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Poem of POV
by Marcos Herrera
Do you hear kids talking?
It reminds me back from my past
I wish I was talkative, but in the moment it failed me
Cause I’m a quiet kid.
Music sounds like a bird singing to your ear peacefully
Music feels a blow from a warm wind
Music gives you emotions
Music helps you to be better and not alone.
Can you feel your heart beating?
Is it beating for love?
Is it beating for a person you trust?
If so, you may be a lucky one.
It’s okay to cry for those you really love or miss
I once had it before, you know
I cried because of my mom’s death
I cried because I felt guilty for myself
Anything you think of, it’s okay to cry.
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Grendel in Me
by Evan Bryan
He roars inside my head
No one dares to look in his eyes
His roars are unsaid
For his eyes are filled with hate
He stomps in anger
Though he is misunderstood
His anger flows within me
For I have no control
Pinned up against a wall
I feel nothing
Too numb to feel pain
I hear the cheers of victory behind me
They are better without me
Is this why I walk alone?
Forever I shall walk
Alone in the dark
Misunderstood is I
No one will know my pain
Nor the Grendel in me
That lives in my soul
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Lauren Patton

Smoke and Mirrors

A Beautiful Love
by Nikki Steele
A beautiful love it was
Something rare
Filled with promises
Promises of faithfulness
A relationship forged on honesty
Stretched through several years
Truth be told
This beautiful love was young
Immature
Riddled with holes and cracks
Empty promises became the foundation
And in the end
He left me.
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Overachieving Kid
by Shadow Bennett
What happens to the kids that are over achieving
What happens to the kids that get good grades
What happens to the kids that all seem okay
Once out of school what do they do
When getting all As and studying has completely gone away
What happens when their world falls apart
And they are no longer seen as smart
What happens to the kids when their identity is stripped from them?
When they've spent all their lives being seen as the genius in disguise
When they decide college is a waste of time
What happens to the kid when all their attention turns into nothing
When the little love they had turns into silence
And although they’re not alone they feel like they’re slowly drowning
What happens when the kid with the success story starts to become a failure
They begin to give up on everything
They start to sleep all day barely eating anything
When just going to the store creates a disastrous chore
Or when taking a shower becomes a test of sanity
What happens to the kid that instead of being smart completely falls apart
When they becomes stressed and depressed
And hate to read and learn
When the very thing that gave them a reason to be loved
Makes them seem unlovable
Tell me again what happened to the overachieving kid
What happens when they become depressed
What happens when they act a little weird
When everyone asks if there okay,
and the only thing they can say is they’re just a little stressed
Because in the end who wouldn't be a little stressed, when put under so much stress
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The Fish In The Water
by Nylar Fajardo
The fish swimming under the clear cold water.
Emotions flow like water.
dripping down like rain.
The fish out of the water slammed into the
rocky floor.
Vivid colors fill your eyes with beauty.
The light blue sky and the bright green grass,
Brings us joy.
Leaves in the air glide like clouds.
The wind howls like wolves in the night.

The fishing rod cuts loose and with big disappointment
Comes grief and sadness, And so then I change my fishing line
Making it thicker and strong.
I pull back then swing into the cool water.
As the sky is blue and the grass is green.
With the white clouds and the howling wind.
I feel a rushing boost of confidence and I begin to pull back.
As I bring my rod back a giant fish comes out splashing everywhere
As If It were a tsunami.
And so with my fish, I go home with a smile.
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Browyn Cooper

Wood Burner
on Plywood

Wildfire
by Eden Hilliard
Trees billowing in the wind
Remind her of herself.
They blow and blow without mend
if left unkempt
will fall like an unstable shelf.
Breaking points,
thousands of blows,
down to the joints,
but the thing that takes it out?
Snow.
Tapping, whispers, dripples
send her over the edge.
an ocean seemingly calm,
then a ripple
a tsunami.
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She goes over the ledge.
She seems to be at peace,
but behind those eyes,
and smile that seems
to never cease
there is a broken girl,
full of lies.
Waiting for the snow.
For the second
when she says “no”,
and falls to the ground.
When perfect becomes worthless,
and pretty becomes fake.
Hoping no one will see she’s a mess.
It’s a magic trick.
Not real just
pretending for others’ sake.
Something starts it,
a fuse ready to ignite,
the fuse must be lit,
a flame in the night.
Looks, glances, pushes,
flaming red fire.
Soon fire burns through brushes.
In a moment
emergency sirens will cry.
If left unwatched
can blow
into a mess of fiery red.
Tame the beast when she can be
extinguished with a cup.
Don’t and she won’t let up.

