bu-”

“A BOOK! AHAHA!” The warrior exclaimed. “That one was too easy young Aren.

Causeway

Emma
Bunkley

By: Kay

Watching the sun set

Reminds me of how big the world really is
A whole twelve more hours, until the sun

comes back around

Eating sour patch kids on the edge of a

pier

Seagulls screaming at me; yelling at me to

give them one

But there I sit, drowning in the comfort

the orange sky brings me

Driving down to the Causeway, is the sleep

after a long day for me

Nothing’s better than driving past the wa-

It’s never not a hassle, though, weaving in

and out of a parking lot

Full of day drinkers trying to leave, and

people whose nights are just starting trying
to find a spot

And its always fun watching the inpatient

people swearing at each other; I mean, something has to entertain me

But at the end of the day, grouchy people

and all, this is my favorite thing
Seeing the sky once in a while

So the days of staring at a screen aren’t

so blurred together

ter and seeing the colors of the world that
aren’t white with black font.

Green leaves on palm trees, white

sand dusting the roads, and
the deteriorating statues
of bright f ish

“Alright then f inal riddle, was I telling the truth or was I lying?”

“The subject is what determines the answer, what is this about?” the man asked.

“If you get the riddles right, who’s to say I would stay. Or would I keep true to my word?” Aren was

going free, there was no way he would guess this because there is no answer, only morals guide the
answer.

“You were lying, you said yourself you don’t want to learn under me. Regardless of if you wanted to

stay or not, I must kill you now. This cave is a secret, and to let anyone go who has seen it would be

betrayal.” The man looked at him, slowly pulled the sword from its scabbard and raised it above Aren’s
head. With a slice the blade cut through his neck, a shock running through his now limp body.
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The Man Covered in Shadows
By: Jaden Dailey

By: Ashley Kulish

The man covered in shadows felt no shine

The rain poured down incessantly,

from up above,

each drop from

Even if he had felt it before.

the sky pattering against the earth.

The rays of light once shining elegantly, has

She feels it’s comfort as it melts

dimmed slowly like moss growing on a tree.

Over her, f inally collecting in small
red puddles that pooled by

“Why has the sun stopped shining?” he asked

Her feet. Occasionally, a soft rumble,

to himself alone, the echoing of his strained

leftover from thunderbolts

voice stretched far beyond into the abyss.

The man continuously walked in every pecu-

liar shadow, trying to seek what he once had.
He was a lost wanderer.

This dark realm felt so familiar, but also for-

eign, walking down the empty road, felt nostalgic in a way.

The wanderer’s legs gave up on him, suddenly,

with no rhyme or reason.

He gasped and choked on his own breath

The air from his lungs was kidnapped by the

The Rain

Pidge White
The wanderer yelled in desperation and in

anguish, but nothing came out.

Thoughts were so loud and abundant that

Trying to keep her conscious. Wincing,
she gives in

And leans back, resting her head in the
wet grass of the f ield.

Emma Bunkley

The rain wasn’t a strange sensation
on her skin,

She understood mother nature well. It’s
been there to heal

Her wounds every time, but that
guarantee can’t always exist.
The drops that once trickled
down her face ceased,

So she closed her eyes at last, letting
her pain turn to mist.

She always found peace
In the rain.

it pierced his conscious wellbeing, and drained
every ounce of life in his regretful soul.

“Why now? I’ve accepted darkness, why now

light, why?”

The light said only few words, but those

words will stick within his soul for an eternity.

For as long as the soul lives, it will remember

these words,

“I was always here, wanderer...”

thoughts of him passing.

The wanderer felt oddly at peace, as if this

was his destiny, for the light to be no more,

and the rest of his days would be behind it.
As the wanderer let go, a sudden gaze of

light shone above him like rain coming down
from a thunderstorm on a tiny leaf.
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The Falling Count
By: Taylor Snow

Mountains
a found poem

By: Nicole L. Hebert

I can still remember the sounds. The song that always played when Dora showed up on

the screen. The music my mom would turn
sleep. My dad’s scratchy voice as he talked
episode. The feeling of worry keeping me

of night. The screaming and choked sobs

doctor sounded when

he told my parents that I might have

long time. The numbers that soon appeared.
into my skin. 9. My chance of having kids

that will forever be

blood pressure and

whoever for making me

feet running down

the hall, the sound of

my outsides. The

had to take when
aged, I realized
How when I
risk for it
thing.
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She drew a sharp breath as she stepped closer

How I pulled up my

hugged me, thanking

tube being pulled

Blood was splattered and pooled over the snow,

7. And then, nothing.

my mom ran up and

fuzzy stuffed ani-

the wild, soul-stirring echo of an eagle overhead,

quickly falling. 8. My

told me I was ok. How

little baby sister. The

Sarah Santore

10. The knife cutting

life. How the nurse

the bed squeaking as

but it was hard to resist.

then the utter silence of the mountains.

might be sick for a very

a memory of the worst time in my

better, for fixing me.

Alex Turner

cracking as she explains

it to me. How I felt when I learned that I

sounded when she took my

she turned on the scent

cancer. That I might

not get better. My mom’s voice, quiet and

gown and saw the permanent marks

It was dead quiet, dead still.

from seeing the blackness
ing to a crashing halt.

