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Looking Glass is a journal of writings, 

illustrations and photography that  

represent the work of Schuylerville  

students in grades nine through twelve.  

We would like to thank all of the English 

and Art teachers who encouraged their  

students to submit entries. 

 

For the most part, the students’ writing is 

presented in its original form.  However,  

in a few cases, the editor has made  

changes in the interest of achieving 

clarity while preserving individual  

student voices.   

  

Looking Glass student journal was published in  

cooperation with Capital Region BOCES. 

 

Advisors: Kerry Lofrumento and Kirt Winslow 

Editor: Kerry Lofrumento 

Designer: Kirt Winslow 

Student Helpers: Averi Doyle, Lindsey Fish, Natalie 

Myers 

LOOKING GLASS JUDGES 
Sandy Berger  Kerry Lofrumento 

Deby Cahan  Ross Marvin 

Anna Flores  Andrea Willson  

Sarah Johnson  Kirt Winslow 

Sarah Keen 

Fred Lefton 

Reagan Hutchinson - Dream World - Grade 10 - Acrylic 

Brooke Thomas - When in Space - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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TO A HUMAN 
- Dawn Baird, Grade 9 

 

A huge terrifying plump man was coming. 

I could hear him making this awful noise. 

I tried to stay away from him and leave 

him alone. I wanted to make my house in the perfect 

spot in his old lawn mower. I wasn’t so positive 

That it was old, but I was pretty sure. He was 

coming over here. I could see him. I was so 

confused…. Oh wait, I think he is going to use 

this lawn mower. He opened the top exactly 

where I was and saw me. He was about to 

grab me and throw me out. I knew it so I started 

to show my teeth. I was warning him but 

he grabbed me by my tail and threw me on 

the ground. He was trying to stomp on me. 
 

I mean, I guess I’m sorry for making a house in 

your lawn mower which I thought was old. But, if you 

stop trying to stomp on me, I will make my house 

somewhere else. I will get my things and be on my 

way, please. 
 

I promise you that I didn’t mean to disturb you. 

I didn’t know you still used that lawn mower. I understand 

that you are mad but you can’t just kill me. I didn’t do anything 

to harm you. 
 

You’re better off without me, but it took me a long time to 

make that house. If we could just talk this out then maybe 

I could stay? I promise I won't break anything or mess up 

anything on purpose. The best laid plans of mice and men 

often go awry. 
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Amanda-Nicole Ross - Calmness - Grade 10 - Photography 

Brooke Keefer - Amare - Grade 11 - Photography 
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Joelle Lumia - The Balance - Grade 12 - Acrylic 

Abby Caron - Breakfast Nook - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 
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Ava Phoenix - Street - Grade 12 - Acrylic 

Abby Parnham - Winter Morning -Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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A HEARTBREAKING CROSS COUNTRY DEFEAT 
- Lars Conway, Grade 12 

 

 November 2nd, 2018. A date which will live in infamy. On this day, the Boys Varsity 

Cross Country Team of Schuylerville was suddenly and unexpectedly defeated by the Cadets 

of LaSalle Institute. Coming into the Fall 2018 season, the Black Horses were the heavy 

favorite to be crowned Section 2 Class C/CC Split Champions. Our biggest challenger was 

the Patriots of Broadalbin-Perth High School. With 3 athletes running under 18 minutes for 

both teams, it was going to be a close fight to the end. Broadalbin-Perth, coached by a nice 

gentleman named Jeff Richards, gave Schuylerville the competition we were looking for. 