17

Jack Schroeder
Art

18

Breanna Johnston
Art

Jocelynn Collard
Art

19

The Mark of Old World
by Vinh Huynh
As I recall, I came to the city to explore something new. I became a negotiator in contracting technology into hospitals in the most crowded city of New Port city. Joining different
species at my workplaces, brainstorming the genius in providing cybernetic eyes for disabling
citizens, buying the weirdest spicy chip I could find at automated stores were the wildest
times of my life. Yet, I am missing something in part of my exploration. That fateful day, as I
remembered, I glimpse at a massive glass window in front of my messy workplace. The mirror created a near reverse image of every object I ever endured since the first day: blue degree in advanced robotic automation, A figure model of a sports car, neon lights, OK flags,
etc. One of which is a portrait of my family that stands out. The red barn background
brightly shines by soft lamp lights to a fainted writing, “Best Son, Ida .” I realize that I forgot
the first steps in life.
“Fifty years of no contact, why didn’t I bother visiting my parents?” said me confusingly while munching fried okra and driving.
My cyber arms feel like a lava stick on the wheel while my fake crystal eyes cannot
handle the lights of death. The brightest sky illuminates my glass car so much that I decide
to buy any possible sunglasses at a nearby store unwillingly. I stop my car by a seemingly
empty store with a sign called ”Gas Station” in the middle of nowhere. The windiest sky slaps
the wheat field so smoothly like a hand touching soft blankets continuously. My metallic
electric cars consume the brightest light in the sunniest states.
“What is gas, products for sale perhaps? Also, what are those stalls labeled ”gas”
standing at the front of the store?” I question before entering the store.
An old man with an accent of a rock greets me with honesty: “Morning young man,
do ya’ll look somethin’ for souvenir or to prevent sunlight?”
“Prevent sunlight from getting my poor fake eyes,” I reply.
“Just like my son.” He laughs out loud with the honesty of a father.
I was quite a bit annoyed yet wondering, so I questioned him with a touch of mockery. “How was your son? Is he the greatest man on earth to fear that sunlight outside the
field every day?”
“Him? He is very great on his own after living in the brightest sunlight for brighter
dreams.” His replies exposed regret while looking at cheap sunglasses.
“Dreams? Like working in a big city or creating the strongest prosthetic arms?” I intriguingly raise my voice.
“My, it’s all true. Why do you sound like someone I met before?” His concerned eyes
drew full attention back to me.
“Ida is a name you are looking for? Because it is also my name,” I replied.
The silence draws through the doors. The dust-tumble weed hits the store, breaking
the empty bottles; the sound of my phone rings for a fully charged battery car. His eyes
begin to drop tears for like a thousand years of reunification. My realization lingers so far
away from my loved ones so much that this could turn out to be a normal conversation. Is it
because of my crystal clear fake eyes or the intense lights in Oklahoma illuminating flashbacks to these poor men? The back door for employees suddenly opens and red hair flies,
pops over flashing like red colors paints, a red barn’s colored paint. A woman, undeniably
the same age as the storekeeper walks in with packs of rusty mechanics boxes.
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“Old man, whatcha supposed to do with this father's so-called treasure?” she shouts.
“Honey,” he suddenly paused.
“This young man claims that he is our son, Ida.” His voice stutters with uncertainty.
At that moment, she could be mistakenly looking at a lost city tourist finding his relatives. I know precisely that even if a mom remembers the core young kids after drastic
changes like a math formula. She would be the greatest mom to even after fifty years of no
eye-to-fake eye contact. Unless, of course, that was my mother right in front of me.
“Young man, you are at home now,” she said with tears dropping from pristine waterfalls.
We hug each other. The atmosphere signals the warmest feeling ever. My fake eyes
burst into tears for the first time, not because of malfunctioning, not because of my prosthetic arms never “sweating” this much. Preferably, it is the joy of once in a lifetime moment. I cannot express nor encrypt my moment into a file to my laptop. I experienced it. A
warm reunion sparks in the middle of nowhere, no virtual simulation, and no fiction.
My so-called dad speaks with urgency, “Son, there is something I wanted to give you.
It is a gift from your great-grandfathers. We need to accomplish it before it is too late. ”
I accept. We go to the abandoned red band, the barn in my childhood in the portrait.
The same place is now stained with dusty brown, decade-red paint, and broken solar panels
ready to fall off. Now I remember. My father used to mention a lot of great grandfather's
treasure hunting gifts. A gift-shaped- like boxes that can move with the sound of metal
scratching each other.
Even better, that gift does not require energy. It used to be a part of my family to retain it for spiritual good luck.
Open the double door, three of us present a not so “brightly gift”. It is a box that has
four wheels with exactly four seats. He is shaped like cardboard with a mixed spray of all
kinds of steel materials. The box has a two-sided pipe and two-round lights, one of the lights
is broken. Finally, an open hole on the side of the car has a note sticking that says, “Put Gas
Here” in bad doctor handwriting.
“Son, I wanted to have a generation packed on these machines and drive to anywhere brighter than these red barns.” My fathers started exposing regretful tones.” We ran
out of the last physical energy in this station and every last one in this nation. I wish somebody would leave a few for this poor family. ”
“ You mean gas? Are you sure you extract every single drop out of the stall? ” I naively asked for redemption.
“They broke down a long time ago, ain’t nobody knows how much nor fix it.”. He
said
“With my parent’s gift, I sure don't”. I immediately leave without any hesitation.
I run across the wheat field of a single finger lingering on the carpet fields. At the gas
station, I use my crystals to clear fake eyes to detect and the arms measuring any possible
detect energy-like substances. Until I scan the bottom of the stall with a “gas pipe” label,
my eyes identify dark substances in a tank. My metallic arms smash through the middle of
the tanks, creating precisely small holes through them. A burst of black waters with a horrible smells erupts like fountains of soda.
I run back to the barns with a bucket of the “fuel” products. Nobody believes that
there are still a few substances long-forgotten that exist in a nowhere station. We pump it
through the holes of stickers. Finally, my mother activates the moving gift box…
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It roars. It roars loudly. The sound made by the four-wheel box fills the emptiness of
the field with industrious metal clanging rapidly. The "box" begins to shake lightly to show
the power of a horse. Both spotlights flash the outskirt, flashing right at the gas station one
more time.
I do not remember what happened after that. But, I know excitement fills in everyone. A treasure that took generations to maintain that genetics-knows great grandfather
hidden from the shadow of the future worlds. Will the current generations recognize regret
of the past?

Write Your Chapter
by Vinh Huynh
White page wore infinite outcome.
Countless spaces ready for stories,
Clear like pristine air,
And momentum.
Tapping your writing countless times...
Drawing memories, events, fantasies,
Writing challenges, concerns, regrets,
Yet cracking mistakes.
Who there to read and judge
Attempt to erase not cross one-self,
So choices are made.

Your hand lifts up, foreseen own actions
Emptiness vanishes
Leave only your righteous record.
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Arctic Tundra
by Jason Dominguez
Behind my back I see ice
Who no one can see
And no word can describe
Shame could be past,
Despite my anxious soul
Claiming melt the glacial

Get free of this arctic cube
That got me freezing,
Covered in pain and agony
Yearning a new sunrise
Then find a pretty smile
To rejoice myself.

TIME
by Alondra Medina Gonzalez
The nights full of stars
They become in dark nights
Every nocturnal exist
Became to adventures
All of this became a beating
The destiny gave me changes
My job is to rechange
I’m trying to generate in my life
I bite my lip
And try to learn
Every year I try to be a new person
It’s been time I’ve been wanting
Wanting to do it and used time thinking about it
And time thinking about it
How could I say it and hate time planning it
Time passes and I’m still here
Trying to not suffer
And I have come to an agreement to conclude
Life only one
We have to do something good
26

seagulls in the school parking lot
by Olivia Saunders
there’s always seagulls in the
school parking lot during
winter
they circle the snow piles
the sky is grey today, but it has
a pink tone to it. i don’t know
why
i'm driving home
my friends asked me to go out
with them this weekend. i don’t
really want to see anybody this
weekend
i’m driving home
and i’m thinking about how a
few years ago there was a
huge dust storm in africa and
the sky looked somewhat like
how it does today. it was thick
and orange-ish pink, and it
was hot. it’s hot today
i’m driving home and my mind
is halfway across the globe 2
years prior and i realize there is
no snow in the parking lot so
why are the seagulls there
it’s so hot here all of the time
now. it hasn’t snowed in years
yet the seagulls still come
every winter

27

Evening Streetcorner

Sarah Liepins
Photography

Strikethrough Contrail

28

Syndey Saenz
Art

29

Josie Ossenkop

Mammon
Digital Art

30

Josie Ossenkop
Digital Art

31

2021 Tik Tok Trends
by Callie Chesnut

Staff writer

Our generation is strongly influenced by social media and our devices kept in our
back pockets. Tik Tok is one app that has taken our world by storm- creating trends, and
overall creating a sense of togetherness. One popular trend that came up was Devious Licks.
It caused mass panic at the beginning of August because people stole school supplies and
posted about it online. Students would steal things such as doors, benches, soap dispensers,
pencil sharpeners, etc. This trend impacted our own school with so many people being put in
AISP for stealing things. Hundreds of videos went viral at the beginning of the school year
displaying these “licks.” Schools went through a crisis not having enough supplies and shutting down bathrooms.
“I thought it was strange for people to steal stuff just because they didn’t have anything else to do. It was awkward to walk into bathroom stalls and see that the toilet paper,
soap, and towels were missing,” said a senior at North.
Bones or no bones takes Tik Tok by storm with a cute rescued pug named Noodle
who decides if today will be a “Bones or No Bones” day. “Bones day” means a high energy
and productive day and “No Bones day” means a mental health day. With over four million
followers, people spending their day depending on Noodles predictions has grown in the past
month. Noodle and his owner recently appeared on the Today Show to do a live daily bone
reading. People have taken it into their own hands to make merchandise inspired by him to
remind them whether today is a lazy self-care day or a productive day.
Another popular trend is the pumpkin head photoshoot. It is a spooky trend that has
got everyone in the Halloween spirit. The trend involves carving and wearing a pumpkin
and taking pictures of yourself in dark lighting or a fall atmosphere. The most popular videos have been families and young kids wearing them as costumes and loving their pumpkin
friends. Two of Edmond North's teachers participated in the pumpkin trend. Benjamin
Campbell, the event broadcasting teacher, took his love for photography and the creativity
from the pumpkin head trend to photograph the newspaper teacher Addie Lewis and her
husband Mark.
Another Tik Tok trend, Berries and Cream was originally a sound that went viral.
People started singing it everywhere, streaming it on Youtube, and making memes using
clips from the video. Some have even gone as far as making the character behind it or the
“Little Lad” their Halloween costumes and/or social media profiles. The little lad trend has
encapsulated Mrs. Lewis, and she has decided that she will be dressing as the creator of the
popular sound for Halloween.
"I’m dressing up as the Little Lad because the song was on repeat in my head and I
already have the bangs!" said Mrs. Lewis.
#StudyWithMe is a trend where a creator goes live or makes a video for you to play
while you study. It’s like the trending “Eat with me” videos last summer that popular influencers made for people struggling with eating during the peak of quarantine. This trend is
for students who have trouble focusing on assignments and need help getting homework
done. Students this year coming back from online school last year may be struggling and
trends like these help them focus and get through these tough times.
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How much is too much?
by Gracie Holden