The beeping of the monitors. How the

The groggy feeling of when I woke up.

it seemed to grow stronger.

me off the ledge of another
as the pain hits me in

loaded, crashing waves. The car scream-

tears as my mom had to leave the room.

the blood on her hands lingered,

on to get my siblings to go to

My sister and brother’s

Amelia Miller
Reagan
Clark

they jumped onto their

games we played and all the

mals I could ask for. Then the struggle to walk. The

from me, making my insides feel like they were now
breathing machine I had to use and the caution I
moving AT ALL. And the simple fact, that as I

how much this one single event affected my life.

got an ultrasound, they told me I was at risk, at
happening again. That I have less, less of every-

Jessi Gilvary
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Lost Nostalgia
By: Krista Kilburg

back in the place that seemed to only exist in my dreams. Pulling into the driveway, disappointment slightly dimmed my high hopes, when I couldn’t spot the neighborhood tabby,
fittingly named Hagrid. I was sure he was off somewhere, probably terrorizing a bird or a
dog, so I pushed it to the back of my mind and walked up the stairs to the front door.

From the first step inside, I knew things were all wrong. I kept a strained smile plastered

Like the rest of the living world, I did not appreciate my childhood. I wanted so badly to

grow up: to drive, get a job, be in high school. And when those long-awaited milestones

finally did come around, it was bittersweet to say the least. With the responsibility of a

license came a monthly gas and insurance bill. To pay for this I got two jobs, and slowly

watched my social life, and not to mention sanity, melt away, like a delicious vanilla cone
in the sweltering summer heat. As of late, a strong sense of nostalgia has been coursing

through my veins, always in a state of longing for the past. That’s why when I found out

we would be taking the formerly known as annual trip to Oregon this past summer, I was
over the moon.

seemingly unreal view of the Deschutes River, and being overwhelmed with excitement to be

Emily Bazin

to my face as I noticed new paint on the walls, as my grandparents enthusiastically de-

scribed the renovations to come. It felt as though my heart had slowed as I noticed brand
new leather couches lining the living room and clean white carpet padding the basement.
Dread weighed down on me like a blanket as I walked through the home I once knew, the

home that was now unrecognizable. “I need some fresh air” or some noise resembling that
ran out of my mouth as I quickly walked out the back door. I stepped onto the back porch
and instinctively looked out towards the giant sycamore tree that shadowed the yard, the
Giving Tree of my adolescence. Immediately I felt as though I had been sucker punched in
the gut. It was gone. Remorse swallowed me
settled in the pit of my stomach
spend hours upon hours fly-

Growing up, my family would travel up to the wonderful Pacific Northwest every sum-

mer to see my dad’s extended family in the great state of Oregon. We would go up for the

month of July and stay with my grandparents in a tiny, rural town called “Milton Freewater”. Home to one Mexican restaurant, a town drive-in, and a community pool, Milton
Freewater epitomized “small town life” and was one of those places where everyone knew

everyone. My grandparents lived in a two-story, somewhat outdated, family home, and

even though there was 40-year-old wallpaper lining the living room and faded laminate
cabinets in the kitchen, it soon became one of my favorite places to be. I often long for

their luscious green lawn shaded by a large sycamore tree. Or to get pushed on the backyard tire swing by my grandfather as he animatedly recites me a tale from his youth.

It was in those days, days I spent laughing with my sister as we sprinted to the ice cream

shop. Or days I would stretch out on a sunny couch with a new book series from the town
library, that I felt the freest. Free from the clutches of age, of worry, of life. Of course, at
the time I didn’t realize it, and it has since then brought me to the conclusion that the
cheesy cliche is true: you never realize how much you’ll miss something until its gone.

Emily Bazin

the clouds on had been tak-

slowly sat down on the steps.
It was as if I had lost a

I practically had, seeing
held my memories in

as if centuries had passed. I remember driving through the rolling hills, looking out at the
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as I noticed

the tire swing I would
ing through
en down. I

loved one.
as I

such high regard. I
heard the sliding
glass door open

and the comforting sound of my
grandfathers

aged voice filled
the air.

“Jane?”, he called

out.

“Over here”, I an-

swered. I felt his pres-

ence appear beside me,
This past summer, I went back up to Oregon after four years of missed visits and felt

hole. What had happened here? Acceptance

lowering his looming,

Elke
Stelter

lanky figure down to
the steps with me.
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We sat in silence for a bit, watching the grass blow faintly in the breeze.

“Grandpa, where’s Hagrid?”, I timidly said, not daring to look up from the cracks on the

sidewalk. My grandfather sighed; he didn’t need to say anything. I already knew.

Tears pooled in my eyes as I looked up at the birds somersaulting through the sky. I

could hear the whisper of chirps echoing around the neighborhood. Taking a deep breath, I

Hall of

closed my eyes, trying to accept the inevitable truth.

“Did I ever tell you about the time I met your grandmother?” I smiled. He had. Thousands

of times probably. But I wasn’t going to tell him that.

“You haven’t”. He grinned. With a sharp inhale of breath, he began the famous tale, not a

hint less of excitement from the first time I heard it, probably 10 years ago.