They even defeated us on a few occasions. LaSalle meanwhile, being moved down from 

Class B, which has been dominated by Burnt Hills-Ballston Lake since 2013, was 

overlooked and underrated by all of Class C. Possessing 1 runner under 17 minutes, and 4 

runners under 18 minutes, LaSalle came out of the blue at the 2018 Class C/CC 

Championships and defeated Schuylerville 67-113. Afterwards, there were many tears and 

speechlessness amongst the Black Horse family. We were at peace with LaSalle since we 

haven’t ran against them up until now. With Schuylerville on the verge of losing 6 highly 

talented seniors, 4 of them being boys, this is a huge knife in the heart. LaSalle and 

Schuylerville will now forever be enemies in the running sports of cross country and indoor 

and outdoor track. Broadalbin-Perth will now be an ally of Schuylerville in the running 

sports so we can work together to bring the downfall of LaSalle’s glory.  

THE STREAM THAT LIVED UPON THE EARTH 
- Tyler Senecal, Grade 11 

 

A stream that moved upon the Earth, 

Living before the living shadows of nature, 

Bonding the dirt and rock that formed apart, 

Making the Earth whole and beautiful before arrival. 
 

A stream is frozen during the morning chill, 

Changing its form from the unsettling sun, 

Spreading the stream to the land it bonded, 

And in its reply back the land grew hills of green. 
 

As the shape of life formed from that stream, 

So do the shadows which might break the very bonds it started, 

Giving new features which might destroy others, 

Living every second upon the stream it was built by. 
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Carleigh Yager - Modern Kitchen - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 

Elizabeth Diehl - Family Room - Grade 10 - Digital Drawing 
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RAISED BY MUSIC 

- Nathan Scott, Grade 10 

 

I was raised by music, 

Lyrical geniuses spitting unbelievable lines, 

Listening to the same song until you know every word. 

Finding new albums that I spend hours replaying, 

Music so fast you’re in awe, 

I was raised by music. 

 

I was raised by my parents, 

Hard working, long hours dad, happy to see him home. 

Great cooking, tries to help me with math mom. 

My parents shaped me. 

 

Basketball was my hobby. 

Watching the hard-fought and no effort finals, 

Witness the next G.O.A.T in the making. 

Playing basketball with friends and messing around. 

Shooting paper into a garbage can and yelling “KOBE!” 

Basketball was the best. 

 

I was raised by grueling 9-hour car rides to Maryland, 

Sitting uncomfortably in a car listening to music, 

Not being able to fall asleep. 

Gettin’ to Maryland, stretching and seeing my family. 

Playing frisbee in the park with everyone and going on the boat. 

Going to Maryland was my favorite. 
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Hailey Decker - Flower - Grade 10 - Photography 

Jenna Benware - Bubbles - Grade 11 - Photography 
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RAISED BY 
- Elijah Fitzgerald, Grade 10 

 

I was raised by 

Football hitting 

Broken fingers crunching 

Helmet smashing 

Hard hit running 

Touchdown celebrating 

Don’t care if we win by 46 football games. 
 

I was raised by 

Lacrosse face off yelling 

Upper 90 soaking 

Coaches yelling 

Helmets breaking 

Up and down the field running 

Lacrosse kind of games. 
 

I was raised by 

Shoe buying 

Sneaker con attending 

Shoe selling 

Making money daily 

Supreme copping 

Ds yeezy kind of game. 
 

I was raised by 

The things I love the most 

The football hitting 

The lacrosse face off yelling 

The shoe buying 

The things I love to do. 

Lily LaBounty - I need Space - Grade 12 - Acrylic and Watercolor 



LOOKING GLASS 2019 

Illustrations Poems 12 Photographs Stories  

Eva Drohobycky - That’s my Van - Grade 11 - Acrylic 

Morgan Brown - My Family Rose - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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INSPIRATION 
- Rachael Stortz, Grade 10 

 

What is the one thing that makes the world go round? I will give you a hint: it isn’t 

money, food, or water. Yes, those things are essential to live life as it is and they are the bare 

essentials. But beyond that, what is the thing that has gotten us to where we are today? It’s 

the one thing that has made me write this piece and its known to us as inspiration. 

Inspiration isn’t the same for everyone. We have the world we live in today because 

it isn’t the same for all. Would one think that Aristotle and Plato just woke up one day with 

their discoveries and philosophies? Or even before then the people who built civilizations 

and empires didn’t just wake up one morning and start building and organizing like a drone. 