Senior Editor

In March of 2019, the lives of many were changed forever. What started as an epidemic quickly escalated into a global pandemic, and the day-to-day routine changed for
everyone. Schools shut down, hugging friends and family turned into hugging caskets, and
no one knew what was going to come next.
Flash forward to October of 2021. Masks have become the new normal, arguments of
whether or not the vaccination is a wise decision are rampant, and a fear of physical touch is
seen in many people. In Edmond, Oklahoma, a mostly Republican state and city, the virus
has become politicized. If you choose to get the vaccination, you are a sheep following the
herd to impending doom. If you choose to not get the vaccination, you are being disrespectful to everyone around you. If you wear a mask, you are ostracized for doing so; if you do
not, it is the same scenario. It is a time where nobody is happy with any decision that is being
made, and a group of six Edmond parents has spoken out about just how unhappy they
are.
In September, Facebook was no longer a powerful enough platform to speak out
on. Six parents decided to take their concerns to court.
“Our battle really isn’t with the district and the teachers or even our superintendent.
We really want our school district to come in compliance with the law and keep healthy kids
in school,” said one parent in an interview with KFOR.
This is one of the six parents who has filed a lawsuit against Edmond Public Schools
(EPS).
According to the EPS website, the COVID protocol comes from the guidance of the
Oklahoma City-County Health Department (OCCHD). OCCHD has recommended that anyone who has been exposed to a COVID-19 positive person and has not received a COVID-19
vaccine or tested COVID-19 positive in the last 90 days will be required to complete a 7-Day
or 10-Day quarantine. To the six parents, this is “segregation” towards their children.
A restraining order was requested by these parents as a means to alleviate the protocols that have been set. The restraining order was quickly declined by the judge.
The current mask mandate is not as much of a mandate as it is an option. Every student has the ability to opt-out of wearing a mask if they choose to do so based on personal,
religious, or health reasons. Even with these three reasons, teachers cannot force a student to
wear a mask in their classroom or the hallways. There are many students walking around
who are not wearing masks.
Many Edmond students disagree with the steps that parents are choosing to take–
some believe that they are being overdramatic, and others believe that following the guidelines set to protect themselves and those around them is the right thing to do.
As of October 8th, Edmond North has 14 students out due to COVID. North currently
has the highest number of students in quarantine throughout all of the Edmond schools.
The parent continued on in the interview to say that all of the parents want the healthy kids
to continue going to school, even though exposure can be the thing that makes a healthy
child sick, resulting in a bigger outbreak of COVID throughout the school.
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E-107
by Eloane Bornarel
I was here, waiting under the bus stop shelter like a fool because I missed my bus. My
hair was dripping because I forgot my umbrella again , one more time . The icy wind blew
through my old coat causing shivers all over my body. I was trying as best as I could to warm
me up but without success. I was frozen. The lamppost emitted a weak light illuminating the
small area where I was sheltered from the rain. I was exhausted from my long day of work in
the hospital and tired of my job, thinking that being a nurse isn’t what I want to do anymore.
When I was almost falling asleep on the bench, I heard a vehicle approaching . It was the bus,
the driver opened the door and asked for my ticket. I gave him five dollars and sat in my
seat . I was watching the rain drops falling on the window. Suddenly my phone rang , it was a
reminder saying to go to the cemetery, lay flowers. I don’t even know why I made a reminder
because I will never forget that day. I decided to watch the old album of her photos in honor
of her memory, opened the app and looked for my old pictures. It was a photo of me and my
best friend Ella before she died. This was all my fault, I killed her. As the memories resurface,
my throat tightens and tears begin to form in my eyes. I couldn't save her, the disease she had
was unknown. I have contacted many medical research centers, universities and many other
doctors but they all said the same things: disease undetectable. I made her do all imaginable
tests and treatment possible, but the dark stain on her body won’t go. She was going crazy
because of the secondary effect of the antibiotics, and I was watching her suffer day after day.
The hospital saw that she did not recover so they confined her, they were afraid she could contaminate people. After one month of hope, I was slowly drowning in despair. So I decided to
use my last card and contact the public health service. To my surprise, they responded to me;
they were interested and worried about this unknown discovery and that they will send me
support. Afterwards. the area E was full of doctors and researchers but I could not assist with
the research anymore. She was being watched twenty-four-seven; a camera was in her room,
monitoring each of her movements . She was following a new treatment called E-107 that was
elaborated by the best scientists in the country. I was hopeful and free from anxieties; I was
convinced she was going to make it. At first, she seemed to be better and her hallucinations
stopped for a moment . However after a week, she relapsed and died. I never have the time
to say goodbye to her. I was shocked to see her dead body covered with black veins and hematoma. I could never erase what I saw; it will stay in my mind forever...I still haven’t
mourned. After her funeral, Area E was closed because of contamination, and strangely everybody forgot what happened but not me.
I was looking at the pictures with nostalgia when I noticed something strange. The more
I looked at them, the more they disturb me . Her eyes … she no longer had pupils; I don’t understand even if she was in the hospital her condition was not critical, she was still smiling. But
what scares me the most is the shadow I see beyond her. My heart skipped a beat when I suddenly remembered what she had said to me about her strange vision and the voice she heard.
I panicked. Was that really hallucinations she had? Am I crazy? I needed to find the truth
about what really happened.
I jumped off my seat and rushed through the conductor. I yelled at him to stop the car
and almost fell when he braked brutally . He was ready to reprimand me, but when he saw
me panicking, he just gave me an umbrella and opened the door . The bus pulled away from
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me while I was running in the rain, umbrella in hand. I was not to far away from the hospital, I
still can do it
I internally thank gods that I still keep the key for the area E in my bag. As I unlocked
the door from the building, I instantly regretted it. The hall was empty and all of my body was
screaming to run away, but curiosity won. The failing light of the neon , neon that never was
shut down, lit my way. I could see that nature has taken back its right; some grass and ivy had
grown between the floor tile and the wall. The rainwater seeped through broken windows creating small puddles. I walked alert ,attentive to the slightest noise , searching for the archives
where I would find the answer to all the questions I had. After twenty minutes of deep research,
I finally admitted I was lost, so I decided to retrace my steps and when I turned around I saw in
the end of the corridor a strange shadow … my breath was taken away . I blinked one, two,
three times but this was not a mirage. I was frozen, I couldn’t move, my feet were stuck on the
floor. My eyes were focused on the shadow, shadow that was moving through me. Suddenly,
my brain reconnected and the only thing he said was run! Hide! I rushed to the first room I
found and locked the door. My heart was beating at a hundred miles an hour, my breath was
choppy. I saw through the embrace of the door, the shadow pass. I waited a long and frightful
minute before moving and light on the room. I couldn't believe I was in the archives but not
time for celebration. I needed to do my research. I gathered all the cases I could find and started reading them. The case was when she entered the hospital , as I was reading through the first
lines, tears began to fall out. I found something that no one had said to me, even my colleagues
or Ella. Before all of her marks appeared. Before she was feeling very sick, they diagnosed her
of a cancer in terminal phase. I was enraged. Why didn’t anyone tell me that! For months and
months, I was dying of anguish, didn’t sleep at night and never stop working. I was so obsessed
with this that I invented a story about ghosts. That I am ridiculous. I couldn’t hold back my tears
anymore … I sat down on a chair and put my head on the desk, feeling like the world was ending around me. I accidentally bumped into something, and it started to make a strange sound .
It was an old PC diffusing old records. I dried my face to see more clearly what was going on . It
was Ella, speaking alone. She was covered with dark stains walking around like a zombie, the
sounds were very bad so it was not understandable. I remember that I picked up a psychology
case, maybe it will be more clear if I read it, so I took all the cases, and decrypted what he was
talking about . The psychologist made a report saying that she saw people around her telling
her that she needed to go home and she was not respecting the rules. Sometimes she said they
were trying to kill her but they never succeeded because she waited for something. I was really
confused reading that, so I tried to reach for another document , the next document was about
her autopsy. The body was very damaged and decomposing, all her organs were dead before
she actually died and this is a miracle that she had stayed alive that much time. I stopped reading because I think I understand now. I can say anything, my throat is tight and my head was
going to explode. That never was a second effect of the treatment. I didn't have time, I needed
to rush. I looked at the clock , I have just five minute before it was too late. I was crying so hard
that I could barely see where I was going. I ran through the second floor where the Ella’s room
was. I opened the door and face the strange humanly formed shadow. I dred my tears and said,
“Goodbye, Ella.”
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by Alexis Tapia