“Well, I always had a crush on her, even way back in Kindergarten.” I leaned my head on

his shoulder and looked towards the spot where my beloved sycamore tree once was. I noticed a tiny sapling sprouting from the ground. It was in that moment that I realized; the
world was going to change with me. It was unreasonable for me to expect the people and
places I loved to remain the same. I had grown up, and they had taken the journey with
me, probably for the best.

My grandfather put his arm around me, still animatedly telling his favorite story. I gazed

Tyler Sussman

at the ground, and I swore I could see the shattered remnants of rose-tinted glass.

Micaela Socha

Gianna Colucci
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Strange Visitor

back to two months earlier by the elastic of respectful illness. The curtains were drawn to hide the

By: Ryleigh Chisler

and when the basin was full, wiped steam off the mirror. There was a noise from somewhere behind

As always when he got back from the hospital, Henry stood on the doorstep trying and failing to f ind

the right key.

The house was familiar, it had been home when he was a child and now seemed almost to resent him

for going away or for coming back at all. That was why the key always seemed to skitter away from his

hand, hiding amongst its identical brothers and sisters until he was cold and frustrated enough for a
point to have been made.

At last Henry found the key, turned it in the lock and pushed his way into a house that had stopped

being a home and had turned instead into a dozen empty rooms gathered around a lot of silence.

The hallway was dim and looked no different than it had when he was a boy. There was still an old

fashioned telephone on a table resting on a pile of even older directories, framed prints of seascapes,

and landscapes on the walls. The only change was a plastic calendar with sliding months and numbers, f ixed forever on the 15th of January, the day his father went into the hospital.

Henry could have walked through every room of the house with his eyes closed, navigating its landmarks by memory without need for stars or compass.

On that afternoon though, something felt different,
out of place even.
“Hello?”

The single word spoken aloud echoed awkwardly

in the empty space, he didn’t get an answer. He
wasn’t expecting one, but he still felt that he

wasn’t alone. Henry climbed the stairs one

riser at a time and the feeling of not being
alone climbed along with him. Each step

produced its own distinct creak, sounds

to which he paid unusual attention. Like a

child walking past the haunted house for no

other purpose than a dare, he imagined unseen

eyes watching his every move. He told himself with
the voice of a reasonable adult that his reaction

was absurd. The house was empty, it had been

empty when he left and it had stayed that way
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while he was sat by his father’s bedside.

At the top of the stairs he turned right into the bedroom he had used as a boy and had been drawn

clutter that had colonized it over twenty years of disuse and the air inside was faintly musty. Having
taken off his shirt, he walked back across the landing and into the bathroom, turned the hot tap on,
him, in the mirror Henry watched the eyes of his ref lection widen in alarm.

It wasn’t, he was sure, one of the familiar noises the house made as it shifted and settled on its foun-

dations; there was somebody else out there. Turning quickly with his hands still wet, Henry rushed out
onto the landing, a cold chill bristled across his shoulders. There was nobody there; that didn’t make
him feel any more comfortable. From the landing he walked into his father’s room. It was a museum

untouched since the day he went into the hospital, one with a curator who deserved to be dismissed

judging by the f ine layer of dust covering every f lat surface. Out on the landing there was a stealthy

scuff ing noise, he couldn’t identify what had made it; just knew that it shouldn’t have been made at
all.

Henry ran back out onto the landing, as he did something f lew up the stairs straight past his head.

Instinctively he ducked, throwing his arms up as if to ward off a thrown object. Whatever he was trying
to ward off changed direction and came back towards him, bringing with it a gust of air tainted with
something musty and unclean.

The f lying object passed around behind him and banged against the top edge of the open bedroom

door. Turning around again, Henry saw a small brown bird hovering against the ceiling, its wings moving so fast they were almost invisible. For some reason Henry found this more alarming than the rock
throwing burglar he had imagined to be invading his house. He didn’t question how this tiny brown
intruder had got into the house; he just wanted to drive it out.

Suddenly he was running along the landing shouting and waving his arms as if he too wanted to

take to the air. Frightened, the bird shot up towards
the ceiling, found nowhere to go, then banging its

wings awkwardly on the top edge of the door f lew
away from his angry voice into the bedroom. Still

shouting and burning up with an anger that made
him stupid, Henry followed. He stood in the center

of the room turning around in circles. The bird was

nowhere to be seen; somehow it had lost itself in the
dimness of the room.

“Where are you? Who let you into my house?”

To his own ears, his voice sounded strained and

hysterical, like that of a child caught on the wrong

side of a game he didn’t understand. This brought

him back to something similar to calm. He stood still

Christina Hale
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in the center of the room and listened to the too loud thump of his heart. Out of the corner of his eye,
Henry saw something move. It was the bird, hovering at ceiling height in the corner of the room, its
tiny black eyes shining in a shaft of sunlight coming in through a chink in the drawn curtains.

The anger f lamed up in Henry again. He rushed towards the bird shouting and waving his arms

wildly. At the last moment it f luttered away. He stopped, lumbered around in a clumsy half circle, then
chased off after it again. They played out this sad, silly parody of a cartoon chase for maybe half an

hour, then stopped and retreated to their respective corners like the exhausted contestants in a wrestling match for idiots. The bird hovered by the window, its unblinking pebble eyes ref lected back at
Henry, twin miniature images of someone made wild by panic and anger.

