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The purpose of the literary magazine is to allow students to get something out of the 

artwork and poems and to be able to connect and relate back to themselves.  I want 

people to look at this magazine and feel inspired by those who submitted the works 

because they had the courage to try something new…a creative outlet. 
 

Brianna Winters 

 
 



 

Excuse Letter  

by Evan Geissler 

I was in French for first period, and the 

professor got abducted by people yelling 

“FBI”. However, I knew they weren't FBI 

because their vests said FIB. So the professor 

gets abducted, and I have to help save her. 

(Because how am I supposed to learn French 

without a teacher?) The abductors left a trail 

of muddy footprints, which I followed for 

about an hour. I caught up with them as 

they were putting the professor in a van. 

After borrowing some kid's skateboard (and 

apologizing), I grabbed on to the van's rear 

bumper and crouched down on the 

skateboard so I couldn't be seen. By the time 

the van stopped a few hours later, after 

crossing the Delaware (the traffic on the 

Schuylkill Expressway was terrible), my 

arms really hurt, so I waited a few minutes 

before entering the house the van had 

stopped at. After taking out one of the 

abductors and putting on his vest, I got past 

the rest of them. Once I reached the 

professor, I pulled the I'm-Luke-Skywalker-

here-to-rescue-you bit (including the part 

about “Aren't you a bit short to be an 

abductor?”). After looking surprised, the 

professor explained that she wasn't really 

abducted, but only made it look that way so 

she could get out of work early. Once I said 

“Oh, okay. Now I feel silly,” the professor 

offered to let me use her time machine (don't 

ask) so that I could get to my next class on 

time. I did so and was going to get here 

without being late, but I had to detour to 

return the kid's skateboard. Of course, now 

he had two, so when I took one a few minutes 

later to follow the van, everything would be 

okay (but the kid did look confused). 

Therefore, I'm late because I'm a nice person. 

After all, the saying is 'good deed gone 

punished'. 

 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetuer adipiscing elit. Fusce 

 

Pi-ku’s 
 

By Andrew Kennedy 

 

Normal 

 

Normal is 

A Dishonest image. 

 

Truth 

Truth may set 

You free 

But also bind 

 

Heart 

Hearts ablaze 

Joined 

With one purpose 

 

Math 

Math= 

New 

Wonderful worlds 

 

Name 

Name but one  

Whose 

Name is only 
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Untitled 
 

I still remember it like it was yesterday. 

 

I remember… 

The way our bike seats rumbled over the 

uneven pavement and up onto the beach 

path. 

The adrenaline emanating from his fingers 

intertwining with mine when he took my 

hand, walking down the path barefoot. 

Feeling the gravel scratch the bottoms of my 

feet. 

Feeling the cool summer breeze dance 

through my hair, twirling it out into my face. 

How warm and loving his hand felt, brushing 

the hair out of my face and behind my ear. 

How electric he made me feel, his gaze 

paralyzing me, yet somehow making me 

want to dance until I died. 

How strong his arms felt around me, and 

how safe I felt. 

The transition of the scratching of the path 

to the smooth caress of the sand. 

How his arm wrapped around me, and how 

he squeezed me in close in the cool summer 

night. Feeling smiles. 

 Feeling tears. 

 
I can hear… 

The gravel and the sand beneath my feet, 

squish, squish, while under his it crunched. 

The breeze sing through the dainty branches 

of the trees and the long, bowed blades of 

beach grass. 

 

seagulls calling to one another softly. 

the waves crash. 

the sound of my head nuzzling into his 

Seagulls calling to one another softly. 

the waves crash. 

The sound of my head nuzzling into his 

shoulder. 

 The soft crinkle of his hand rubbing my 

head. 

The sound of the beach blanket unraveling 

and hitting the sand. 

Him sigh when we looked up at the stars. 

Him laughing at my dumb jokes. 

How his laugh made my heart soar. 

“I Love You.” 

“I Lied.” 

 

I see… 

His eyes sparkle in the moonlight. 