Just think
The old time drowned
In the deepest of the sea
With the good things
Even with the bad things
It’s time for
New opportunities, new things,
New you, it’s time to
forget the past let it go

Let yourself forget the past
Allow your new you see different
And the past will be forgotten
Have new adventures, and don’t look back
Maybe it will hurt forget the past
But it’s always good to leave the good things
Don’t get stuck in the past
Go on and live the life
by Daniel Jinwoo Kim
Fire with a new dance
Old fires are going in a minute.
All past memories are gone.
Everything is absolutely gone.
Fire starts to plan the new future.
Fire starts burning a little bit.
Only looking forward to the new.
Starts dancing to the new future.
Dance is stronger and more powerful.
Rain is falling from the sky.
They are the enemy of the fire.
Trying to minimize the passion of fire.
The Rain became stronger and stronger.
Rains stop falling out like a fortune.
Fires are burning again.
Again looking for a new one.
Be ready for the new dance of fire.
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STAY
by Payne Raff
I had many friends, many friends I could say
But they were about to be taken away
From the dusk of dawn
Till when the sun will be done
I was sad to see my soul wash away
Everybody crowded around me with fear
Knowing that I would no longer be there
They hung little notes that said ¨Stay¨
Knowing that it was my last day
The evil man
With a chainsaw in his hand
About to cut me down
With a tiny grin
With all hope lost I heard a voice
From a beautiful young girl holding a sign to her face
She begged and begged for hope at last
The almighty wishtree was seeming to never last
The axe man finally turned around
Shock finally put him to the ground
He realized the number of people sitting there
We were all saying a silent prayer
The axe man didn’t cut down the tree
He didn’t want to see us flee
He lifted our spirits for a wish
The wish was to stay

With the stars gazing above me
I felt a little hope
That I am not just a tree
I am a symbol of growth
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By Phuong Vy Vo
I used to be a person who used to shower late at night, waiting until everyone was asleep
before I rushed out of the bathroom. Even though it was almost 2-3 A.M. to take a shower. My
bathroom is located in a corner in the yard; on the ceiling is the house's water tank and hot and
cold water machine. That day, before going to the bathroom, I suddenly felt a little insecure,
scared even though I didn't know what to do. After a little more than 12 o'clock, I started taking
clothes and going to the bathroom like every other day. While I was taking a bath, suddenly
outside there was a very loud barking dog, a mixed cock crowing, a cat meowing and a bunch
of other noises that were so loud that I couldn't hear them. At that moment, my heart told me
something was wrong, then feeling like someone was trying to push me to get out of the bathroom faster, I hurriedly took a quick shower, dressed and ran out. After going out, I went to the
kitchen about thirty seconds later when there was a crash. My whole family woke up startled,
they ran outside to check where the crash was coming from. It wasn't until my parents checked
in the back bathroom that I panicked.
The house's water tank and the bathroom's hot and cold water machine fell to the
ground, only after I left the bathroom a few dozen seconds earlier than usual. The distance from
the kitchen to the bathroom is only a few meters; if I leave the bathroom only thirty seconds
late, I don't know if I'm still alive, because right at the bathroom door is an iron bar that falls in
that position. If I had left thirty seconds late, I would have been in the hospital by now or maybe I would have been crushed and died. At that time, I was very scared and immediately went
to my room to sleep.
I'm a pretty easy sleeper, but I couldn't sleep today. During sleep, I closed my eyes tightly,
tossing and turning trying to sleep but for some reason I couldn't sleep. I felt the same chill as
when I was about to take a shower. It was like someone was standing in front of me while I
slept. I closed my eyes tightly, telling myself that because I thought too much, I had hallucinations and kept rolling around in bed. In the end, I decided to pick up some boring books or use
my phone to surf the web to help me sleep better even though I was feeling insecure and scared
and my eyes were always closed. I slowly opened my eyes, the flickering light from the street
lamp outside seemed like it had been a long time since anyone had fixed it, creeping through
the slits in my window curtains so I could see my messy, gloomy bedroom. Maybe it's because I
closed my eyes for a long time, so when I open my eyes, I have hallucinations? I told myself so,
because in front of me stood a girl with messy hair, wearing a white dress with a red bottom
half. I panicked, closed my eyes, screaming until I felt that someone was shaking me and telling
me I was going to be late for class…
Since that day, every night after that, I keep seeing that girl in my dreams and it seems
that repeating the same dream over and over has made me no longer afraid of her. But this
dream was different from the previous ones; the girl in the dream started talking to me. She explained to me that she was trying to communicate with me since the bathroom thing, she
wanted me to help her fulfill her wish and she wouldn't bother me anymore. But I wonder why
me? She can also ask other people for help.
That girl's wish was also very simple; she wanted to tell her mother one last time. She
gave her address, description of her mother and wanted me to convey her final goodbyes to her
mother in a letter: “ Mother! I would like to thank you for giving birth to me in this life so that I
can live and taste what belongs to humans. Thank you mom for working hard to raise me to be
a good person. You were there for me when I was happy, when I was sad and shared with me
like a friend in my time of need. I'm sorry for making you sad at times, I feel very sorry that I
can't compensate for you. I may be can't filial enough to you, but I still hope you continue to
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live a healthy and happy life.”
The next morning, I went to the place where the girl in my dream had given me. It was
an old little house with a gloomy atmosphere with green moss clinging to the walls. I quietly left
the letter on the doorstep and found a corner to observe. Moments later, a woman who almost
matched the description of the girl in my dream came out the door. She was a middle-aged
woman wearing a black dress, her body was thin and frail, her face pale and lifeless with lifeless
eyes. She saw and picked up the letter on the doorstep that I had left, opened it, and read it.
After reading the letter, the woman's eyes were no longer as lifeless as before; instead, two lines
of tears ran down her cheeks.
After fulfilling that girl's wish, I returned home. That night, the bedroom no longer had a
gloomy atmosphere like before; I no longer felt the chills and saw that girl in my dreams, everything returned to its original state. Through this, I realized that I should appreciate and spend
more time with my family and the people I love.
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by Jessye Tomlins
“Death”
It’s come to this
Our buildings
Collapsed
Our souls have done the same
Hell has a fiery rein
What happened to life
Life filled with music and laughter
And elaborate emotions
The things that made you feel present
It’s gone.
“Life”
It’s a gift given from the stars
The universe handed them the materials
And said build
All we have built is destruction
And chaos and anger and sadness
And death
And death
And death
Dejá vu.
“Beautiful Words”
Across the page words are spelt
Short words and long words
Some are bright words like
Effulgent and benevolent
Others are dark like
Morose and macabre
All beautiful words
To explain a resplendent world
A beguiling and dazzling Earth
Words are influential
They bring people together
To create societies better than the ones before
Words are exciting and mysterious
Leaving the reader on a cliffhanger
Letting people wonder who the wrongdoer was
Or if the protagonist finally got the girl
Whimsical and winsome words
49