For some reason this, more than anything else about the whole absurd invasion, hurt like a slap in

the face. Henry lunged forwards into the chase again f illed with the energy of pure rage. He chased the

bird around in circles as before, this time though there was something like purpose behind his actions.
Flapping his arms wildly he drove the bird out of the bedroom back onto the landing and from there

into the bathroom; triumphantly he slammed the door shut sealing them both inside. Sensing, perhaps,
that the initiative had changed hands the bird f lew up to the ceiling then hovered, bumping its wings
ineffectually against the top edge of the closed door.

Henry paid it no attention and reached again for the window catch, swinging the small casement

upwards to let a blast of cold air into the room. The bird began to beat its wings frantically against the

top edge of the door, a snow shower of dust drifted down and settled on the carpet. Henry snatched up
a towel and rushed at the bird waving it like a f lag, his adversary f luttered away setting the light

f itting swinging wildly in the process. Another snow shower of dust sifted down onto the carpet. Some
of it stirred up by the motion of the towel rose up into the air making him want to sneeze.
Frantically trying to avoid the swinging towel, the bird made an awkward landing

on the window ledge, then skittered along it sending even more dust up into
the air. Henry trapped it in the corner of the window, dropped the towel,

and made a lunge for the bird; it f luttered away, but not far enough. His
second grab was successful. For a moment his

f ingers touched a ball of greasy feathers encasing a dementedly beating
heart. Howling aloud with revulsion, Henry shoved the bird through the
open window.

As he slammed the casement shut and clicked the lock into place the bird

hovered momentarily in the air glaring at him with its unblinking black eyes;
then with a violent f lap of its wings was gone. Henry stood in the bath-

room listening to the cymbal-clash of his own heartbeat. Already what had
just happened seemed unreal, like the outlandish events of a dream fading
rapidly from memory.

Dylon
Martin

Downstairs the telephone that had sat silently on the hall table since

before his father went into the hospital, started to ring.
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I'm Here,

An Everyday strife

By: Mason Fleske

By: Taylor Snow

You set the broken radio down on the f loor;

Just a regular day,

You kneel on your hands and knees,,,

Erin Dean

					sobbing

My sister, my friend.
The glass shatters,

You no longer feel embarrassed---

And she falls.

You no longer feel the clock ticking away---

Everything is red.

You think back at all the months prior, and think
		

Doing chores with her;

Blood drains from her leg,

“Wow, how is that person even me?”

And leaves a path through the house.

Olivia Cummings

The doors left open,

You don’t see Him;

Everything rushed.

You don’t feel Him;

The car speeding.
Red lights ran

Isolation wasn’t completely unbearable,

And stop signs blown.

But it was still a heavy weight to bear,,,

We run for the doors;
She is taken away

You already made a decision;

On a gurney, fast.

I am left crying hard

You stand tall,

Like the day I was born.

Your neck stood high,

The only time she cracks,

Amir
Gerges

You don’t hear the rain anymore,
and you f inally f ind peace,

And lets a single tear fall
Is when she is told

Sahil
Sonkusre

She will never be able to
Move like she used to.

However as you strung up high,
strangely calm legs,

strangely empty mind,

		

a voice coming from the radio, stopping your train of thought---

											“Hello,,,?		

I love you,”

I’m Here,

37

Emily Bazin

Erin Dean

Nathan Pray

38

The Silence

Lyrics from "Hold On" by Chord Overstreet

By: Dayna Palkoner

self that “I wish that you could see the pain that I’ve seen” so that you would understand

just how bad you hurt me. “Hold on, I still want you, come back, I still need you, let me take
your hand, I’ll make it right, I swear to love you all my life” were the words that were now

on constant replay in my head day in and day out. I wanted so badly to be back with him

Madeleine James

“I’d rather be a lover than a f ighter.” These lyrics pound in my head thumping against

the thoughts in my mind. My heart was shattered into many millions of pieces and “love

only left me alone.” The loneliness hit me the hardest. I told myself that I’d just “sit here in
the silence” as pools of water collected in my eyes and threatened to fall onto my cheeks.

I still loved him. The boy with blue eyes: my best friend. Seven months together and three
years never apart. I was alone and would scream out “I’m in need of a savior,” but no one

would reach out to help me. I was slipping. Slipping deeper and darker down; even though I
was “trying my best to be okay,” I felt like there was “no point in trying.”
“My

love up and got lost on me” in the matter of an hour. One hour and

my life was “getting colder” as I sat alone in the corner of

a packed room of high schoolers. We had been in a “loving

and fighting” cycle for weeks but I had just been “blinded

and to make sure that all of the plans we had made came to be true. You wouldn’t talk to
me and you were just “silent beside me” as I wasted away longing for you to come back to
me. Just “hold on, let’s go home,” please.

“It’s been a year now, think I’ve figured out how, How to let you go and let communication

die out.” I’m feeling better but there’s still this hole inside of me where his love once resided.
I know in my heart that I will always love him no matter what the outcome of the relationship was. Looking back on what happened, I realized that “I found peace in your violence

and [that I had been] silent for too long” which will change the way I look at relationships
in the future. “I hope I never lose the bruises that you left behind” so I can remind myself

of the pain that you caused and the heartbreak that happened and so that I won’t let my-

self fall into another toxic relationship the way I fell for you. Through this experience I only
have one thing left to say to you, “You were the light for me to find my truth and I just
wanna say, thank you.”

by the brighter side” of a forever toxic relationship. “I

didn’t feel it.” I couldn’t feel anything after it happened.
My “world was ending” and all I wanted was for you to
“come over and stay the night” so we could fix things.
So that I could
f ix things.