His silhouette against the moon and the 

stars. 

Our fingers intertwined. 

Our feet in the sand together. 

Him looking back at me, looking deep into 

my soul. 

The sun dip its toes into the ocean to test 

the waters, and diving in. 

Him smile at me when he thought I wasn’t 

looking. 

The stars race out into the sky.  

Angels and stars. 

 

 

I breathe in… 

The sweet, salty ocean breeze. 

How his cologne smelled when I snuggled 

into his shoulder. 

Gasoline and grease on him from working 

on his car. 

How good his hoodie smelled when I 

snuggled into it. 

The salty seaweed, freshly washed up by 

the high tide. 

Blossoming fruit. 

Dying fruit. 

 

I can taste… 

The minty gum I was chewing. 

My favorite chap stick, sweet cherry. 

Crisp fresh water. 

The warm sea air. 

 

I remember tasting hello. 

I remember tasting goodbye. 

 

-Samantha Sheronas 

 



     

  

  

 

 

Cold and twisted, freezing over, 

Colder than the hearts of those 

six feet under, 

In the dead of winter. 

Dead without the perks 

Functioning without feeling, 

without reason for being, 

Lacking feeling, yet rich with 

emotion, 

Getting lost in the commotion. 

Going crazy because they all 

think you're sane, 

It's not in my mind, it's in my 

brain! 

Claims being made that it is all 

a show, 

An act for amusement and 

hopes for pity. 

But, oh, how I pity those who 

pity me! 

They think the show is bad, if 

only they saw the behind the 

scenes. 

-Anonymous 

 

 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetuer 
adipiscing elit. Fusce elementum. Integer 
blandit lorem vel tortor. Sed sit amet metus. 
Suspendisse metus. 

 

It seemed like just yesterday I was being bullied 

About my weight, or my body, or my hair but 

Nowadays, everybody seems to give me the props.  

I went from living in my little “cocoon”  

To being an open book. Shaving my head and  

Stretching my ears and being called a hippie. 

Those things don’t actually describe me though.  

I do not know who I am, honestly.  

I don’t know what I am and I simply don’t care. 

But there is a problem.  

What do I tell people if they ask? 

Do I ignore them because I think all the questions 

Are irrelevant or do I speak up? 

I am trapped in a world of my own, 

Seeing through the eyes of a sincere hypocrite who 

doesn’t know right from wrong.  

    Anonymous 



 

Oaken 

 
The day was grey and dark. No one smiled in the small 

town of Oaken, since only tragedy shed its shadows upon the 

people. Fires, earthquakes, maybe even the occasional ogre or 

dragon, took their turn to destroy the town. No one had smiled 

here. Not for decades. As the sun slowly stopped returning to greet 

the diminutive, starved people of Oaken, so did their expectations 

and dreams for true bliss to at last appear. No one smiled in Oaken. 

 She was a young girl, sixteen or seventeen by age but 

looked twenty to twenty-one by features. Her smile was heavy and 

weary, but appeared without issue every day. Yet, if you stared 

into her dark, grey-blue eyes, you could see that sorrow surrounded 

her cheerful posture. Her skin was pale, as if death had once had its 

claws holding onto her but, to its dismay, lost its grip. The name to 

which she goes by is Qwen, short for LaQwen de Roul. Her heart is 

large, yet her patience wears thin. This girl is the savior of Oaken. 

 On this dead and lonely day, Oaken’s despair ran deep. 

Today, a family was sent through great turmoil caused by the 

death of their eldest son, Jacob. Ever since he was the age of 13, he 

was tormented by his peers. He was reminded everyday by them 

how he would never grow to be anything but a shop keeper’s son. 

To a boy with powerfully great dreams, like Jacob, it was 

heartbreaking. He knew he was stuck to be nothing, and only to 

grow to be just that: nothing. Along with his suicide came guilt, 

anger, revenge, depression, and more death , since his weak-willed 

mother couldn’t imagine another day without her Jacob, she was 

found hanging from the wooden tapestries, leaving her youngest 

son, Jerimiah under the care of his hard-headed , drunken father. 