How social media changed the concept of fame
by Annie Hilst

North Staff Writer

During the twenty-first century, fame has developed a new definition due to the rise of
social media platforms. While teenagers and young adults experience success and online stardom, it has become clear that one can achieve prosperity without admirable qualities or social
heroism. The internet has allowed people to post outrageous videos or pictures so they can receive overwhelming amounts of likes. Surprisingly, this technique is working, and it is leading to
online popularity for many. So, how did celebrity culture change?
In this age of easily accessible communications, the word “fame” has been redefined. Notoriety is no longer reserved for politicians, singers, athletes, or actors. Now, fame is simply stated as being recognized among a group of individuals online.
Celebrities have always been a crucial impact on one’s imagination, and it began forming during ancient Greek times. Gods and demigods were perceived as the divine influences of
spirituality that affected generations. For example, Hercules and Zeus are exceedingly wellknown heroic figures that were significant in the ancient Roman era. However, their powerful
ascendancy was a tall-tale, but their stories still promoted them as a higher presence.
As time progresses through the centuries, celebrities metamorphosed into political figures,
poets, and musicians in the nineteenth century and twentieth century. Yet when the conversion
of the television created a sensational reaction in the world, the word “celebrity” changed into
movie stars that are embedded into the Hollywood Walk of Fame.
The Internet revolutionizing throughout the decades and giving one an opportunity to
participate in a virtual culture has produced a dramatic change in what an ordinary person
can attain: today, social media such as Instagram, Youtube, and Twitter gives people an opportunity to achieve mainstream success. But, has this alteration in modern society help diminish
the exclusiveness in the fame world? The answer is yes and no. Social media has allowed one to
showcase their talent and ambition. Justin Bieber’s popularity is an example of becoming wellknown through an online presence.
However, this powerful motive to gain adoration online has been abused. Individuals
now can prosper on platforms by posting lip-syncing videos of various songs they enjoy. Teenagers on the app TikTok are prone to receiving millions of views over a simple video that required no effort. In the era of technology, many that partake in social media only value the
entertainment quality and promote people who do not express hard work and dedication.
Danielle Bregoli, a modern influencer that gained her stardom over her viral “cash me
outside, how bow dah” reaction is a perfect example of how modern society glamorizes poor
behavior. The internet erupted to the catchphrase and gave Bregoli millions of followers on social media platforms as well.
Through the twenty-four-hour news coverage and ongoing journalism, it has given us an
abundant amount of information about celebrities. In earlier generations, fans knew little
about their favorite celebrity and their personal life. Now, prominent individuals do not shy
away to express their opinion and distinctive experiences in the online world. Journalism has recently captured doltish stories of what celebrities eat every day or what their relationship status
is. For example, Emma Watson proclaimed herself as “self-partnered” instead of single, and
countless amounts of articles were written to poke fun at her statement. Instead of famous
people gaining the level of respect for followers of the media, they are simply used only for one’s
own amusement.
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Social media is a crucial aspect of our lives. It has now been created for people to receive
fame for those who inspire in becoming mainstream. Celebrity status has been redefined for
generations; however, this new wave of “internet personalities” shows how accessible stardom is
in the modern era.
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Embracing the Time
by Jazmin Gonzalez
Words blow in minutes, time passed away by the breezy wind.
Too much of this year has grown,
unclear tears, fresh sunflowers in my garden,
spreading across the city,
like my old years in kindergarten.
Same old me goes away but new me is awake,
letters to myself and family stories just start to begin.
I continue floating in the air and letting go of my mistakes,
just like the old fates that keep fading away.
A big echo vibrates in the air, voices I can hear stay in the shadow,
worries of vivid moments are miniature of sorrow.
Translucent promises banished through the window,
glorious times dancing right away.
Everywhere, every golden moment embracing the blast.
Only photographs are kept in the cloud.
New experiences had to come,
starting with the laughter of my home.
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Nature Cares Not
by Finley Ilschner
Anna was not supposed to be this far from her grandparents’ farmhouse. She wasn’t supposed
to go near the forest at the edge of the estate, where the cattle land ended and the very large
expanse of foliage began.
It was a forbidden adventure; the eleven-year-old was aware of this. However, rather than
promoting fear in the child, it instead sparked a feeling of anticipation and excitement; the telltale stirrings of teenage rebellion. Anna was confident in her ability to perceive the threats her
grandparents’ warned about in their tall tales. She truly believed, quite naively so, that she knew
what danger looked like.
They failed to warn her that danger was not a textbook thing. It changed on a whim, knew
how to hide sometimes in plain sight, and was prone to half-lies disguised as full truths. Danger
seldom cared for rules, instead using them to take advantage of the innocent, knock down the
arrogant, and dismantle the courageous. Not unlike the fall of Icarus, Anna’s wax wings of childhood would melt in the heat of an otherworldly sun.
She carried on, eventually finding a beaten path leading further into the forest. At the start of
her hike, Anna enjoyed the cheerful chirrups of the morning birds accompanied by the gentle
crunch of leaves underneath her muddy slippers and admired the dancing shadows cast by dappled sunlight which peeked around the thick, healthy vegetation. She was so distracted she failed
to realize the path had started to become more and more overgrown. Worn, hard dirt gave way
to unruly, wild undergrowth that brushed the belled sleeves of her green dress. It’s obvious desertion would’ve been a warning sign to a more seasoned adult.
Suddenly, a brown blur shot out from the side and onto the middle of the path; it was a tawny cat. Anna nearly squealed aloud but quashed the urge inside of her for fear of scaring it away.
The cat’s golden eyes seemed to glitter in the sun when the pair’s eyes met. Later, she would recall
the emotion in its gaze as being cruelly amused.
It darted further up the path and Anna, thoroughly delighted, swiftly gave chase.
The cat was fast though and no matter how hard she ran, it seemed to remain perpetually,
perfectly out of reach. Always lingering at the edge of her limit. Toying with her.
She never caught up with it. Which was just as well. The cat had vanished. Instead, the most
peculiar thing piqued her interest and provided the ideal distraction.
A gate. One with no wall, fence, or reason for it being there in sight. Almost, Anna mused, as if
something had dropped it there by accident. Giggling, the little girl inspected the gate, tilting her
head sideways in hopes of somehow finding out its origin by looking at it from a different angle.
When that didn’t work she inched closer to it and gently touched its rough metal surface.
It wasn’t iron, but she couldn’t say how she knew. And stranger still, it seemed to hum under
her touch like a living creature. Anna wrenched her hand back, startled.
Intrigue beat uncertainty back, and Anna couldn’t help but find the sight queer, amusing, and
definitely worth the long hike. She simply could not wait to share the curious find with her parents
and grandparents. However, Anna figured she had best not return home without first passing
through the gate to see what was on the other side (she giggled aloud once again at this notion,
for it was obvious what was on the other side; more path and forest.) Her grandfather was likely
to get a kick out of this humorous venture.
The little girl opened the gate, chuckling all the while. She tutted when it let out an abject
shriek upon being opened; she would have to come back and oil it later.
Now, if Anna had been paying attention she would have noticed how quiet the forest had
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gotten. She would have become aware of the foreboding stillness that followed the silenced local
fauna and slowed the slight breeze that had previously been teasing the tree tops into a rustling
frenzy. If she had been paying attention, Anna would have noticed the sudden drop in temperature after the gate was opened. Perhaps she would have even heard, if she really and truly listened, the voices of the forest.
Foolish girl. Turn back. They whispered hurriedly. Trap, a trap. Turn back. Turn back, foolish
girl.
She took one small step into what she thought was known. It soon became apparent once the
gate shut behind her with resolute click, that her small step was actually a huge leap into a vast
unknown.
The strangeness that Anna had felt coming from the gate was magnified here.
Otherworldliness permeated the air like a thick, all-encompassing smoke, filling and choking
little foreign lungs. Even the trees reeked of abnormality, appearing more alive somehow and
moving erratically to a nonexistent gust of wind. The grass was a peculiar color, Anna noticed
right away, and she began to shake in fear once a tendril purposefully caressed her ankle. She
saw it. It had moved. This place—it was not home.
A fairy ring was the first coherent thought that caught in her bewildered brain. Her grandparents had warned her of such magical structures before. “If a human steps into the ring,” her
grandmother had told Anna and her siblings beside the fire. “They will be compelled to join the
fairies in their wild dancing, which would seem to occur for just a few minutes but in fact would
last for ten years or more. The unfortunate human can only be rescued by someone outside the
ring who can grab hold of them by their coat-tails.” Needless to say, the tale had frightened the
children enough for them to steer clear of the forest.
Although, Anna couldn’t recall ever learning of fairy rings appearing as mundane gates in
the middle of dirt paths. They came in the form of circles of mushrooms manifesting in forest
clearings and deep valleys.
No, this wasn’t a fairy ring, at least not in the traditional sense. There was a notable absence
of horrific revelries, a remarkable lack of mushrooms, and a significant shortage in cursed dancing.
Anna found herself at a loss of what to do and where to go from there. Except perhaps, going
back the way she came. Only there was a problem: The gate was gone. Gone without a trace.
In its place was a dead end made up of several copses of trees. The path started here rather
than marking the end as it should have. She stared at the spot where it once was with a sort of
astonished dread. There was nothing and no one and Anna panicked. No other words could describe the kind of frantic, desperate frenzy her mind and body took on once they realized she was
trapped in this strange, likely hostile environment.
So Anna did the only thing she could do. She kept walking.
This went against everything she knew. Children were taught from a young age that when
they get lost, they must wait patiently in one spot for someone to find them. But Anna knew instinctively that no one would find her here. ‘Here’ wasn’t ‘there’ where all of her family and
friends were. ‘Here’ was something entirely different, so obviously it would need to be handled
differently. She kept walking
It didn’t take long for something to find her.
She’d only been walking for thirty minutes. During this time, the oddly colored grass continued to grasp at her clothes and tickle her knees and the sky kept fluctuating between a lilac
purple and a deep, foreboding navy blue. Stranger still, the bark of surrounding trees seemed to
take on the appearance of gnarled old folks and began to hold the illusion of leaning closer to
her, as if to whisper a secret. At least she hoped it was an illusion.
56