That would be too easy; there would be no variation and we wouldn’t become the 

independent, individual beings we all know today. All of civilization and humanity had to 

be inspired in some way to do what they did. Maybe it was a dream they had while sleeping, 

or a thought that popped into their head while doing something that had provoked a 

question. No matter what, we would have nothing without inspiration. No internet, houses, 

schools, cars, or modern “necessities.” All the things we know today came from one person 

with one big idea in their head. Or, maybe it wasn’t a big idea but a little idea that 

generations have built upon to develop society as it is now. The good or the bad inspiration 

has shaped us and how we think. 

But somehow in our modern days, many have lost inspiration to do little things as 

we take them for granted and find them to be “mindless tasks.” Yet for all we know, all the 

innovations that came to be necessary for our society now came from people having a 

thought while doing these “mindless tasks.” Once when man had to mindlessly pull the 

plough up and down the fields for crops, the inspiration came to have a livestock-pulled 

plough. This was for avoiding the pain and suffering that came with the much needed 

ploughing of the fields. The inspiration for electricity came from wanting better light at all 

hours of the day. As for the telephone, it was because someone became frustrated with time 

sensitive information when they couldn’t get to the person in time. 

Although times have changed, one wouldn’t think that inspiration for new ideas and 

things would change as well. But the truth is, it has. This isn’t necessarily a bad thing. Our 

inspiration now comes for possible new ways of combating climate change or a new way to 

cure cancer to end the suffering of those in our world. This could be because you hate seeing 

the displacement of your favorite animal or you’ve had a family member who has suffered. 

Whatever the reason, the inspiration now is more important than ever before. Without these 

inspirations of the past, we would never be where we are now. But without the innovations 

of today, our world would stop advancing and eventually be unable to catch up to fix our 

mistakes. So, tell me what is your inspiration?  
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Saydi Sargent - Toxic - Grade 11 - Acrylic 

Krista Shaw - You Are My Sunshine - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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CHURCH IN THE SUMMER  

- Kaylee Foster, Grade 12 

 

 Summer was my favorite time of year to go to church. The long drives every Sunday 

were made more bearable by being able to look out of the car window to see playful wild 

flowers sprouting in the cracks in the road and miles of farmland filled with rows and rows 

of young corn beginning to brown at the roots. During the winter it was just brown and gray 

for the entire drive. The miles of farmland once so appealing were now filled with the 

hollow stalks of corn, gritty mud and the wild flowers buried under layers of slush. 

On our rides, I liked to play games with my brother in the backseat just to distract 

myself from a ride that seemed infinitely longer than the same ride we took every Sunday 

during the winter. 

I looked forward to going to church the same way other kids my age looked forward 

to going to Disney but all that waited for me was the same yellowing siding and unpaved 

parking lot I saw every Sunday. 

I leaned against my father, sitting on the polished pews and kicking my feet, to see 

the small heart charms on my sneakers bounce. I waited for my turn to take communion as it 

was passed around. I dipped the corner of my bread into the chalice. I rolled the bread 

against the roof of my mouth, not minding the staleness and ignoring the bitter taste of grape 

juice stuck in my throat. 

I watched my brother hop from his seat and walk to identical glass doors at the back 

of the church where he, and the other young kids, gathered to go to Sunday School. The 

adults continued with the service. I almost groaned at my disappointment as my father 

tugged on my shirt and patted the now empty spot where my brother just sat for me to take 

his place. He handed me his bible - a very weathered pink women’s bible that once was my 

mother’s. She retired it years prior when she stopped attending church. For himself, he took 

a black, leather bound bible from the cubby on the back of the pew in front of us. 

The air conditioners were relentlessly loud in an otherwise quiet room of people who 

were flipping pages in their bibles being careful to not tear the thin paper. 