I told my friends that I was trying to “hide the

shock and the chill in my bones” but that “I’m tired
of being so exhausted” from pretending that I

didn’t love him. That I would never love him again.
I’m “too young to feel this old, watching us both

grow cold” as I lose one of the most important,

influential people in my life. As I stood back and

watched events unfold, I realized that all you were
doing was “tellin’ me pretty little lies” as I foolish-

ly fell deeper in love with your blank
lovesick eyes.

Stasi
Gerges

Months passed and I still felt this

pit in the bottom of my heart where
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Sarah Boyd

you once were and I kept telling my-
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At 17

Submergence.
By: Alissa Vani

By: Zaria Myrick

I was born around 7 a.m. on July 9th, 2003
I’m a morning person

Avery Straumann

I enjoy the sunrise and morning dew with a

Unique means you’re not in an endless cycle of

I like nature

The cycle where everything is planned and

trees and how the wind blows to spread its love

actly what you want and how exactly and when

tail feathers to gain the attention of possible

Like a game of life except you cheat because you

competition

mansion

I think a lot

But that’s not what I want in life

It leaves to much room for doubt

I want to explore

fresh cup of coffee that burns my tongue

routines

The sounds cicadas make when they sing for the

mapped out for your future and you know ex-

I like how ducks f lap their wings and shake their

exactly you want it exactly

mates like they are trying to win a wet t-shirt

only want to be a doctor so you can afford the

I want adventure and spontaneity

But I accept that it’s a part of me

But most of all

I guess I’m just so afraid of falling off that cliff

Just this moment right now is one night of sleep

What I want in this exact moment

That cliff we stand on the edge of as we look

without interrupting thoughts

instead of no

Hi.

ment and shame and misunderstanding

I was born around 7 a.m. on July 9th, 2003

If we had gotten past our fears of disappoint-

Odd means not normal
Not predictable

Odd means unique
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quickly turns to solemn surface dives.
Submergence!

At the piano’s climax

followed by the returning of the tide.

Soft thoughts unconsciously bob between the
surface and arcane.

the explorer falls out of time.

And with a splash in the pool
rise the bubbles.

The music is muff led down here-

and the water seeping into open ears.

Mitchell McGruder

The weight of water’s pure body lies on the

Minutes turn to hours.

Subtle warning palpitations give way to re-

The waves have passed and the world is in

chest.

signed bearing,

as the effervescence reaches bare f ingertips.

Lungs gasp for air

My name is Zaria

And I am ready to start living my own life

begging not to be drowned in the lukewarm.
But encompassed by truth rises the heat of
resolve.

With no other senses left
vision turns to dark.

Or dinner mints and peanuts

But I like odd

“Drift with the motion.”

the sound is torture to the mind!

Like popcorn and hot sauce

I know it’s odd.

a dip in the ref lection pool

traveler;

The f izz pops with fury

I like weird food combinations

Or red beans and rice with banana

The essence of life leaks from the ducts

covered up by the crashing waves

I don’t like it

down on what could have been if we had said yes

From the bustling shallow descends a lost

“Stay!” cries the waves

Emma
Bunkley

The water is still.
motion.

Once immersed, now wise

the traveler is kissed by the icy air upon ascent.

One step from the inorganic

is followed by countless glassy drops
sliding off the skin.
The shallow is near

but the deep remains in the ears.
The rest evaporates away

After eyes open to see the murky foam.
With a snap they are shut.

The deep beckons and calls.

Erin Dean
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The Final Goodbye
By: Cora Anderson

I walked along the shoreline of the beach. Shells tumbling with the push and pull of the ocean. The

moonlight creating a sparkling f ield of diamonds on the waves. My grandfather told me a man can see

his whole life looking at the moon. His shadow is his past, he himself is the present, and the night sky is
his future. He can choose to look into the darkness or to look at the light of the moon. I try to focus on
the moon, on my future, but the hypnotic sounds of the waves pull my attention away...

“Grandpa! Grandpa! Look at the castle I built!” my younger self says as the image of Grandpa comes

closer to the shore.

“Well that’s the mightiest castle I’ve ever seen Smalls. No doubt f illed with treasure and guarded by f-

ire breathing dragons!” he says with a smile and lifts my seven-year-old self off the ground.
“Careful Dad or you will hurt your back!” calls my mother coming into view.

“Oh hush! My back is f ine enough to pick up this young knight,” he starts tickling me and we both

laugh.

“A knight huh? Is that your castle Charlie?”

“Sure is!” I call back to her looking proudly at my sandcastle baking in the mid-morning sun. It wasn’t

much, just an upside-down bucket of sand with seashells as windows and a red f lag on top. Yet at
the time it held my most prized possession. My imagination.