Then something found her. Or rather, she found it.
At first she’d thought it was another child who’d gotten trapped like her; with it all crumpled
up like that in the dirt, tiny and emaciated, it wasn’t that far fetched of an assumption. Then she
noticed the eyes. Eyes where most people didn’t have eyes. Then the extra joints, which rendered
the legs(?) spider-like and contorted. And the skin; it held a greenish hue and hung unnaturally
from the muscle and bones, as if it had been put on by something a few sizes smaller. Then she noticed the teeth. However, that last warning sign came after the creature launched itself at her with
blinding speed and buried rows of needle-like teeth into the meat of her forearm.
The pain came after. The fear and adrenaline came first. Anna fought with everything she
had, clawing and biting at the creature in equal measure. The only things that could be heard in
the clearing were the squeals and shrieks of pain from both parties. To the amused trees watching, it appeared as if two feral children were squaring off in the dirt, though in reality it was a
death match.
Anna was losing the fight. This creature had an advantage with its claws, sharp teeth, and
surprising amount of strength. It was clearly a skilled killer--a skilled hunter--whereas Anna had
never even hit another person in jest.
The girl went limp in its hold and clenched her eyes shut against the rancid breath huffing onto her face from above. She forced herself not to flinch when a clawed hand wrapped around
her neck, intent obvious. But it was not to be.
A flash of blinding light lit the inside of her eyelids and the weight that had been crushing
her chest suddenly disappeared with an agonized shriek. She opened her eyes and the creature
was nothing but ash. There was a moment of silence and then:
“Are you alright, my dear?”
Anna glanced around and noticed him, the owner of the voice. It was a strange voice, almost
smooth yet weirdly rumbly. The longer she looked at him the faster she began to realize why.
He was a man, that much was clear, but he also seemed to be something else.
His eyes were a peculiar burnished yellow and the dark pupils were slit like a cat’s. The large
hands wrapped around what appeared to be a walking stick were tipped by deadly-looking
claws which glinted when he adjusted his grip. The ears on the sides of his head were pointed and
they seemed to swivel, probably listening in to her pounding heart. Anna swallowed the lump in
her throat when she noticed a sudden blur of motion behind his back; a fluffy, striped tail.
The cat-man took a step toward her and Anna scooted back on her hands. He stopped in his
tracks, arching a brow.
“Silly girl,” he huffed, although it didn’t sound quite right. Anna felt a bubble of hysterical
laughter build up in her chest when she recognized he was chuffing. Just like a cat. “Why back
away from me when I’ve saved you?”
Anna eyed him skeptically. “Maybe you want to hurt me just like that strange child,” she shot
back. “They were just in the way.”
The cat-man let out a chuckle that sounded not unlike a feline’s purr. “You’re smart and suspicious,” he said. “That’s good. You will do nicely.”
“What?”
“Nothing of import,” the cat-man assured with a wave of his hand. “Allow me to introduce myself; I am the Warlock Harlin, esteemed sorcerer of the Seelie Forest, and I’ve come as a guide and
a savior to all who find themselves in the land under the hill.” He bowed with a flourish only to rise
with a sinister sparkle in his eye. Anna was too distracted by the tail end of the sentence to notice
this.
“The land under the hill?” she asked. The phrase sounded familiar but… “Faerie,” Harlin answered and Anna gasped. That gate hadn’t been just a fairy ring trap. It had been a portal. The
girl sat there lost in thoughtless horror. “How rude? I’ve introduced myself but have yet to know
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your name.” Harlin reprimanded light-heartedly. Anna spluttered. Her mother would’ve been
so embarrassed as it wasn’t like her daughter to forget herself like that. “Anna,” the little girl supplied. She didn’t say her full name though. There was something about names and faeries that
her grandparents had warned her about. At this present moment, however, she couldn’t remember what it was. The warlock tried to step closer once again but Anna scrambled backward. His
face remained impassive but his tail lashed with impatience. There was a tense silence as they
stared at each other, at an impasse.
Anna was in immense pain. Her wounds were throbbing, screaming at her whilst bleeding
profusely, and she was so, so tired. She knew the exhaustion weighing heavily on her limbs left
her vulnerable to the whims of this cat-man and with that in mind she found within herself the
will to keep going, to fight back.
Harlin didn’t seem very threatening. In fact, he seemed like he could be quite helpful. Exactly
the kind of savior she needed. However, the innocence and naivety Anna had previously harbored at the start of this expedition had run its course. Things here were not as they appeared
and it would do her well to remember that.
“If you do not have a way for me to get back home,” Anna said stiffly, rising to her feet despite the protests from her injuries, “then I ask that you would leave me alone.”
The friendly smile plastering Harlin’s feline face slipped off like a mask, revealing something
much darker. Much more real. Anna inhaled sharply, taking a step back in fear.
“That won’t do,” Harlin snarled, with his lips pulled back over his elongated canines and his
golden eyes narrowed. The expression twisted his face, almost inhumanly so. Behind him, his
puffed up tail thrashed expressively. “You see, I brought you here of my own accord. It would
certainly be a shame if all my hardwork went to waste.”
Anna’s backward steps began to hasten as his ire rose.
“Do you know how hard it is to set traps that lead directly to Faerie?” The warlock yowled,
advancing swiftly closer. Anna turned and broke into a sprint. “Do you? Child. Answer me!”
“No!” Anna cried as she ran as fast as her little legs would allow. “Then why do you run?
You’re ruining my hard work, my dear! Let me catch you!” Anna shrieked and jumped when a
pair of large hands skimmed the fabric around her waist, trying to pick her up. She ran faster and
kept an eye on the tall shadow being cast from directly behind her.
The little girl didn’t stop running, not even when her even breaths turned into harsh wheezes
and her feet felt like they’d caught on every wayward branch. She made it several paces before
she realized that there was no longer something behind her. Anna made the mistake of turning
around.
Two clawed hands grasped her waist and hoisted her up. Anna screamed bloody-murder and
thrashed around like her life depended on it because chances were it probably did. Harlin chuffed
and purred, seemingly amused by this turn of events. The delighted look she saw in his eyes told
her he had enjoyed the chase, had gotten high off of the adrenaline, off of the thrill of the hunt.
Anna’s squirming finally worked in her favor as she landed one sound kick to his sensitive nose
and was immediately dropped. The cat-man howled in pain and cupped his likely broken
schnozz. She took that moment to grab the staff strapped to the warlock’s back. She couldn’t say
how she knew it was important to her appearance in Faerie--truthfully it was a mere last resort-but she took it.
Harlin lunged for her in vain as his watery eyes blurred his vision, rendering him effectively
blind. Anna dodged him. She took the walking stick (which she would later realize was actually a
scepter), limbs shaking from combined fear and adrenaline, and unceremoniously cracked it in
half over her bent knee. Just like her grandfather had taught her.
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One moment she was in Faerie fending off the claws of an enraged cat-man and the next
second she was on the edge of the forest in her world. Anna stood panting at the start of the path
she’d just taken, although it seemed as if ages had passed since her adventure had first begun.
“Anna.”
The little girl flinched. That voice. It was Harlin’s and it was purring. She took a step backward, toward the farmhouse and away from the forest. Home. That step turned into a sprint
back through the field, past the horses and cattle, past the fence posts and the barnyard. Anna
didn’t stop running until she ran into the warm, frail body of her grandmother. Her grandmother hugged the sobbing girl to her chest, thoroughly confused but willing.
Anna never returned to the forest, but the voice of Harlin never stopped purring in the
back of her mind either.
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Deader Than Dead by Finley Ilschner