My father flipped through the pages for me. Once opened to the right verse, he left 

the pink bible in my lap to find his own. I set it on the empty pew beside me and hugged my 

legs to my chest, pitifully resting my chin in the gap between my knees. I sighed loudly 

knowing my father wouldn’t hear me above the air conditioners if I wasn’t trying to be 

overtly dramatic. He chuckled to my dismay and ruffled my hair in the back. I sighed again 

and rubbed my eyes, retreating back to the pink bible but not before catching eyes looking 

for me. 

Ethan and his family sat on the front left pew every Sunday and were either an hour 

early or fashionably late to the service. His family felt like hometown heroes to our small 

town church. They drove an hour down from Vermont to attend the service. They organized 

all of the church events and always had their door open for guests. Their eldest son even 

played guitar for the church’s band. They were like the welcoming committee. You knew 

them before you knew the pastor, before you knew the name of the church, before you even 

knew the name of the street the church was on. 

I waved at him and he waved back. 

 
(Continued on page 16) 
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He turned 13 almost three months ago and until then, he’d wait for me by the double 

glass doors at the back of the room after communion. Together we’d go to Sunday School in 

the basement. I would turn 13 during the upcoming winter and as I grew older, I understood 

there’d be a time when I’d no longer be allowed to be a kid. 

I wanted to kick my feet up on the pew, take a nap and pretend I was in the musty 

church basement coloring a picture for the wall. I stared at the high ceilings where three 

identical ceiling fans spun in unison. I couldn’t keep track of the minutes passing by. I shifted 

and squirmed every which way in my seat, glancing at the back of Ethan’s head every so often 

hoping he’d sense my gaze and look back at me. 

I could hear footsteps clambering up the stairs and shrill laughter. Ethan noticed too, 

finally looking at me again over his shoulder and mouthing “Wanna go?” 

I shot right out of my seat, climbing over my father and telling him I needed to pee. I 

opened one of the glass doors and shut it forcefully behind me, practically barrelling over my 

peers to go outside. I had had plenty of time to plan what Ethan and I would be doing. Against 

the backside of the church was a bin of balls, an old shovel, and two red and yellow Cozy 

Coupe toy cars. 

Ethan followed where I went to retrieve both of the cars. I rolled one in his direction 

and took the other for myself. 

“C’mere. I have an idea,” I said, rolling my car out towards the jungle gym. 

Behind the church was a decent sized playground enclosed by chain link fence. The 

yard was mostly wood chips with tufts of weedy grass and hard dirt. There was a blue 

aluminum slide, a desolate swing set and sloping towards the fence there was a short but steep 

hill. During the summer, we’d roll down the hill until our backs hit the fence, staining our 

clothes and collecting twigs in our hair. 

“You see the hill?” 

Ethan nodded. 

“We’re going to race down it.” 

Ethan made a face, “I don’t think I can fit in this.” 

“Not in the car, on the car.” I said, demonstrating by carefully balancing my foot on 

the side of the car and propelling myself up and over the hood so I was straddling it. “And 

then we get my brother to give us a push.” 

Ethan shook the car back and forth a bit and pressed on the top, then moved it parallel 

to mine and climbed on. 

“Ashton! C’mere!” I yelled to my brother who was gaining height on the swings. He 

jumped off and came running over. 

“Push us,” I demanded. 

He didn’t protest. Digging his heels in the ground and putting one hand on each of our 

cars, he gave us a hefty shove. Ethan’s car stalled, throwing him off the front and onto the 

ground. But, mine barrelled down the hill jostling me onto my stomach as I clutched the roof. 

The ride down the hill wasn’t long and I was quickly reaching the fence. 

 

 

(Continued from page 15) 

(Continued on page 17) 
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I meant to jump off but instead I slammed into the fence face first. My glasses dug 

into my skin and the momentum hurled me over the fence. I landed on my back in the small 

patch of grass working as a buffer between the fence and the road. 