The memory fades away as a tear rolls down my face. The sandcastle was long washed away, but I

know exactly where on this beach it sat. That day Grandpa and I battled other knights for treasure

hidden in the sand and tamed the most fearsome dragon of them all before my mother said it was
time to go home and wash up. That day was so much fun. I can’t believe I was ever that young and

innocent, oblivious to what’s to come. Another big sparkling wave crashes on the shore. I hear footsteps
behind me, so I turn to see a new scene.

“Got butterf lies Smalls?” asks Grandpa.

“Can’t help it,” I reply with a little bit of a laugh to try and hide exactly how nervous I was. This me is

seventeen years old. I’m all dressed up for prom and looking out at the horizon searching for answers I
knew would never come.

“Alex is the luckiest person in the world Charlie.” He looks at me very seriously then returned to that

smile that rarely left his face. “The two of you will have fun, don’t you worry.”

I walk over to Grandpa and give him a hug. He always knew what to say and in that moment those

words eased my mind a little. Then with his arm around my shoulders we walk back to the house.
I would soon f ind out Alex, my date, had arrived and was as nervous as I was. The memory fades

more and more as they go farther into the distance. He was right though. Alex and I had a blast! I still
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remember the lights, the music, and the buzz of the crowd. I remember the banners and white and

blue balloons spread across the gym. I remember tripping on a def lated balloon and Alex helping me up

instead of laughing in my face. I just wonder if he knew that Alex and I would end up together. Maybe...
Another wave crashes on the shore. Next to me, an image takes form and the sound of mini splash-

es takes me into a new f lashback. I stand nearly six feet away from my nineteen-year-old self who is

skipping rocks off the waves of the beach. I had grabbed the rocks from the pebbled path that led down
to the beach. Each cast bounces off more and more waves. I was trying to throw my thoughts into the

vast unknown. I just wanted them out of my head so I could enjoy my last moments in my hometown
before heading off to college.

“Escaping the commotion Smalls?” Grandpa hollers stepping off the path onto the beach.

He was talking about my mother crying as she folds my clothes into my basket back at

the house. She insisted on doing it even though I told her I could manage. I was excited to

leave for college, really, I was, but seeing her cry only made me realize I was going to miss her
and Grandpa. I wouldn’t be gone though; I was just two or three hours away from home.

“You caught me,” I reply jokingly. I put my hands in the air like a police off icer was yelling at me.

“Caught me red handed!”

“She’s happy for you, just sad you’re leaving. As am I, but I also know you will have fun. Just keep your

grades up and don’t do anything incredibly stupid,” he says with a smile.

“Grades are not a problem...the other part...No promises!” I say sarcastically.

He laughs and I hand him a rock. We had spent the rest of the day skipping rocks across the waves.

He told me about his time spent in college. I told him about my plans for the future. The mirage of us
skipping rocks under the sun’s heat fades away. I couldn’t help

but smile at the thought of that memory. My smile only lasted

a second until the painful realization of reality came back. With
that, so returned my solemn expression.

Another wave crashes on the shore. This time I turn to see

myself crying, looking at the shells tumbling with each wave

Dani
Oden

that hits the shore. My arms are resting on my knees
as I sit on the sand. Grandpa is walking up to my
twenty-f ive-year-old self, tears in his eyes.

“Hey Smalls,” he forces a smile, but I can’t even look

him in the eye.

“You’ll beat this! I just know you will!” I lash out

at him, heart stricken with pain. Fear, anger, worry,
swirling in my heart and swelling in my throat.

“Charlie, if something happens...if I don’t make it...I

want you to be prepared.”

“Stop it! This is NOT goodbye! You WILL beat
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Amelia Miller

Object

cancer! You just have...” I couldn’t hold back my tears any longer. In a soft,
weak voice I whisper, “You just have to win.”

He sits down by my side, arm on my shoulders. The sun beating

down on us making the sand blazing hot, yet neither of us cared. We cry

By: Lance Hill

together till all our tears were spent; our emotions f looding the sea. “I love

you, Grandpa.”

Lying, still folded

This memory didn’t fade. It kicked me in the heart and ran away to hide.

Carefully vacant I am

Like a cruel game. I remember him f ighting a long, merciless battle, but he did beat

As vacant as them

cancer...that time. I thought he was invincible like an old superman that would always be there.

I was wrong.

Katie Walsh

Another wave crashes on the shore. I didn’t want to turn around, but when I heard

wind chimes, my eyes grew wide. I look at the ring on my f inger then back up to see
Alex and my twenty-seven-year old self standing in front of the alter. People gath-

ered on both sides of a red carpet laid out on the sand. Wind chimes blowing in the gen-

Dani
Oden

tle breeze sounding a song only nature herself could sing. Friends and family gathered from

Carleigh Sass

First Love

all around the country to support us on that big day. I see Grandpa looking as proud as ever.
“You may kiss the bride!” the priest says.

The sun was setting in the background; it looked almost like a movie ending. At that moment in my

life, everything was perfect. For only that moment. The knot in my stomach is getting stronger. I looked

By: Lance Hill

at my younger self longing for a piece of that joy I felt.

You were everything

“Congratulations Smalls,” Grandpa says with a smile. That amazing smile I will always know him for.