My fish is dead
And I’m upset.
His name was Fred,
he was my pet.
But now he’s dead.
Deader than dead.
I treat him well, I keep him fed.
My fish friend should not be dead!
He was floating, floating at the top
And wasn’t moving a whole awful lot.
He was dead.
Deader than dead.

I hope he forgives me up in fish heaven
Because apparently I haven’t learned my lesson.
See, there was one poor soul before him.
Whose demise was short and equally grim.
She died and was dead.
Deader than dead.
I’m not sure exactly what I’m doing wrong.
Their lives seem awfully hard to prolong.
Perhaps it’s not me who’s to blame.
Maybe it’s them who should bare all the shame.
Although they can’t, cuz they’re dead.
Deader than dead.

The tank is clean, the food is fresh.
There shouldn’t be a reason to stress!
What kind of temperamental creature
Pales and fails at every feature?
And dies and remains dead.
Deader than dead.
I gave them all that they were worth:
Three dollars each, a lot more than deserved.
Though they entertained me for a day,
I soon forgot and moved away.
Perhaps that’s why they’re dead.
Deader than dead.

This is sad and pathetic, this poem.
Waxing lyrical about fish, so dumb.
It’s gone on for far too long, oh dear.
I’m sure everyone’s left, forgone an ear.
Listen, it’s important, my fish are dead.
Deader than dead.
Why does this matter you ask? It doesn’t.
But if you’re thinking of buying a fish, you mustn’t. You will
outlive it, trust me on this.
It’ll die in a year, you’ll fear you’re remiss.
Your fish will be dead.
Deader than dead.

60

Of Brushstrokes and Eraser Marks
by Lauren Patton
I. The View of Falling Leaves
Winds blow softly
The sun glimmers through the webbed surface of the treetops
Seeing it is one thing,
Being part of it is another.
Paint paints canvas;
Leaves paint the earth.
Using bronze and gold,
Rubies and emeralds
Creating an infinite canvas for us to explore.
Wind is the paintbrush
Carrying the paint,
Swirling it around us
Until the wind dies,
And they fall.
Falling.
The leaves are falling,
The trees are falling,
The sky is falling,
The wind is falling,
I am falling.
Hitting the ground,
Joining the leaves,
Looking into the trees,
Seeing the sky.
What am I,
But another stroke of paint in this world.
II. Changing Times
I remember.
I remember what it was like
What it was like being young
Being young and carefree.
I saw the world and all its wonders
I held so many things that I loved close
I summoned stories from thin air
I had so much,
Where did it all go?
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I can’t remember
Was it moving constantly?
Was it the things I loved?
Was it me?
Was it me trying to hold on to everything I thought I had
Just a little too long?
Just a little too long?
Oh how I’ve grown;
The days just keep going by
And I’m older now.
I’m no longer a little girl
But I still want to go back
Please let me go back.
I want the carelessness,
The lack of consequences,
The freedom greater than all the birds in the sky,
I want to erase it all and go back.
But the pen refuses to fade,
The eraser only smudges it.
So I can’t go back no matter how hard I try.
I can only move forward
Through the changing times.
III. Concepts of Thoughts
Writing is easy;
Writing is simple.
Talking is hard;
Talking is complex.
But why do I struggle with these things?
So many questions
So many desires,
And they’re all burning with a thousand solar fires.

The writing only grows
It gets wilder and wilder
My hand going faster and faster
I’m spiraling.
Falling.
Breaking.
Crumbling.
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But I keep going
My hand is a blur now.
It goes until it stops.
It just stops.
Suddenly stops.
The page is full.
Full of words.
Full of stories.
Full of thoughts.
I’m no longer overflowing .
The cracks are beginning to heal
Here are my thoughts before me
Some I can make sense of
Others are muddled scribbles
But that’s fine.
I’ll turn them into something anyway.
IV. Connections Made With Music
It’s easy to get swept away.
Taken by song,
Overwhelmed with emotions,
Carried by written thoughts,
Embraced by wind and falling leaves.
It’s harder to see the connections between them all
We get scared.
Faced with unending variables
Faced with black unknown.
We hear it all the time
“It’s okay to fail”
“It’s okay to fall and break”
“It’s okay”
“Just try again”

But it’s not that simple
Others don’t feel the pain I do
They don’t understand how hard it is when I make mistakes,
And then have to keep on smiling.
So I listen to the music
Perhaps it holds the answer
Perhaps it can help me understand these things I feel
Perhaps…
I can use it to be whole again.
63

I view the leaves as they swirl in my canvas of a world,
I remember my childhood and smile at these new changing times,
I take these concepts of thoughts and turn them into stories,
I use the music to inspire myself and understand,
Because of these brushstrokes and eraser marks:
WE are the ones who make the world around us;
WE are the ones who make OURSELVES.