The guilt was directed mostly onto the tormentors. They blamed 

themselves for Jacob’s death. What if I didn’t say this? Would he 

still be alive? Was his death because of... me? No… of course not.  

Who were they trying to make believe? Everyone around them or 

themselves? Everyone knew it was all their fault. They felt it was, 

too. 

 Since the deaths of the abused innocents, Oaken grew 

darker and darker, basically feeding off of its own depression. 

Robberies, murders, and suicides all plagued Oaken, and every day 

there was another loss. Another problem that could never and 

would never be fixed. After a while, people got used to the violence. 

No one became a hero. Every man for himself was the rule. A man 

could stroll by as an elder got brutally beaten and robbed by dark 

clothed, greedy men, his emotion unchanged—indifferent. Oaken 

was dying, along with everyone in it. 

 As Qwen lumbered toward the small shop, her eyes glued 

to the ground, brows furrowed-just as mother taught her—she had 

a faint smile on her pink lips. She was a happy girl among everyone 

else who had given up all hope and humanity left inside them. She 

was at least still human. As she entered the shop, she gave a small, 

red, waxy tulip to Mr. Damoon, something she always did to honor 

his son, Jacob. Little had she known of Jacob; he went to her school 

even though he was years older than she. She respected him during 

her younger years; she always heard of how hard he worked and 

how much it paid off. Jacob was always head of his class. He really 

could have made something of himself with his great intelligence 

and dreams.  She shook her head, depressed once more about 

Jacob’s death, just as she so often was whenever she went to his 

father’s store. On her way out, she greeted Jerimiah with a small 

smile. His dark brown eyes just stared back gloomily; too 

emotionless, too cold, and too grave for only a now sixteen year-old 

to bear. 

 As her navy eyes scanned the town, all Qwen saw was 

darkness and pain. She remembered how, when she was little, her 

grandmother would tell her stories about the warmth of sunshine, 

the warmth of peoples’ smiles. How they gleamed. She remembered 

wondering what a “grin” was, and what the sun even looked like.  

“Well,” her grandmother would ponder. “It was round, golden, and 

so bright it would hurt your eyes for days if you stared at it long 

enough!” She would chuckle, her eyes crinkling on the edges as she 

reached into her pocket, retrieving a small, sun-shaped golden 

stone. “Share this light to save Oaken…” Qwen never, even to this 

day, knew what she meant. 

Oh, how Qwen would marvel! Ever since she was a 

little girl she dreamed of the sun, how its beauty 

could cure the land, help the people and maybe even 

Oh, how Qwen would marvel! Ever since she was a little 

girl she dreamed of the sun, how its beauty could cure the land, 

help the people and maybe even make Oaken a happier place once 

more. Shallow was her dream. Shallow, but great.  

As she rounded around the corner of the dirt path to her home, she 

heard a blood-curdling scream. Automatically, she dropped the 

basket, the wine bottle breaking, making its red liquid to cover the 

ground. The grapes sprawled everywhere.  As her heart beat, 

skipped beats, and beat once more, she jogged. She ran. She 

sprinted. Something deep inside her, yelling at her, forcing her to 

run to help whomever had let out such an inhuman sound. Her 

hair danced crazily in the wind as she ran; sweat beads appeared 

under her golden-bronze hairline. 

Her thoughts raced. A small voice inside her screeched at 

her. What are you doing? Why are you doing this? This isn’t 

normal! What is wrong with you?! She didn’t care. She knew she 

had to do something. 

Her eyes landed on a creature. Its eyes red as blood, 

pupils large—deadly. Its body arched and crooked as if it was 

someone with spinal meningitis. It crawled and screeched in 

dangerous tones as it approached a group of children who were 

playing hopscotch.  Qwen’s body stiffened to the sight, her eyes 

wide and filled with disbelief. What was this thing?? It dripped 

with a black, tar-like substance, its fingers as overgrown as its 

browning teeth. 

