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member of the Creative Writing Club and did all of the design work on this document.  She 
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It’s always essential to have plenty of music in your work, and stardust in your eyes. It takes a lot 
of people a long time to get that (for some, a lifetime!), but once you do, then you can really start 

singing. 

~Kelly Swain, Co-Editor 

 

DISCLAIMER:  These are all original works by Boone students, and each student retains 
copyright and intellectual ownership over his or her submissions.  We are grateful that 

these students have entrusted us with their creativity and their thoughts. 

 

 

“The lady doth protest too much, methinks. . .”  Hamlet, Act III, scene iii.   
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And the fear holds me 

 

Thalassophobia  

 

The fear of the ocean, vast bodies of water, or of sea 
travel. 

 

As I stand against the loosely rocky shore, the waves’ foam 
arms reaching for my feet, the word echoes in my mind, 
somewhere far and distant. Like a distant crashing of 
water, or a far off seagull call. Everything around me 
sounds distant, like my ears are already underwater. 

 

I look down into the dark, dark water below, deeper than 
black and colder than blue, more soulless than any shade 
of green could be, and it feels like it’s coming for me, 
rushing on ice cold legs up the stone expanse that 
separates us a mere 15 feet apart, but that 15 feet feels like 
it’s getting smaller, and smaller. 

 

I hate the fear, and the cold, and the soullessness, and the 
echoing sound. I hate it deeper than love, and colder than 
indifference, and more soullessly than unrighteous anger. 
I hate that I am afraid, but I am, and that fear freezes me. 

 

10 feet, 8 feet, 3 feet, 1 foot. The water rushes at me like a 
beast, those foam arms trapping me in a loveless 
embrace.  

 

There is no more room to fear, to breathe, and hopelessly, 
I fall into it. 

 

~Kelly Swain  

 

  



A Musing 

 

And so I sit here, staring at the sky 

Pondering my potential in my solemn life. 

Watching how Time ebbs and flies by 

Over my gloomy head, but this passage doesn’t want strife. 

 

It instead wishes for me to open my eyes 

“Look around you, you are going to be fine! 

You’ve been surrounded by so many allies 

Who want nothing but for you to shine!” 

 

And so I stood up and quickly turned behind 

Entering the forest with trees tall, sky high 

And I began naming them on how they align 

To the friends I’ve made since last July. 

 

~Alexys Veloz 

  



Original Photography by Madeline Morrell   



Ribs from the Fridge  

 

They say, this sounds like a hot winter, burned pine cones. 

I’ll accept it, I’m too busy drinking my Coke.  

After all, I’m too busy to protest it. I got three 9 to 5 jobs that I need to access.  

I heard something about dead kids on the radio.  

I didn’t care enough, so I changed the channel, though, 

I might get up to fetch something from the fridge.  

News at Nine tells me that there was an explosion at a local school  

and that protests are marching through the streets.  

It quickly cuts to an advertisement for the local Walmart.  

I feel bad for that place, I heard about vandalism of some kind happening on its bathroom walls. I heard that 
some of that was “politically charged” vandalism, absolutely awful.  

I’ve also heard something about children in cages,  

but I was too busy eating this plate of ribs I had in the fridge. Quite delicious.  

Sprinkled with salt and pepper, I got it from the local restaurant down the street a week ago. 

I heard this company uses slave labor, I don’t know if that’s true or not,  

but I don’t really care, back to the ribs.  

I also heard something about slaves in our prison systems. 

But their prisoners, so you know, does it matter?  

Wait, I dropped some barbecue sauce onto my T-shirt.  

Dang it, this is the worst thing that’s ever happened to me.  

I’ve also heard about rocks being thrown through windows. That’s terrifying.  

I don’t want to have to buy a new window.  

I work hard for my money that I’m not planning on putting towards windows.  

That would just be an act of cruelty.  

But today there was a protest of some kind happening downtown,  

someone actually through a brick through a department storefront.  

Arguably hurting that company’s profits.  

Disgusting. 

How did society get to this point? 

 

~Spencer Griffith 

 

  



Original Art by Hailey Mosher   



The Sound of Your Love 

 

When I was 12  

I was rejected for the first time 

You told me there was no way I was gay  

You would corner me into discussions about  

How this meant my life would be miserable 

How I should “reconsider” this “decision” 

 

Come to think of it 

It wasn’t the first time I got rejected  

But it was one of the first moments  

When I could feel the anxiety in my chest  

The fear of not being good enough  

The fear of never being happy  

The fear that being gay was wrong  

Build inside me  

And if you don’t love me, who will  

 

It is the same feeling I get  

When you tell me you love me  

And then follow it up with   

“You need to grow up”   

“You should be acting like an adult”  

 

It is the sound of the skin coming apart beneath my fingertips  

When I can’t breathe and cramping fingers and arms  

Become hives  

And the hives becomes blurry vision 

Because I am too busy hyperventilating 

To get any oxygen anywhere  

That isn’t dedicated to hyperventilating    

They say a panic attack cannot last more than 20 minutes  

But I once gave myself a scar the size of my forearm  

From scratching for so long  

 

I lied when people asked    

Didn’t say that it was the sound of “love” ripping over me  

Another string snapping  

I can’t repair them as fast as they break   

And then I can’t walk, think or breathe  



All I feel is the sound of heartstrings snapping  

The sound of your love tearing me to pieces  

I’ve come so far but it won’t enough for you and it never will  

 

It’s the perfect stage for a panic attack  

 

You say I can’t tell people I’m gay 

Because they will not love me that way  

 

And I remember the loneliness and the years  

That passed before I could truly accept myself  

And when you once again refuse to accept me,  

Slouching shoulders carry the burden 

Of the fear that I wasn’t meant to be loved  

 

Maybe the sound of your love will never change  

And maybe that’s okay  

Maybe the sound of your love will always snap my heartstrings  

 

The trick is to learn to distance myself from the noise  

Of your love 

They say time heals all wounds but they forget to tell us  

That time cements all decisions  

I cannot forget all that happened  

In the name of “love” 