I sat up, my hands flew to my nose as my eyes watered. I felt blood begin to trickle 

and then pour from my nose, pooling in my palms and seeping through my fingers onto my 

shirt. Blood continued to steadily drip over my lip and down my chin. The air was 

compressed out of my body and I couldn’t catch my breath. 

“Kaylee?!” 

My father was running down the hill towards me. The pain hit me and I started to 

cry. My breathing became gargled sobs and my mouth tasted metallic. I worked myself into 

hysterics. 

My father jumped the fence and picked me up with a bundle of tissues already in his 

hand. He began walking around the fence as calm as ever. He wadded up the tissues the best 

he could with one hand and carried me with the other. 

“Kaylee, tilt your head up,” he told me. 

Gently, he lifted my chin and stuck one of the wads into my nose. They soaked 

through quickly and became cold and limp against my upper lip. I was aware of the people 

following us, the concern on their faces and overeagerness to help. I wanted nothing more 

than to be alone. My brother was right on my father’s heels asking if I was going to be okay. 

“She’ll be fine. It’s just a little blood,” he replied, replacing my tissues and tilting my 

head back again. 

We came to our car. A white car. My father sat me on the trunk and opened the car 

door. I had sat in the back with my brother that day. We played a game which we called 

“sticks”. Each person would start with a finger out on each hand. Then we take turns trying 

to get each other’s amount of fingers out to five. Once to five, the hand is out. When both 

hands are out, you lose. 

Ashton sat with me and handed me a damp towel. 

“You look really gross,” he said. 

I almost laughed. My face hurt and my neck was starting to get sore. The bleeding 

had seemed to stop but it didn’t help with blood that had already bled. The collar of my shirt 

was plastered to my chest. Blood was drying under my nails and my hair was stuck to my 

face. He was right. I was undeniably gross. Yet, with his pointer finger, he pushed my 

glasses back to the top of my nose. 

My father finished clearing the front seat of his work papers and pens. He laid a dry 

towel on the seat and had me sit again. I leaned my head on the seat and let out a long 

breath. I looked at myself in the side mirror and blanched. Aside from the blood that was 

crusted along my nostrils, my eyes were red and my cheeks were blotchy. As horrified as I 

was, I didn’t really mind other than how uncomfortable I was. Studying my face, I saw out 

of the corner of my eye that Ethan was walking with his parents to their car. 

I rolled down the window and stuck my head out. 

“Ethan!” I shouted. 

He turned around and I saw his face. He paled and grimaced when he saw me. I 

knew he was worried and scared. Despite it, I gave him two thumbs up. 

“I won!”   

 

(Continued from page 16) 

(Continued on page 18) 
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To my surprise, he smiled. Perhaps half heartedly and meek, but he smiled 

nonetheless. 

“Yes, you did,” he said. 

I decided that it was indeed a victory. The blood, the pain, the nasty bruise I’d surely 

have by the end of the day didn’t matter. It was worth the butterflies in my stomach, the 

wind in my hair and the satisfaction of winning. 

For the second time that day, he waved to me, but this time to say goodbye. I 

watched him open the car door and get in the backseat, just as my father got into the driver’s 

seat next to me. 

“You were going to the bathroom, huh?” he asked, chuckling a bit. 

“There was a line,” I replied. 

He laughed again and I hoped as we drove home that my mom wouldn’t be mad.   

(Continued from page 17) 

Jenna Benware - Harambe - Grade 11 - Photography 



LOOKING GLASS 2019 

Illustrations Poems 19 Photographs Stories  

Emily Oakes - Intricate Rose - Grade 10 - Mixed Media  

Kora Smith - Jax the Cat - Grade 10 - Pencil 
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Brooke Thomas - Invasion of the Mind - Grade 11 - Mixed Media 

Maggie Gill - SPLAT - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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CHILDHOOD 
- Reese Tavares, Grade 11 

 

When I was a child, times were good. 

Running and jumping with my friends, 

Building forts with rocks and wood. 