 

Share this light to save Oaken… 

 

Qwen’s grandmother’s voice echoed in her mind. Light? 

Save Oaken?? She touched her sun-shaped necklace and ripped it 

off her neck; its chain crumbling in pieces. She ran over to the 

group of children, raising the sun amulet to the tar-oozing demon 

just as it raised an arm to strike.  

As it hit the creature, a bright golden light shoots out. 

The sun amulet’s light cut into the demon like a thousand swords, 

causing the creature to quiver and screech in agony until it was no 

more. Its heaping body plummeted to the ground, disintegrating 

into black ooze the minute it touched the dust.  

The light of the amulet sprawled every which way; its light 

covering all of Oaken in golden light crystals, then finally 

disappearing into nothing.  

Slowly, Qwen saw a small stream of light appear from the 

sky, every minute getting larger and larger as the clouds became so 

white they were transparent. There sat a warm, golden sphere, 

seeming to contain so much light that it leaked out in streaking 

golden yellow and orange. Hesitantly, doors all throughout Oaken 

creaked open, bewildered eyes appearing and squinting into the 

now appearing light. 

Qwen turned to see Jerimiah and Mr. Damoon stepping 

out into the light, a small smile slowly appearing on their faces, 

slowly warping into matching grins. 

Lexi Walters 

 



 

The Importance of Beer  
by Sophia Lewis 

 

 Have you ever wondered how 

early civilization was able to survive 

without knowing anything about 

sanitation? One of the biggest 

contributing factors was the invention 

of beer. I believe that beer has brought 

the most far-reaching changes in 

civilization, since civilization couldn’t 

have survived without it. 

 When early civilization was first 

starting, no one knew about germs and 

sanitation. The cities were always 

filthy and germ infested. This resulted 

in the water becoming polluted and 

full of deadly bacteria. However, no 

one knew this, so they would continue 

to drink the contaminated water. 

These people would eventually die 

from it, and the civilization would fail. 

But when beer was invented, the 

people could now surviving longer and 

the civilization had higher rates of 

success. 

 The reason beer was the 

civilizations’ savior was because of its 

brewing process. In order to make beer 

they would have to boil the germ 

infested water. The boiling of the 

water would kill the bacteria, making 

it safe to drink. Therefore, the people 

that chose to drink beer lived longer 

because the beer was not 

contaminated. The people that 

continued to drink water died sooner 

because of the germs in it. At first, 

people just saw that beer was good and 

water was bad. As more people drank 

the bacteria free beer instead of the 

polluted water, more people were 

living longer, making it possible for 

civilization to continue and grow. 

 Eventually, people realized that 

it wasn’t the beer itself but the fact 

that they boiled the water that was 

 Eventually, people realized 

that it wasn’t the beer itself but the 

fact that they boiled the water that 

was saving them. Now contaminated 

water was no longer a danger because 

people now knew to boil it. This also 

led to a better understanding of 

sanitation, and resulted in less 

disease related deaths as well as 

overall better health for the 

civilization. 

 The invention of beer is the 

most far-reaching change in 

civilization, since without it 

civilizations would not have lived. It 

was also a huge contribution to 

people’s realization and 

understanding of germs. Without 

this knowledge, civilizations could 

not have grown and developed into 

what they are today.   
 



 

 

“What is Love?” 

We all want what we can’t have. 

A perfect dream. 

A perfect life. 

A perfect lover. 

But what I want, I got. 

And what I got was you. 

You may not be perfect, 

But you’re damn close. 

And what we both need is each 

other. 

This is not the end. 

It’s only the beginning. 

And we’ll take this journey 

together. 