 

But I can let infected wounds becomes scars  

Another good story to learn from  

 

As my heartstrings find their ends and come together again 

The sound of your love may not change  

But I can fill my ears with the sound of healing  

And one day my heart will play a beautiful tune  

That carries the discordance of each scar 

As measures of progress  

Every beat a step in the right direction 

The sound of your love may not change  

But the beating in my chest  

The beating of my heart  

Will get stronger  

And one day the sound of your love won’t break me  



Like strumming a guitar with a boxcutter  

 

One day the sound of your love  

Will be a guitar pick  

Showcasing the sound of my strength  

Reminding me where I’ve come from  

And telling me not to love the way you have  

Playing a beautiful melody for me 

Of how exactly not  

To love my kids    

 

~Ana Lucia Ciro 

 

  



The Awakening  

 

(Inspired by the novel The Awakening by Kate 
Chopin) 

 

A bright parrot swiftly flits to a gemstone, worrying 
and admiring it.  

 

But a parrot’s talons are sharp, and gemstones 
weather.  

 

And so she flits, from stone to stone, settling on a 
dependable, round rock.  

 

It’s a sturdy rock, and it supports her weight easily. 
But the rock conforms to fit the shape of those 
around it, weathered by the rushing waters of 
society.  

 

The parrot wishes to fly, but she is bound to the 
rock now. She cannot leave.  

 

A jewel flows by her in the current 

 

It isn’t as bright and beautiful as ones she has 
admired in the past, but it returns to her, and it 
shines in bright green and blue that compliment her 
own.  

 

It too, is a round stone, but it is smaller, and more 
easily lifted.  

 

The parrot thrashes, and she gnaws off her foot to 
leave the rock.  

 

The rock tumbles away in the current without her, 
and the new fancy, her bright and beautiful 
sparkling blue-green beauty, tumbles in the 
opposite direction.  

The parrot flounders, and a mockingbird flits by, 
coaxing the parrot to spread its wings. 

She finds a hollow of her own and rests there, 
luxuriating in her freedom. 

 

The parrot flutters, bringing herself out of the 
stream, and flirts with a bright yellow cut diamond, 
grasping and dropping it as she pleases, content to 
watch it glitter from a distance.  

 

That smooth blue-green iridescent fills her mind.  

 

It returns to her, with the mockingbird, and she 
takes it home. It glitters with her, and she warbled, 
fluttering, feathers bright and reflected beautifully 
on the round surface.  

 

A bluebird wails, and she goes, loathe to leave her 
gem but nestling is safe in her little hollow before 
she leaves.  

 

The blue-bird collects egg-stones in its nest, 
warbles at her, and presses her back into that 
roaring stream.  

 

The parrot wails, thrashing in the current. Her 
mockingbird is absent. She flaps and flails 
erratically, and makes her way slowly, painfully, to 
her hollow. The iridescent stone is gone, borne 
away in the current.  

 

She is speechless, her feathers dull. She catches a 
glimpse of a similar stone, blue green and 
iridescent, but it has sharp faucets, and it isn’t 
hers.   

 

She drowns, forgetting how to swim and how to fly, 
and sinks to the bottom of the current, until she is 
torn apart into that glittering dust that roars along in 
the current.  

 ~Melissa Fuller  

.   

 

  



Attention  

 

I wasn’t even gonna do this. this competition. Sharing my poems, feelings. I remember years ago asking Mrs. 
Turley if there was a poetry slam, she said that nobody ever showed interest so they didn’t make one, but she 
said she would now. and she did, and every year she asked if I wanted to do it. The English teachers that knew 
me from Poetry Out Loud expected me too. I always said no and felt guilty about it. Not that I couldn’t write 
them, and I love talking in front of people. But I was so convinced that my feelings weren’t something that 
people wanted to hear or relate too. I felt like I didn’t have a message and now I see that alone is a message 
people can relate too. Like trust me I love attention but the thought of standing up here wanting your praise and 
the possibility of being rejected makes me wanna eject my stomach. And that’s not a bad thing, loving attention, 
I know we as kids hear it a lot, wanting attention is not good and it’s something that should be shunned. That’s 
so boring! It is okay to want attention! Dress how you want to dress and if people give you attention for it bask in 
it! If you say you don’t care about what others think you are a liar. it really baffles me y’know. We’ve all heard to 
be ourselves and do things that make us happy, but what if others attention is what makes us happy? I love to 
make other people laugh and smile and that’s a form of attention. Don’t lose yourself to others, but soak in those 
compliments! What is so wrong with spreading love and wanting it given to you! you are beautiful and you 
should celebrate it in any way you feel fit. You should do what makes you feel your best and that is including 
getting attention. Love yourself, get love from others and don’t apologize for it. You can love yourself so much 
and still love praise from others at the same time, it’s not a one or none type of deal. I cut and dye my hair so 
often because it makes me happy and look good and hearing that from other people is just an extra bonus. So 
don’t ever think I’m doing any of this for you, I’m doing this to make me, me. you’re just an added on, 
temporary piece of happiness. you and your reactions to me do not make me whole. I love myself and I will say 
it in front of everyone here because I worked too hard to let it go unsaid. Yes, I worked hard, me, I gave myself 
my confidence and I recognized my beauty and don’t you think for a second that you were needed for that. 
Take back your confidence and claim that as your own. Don’t let anyone think they are worth more than you 
are. Know true happiness with and without attention from others and know that is healthy. We live where 
attention is currency and confidence is a survival skill. So love yourself unconditionally, even when the odds are 
stacked against you, do what makes you happy. 