Red lips red face red words I’m

“Thank You,” I reply back to him. Alex takes my hand excited to talk to everyone and we head

Luke Jordan

Dead a ghost of you

through the crowd. I look back at him in his tux and his face weathered and weary by time, yet brightened by his smile and blue eyes. He stands by the ocean as the last sliver of light disappears behind
him. With that, so does the memory.

I look out at the ocean that f ield of sparkling memories. He was there through it all. The good the

bad, the hard the steady, through happiness and sorrow. Alex takes my hand and my son takes the

other. I didn’t even hear them come. Alex squeezes my hand to try to give me some comfort. They both
know how hard this is for me. How hard it would be for anyone to let go of someone they love. After

the funeral I just could not bear to stay in the house. I needed air. That’s probably why they waited to

come down to the beach instead of immediately following me. To give me time to think and accept it all.

Alondra
Torres-Montoya

Looking at the beach, this quiet place, awakened by my thoughts and footsteps. This place where I grew

up and the place I want my son to grow up. Our footprints may wash away, but they are not gone. The
waves take them to the safety of the depths while clearing the canvas for new memories.

I look up at the moon, that shining wonder, ready to move on and face tomorrow. I look back at the

shadow on the beach. I swear my shadow smiled back. A smile that will forever be in my heart. With my
family in both hands we head back towards land. Back to our house. Back to our lives.
Thank you, Grandpa, for watching over me.

45

Becca Allen

K.B.

Katie Walsh
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Escape the Heat
By: Kaylin Matthews

Winter frost bites so apples dove,

Inf luencing my every step

Dove down towards the ground below,

I have tried to defy him

The urge to light a match

People gather, they gather round

Continues raging on

To collect their apples with much sound,

How many lives would be lost

The sound of joy and connection,

If I were to set this village ablaze

Baskets upon baskets with no objection,

I hear him whisper

“Summon the f ires of hell,

Trees do the work year after year,

Beckon the inferno to my side”

Kaylin
Matthews

How I wish the heavens could hear my plea
I beg for the gods to weep

Send the rains to snuff my f lame
And the blackest of soot

The spill falls from my hand

How far I have fallen

The f lare running across the f ields

I will spend eternity

Infecting the grass below

My place is set

Starving and begging for more

A prisoner of Lucifer

The stronger and faster it becomes

I beg you set me free

Finally it has reached the colony

Too late my prayers were answered

I beg you set me free

The creature has long since gone

Constant torment

Nothing is left for me to do

The wind carries their screams

My sins have exceeded

Your skin will melt

Down I go to claim my throne

Leaving no time for escape

The storm has settled in

Yet each year it’s the people who cheer,
The trees hard work taken away,

For only the forgotten soldiers stay,
Apples baked into pies or sold,

New stories from the gathering told,
All in time for winter to come,

The wind blows the trees with a gentle strum,
Every year at Hillside’s grove,

From the trees the apples dove,

Again and again, for ten years still,

Throughout the grove the baskets fill.

Amir
Gerges

The demon that plagued my thoughts

Behind my ear

But fall and accept my fate

Don’t step too close

The morality of Satan

Nothing but embers

My new kingdom down below
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Sarah
Boyd

Like fallen soldiers along each row,

He is much too strong

The closer it gets to the town

By: Cora Anderson

Big rolling green hills house the grove,

The creature sits in the back of my mind

I beg you set me free

The Farm

I no longer wish to be free

Elke Stelter

Riley Sutton
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Mixed Child
By: Maya Farooq

Emma
Bunkley

She is a mixed child.

I have become so ashamed of the color of my

Go back to your country.

around, the clothes my grandparents wear

Terrorist they call her.
Where would I go?

I am a child of old Uncle Sam, I am a student
of our nation’s schools, I am a citizen born
here.

My country is here.

Why are your eyebrows like that?

They look like cockroaches they say.

How can I change something so often to please

you, how can I mold into your standards every
day?

The waxing hurts enough, what else is this girl
supposed to do?

What is that on your grandma’s head?

Hey little lady, why don’t you show me your
hair?

What am I supposed to do?

I’m starting to believe their words, starting to
wonder if it’s true, starting to believe that I
should be like everyone else.

Take it off grandma please, you’re embarrassing me.

Why do you eat such spicy food?

Go eat a ham and cheese sandwich.
She’s not supposed to eat ham.
Here, have mine they say.

She can’t say no, so she takes it.

I say I enjoy it, I say I find it better than the
biryani my father has packed, I say that my

food is nasty compared to the food they gave
me.

And so, I pack a sandwich everyday now.
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skin, the language my father speaks when

when taking us for walks. I have become so

ashamed of a name given to me, ashamed of

how my father got here, ashamed to be Pakistani.

And so, I take pride in my white, Hungarian
side.

But I am a child of two immigrants.
One brown, one white.

I am a child of two immigrants, and I was
born here in America.

All this and I am an immigrant to myself.

I am an immigrant in a country which I was
born in.

I am tired of the words spoken by my friends,

they pass it off as jokes, but what kind of joke
is one that discriminates against other eth-

nicities for being themselves, what joke calls a
little brown girl a terrorist? What joke makes
me feel like a stranger in my own flesh?
I am a mixed child born in mixed skin.

Not white enough to be called white, not brown
enough to be called brown.

I am a mixed child in a country born among
mixed children.