~Tekera Johnson 

 

 

It's the day of valentines 

It's just a regular day filled with special 

times 

With that special person 

Where lines meet and connections are made 

Remembrance of love spent in a decade 

When the words "I love you" share so much 

meaning 

"I want you" seduces your inner thoughts 

While your presence has made an 

impression on me 

After the late night thoughts and the 

fantasy dreams 

I wonder what the future will actually  

bring 

I know your heart’s been bruised & beat up 

a few times 

But I've come prepared 

Tools in hand to repair it all 

Just for this moment take my hand 

Look into my eyes 

& take me away 

Afraid to ask you to stay 

But you let me know that, there's no 

worries 

The future is what we have 

 

2/13/14 NAW 
 

 

 



 

 

 

“You are what I dream of” 

You are what I dream of. 

The first thing I think about. 

The last thing I think about. 

You won't leave.  

It makes me mad that my heart 

could be so foolish. 

My mind is clever but my heart 

is dumb. 

I wish I could just erase you 

from my past and my memory. 

You were just a beautiful 

mistake.  

You weren't meant to happen.  

The only good outcome is that 

you were a lesson. 

–Moneka Beshay 

 



 

Color Explanation – 

Nature 

 
Red is always strong, and impossible to 

ignore. 

Red is the sweet berry juices that 

Burst in your mouth 

And run down your chin. 

And red is the prick of a thorn 

When it bites into your skin and draws out 

blood. 

Orange is sharp, 

But neither strong nor soft. 

Orange is the citrus taste of its fruit 

And the shadows of a fire dancing 

Behind closed eyelids. 

Yellow is warm, always warm, 

And it’s the feeling of the sun on your skin 

Or the uneven sand beneath your feet 

As you run and trip and run again. 
 

 

Green is various- 

Green is when you go to the beach 

And the salty air is in your next breath. 

Green is the smell when you rip open a 

leaf, 

And it releases the smell of life and chance. 

Blue is everywhere, 

But to look at blue, it is like being in the 

water 

And you feel it all around you. 

Sometimes you are surrounded by rough 

and choppy waves, 

And sometimes it floats by you, 

Soft and soothing. 

Purple is like the feeling of a petal 

Between your fingers, 

Delicate but strong 

In its own manner. 

 

Celia Adams 
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“Raw” 

 
I saw you walking down the street. 

Your hair tied back, looking straight ahead. 

You pass others, who look and stare. 

Who’s that chick? What is she wearing? 

You don’t care about what they say. 

I could tell. 

As they laugh and wonder, 

You tell yourself they are under-, 

neath the ground, where you were stuck. 

They wonder, how she broke out. 

I know the truth. 

[Chorus] 

You are unique. 

You’re not a freak. 

You aren’t in a clique, 

because you’re sweet. 

You know who you are inside, 

and you decide to let it out-, 

side the cave. 

There is pressure, 

you don’t give in. 

That makes you strong. 

That makes you natural. 

You are raw. 

The way you smile, 

shows your freedom. 

You don’t follow any rules, 

you make your own.  

You’re just that cool. 

You don’t care about what others think, 

I can tell by the way you blink. 

You have control,  

you only have to play your role. 

I know the truth. 

[Chorus] 

You are true.  

You’re not blue. 

Unlike the others who stare, 

they are stuck baring the pain of being 

misunderstood. 

But not you. 

You want to be yourself, 

And that is what makes you, you. 

That’s what makes you raw. 

I like the difference, 

in my eyes. 

No lies. 

It ties you together and makes you stand out. 

Without a doubt,  

you are the one, 

who will out shine the sun. 

I love what I see. 

because you are… 

[Chorus] 

Ally Broskey 

 



 

 

“SNOW and WATER” 
by Lianna Jante 

 

 Snow.  

 It tumbles down in large clumps. It 

slides, thick and fast, and smothers 

everything. It falls on treetops, on upturned 

faces, and on the hunched backs of furry 

animals as thick and heavy as the crushing 

weight of exhaustion. 

 Water. 

 It rushes. Both fast and slow, from 

trickling to pouring to slugging muddily deep 

in the veins of the mountain. The mountain 

is not tall or great. No legends surround it 

and no tales bear its name. But it is sturdy 

and dignified, and many unwary folk have 

fallen into its clutches and died. Such is the 

way of a thing of nature that has never 

known true life. 