 

~Madisyn Rivera 

 

  



The World Won’t Be the Same  

 

I need my 4.0 to get into stanford if I don’t make it in then what do I stand for 

And how to I stand out when all I do is stay in, when all I do is fight for the courage to begin 

What if I have already ruined my life what if this score is the one that decides whether I make it or I don't, i'm 
not sure how to make it, in a world that is blind to all people who don't fake it. “Colleges like to see that you 
improved, and your struggles are so unique so use them to move” forward, time moves on and on forward and 
I continue to visualize my goals to move toward. How can I learn if reading books takes too much time? how 
can I understand war if I don't read about its prime?  Keep your hands to yourself, even when others need 
help, don't help them reach the book on the top shelf. Don’t give out money, always be prepared to run, 
because you never know if the person you're next to has a gun. It's so hot then so cold, the stories gotten old, 
climate change is impossible, or so we’re told.  

This is the greatest time to be alive, it's the best, which makes it harder to understand why the kids are so 
depressed, there are so many people on this earth so how to I stand out, we stay in, it's far too dangerous to go 
out. We have the world in our pockets, the information is shocking, and yet we shouldn’t speak our minds, be 
quiet the grownups are talking.  

Don't think about it too much focus on yourself, but not too much make sure you keep your feelings on the 
shelf. Because if you feel too many emotions then you might get distracted, you wouldn’t want your gpa to be 
impacted. I know that it's not my fault, but it is, because i've put mental health aside many times for a quiz. And 
dear god don't blame the teachers, they are angels on earth, yet 35,000 dollars a year is all they’re worth. We 
are burning books and exchanging them for excerpts, it's fahrenheit 451 except nobody gets hurt. I will not sit 
here and pretend that there is some age where things weren’t sore, I won’t act like I would rather go to war but 
the things going on in the world are messed just so up and it goes all the way to the top it's corrupt kids are 
dying in the streets native americans are lost because ignorance is bliss and death is the cost. Yes you might 
get straight C’s but what have you been through, I know firsthand the traumatic things we have to view  The 
more that I learn the more I learn to hate the lives we choose to lead and the dangerous things that we create, 
but if you want to change the game then you have to play the game, all I know is that when it's our world, the 
world won't be the same. 

 
 
~Alyssa Knappen  

  



Ode to Ingsoc  

 

(A Sonnet on 1984 by George Orwell)  

 

My dear Ingsoc, you inspire me to write 

How I love the way you Protect and give, 

Invading my mind day and through the night, 

Always watching through the telescreens live. 

Let me compare you to a Big Brother?  
 

You are more plusgood, generous, and kind. 

Airstrip One, That home where smog doth smother, 

And working-time as the Party behind. 

How purest you woo, in newspeak so clear 

I sprout by thee, as any good think would, 

Ne’er had I an original though there. 

Eastasia and Eurasia never could. 

But now I must to work, for the Party 

Let me not commit thought crime from hearty.  

 

~Clay Dixon  

  



Original Photography by Kristina McCarthy  

  



Untitled 

 

On either hand lay shimmering plains  

Fading afar into the starless night  

Above, a blackened heaven is bowed  

Whose sacred desert heights  

Stand pale with ephemeral light.  

Strange is the pathway, strange is the frontier  

A hollow, earthen-toned scape  

That might have been a world, dejected.  

Girt by the mountain range, dust by the shore  

Shrunken and dead, a zone of barren rock  

Fantastic, writhen, cauterized with fire  

Cloven by unimaginable lore  

Shooting up in spire and pinnacle.  

Against the pallid stillness above  

Within its stone maze, steep valleys  

Sinking gulfs and narrow ways  

Sheer from their crumbling edge  

And clefts that hold a darkness so thick  

One needn't think it more than life itself  

Some blackest vision, turmoil heavy  

In the marriage of the shadows 

 

~Chenoa Roach 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Sustainability  

 

Rain. I noticed something about the rain. Not simply the rain within itself, but the qualities it holds. It's intricate 
way of calming my storm. It so delicately yet so powerfully gives life to my life and life to the ever-growing 
evergreens. It sustains my growing food source and my growing future as it did my past. Rain revives the dead 
and calms the worried. The rain has a wonderful way of playing me a piano song outside my still windowsill as I 
listen in tranquility. As I walk outside I notice the way the rain falls onto my skin and trickles down fast, soaking 
in to every pore, every inch. The rain is working tirelessly to sustain not only the environment around me, but 
the busy machine I live and operate in. As the rain becomes more diligent, conscious others hurry inside to 
shield themselves from the sustainability, but I soak it in. 

 

~Alexis Dundas 

 

 

 

 

Global Warming and Its Fathers 

 

Fever strikes at the most inconvenient of times. 

I wish people would just fix it all.  

I cry and shout for change, for people to help this condition.  

Some people hear and they advocate for me.  

But the ones who need to hear- they refuse to listen  

out of ignorance, greed, pride.  

These people are the ones who can stop it all.  

Save the world. Be a hero.  

Unfortunately those heroes won’t get payed back to stop it all.  

In fact their revenues just might drop.  

And that’s what scares them from stopping their mistakes.  

Far more than the angry cries of the public.  

Because they know that this might happen,  

And attempt to bury it with lies and false research.  

How anyone could be passive towards these acts--  

And for profit no less--is somewhat angering.  

It’s scary, too.  

 

Who knows who else could do this?  

Would*  

 
~Samantha Sherrard  

  



Original Photography by Kiara Rodriguez  

  



The following three poems are by Spencer Aramburu-Perkins, a freshman entrant in Boone’s annual 
Poetry Slam.  Spencer not only placed in the contest but shocked our judges with her presence and 
maturity.  These are spoken-word poems meant to be heard, but they read beautifully on the page 
as well.   