Finley Ilschner

Quinn Bubby
Art
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The Curse of the Gods
by Lorence Destin
*CharactersMrs. Greedy
Mr.Greedy
Malicay Greedy
Feuy’s dad

Sword woman Feuy
Samen Herb
Servants

Chapter 1
On the Mountain of Cerano lived a couple with the taste of blood, They owned multiple businesses in the city of Lithia and many homes all around. If they didn’t like someone they would torture them themselves, They were known for their bloody hands of innocent. Mr. Greedy wanted to
have a child so it could take over for them, Mrs. Greedy finally got pregnant. She gave birth to a
beautiful baby boy. They decided to name him Malicay. Everything was perfect until they looked
at the baby’s hands with a mark. “OH GOD, my baby is cursed,” said Mrs. Greedy. “He won’t live
long with that thing on his arm, we need to remove it before we lose our child,” said Mr. Greedy.
Chapter 2
While time passed, there was a woman who killed an undead creature brought by the Gods because they wanted to get rid of humans to restart the world because humans poisoned the world.
She fought because she thought humans deserved another chance. In her journey of killing creatures, She came across the Valter; he ripped people up. She fought all she could and she lost an eye,
and one of the citizens Valter was ripping apart was Feuy’s father. She was so upset with what that
creature did to her father she decided to make it her job to hunt that terrible creature. Feuy would
follow the Valter bloody path but never could catch up to him; It was driving her crazy. Seven
years passed; the Greedy family still couldn’t find someone to travel to the mystical land of doilies.
Servants: Madam?
Mrs. Greedy: What is it?
Servants: We found someone that can help lift the cursed.
Mrs. Greedy: No one wants to travel to that terrible place.
Servant: It’s Sword woman Feuy.
Mrs. Greedy: I’ve heard of her before she’s fought the Valter I heard; no one has seen her in years.
How could she help us, she’s probably dead anyway?
Servant: She’s alive; I heard she’s going to travel to Mystical Land. Maybe she can help us with the
curse.
Chapter 3
The Greedy Family decided to track Feuy’s move to find her. When they found Feuy, she refused
to help the desperate family, she told them she had her journey to go through.
Feuy: I can’t help you, I’m truly sorry.
Mr. Greedy: I know you looking for the Valter.
Feuy: How’d you know I’m looking for it? Who told you? Are you spying on me?
Mr. Greedy: Did you forget who controls this city, any movement I know. I can help you find the
Valter if you agree to take our son to the mystical land.
Feuy: Alright, how can I trust you?
Mr. Greedy: I will give you my only child and you worry about trust. You are the last hope, he
doesn’t have enough time to live.
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Feuy: The Journey to the mystical land will take three days. You should tell him to get ready because we are leaving before the sun rises.
In the morning Feuy and malicay said goodbye and started their journey. While passing a city, they
saw an undead creature eating a human disease body, Feuy pursued to hide Malicay and fight
that creature and killed it.
Feuy: Is everyone ok?
Stranger: Yes, I'm okay.
Feuy: You shouldn't be around here by yourself. Don’t you know the Valter and his creature friends
eat here?
Stranger: I got lost on my way home, so I was taking shelter under a tree because I saw an undead
creature attack that woman.
Feuy: What is your name, sir?
Stranger: My name is Samen Herb.
Feuy: Me and this child are on our way to the mystical land, so be careful on your way back home;
I recommend traveling during the day time.
Samen: Oh God, I too was heading to the mystical land.
Feuy: Is that so? Well since we are heading the same direction feel free to join us.
Samen: I would appreciate that.
Malicay: Feuy, I don’t feel too good
Feuy: Alright buddy we will be there in no time, please hang on a bit longer.
Samen: What's wrong with the child? Is he going to be okay? He looked like he was poisoned.
Feuy: He was cursed by the Gods. We need to keep moving before one of Valters comes for the
same snacks.
Malicay: When I get there I will feel better; that’s what mommy told me.
Feuy: Yes, buddy.
Chapter 4
Two days have passed since the three of them have been traveling to the mystical land where
they have fought so many undead creatures to survive a short period of time. They were almost
near the temple of Heart where Malicay curses will be removed. It was getting dark, so they decided to spend the night under this old building. Feuy and Samen agree to take turns to keep watch
while the other takes a nap. While Feuy was taking her nap, she had a feeling that she was behind
the watch, and when she woke up it was Samen transforming into an Undead Creature about to
attack Malicay.
Feuy: Malicay, RUN.
Valter(Samen): You are an alive one aren't you?
Feuy: You were the Valter.
Valter(Samen): I'm surprised you didn’t realize that at the beginning; my story didn’t even make
sense.
Feuy: I didn’t know you creatures could transform.
Valter(Samen): They others can’t, but I guess I'm special.
Feuy: Why didn't you hurt us at first, why pretend to be a human?
Valter(samen): That child is the key we exist, if I get my hands on that child WE WILL RULE THIS
WORLD.
Chapter 5
Feuy tries to fight as long as she can, while Malicay is running way in the dark by himself to
escape.
Malicay: LET ME GO MONSTER!
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Feuy: MALICAY!
Malicay: HELP!
Valter(Samen): I don’t have time to waste; I'll take the child and go.
Feuy passed out and next she remembered waking up in the river. She needed to find a way to
get to the Temple of Heart fast before it was to save Malicay and the world. When she got there it
was heavily guarded with undead creatures. She searched for another way in so she doesn’t get
caught; gracefully she did. When she got into the temple she hid to move quickly since that’s where
the undead creature lives. Doing her search inside the template she discord the room where they
were keeping Malicay. The undead creature was about to cut him open.
Feuy: No one touch this child.
Valter: I thought I killed you Feuy, You are the strongest human I ever encountered, none of them
ever survive.
Feuy: And I'll be the one who eliminates you too.
Valter: I take the other eye for a trophy.
Valter and Feuy were fighting very brutally, he cut Feuy with his long claws. Feuy was getting
weaker, but she continued fighting. She realised she can’t win in the state she was in so she took
Malicay hands and started to run, they found a room where they could hide. When they looked
around it was the room where they could remove Malicay’s curse.
Feuy: This is it, What we been searching for.
Malicay: This is where I'll get better.
Feuy: Yes and stop all those creatures out there that’s hurting people.
Feuy removes Malicay’s curse and all the undead creatures disappear. So they set off on their
journey back home.
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Christmas Morning
by Sergio Rojo
It all started on a December morning. It was the 24th of December. A kid named Colby was so excited because Christmas was only one day away, but at the same time he was
sad because his dad was not with him last year on Christmas and he was gone for the whole
year because he was out working. Colby started to think that his father was not going to be
with him this year too since he was gone for the whole year. His mom told him not to worry
about it, that he would be back soon and he was going to be on time for Christmas day.
Hours passed and the night started to come. He was starting to get more upset since the
day after was Christmas morning the day where everyone opens gifts with their family
members and have fun. He started to think about what last year's Christmas morning was
like and everything was not that fun because he was best friends with his dad. He used to
spend all of his free time with him and that was way more important for him than the gifts
they bought him. The night came. He went to sleep, and his mom made sure that he was
asleep so she could talk with his dad about their plan. Colby didn’t know that his father was
working so hard to give him the gift he wanted a year ago since he was the only kid they
wanted to see him happy. Since what Colby wanted was way expensive, his dad had to
work harder and travel to another state where his job was better paid than where they live.
Colby's mom and dad were so proud of him because Colby was doing well at school. He had
straight As, and he was a very respectful kid to everyone. At 12 P.M. his dad got home, Colby was sleeping and his dad decided to play a prank on him the next day. He called him
saying that he was not going to be able to be on Christmas morning again because his flight
was canceled. He was upset and started crying. But his mom called him to go open his gifts
his mom had bought him. Since he was a good kid he understood what was happening and
decided to go open the gifts his mom brought to him. He looked out the window and saw
something that was covered in the driveway. He ran down stairs and saw his dad. He
stopped running and confused but at the same time happily ran to give his dad a hug; he
asked him what that big thing covered in the driveway was. His dad said go find out. He
ran as fast as he could out to the driveway and saw that the thing was huge. He was so excited he started to uncover it and saw his gift he wanted a year ago: the newest dirt bike on
the market . He gave his parents a hug and decided to go try it. They first had a nice breakfast, and after that, they took Colby to try his new dirt bike.
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