 I set out from the hotel with hands as 

cold as ice despite the thick warmth of my 

gloves. It should have been a warning, but 

cold comes naturally with my nervousness, 

and that day, I couldn’t have been more 

scared than if I was walking to my death. 

 I looked up from the base of the 

mountain with a prick of dread, and shaded 

my eyes as the sun burst out into the 

colorful, merry dance of sunrise. 

 Thud. 

 “Are you seriously just going to stand 

there?” a voice asked. 

 “Shut up.” I rubbed my eyes and 

pushed Marie off me. “You know how I am 

in the morning,” I complained. 

 “As slow as a turtle and as serious as 

death,” she replied with a smile. “But come 

on,” Marie insisted. “You promised me you 

would learn how to ski today.” 

 “I don’t remember that,” I grumbled. 

 “What was that?” she asked. 

 “Oh, nothing,” I answered with the 

cheeriest expression I could muster. 

 “So where’s your boyfriend?” I 

inquired as we sat in the ski lift, rather 

precariously I might add, as it swung, 

carefree with swooping wind. I blinked and 

swatted, annoyed, as the few bits of bangs I 

had torn free from my hat and into my eyes.    

 “Relax,” Marie laughed, “We all 

have rebellion inside us, and yours just 

seems to be trapped in your hair. But to 

answer your question, he was being so 

annoying today. He woke up one hour after 

I did, and you know I like to sleep in, and 

then had to insist on breakfast.” 

 “That’s sucks,” I said rather 

bluntly. 

 “But,” she sang, grabbing my arm, 

“We are going to have so much fun skiing 

today without him.” 

 Suddenly the lift was shaking, and 

we felt the vibration as if it had leaped up 

from the ground and traveled through us. 

We both looked up instinctively, and to our 

horror, saw an avalanche racing down 

towards us.   

 I didn’t even think. I just jumped, 

letting out a short scream as I fell the six or 

so feet to the ground. I pushed myself 

violently off the ground and immediately 

began running in the opposite direction of 

my impending doom. 

 “Penelope WAIT!” Marie cried. I 

heard the thud as she hit the ground, and 

the soft crunches in the snow as she ran 

after me. I could feel tears streaming down 

my face but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.  

 “Wait DON’T!” she cried. I saw a 

strange trough in the snow but didn’t think 

much of it, not until I was on it, and then 

falling through it. I curled into ball 

instinctively. My body was clenched so 

tight I could only hiss on impact. I glanced 

upward, the opening seemed only feet 

away, but far enough that I couldn’t reach, 

and so slick with ice it was impossible to 

consider climbing.  

 I glanced upward regretfully and 

cursed my stupidity. I then turned and ran 

farther into the cave. I ran until I had to 

crawl. Knowing the avalanche would follow 

me. Knowing the snow would bury me if I 

didn’t travel fast enough. 

 And now I sit here soaked to the 

bone and shivering cold. I slosh through a 

shallow pool of groundwater, with the 

deadly snow spilling out of the small tunnel 

I had entered in. I look for an opening, an 

exit, and wait desperately to be rescued.  

 



 

 

 

My First Love 
 

Siani Byrd 

 

My first love- 

The one who took me everywhere 

with him. 

The one who made me feel special. 

The one who helped me with my 

homework and strived for me to do 

better. 

The one who I talked to on the phone 

with for hours. 

The one who made me feel beautiful. 

The one who made me feel 

important. 

He was the one. 

The one who was supposed meet my 

parents. 

Was always supposed to be there. 

Who said he would never leave me. 

The one who broke my heart. 

The one. 

My first love. 
 

 

 

Not Enough Time 

 

I don’t even want to write a poem, 

I just want to go home. 

But I need the extra credit, 

So I might as well get over it. 

 

Here’s a poem that I made, 

I only did it for a grade. 