 

Unpretty 

 

I feel pretty  

But so unpretty  

I wasn't insecure until I came to  

High school  

I used to feel pretty too 

But now I go to school where no one 

Looks like me  

I walk through a churning sea  

Of white faces  

Looking for someone who resembles me  

No luck  

I come out empty handed  

I just want to be that girl  

The girl with mom jeans  

And new vans 

Who is perfect 

Who isn’t me  

At night i get so lonely I forget my 

Self worth   

Because as I scroll through  

Instagram at 2 AM I’m reminded 

That I’m no goddess with the flawless 

Body 

I'm no model with the thigh gap 

Or the like backs  

I’ve tried keto and low carb diets 

But I’m reminded time and time again  

That the best diet involves a bathroom stall and two fingers 

After breakfast, lunch, and dinner 

But not so fast 



Don't forget to brush your teeth  

Or else your breath will reek  

I am constantly reminded that I  

Don't have the blond hair  

Or blue eyes  

That make guys lose all sense of mind 

I just want  

To feel  

Pretty  

Because I can buy as much makeup as i want  

And try to erase what god 

Knows i can't replace 

I can do crunches and squats  

Till i drop  

And i can keep scrolling  

Through my Instagram feed 

Seeing the Jenners and  

Hadids 

Knowing I’ll never be them 

I just want 

To feel 

Pretty 

But at the end of the day  

You may say I’m pretty out of pity  

But it’s society  

Whose made me feel  

So damn unpretty 

 

 

We Rise  

 

I was made in a mixing pot  

Equal parts soul  

Mixed with equal parts  

Tabasco sauce  

A little concoction 



My parents made of me  

I am descendants of hardworking Cubans  

And strong black brothers and sisters who are  

Always fighting for freedom 

But 

I was born in the wrong world 

A world were instead of seen as beauty  

I’m something unruly 

A mixture of two minorities  

I was born in a world  

Where a white man is born at third base  

Thinking they've hit a triple 

While when i hit a homerun  

I'm stuck nowhere near the middle 

Now i don't look like my races 

Which has proven me to be more 

Of a disgrace  

Because in middle school 

I was too gringa 

To hang out with my Spanish friends 

And too white 

To relate to my  

Black friends 

High school is the same way 

I needed to choose between  

Who i needed to be  

But how could i try to be 

Someone who is not meant to be  

It was like spitting on the graves  

Of my black ancestors who died  

So i could be free 

And erasing all the hardworking 

My Latina ancestors did so  

I could walk in the land of the free 

Now I am a wolf in sheep’s  

Clothing always hiding 



Behind a mask  

To cover the minorities  

That made me  

Because it's a dog eat dog world 

And I’m an insect 

Trying to fight my way past the lines of race 

That puts minorities like me in a hiding place 

At last place 

A disgrace 

Something you keep trying to erase 

At the end of the day 

It's a game of chess 

We are pawns in your game 

Trying to be queens 

Trying to move up the social ladder  

Only to be stopped moments later 

Force to be held stagnant 

Stuck below the ladder 

Forced to be the step stools to get 

You to the top 

Only to be mocked and forgot 

But we won't stay silent 

We got you to the top 

Without us you’re nothing 

You think this is your game  

It’s not 

Because King still preached 

Jackie Robinson still swung 

And Sonia Sotomayor still reached to the  

Top of the ladder and was the first 

Latina Supreme Court Justice 

So look out 

Your turn of rolling dice 

Its over  

Move over  

It's our turn now 



My Fate Rests Behind a Semi-Automatic 

 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Welcome to the 21st century  

Where you have a better  

Chance of dying 

From a semi-automatic than from 

A heart attack 

Where we’re lucky to hit age 17 

Before a bullet fishes through  

The folds of our brain 

Where school zones have  

Become war zones 

And I’m counting the exits 

I’m formulating a plan  

In my mind so  

I can get out in time 

Because you can replace gun shells  

in mere seconds  

But you can't replace the bloodshed 

I'm walking past my dead friends 

Now they're aiming at my head 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Now i understand i wasn't 

Alive for columbine  

But for the few years i  

Have been alive 

Sandy Hook 

Virginia Tech 

And Stoneman Douglas  



All took lives 

Don't even get me started on Parkland 

They departed far too close to home 

There are too many students who  

Have run out of time 

Allyssa 

She was 14 

Martin  

He was 14 

Nicholas  

He was 17 with a full ride to university  

Jamie 

Luke 

Cara 

Gina 

They were only fourteen  

Fourteen 

Rest easy little doves  

Your lives will always be loved  

We miss you so much  

When will this end 

Will this ever end  

When will it be my time 

I'm running out of time 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

Bang-Bang 

We live in a society  

Where we protect and care for the school shooter 

More than we blame them for being 

The sharpshooter that took away my friends  

Cooper and Luther 

We live in a society where it's easier to buy a  

Semi-automatic  

Than it is to be diplomatic 



About background checks  

And extracting automatics 

We live in a society where it's far too hard to agree 

That gun reform brings us steps closer 

To transform school zones into safe zones 

So that mothers won’t have to bury their daughters 

Because they held the gun  

But political officials  

They pulled the trigger 

Now you see when shots fired in New Zealand  

It only took 3 days to ban automatics 

A vote 119 to 1 

119 to 1 

But here in America 

Profits for automatics are far more important than the 

Live that are taken when the trigger gets pulled 

Aiming at a group of kindergarten students 

Were gun are more important than seeing  

Our sons and daughters alive and able to prosper 

Because what you fail to understand is 

 When you buy a gun  

You’re cashing in a Groupon 

A coupon  

Buy a gun and get a free casket for every child that  

Dies when someone blows a gasket 

Thank you for your contribution 

You have now bought my  

Casket  

You see every time i leave class 

I’m forced to remember  

What was said and whose laughter gathered 

Because i never know if it's the last thing I’m  

Forced to remember 

If my mother’s i love you  

Before exiting the car is the last thing 

I’m forced to remember 



Because he held the gun  

But you  

You pulled the trigger  

Bang   

 

~Spencer Aramburu-Perkins 

 

  



Arithmetic Affection 

 

I adore all the forms of you 

 

All these inconceivable recurrences 

 

Your ever limited coherence 

 

I love your infinite indices and impossible surds 

 

I want all the fractions of you to be assembled 

 

Into something that, by me alone, can be inferred 

 

You present to me a calculus of changes 

 

Your swinging moods and tex geometries 

 

To the simple graphs and refined intricacies 

 

Others have had you ripped apart and redrawn 

 

For integrations such as these are demanded 

 

If you are to be properly conformed 

 

I observe these bipolar states 

 

Of your boundary conditions 

 

Noting all the fractions and translations 

 

Will they make any kind of sense? 