I am a mixed child of two self-earning parents.
I am a mixed child of Hungarian and Pakistani descent.

My home is my heart where it lies, away from
the cruelty of our world’s discrimination.

She is a mixed child, and her name, her name,
her name is Maya Farooq.

Sean Boland
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Light of the World
On the f irst day, when the light of the sun

f irst kissed the surface of

the earth, Mother Flora took it upon

herself to create plant life.

She formed the delicate petals of

the rose on her f ingertips,

stroked the fresh leaves of oak
pansive f ields with a blanket
up as much of the earth as
She saw that what she

lovely, and as her sister,

on animals and humans,
Flora, upon her pensive

plant was missing, and

She spoke to Fauna and
subject, asking,

Emma Bunkley

briars, and hugged ex-

of grass, striving to cover
she could with her love.
made was good and

this as she posed the question
response, Man said,

“A plant that reflects the glory

of light. It should be bright, warm,

ward the sky, where it truly belongs.”
of her sister and Man, and set out

reach both descriptions given to her.

She took the form of a human, and

described it, searching for an area
and warm. Flora found herself on

streaming overhead, rays on the ocean’s

decided, would be where she gathered the

plant, f itting it with leafy limbs and fur like Man, and shaped his view of the sky in her hands,

stretching and kneading the light into a solid substance to be united with the stalk of her plant.
The light settled into the form of a large golden f lower, countless petals surrounding the cen-

ter of its head like a righteous crown. Flora named it “Sunf lower” because of how its beauty was
derived from the sun. She presented it to Man, placing it in open fields with its brethren, and

encouraging them to reach toward the light from whence they came. This f lower has since been

an embodiment of strength, pride, warmth, and peace, and its face is a reminder that both Man
and nature are capable of great beauty.

break, realized that one
had yet to be created.

consulted Man on the

made resembling my

ing trees. Resilient, powerful,

head aloft, his hardworking nature, and his passion to work toward his aspirations.

they took time to rest.

“Something must be

over the wildflowers, yet

recognized the strength in Man, the upright nature of his spine, the way he proudly held his

Fauna, f inished her work

plant doesn’t exist, yet

Man, a plant that is strong
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saplings, arranged sun-

“What is missing? What

very much should?” Fauna

Flora then resumed her form as a spiritual being, so as to see Man the way Fauna did. Flora

Flora then collected a root from the strongest tree she made and used it as the spine of her

By: Hailey Andrews

sweet berries on f lowering

bright, and peaceful, ref lecting the true wonders presented by the sky’s brilliance.

replied,

and sturdy, dominating

smaller than the tower-

proud.” Flora took note of

to Fauna’s prized creation. In
of the sky and the wonders

peaceful, and should reach to-

Flora was inspired by the words

to create the perfect plant to

she strove to see the sky as Man

where the light was most brilliant

the shores of a beach, sunlight

waves, calming her mind. This, she

light that Man so described, warm,

Pidge White
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Early Mornings

Haiku 1
By: Mason Fleske

By: Sarah Smithey

Deep in hollow logs

My eyes are open but I’m still asleep

I’m rocked by the bumps in the asphalt street

Krista
Kilburg

The curves of the road that guide me along

Down a path taking me where I belong

The mornings still dark as I drive alone

Lay the tiny wooden frogs.

The croak, their quiet song.

On an empty road that’s all my own

The quiet in its peace is chilling to hear

Em Battaglia

But I’m free in knowing that no one’s near

Where the passing streetlights fly by in a blur

Elke Stelter

I don’t know what it is I search for

Haiku 2

When reality’s unchecked and time doesn’t

exist

I see something appear out in the midst

By: Mason Fleske

The sun coming up just over the horizon

Outshining the stars on the belt of Orion

Olyvia Rasmussen

The dark purple abyss melting to blue

Salute my sister,

Sing songs to celebrate how
Silly we sounded.

Across the sky Apollo rides with his crew

The clouds that blush with orange and pink
Stare too long and you’ll forget to blink

Erin
Dean

The morning begins as the rooster crows
People arise from the sun aglow

My long empty road is beginning to fill
Of workers trying to pay their bills

Another day, another way, another heartache
My eyes are closed but I’m wide awake.
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Amelia Miller

Sarah Boyd

Matt
Plennert
Katie Walsh

Lottie
Harrington
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The End
By: Courtney Hodges
Sometimes I wish the world would end
Not forever

Just for a day or two

To not even have worries of school or life in my
thoughts

To have worries greater than this

Sometimes I wish the world would end so I can
learn to appreciate the simple worries
The worries of due dates and chores

The worries of grades and wondering if all my
work was for naught

All those worries far behind me

Elke
Stelter

I wish I had the worries of those in movies and
adventure books

Fighting the patriarchy and discovering new
powers

Having to hike every where because transportation is down

Having car chases or running through the

forest at full speed trying not to get caught by
some unknown entity
Scavenging

Hiding and spying

Sneaking into an enemy base

Fighting for justice in a war I didn’t start but
sure as heck will end

I know this seems selfish

I know for some people it’s reality

Cayden
Hesimyere

But if am allowed I’d like to have this selfish
notion

This ludicrous thought that
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Emma Bunkley

Sometimes I wish the world would end
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