I also don’t want to be 

Stuck with freshmen in AIC. 

 

All I did was turn in late, 

A few papers past due date. 

I just simply didn’t have the time. 

So now I have to make this rhyme. 

 

I still did the work and tried my best. 

But now I’m stuck on this annoying 

quest, 

To repent for my apparent crime, 

To repent for simply not having enough 

time.  

 

Sophia Lewis 

 

 



 

“Winterfall”  

By Logan Whithed 

 It's cold and rainy on the funeral procession. 

Many dozens of people have gathered in and around the 

church and the nearby cemetery. A stark white tent has 

been set up over the door, which people huddle under in 

black jackets and black clothes, a symbol of mourning. I 

watch some of my friends cry, some of them silent and 

rigid. My best friend, Amy, is surrounded by her 

girlfriends as she sobs, all of them trying to comfort her. 

My second best friend, Gabe, stands alone in the rain, 

just outside the tent, his shoulders occasionally shaking 

from the sobbing.  

 I stand outside it all, under a tree, the 

occasional fat drops of water rolling off the leaves and 

into my hair. One rolls down my face, leaving a wet trail 

down my temple, before it soaks into the mask covering 

the lower half of my face. A normal person wouldn’t feel 

as calm watching their own funeral procession, but I'm 

not exactly a normal person.  

 People start walking inside, and once the last 

person, Gabe, walks in, I slowly follow. Not many get 

the chance to watch their own funeral. I slide my hood 

up, covering my face, making me unrecognizable. The 

door is just about to shut when I grab it, and silently 

slide in. Carefully, I avoid anyone who knows me, 

though oddly many people I don’t know are here.  

 People start taking the open seats, and I hide in 

the back, near another door, and blend in with the 

shadows. No one looks back at me. The first to go up is a 

priest, who talks about some nonsense about passing on 

and the like. Next, he lets Gabe go up to the stand. His 

eyes are red and puffy from crying.  

 "Devyn was a good friend of mine. And it's 

really, really hard to see him... gone. He was always a 

strong person, though not the nicest sometimes. But he 

stood up for me." He looks like he's about to leave when 

he starts again. "And... He always said that when he 

died, it would be on his own terms, that he wouldn’t wait 

till he was old and frail and unable to support himself 

anymore. I guess that he thought it was best now. 

Goodbye, Dev. I'm sorry."  

 He walks off the pulpit, and gives Amy a hug 

before she steps up. She takes a shaky breath before she 

starts. "I've known Devyn since we were just little kids. 

Gabe said it, he was always the strongest, always ready 

to go, always eager to fight. But... I never knew that he 

was losing the fight on the inside. I never questioned it, I 

never thought about it. He was there for me when I 

needed him, and I wasn’t there for him. Damn it, Dev." 

She looks like she’s on the verge of tears. "It never 

crossed my mind that someone like him would 

kill himself, not once. He was just wasn’t that 

crossed my mind that someone like him would kill 

himself, not once. He was just wasn’t that kind of 

person. But I didn’t pay enough attention, and he lost 

his fight on the inside because of that. I'm sorry, Dev. 

I don’t know if you knew, but I had a crush on you for 

a long time. I'm sorry that I wasn’t there for you. I'm 

sorry that I didn’t have the strength to talk to you 

about the serious stuff like you did. I'm sure that he 

forgot he told me, but a few years ago he told me he 

wanted this song played at his funeral."  

 She fishes her phone out of her small purse 

and flicks the screen, but I already know what it is. My 

eyes are open wide with shock that she remembered 

that day. It starts out with a slow, sad piano, then 

slowly speeds up, and picks up to a heroic note. It's 

called End of My Journey, an instrumental. My 

favorite part was always the violins. It wasn’t a sad 

song of death, no. It was a tune of heroism, of ending 

the journey the way it was meant to end for the 

stories. It plays out, and by the end, Amy is sobbing, 

as well as some people in the chairs. Her friends crowd 

around her, and I lower my head, fighting the urge to 

step out of the dark and tell her that I'm alive. Still 

kicking.  