 

Is the way we define you now 

 

At all what you had meant? 

 

If I take you apart, I put things together 

 

I will scorn these pages of theories 



 

For they are just an unending treatise 

 

I have failed to reach any conclusion 

 

No Quod Erat Demonstrandum 

 

Just a maniacal Reducto Absurdum 

 

You are like a fact of this world 

 

So irrational, yet so constant 

 

In your ultimate unity, so impossibly distant 

 

Computationally illusive but beguiling 

 

A puzzle and a masterpiece, you are inspiring 

 

You are a clue the Universe 

 

Possesses some kind of wiring. 

 

~Chenoa Roach   



Original Artwork by Hailey Mosher   



Silence 

 

---- 

I enjoy silence 

I like it because it is there, just coexisting 

It listens to my problems.  

It comforts me when I need a shoulder to cry on.  

It doesn't belittle me or berate me. 

It just does - nothing. 

Silence doesn’t tell me what to do, what to be 

It doesn’t give me unwanted advice  

 

 

There are many places that I can find it 

At the library on a Saturday, in the very back row of the building 

When the bright light of the afternoon sun shines through the windows  

and onto my book. 

Or in the calm hours of the night, when I lay in my bed, half asleep and awake. 

The gears in my head turning and turning, 

thinking about what I could or should have done. 

It can be found at the lunch table,  

while I sit alone and try to work up the courage to talk 

to that one person I think might be someone of interest. 

 

But I’ll never do it seems. 

Speaking words sometimes feels like I’m stepping into the cold pool for the first time 

and feeling the cool water latch onto me with an iron grip. 

Then I have to get out of the water. 

 

The silence is just too comforting. 

It has sheltered me for so long, held me, coddled me. 

I am too afraid to face the world. 

To know what it feels like without that protection. 

Without Silence. 

 

But really, it gets better. 

The coolness of the pool water wears off eventually, 

And the words flow out of my mouth fluidly. 

Like I’m wading through the water, unbothered. 

 

~Alyssa Alston  



Stars 

 

When things die they become stars 

 

I have always believed that 

They live the life of a star 

almost like a second chance 

No matter what they did or who they were 

They get to care for the universe 

 

Every night I talk to the stars 

and they talk to me 

It's my way of talking to friends I've lost 

friends I could've done more to help 

people who died long before I was born 

beings not even from this world 

 

I care for every star I see 

and they care for me 

They care much more than humans do 

 

Tonight I'm going to become a star too 

so I can talk to them forever 

 

People will look up at me 

and wonder what I used to be 

 

There are people that will miss me 

but that's okay 

because I'll always be there 

up in the sky 

 

And one day 

they will be there too. 

 

~Faith Peach  

 

  



The Pledge 

  

I Pledge Allegiance 

To the Flag 

Of the United States of America 

And to the Republic for Which It Stands 

One Nation 

Under God    

Indivisible 

And Liberty and Justice... for who? 

For you? 

Not for me 

Not for anybody who is even close to looking like 
me 

The questions I hear the most: 

Why me? 

Why do I have to sit here and watch my loved one 
get beat up by 12 or even killed? 

Why in the HELL can’t I do anything? 

Why must I stay silent? 

I mean, they said “Justice”...they said “Liberty”... 

But, they lied to my face...lied that I would be 
okay...lied that my brother wouldn’t die because of 
the cops. 

It truly breaks my heart one day to have to tell my 
child, “No, you can’t go play outside...you can’t go 
walk to the store, you can never go outside when 
it’s dark” 

Or, even when my child gets arrested, to stress to 
him make sure your hands are visible, be 
respectful, be quiet, don’t talk, and don’t RUN. 

But, because I’m black, I sit here and say, 

“I pledge allegiance 

To the flag 

Of the United States Of America 

And to the Republic 

For which it stands 

One Nation 

Under God 

Indivisible 

With liberty and justice for all.” 

 

~Kyla Walden  

 

 

  



Drumming Man 

 
The drumming had started within 9 months age. 

Born in utero, the thumping now emerged, 

And had played on once broken free from the cage. 

Yet beating on, the drumming had sprung to surge. 

Once met with love’s flower, the man had to play 

His drum as loud as his drum could allow to. 

Time flew, his rhythm slowed, and before decay 

He had now split his heartfelt drumming in two. 

His drumming had lingered beyond his own days 

Through his newborn vessel that beat its own beat. 

His own drums were now clotted from years of play. 

His song was written and his purpose complete. 

 
~Elijah Cruzada 

  



The Predicament of a Pierced Pair of Pants  

 

(Inspired by To Kill a Mockingbird)  

 

            I admit. It hurt a little. You see, I had been on 
plenty of adventures with the Finches, from climbing 
in their treehouse to whatever other nonsense they 
were up to. Ever since they first brought me home 
from the store in town, life had moved at a rapid 
pace. But nothing ever came close to the terror and 
desperation of that one night when I, Jem Finch’s 
pants, was left to fend for myself on a fence by the 
Radley’s collard patch. It started out when Dill first 
came that summer. I had heard him and Jem talking 
in hushed voices about something to do with the 
Radley house. They didn’t talk about it after that, and 
I forgot it. But late one night, Jem and Scout walked 
over to Miss Rachel’s yard and got Dill, me clinging 
to Jem’s legs. We started out on a walk, and before I 
knew it, Dill and Jem had told their plan to Scout: 
they were going to “peep in the window...to see if 
they could get a look at Boo Radley..”  Now, I’m a 
pretty cautious article of clothing, but I had no choice 
other than to go along with them. We crept around to 
the backside of the Radley house and squeezed under 
the fence, me nearly getting caught on a loose wire. 
Jem, Dill, Scout, and I slowly moved through the 
collard patch and up to the gate leading to the house. 
The kids spit on the gate to stop its creaking. We were 
through. While the front of the house was creepy, it 
was nothing compared to the back. The rear was 
dilapidated, dark, and dormant. They sneaked over to 
the window, boosted Dill up, and asked him what he 
saw. 

After he told them, “Nothing,” Jem decided to go to 
the back of the house to peer in a different spot. 
Personally, I was ready to get out of there, but when 
you are a nonverbal pair of pants, you don’t get much 
of a say. We went around to the backside of the 
house. Jem crept cautiously up the steps. As he was 
looking inside this window, I saw Scout’s face go 
pale. Before I could warn Jem by rolling up one of my 

pant legs, the shadow of Mr. Nathan Radley passed 
over Jem. He paused, looked around in the darkness, 
then left. I thought we were safe, until the blast of a 
shotgun lit up the night and sent us all flying off of 
the porch. Scout tripped hard on a collard, and Jem, 
Dill, and I ducked down beside her.  Mud was all 
over me. 

“Fence by the schoolyard! Hurry, Scout!”, Jem cried, 
and we were off again. Jem held up the fence and let 
Scout and Dill through, and we were almost past as 
well. Almost. Part of my left leg got snagged and 
pierced on a loose wire. Jem freed himself by 
removing me, leaving me to fend for myself. Me, a 
faithful garment, left without a second thought! 
Silence. Something coming through the darkness. The 
next thing I knew, I was pried loose and dragged 
inside the Radley House by none other than Boo 
Radley himself. Boy, I thought, Jem will be upset he 
missed this! When we entered the house, I was caught 
completely unaware. Instead of resembling 
the ramshackle exterior, the inside was pure 
luxury!  A spotless floor, extravagant tapestries, and 
modern architectural styles drew my eyes 
everywhere. The Radleys appeared to have been 
descendants of some Earl in Northern England, and 
were living off of his riches. I was whisked upstairs 
(equally as stunning as downstairs) and brought into 
a supply closet. Boo Radley opened a drawer and 
pulled out some sewing tools and began to stitch me 
up!   He seemed to be in a rush, and didn’t do the 
stitching very well, but he got the job done.  No more 
holes!  Then, back down the stairs and out the back 
door. He laid me back on the fence where I was 
previously snagged, slipped a note into my right 
pocket, but then decided against it and took it back. 
As he sneaked back to the house, I began to wonder. 
What had he written on that note? What else might 
there be to the Radleys, and their house? But before I 
could answer, Jem came back to retrieve me, leaving 
me to ponder this at another time. 

 

~Holden Williams 

  



The Four-Legged Felony 

 

(Inspired by To Kill a Mockingbird)  

 

From the perspective of Atticus Finch 

  

Jeremy opened the door as we got out of Heck’s car and approached, Jean Louise taking a spot behind him, and 
I immediately ushered them both back inside. If the situation was truly as dangerous as Heck had made it seem, 
I did not want them anywhere near it. 

  

“Keep inside the house, would you?” I muttered, turning to Calpurnia. Her face was white with terror. “Where’s 
he at, Cal?” 

  

Calpurnia pointed a shaking finger down the street, eyes trained on a spot far away from the house. I took a 
quick glance at where she was looking, and although I saw nothing, I took her fear as enough of a sign that’s 
Heck’s yelling wasn’t all for nothing. 

  

“Waiting would be the best option, Mr. Finch,” began Heck. I turned my gaze toward him at the sound of my 
name. “I assume he’ll go in a straight line, but a sick dog is an unpredictable dog. He could follow the curve into 
the Radley’s….We should wait a minute.” 

  

“The fence’ll keep him out,” I said, “he won’t get in there.” 

  

Heck nodded, but his gaze was distant now. 

  

“There he is,” I said softly. Little Tim Johnson was now in sight, his steps dazed and wobbly. Much to the dismay 
of those around me, he was following the curve. He was walking slowly, but that didn’t make him any less 
dangerous. He wasn’t just a dog anymore. He was a wild animal. He was sick and shivering, looking for 
something that just seemed out of reach. And finally, I noticed he was drifting toward the porch like a magnet 
pulling metal. 

  

“Heck,” I said, my voice hoarse, “he’s within range. If you don’t shoot now you’ll never get the chance. Once he 
goes around that corner--oh, lord. Who knows who’s behind there? Cal, go inside, please.” 

  

Keeping my voice level was difficult, but Calpurnia did as I asked of her. 

  

“You should take him, Mr. Finch,” said Heck. His face was as white as Calpurnia’s was now. 

  

“Don’t be stupid! He’s right there, there is no way--” 

  

“If I shoot, there’ll be a bullet in the wall of the Radley’s and that by itself is a death wish. You of all people 
should know I’m gonna miss if I shoot him.” 

  

I shook my head, rubbing my temples. “I haven’t shot a gun in a long time, Heck.” 

  



He practically threw his rifle at me and I caught it with now shaking hands. I didn’t know if it was anger or 
anxiety that made them act up. “I’d feel mighty comfortable you picked up your old hobby,” he pleaded. 

  

I gave him a stern look, but I knew that going through with the request was much easier than arguing about it 
more; time was running out. I walked down the porch and onto the street. I pushed my glasses to my forehead, 
but they slipped down because of the sweat that was being collected there. I let them fall, and the sound of 
shattering glass resonated through the desolate streets. 

  

Time seemed to stop. Everything was moving at an excruciatingly slow pace. My arms felt like two bags of lead 
at my sides, refusing to budge. But as Tim Johnson made his decision to come down our street, the pace 
changed from horribly slow to painfully fast. My finger found the trigger. 

  

“I’m sorry,” I said so quietly, the only way I knew the words had left my mouth was because I felt my lips move. 
I pulled the ball-tipped lever, and the crack of the bullet leaving the chamber had made me go deaf for a split 
second of time. My eyes were trained on the life that was leaving Tim Johnson’s body. He then fell onto his side, 
body limp and heavy. 

  

I sighed as one thought raced through my mind….It felt good to hold a gun again. 

 

~Charis Caraballo 

  



Hypothetically Speaking 

 

(Inspired by To Kill a Mockingbird)  

 

You’re burning, but you wouldn’t know. 