 Glancing up, I see several people getting up 

and finding friends and families, mourning together for 

yet another loss in this town. It must be hard on my 

old family friends, losing an entire family of friends 

they've known forever to the dirt. Well, almost the 

whole family. My expression hardens, and I reach up 

under the hood and pull the blue mirrored goggles over 

my eyes. It's raining outside, and I like being able to 

see. I make for the door, open it, and glance back. 

Gabe and Amy both happen to be staring right at me. 

They look at each other, then back at me, and they both 

start forward.  

 After a pause, I open the door, and jog out 

into the rain, alone and under a new persona. I’m not 

Devyn anymore. He’s dead, six feet under with the rest 

of my family, a name soon to be forgotten by human 

minds and history alike. Once again I’m Winter, 

because I’m as cold, unforgiving, and unforgettable as 

the season I was named for.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

“Game Over” 
Click-click-click goes the game. 

The screen flashes over again. 

All day long it stays the same, 

Game Over. 

 

From the moment after my daily snooze, 

I jump right into the daily groove. 

If I see this screen, my mind I'll lose, 

Game Over. 

 

Video games, they are my love, 

Though they may turn my mind to fuzz. 

Just one thing I'm still sick of, 

Game Over. 

 

Gladly, I turn to the same old spin. 

The game distracts me in the interim 

Until I see this final screen 

“You Win!” 

Game Over. 

 

–Peter Krueger 

 

 

 



 

Light Shining Through the 

Darkness 
 

Walking through the bright light every morn 

It's a habit to take advantage of that 

beautiful light 

Hard to realize you’re slowly being 

swallowed in the dark 

It's all consuming and corruptive as it's 

engulfing you whole 

Luckily there's always one thing that can 

save you from the dark 

Your shining light, your savior 

Wait for your light 

Don't succumb to the darkness 

Because if you wait 

Your salvation will come 

Beaming through cracks in the dark 

Your salvation will come 

A surrounding comforting light fills out all 

around you 

Your salvation has come 

 

~ Jessica H. 

 
 

 

 

American Dream  
 

Tyler Cross 

 

 Have you ever thought about your 

American Dream? People have many different 

thoughts about the way our world works as a 

whole. By examining the importance of my 

American Dream, the impact it has on my 

family, and the ability to achieve my dream, 

one can see that this world is created equally. 

The American Dream is all about giving back 

and making the world a better place.  

 The importance of my American Dream 

can go many different ways. I strongly believe 

that every single person is created equally and 

should have the same advantages of everyone 

else. Discrimination was a big issue a few years 

ago and still is an issue to this day. Many 

African Americans were and are treated 

differently than whites. African Americans 

were not able to ride on the same buses as 

whites, they had to use different water 

fountains, and did not receive the same 

education as whites did. My American Dream is 

important because it gives every person the 

opportunity to have an equal life. In the quote 

“Locked arm in arm they cross the way, the 

black boy and the white” (Cullen, “Tableau”). 

The author is making the different races as one. 

I feel as though having different rules for 

blacks and whites is wrong and unnecessary. 

They are both people, aren’t they? Yes, so they 

both should get treated the same way.  

 My American Dream has impacted my 

family in many ways. My family has many 

friends that are African Americans and they 

hang out with them often.  

 There are many different ways to 

achieve my American Dream. Someone could 

start off with having friends that are African 

American. I personally have friends that are 

African American and we all get along perfectly 

fine. There are different ways to approach the 

way of changing equality. People can always 

stand up for one another by protesting, 

creating organizations, and fighting for one 

another. Protesting is not the best thing to do 

but it can be done if you have enough people to 

protest with you.  

 American Dreams can go many 

different ways, I believe everyone is equal no 

matter what race you are. Through the 

importance of my American Dream, the impact 

it has on the family, and the ability to achieve 

my dream, one can see that every person is 

created equally.  
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