You don’t know much of anything, as a matter of fact.  Knowing is the job of people who kept you alive and who 
you’d be grateful for if you had the habit of caring about such a thing. Which you do not. You are a part of 
nature, and nature does two things: it exists whether or not humans assist, and it feels. It does not contain or 
retain information, it feels. 

You don’t know that you’re burning, you feel it. You feel it far before the fire actually reaches you: the smoke 
pollution that most people would only smell is something you’re alerted to right away. Smoke might rise, and 
you might be far on the ground, but when the fire starts at the stove next to the window, it’s still going to reach 
you. 

The heat comes after the smoke, which you would deem ironic if you had the capacity to think, because tonight 
any person who had a thermometer should be much more worried about you freezing than burning. Miss 
Maudie Atkinson, with her sharp eye and double green thumbs, was probably keeping close watch. If you were 
such an element to possess a feeling like gratitude, it would be towards her, but--you just respond to your 
surroundings, is what you do. If you knew things, you would know that she loves you. You wouldn’t really 
understand it much because humans tend not to care much unless it benefits them, and you don’t benefit them, 
but it would be nice, you’d think if you could. You cannot think, remember? 

The heat bothers you. You’re very used to spending hours in the sun, which you enjoy because sunlight is 
something you need, but the contrast from freezing to hot is sharp. So it bothers you. 

You have no clue how hot fire actually is, because you do not know anything, but if the hot air preceding it is 
any type of warning, there is no hope for you. If you had anything like a memory, you’d recall that she sets fires 
in the stove all the time, and wonder why this time it was affecting you. 

If the contrast from cold to hot air is sharp, the gradual increase in heat as the fire gets closer to you is agony. 
There is a very stark difference between hot air and real fire, but by the time you first feel the porch flames 
extending far enough to drop embers onto you, you do not care. You are not in pain, because plants cannot feel 
pain, but there is an instinctual, evolutionary sense that this is the end for you. That’s what’s the bad part here: 
every creature that is without sentience has one purpose and that’s to live. When you finally sense that the fire is 
starting to catch on the leaves closest to it, you find that you are going to die. You don’t know that. You just feel 
it. 

You’re correct. 

They eat you alive, the ever-consuming flames, and they take on the rest of the plants alike you. 

If you could scream, you would, but not because it hurts. The instinct in every living thing that demands it stay 
alive is currently being burned, and that is more agonizing than any physical pain you might feel. 

You don’t know, because plants do not do knowing, but soon you will not feel anymore either. 

Your leaves wither and the flowers Miss Maudie is so proud of turn to ash. 

You do not know or feel or perform any sort of functions beyond the final horrified terror of a being who is soon 
to die. The next moment, you do not do anything at all. You are dead, you have died, the check that death holds 
over every living thing has been cashed. 

You have burned, but you wouldn’t know it. 

 

~Frankie Brady  



You Aren’t Hispanic Enough 

 

To the kid who once told me that translating 
for a Spanish student was annoying, 

I’m sorry if your lack of understanding of a conversation that had absolutely nothing to do with you brings you 
discomfort. 

 

To the girl who talked bad about me in Spanish thinking that I couldn’t understand what you were saying, yo 
hablo Espanol tambien… y te entendi. 

 

The Spanish lullabies sung to me since childhood influenced the first language I learned to speak… 

But the second my small feet hit the grounds of a daycare center my mom's native tongue ceased to be a piece 
of me. 

 

I would try to speak to my peers and realized through their looks of confusion that the language I spoke would 
leave me in a world of isolation. 

 

I quickly learned that English was the superior language in this United Nation, 

And that English was the superior language within this United Nation. 

 

I made the efforts I could make to keep that part of my mother's culture her heritage, 

But any attempt I made to speak my native tongue was shot down by the white students who found discomfort in 
not being able to understand me. 

So I learned to adapt and to conform to the world that surrounded me  

And tried to conform to the expectations of this society. 

So my kinky little curls were now chemically changed with treatment pin straight, 

I changed the way I spoke, the things I’d place on my plate. 

And that side of me that once upon a blue moon my mother once told me to embrace 

Was something that I was being told by the world around me was something I needed to hide in shame. 

 

But things that are hidden don’t stay locked away forever, 

And although the world around me didn’t get better  

I learned to be content with who I was me….. 

 

I am the offspring of the lost generations the forgotten  

The slaves who remained undocumented 

 

The taino native men women and children who once lived amongst the now pueblos 

 en donde viven mis abuelos  

 

I learned to embrace the fact que el inglish of my madre no es very good looking  

And enjoy the rich flavor of my mother’s cooking 

My mother the woman with the oldest age but youngest heart,  



Won’t let los americanos boss her around nooo they can’t  tear her apart 

 

At the end of the day although I am a Morales  

I come from a long line of Alvarez, Rivera, Carmona etc. 

And being a Latina should not be shot down by the soil at my feel the ground,  

And my heart fills with warmth at the fact that little Hispanic girl that I threw away and hid for so long is a 
beautifully crafted young lady who has been embraced, learned to love herself, and is found 

 

And as I grew older  

I became faster… smarter… bolder 
 
~Siulannese Morales  

  



Original Artwork  by Ava Botwin 

  



A Wake-Up Call 

 

Blurry eyes and wet cheeks 

Stifled sounds and tear streaks 

A quiet house a loud mind 

How many nights are spent in tears on the floor? 

How many cries for help will you ignore? 

 

 

20 percent of teens experience depression before adulthood.  

30 percent of those suffering are treated. 

Why do parents ignore a clear sign 

Why do we hide and stiffen our spine 

Students are pushed so far 

That average results are now subpar 

Society expects perfection  

While never giving protection 

 

 

This pressure causes problems that people just ignore 

Suicide is the third-leading cause of death in people aged 10-24 

More and more teenagers are becoming depressed and suicidal and nothing [break] is being done 

Parents look the other way and start to shun 

As their children lose sleep and even lose themselves 

Parents add more pressure when grades start to fall 

But don’t acknowledge the meaning of it all.  

 

 

Changes in sleeping pattern, loss of confidence, difficulty paying attention, [break] and slipping grades 

Are all signs of depression that go unpressed 

How long is this going to continue before it’s addressed.  

When do depressed teens start getting help instead of getting bruised 

Why is it so hard to tell students that an 80 isn't failing and that it’s okay to be confused? 

Why must these standards of unattainable perfection be continually pushed no matter the harm? 

 

 

Children sit next to parents that blindly govern and punish 

Children fall asleep in tears thinking they shouldn’t exist 

Parents refuse to see what's really happening and they refuse to assist 

 

Parents don't acknowledge what traits they’ve passed on other than their eyes 



Children with a family history of mental illness are more likely to be depressed 

But the symptoms that a parent has are ignored or labeled as lazy in a child 

 

 

This harmful ideology will become more toxic if it’s ignored.  

It’s time to throw off the blinds and see what's really happening 

It’s time to help your children,  

It’s time we help ourselves.  

 

~Megan Long  

 

 

  



An Elizabethan Sonnet Inspired by Orwell  

 

On Airstrip One, the Big Brother sees all. 

Thinking is a crime and old words can kill. 

The slightest wrong word and mankind will fall, 

Leading the people to have no free will. 

The Two Minutes Hate fill people with rage. 

Oceania always is at war. 

No one is safe, no matter what their age; 

Their cries for victory and hatred roar. 

The Thought Police show no mercy for man; 

Their eyes are everywhere; search low and high. 

Try as you may, do try all you can.  

But if you get caught, you will surely die. 

Beware your thoughts; lay low, stay out of sight. 

Fear your life, for they always come at night. 

 

~Alexandra Claure  

 

 

 

Untitled  

 

Stars die when they run out of energy.  

Like gas in a car--except there is no gas station to refill 

Eventually it compresses and cripples into a tight ball 

Too heavy and solid to even burn anymore. 

Yet, when it can’t, it burns and burns until  

it combusts.  

Proceeding to dissipate into a fury of colors,  

swirling out into the black of space  

Where suddenly it will phase out of existence  

In a bright flash of white light.  

Often time this causes new stars to form 

While that iron ball is left to become either a black hole 

Or possibly even a new star itself.   

 

People die when they run out of energy.  

 

~Samantha Sherrard  

 



Sloths  

 

Slowly, methodically, they explore. 

Some call them lazy, a mistake, a freak. 

They use their misconceptions to critique. 

Sloth equals lazy, in their eyes, a sore. 

Some don’t understand what their speed is for. 

 

They measure their speed to conserve vigor, 

A meticulously crafted technique. 

Their diet causes their lethargic streak, 

Eating flowers and leaves, they’re herbivores. 

 

Their metabolic rate is very slow, 

They’re conservative, conscientious creatures. 

Three meters per minute done with gusto. 

 

They have many fascinating features. 

They travel even slower down below, 

With very delicate procedures.  

 

~Rhea Griffin  

  



Original Artwork by Hailey Mosher   



(Only) 4 Years  

 

I’ve been here for almost 4 years now. 

 

High school is a time of transition  

We are physically and mentally learning and becoming 

Who we think we are mixed with who we want to become 

 

Soon my experience will just be an era in the timeline of my life 

But as of right now- it is all I know 

So I thought it’d be fun to think of objectively. 

 

In these halls there is a strong sense normality 

And I swear we’re all just another walking casualty  

To the oppression of how we live and how we're supposed to act 

To the overwhelming feeling of not what you have but what you lack 

 

Competition is constant like the Olympics but everyday 

Jealousy is like a leech on our skins that we let eat away 

 

We wake up every morning just to get back to before we woke up 

We get mad when we are belittled cause we fell so grown up 

But really, that feeling is what scares us the most 

Because we’re all just kids but the other side so close 

 

4 years  

 

We walk these crowded halls with a whole world in our hand 

Giving us the opportunity of communication no matter where we stand 

Finding people like us when we’re surrounded by no one 

Knowing everything about someone when you really don’t know them 

 

our generation has a dynamic like no other 

Because we don't have to see someone to speak to each other  

We are given a platform to post what we want to represent 

A platform the fuels insecurity but we visit so frequent 

 

Idolizing people who are more broken than your cracked screen 

Trends and celebrities hold the power like fuel in a machine   

Like how rappers decide what girls are insecure about next 

Like how girls with big butts were just insecure about their flat chest 



                                                             

Our life is written out for us, we just “choose” to trace in pen  

You say you’re your own self, that's okay we can pretend. 

That you’d be living with the same values, and hold yourself the way you do 

If societal pressures weren’t shoved down your throat since you gained a clue 

 

4 years 

 

The way people see you is like money in this sick game 

The truth is we are all alone and insecure just the same 

It’s crazy how popularity shifts the way people think of themselves 

What happened doesn't matter as long as you have a story to tell  

 

Trying to climb the social ladder like it actually means something  

To have your name in the back of people's minds like that actually means something 

Sure you gotta lotta followers but if you ran no one would follow you 

So busy trying to get a picture in the waves you let the ocean swallow you 

 

4 years 

 

High school is a time of new found love and sexuality 

Which is a topic we REALLY need to discuss more casually 

because we know absolutely nothing other than what we seen on screen 

Years in school but we are left uneducated for it’s seen as obscene 

 

We live in a continuous cycle of judging and being judged 

The line of what's okay to do is infinitely smudged 

Everybody has an opinion but we have to know not all opinions matter  

Too many people basing their worth on what they hear in people’s chatter 

 

4 years  

 

Our problems of today are a future distant thought 

No one really cares about the shoes you just bought 

No one really cares about that pimple of your face 

Or that embarrassing moment you wish you could erase 

 

 

4 years 

We’re only here for 4 years 

4 years  



Shedding the same tears 

4 years  

We all have the same fears 

4 years, 

We’re only here for 4 years. 

 

~Aoife Tobin  
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