Our imaginations were limitless - they had no end. 
 

But at the same time, I wanted to grow 

Into a fine young man. 

Desiring to be something more 

Than I already am. 
 

In the blink of an eye, all the fun passes. 

The friends and the swing set begin to fade. 

From nursery to elementary, up to the middle school. 

Soon enough high school followed by state. 
 

Then before you notice, 

In the blink of an eye. 

Those fun moments 

Just simply die. 
 

Now I realize, as you age, your troubles grow with you. 

Life becomes complex, 

You begin to stress, 

Your entire life becomes tangled into a mess. 
 

I look back and realize how simple it was. 

Nothing but a small rickety swing set 

And the neighborhood kids. 

I still reminisce of the moment we all met. 
 

I realize now those days are gone 

And that all I ever wanted, 

I don't want at all. 
 

My words to you are simple. 

You never realize how much you love something 

Until it is gone forever. 

Knowing that the future holds nothing better. 
 

I look back to those good old days 

Wishing I spent them in better ways 

Because soon enough, before you know it, 

Your childhood decays. 
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Amanda-Nicole Ross - Nightly Blues - Grade 10 - Photography 

Brooke Keefer - Ka Manu - Grade 11 - Photography 
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HOLDING HANDS 
- Kirsten Gifford, Grade 12 

 

Holding hands 

It’s when one hand fits perfectly in another 

It’s how you start a relationship 

And how you end one 

It’s when you’re both nervous 

Your cheeks are red 

You hold your hand in theirs 

And feel butterflies in your stomach 

That’s how the relationship starts 

It’s when you hold their hands 

You look into their eyes 

And tell them it’s not working out 

They’re crying ‘cause you broke their heart 

You’re sad ‘cause you never meant to hurt them 

And that’s how the relationship ends 

It’s how you tell someone you want to be with forever 

It’s when you both stand there holding hands 

In front of your friends and family 

You look into each other’s eyes and say “I do.” 

It’s how you start life 

It’s when she’s in the hospital expecting a baby 

And she’s scared and in pain 

Her shaking wraps tightly around yours 

You get ready to start the next chapter of your life 

It’s the bond between parent and child 

You watch them grow up 

And hold their hand through all the obstacles in life 

It’s how you shelter them from all the dangers of the world 

It’s when they’re scared 

You hold their hand tight 

It’s how you make them feel safe 

It’s when they’re sad 

You hold their hand and say “It’s all gonna be okay” 

It’s how you make them feel better 

It’s how you tell someone you love them 

It’s when they’re in the hospital 

They’re weak and can barely move 

You’re crying, preparing yourself for what’s next 

They take their last breath 

You hold their hand ‘till the last second 

It’s how you say goodbye 

It’s when you’re sad and in so much pain 

Grieving from the loss 

Holding hands is what gets you through it 

It’s what makes you stronger 

It’s when you feel so broken 
(Continued on page 24) 
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And don’t think you can go on 

Holding hands is what brings you back 

It’s how you start life and how you end it 

It’s how you say “I love you.” 

And how you say “Goodbye.” 

Holding hands, it a beautiful tragic mystery 

That goes back thousands of years 

(Continued from page 23) 

Saydi Sargent - The Light From Within - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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Andrew Conklin - Tension - Grade 11 - Prismacolor Pencil 

Jessica White - Broken Heart - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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WHAT IS IN THE NIGHT 
- Jacob Vanderhoof, Grade 11 

 

What is in the Night- 

It’s blackness- an Eternal Void 

 

It Blankets the Universe 

Where all light has been destroyed 

There are Beings that lurk in the Night 
 

You stare them down- without Knowing- 

Their presence is always felt 
 

Though their faces never showing 

 

The darkness surrounds you- 

Slowly- Dragging you in 

 

No matter how hard you fight 

The Beings of Night always win 

As you are pulled deeper and deeper 

Fading away are the last signs of light 

Your loudest screams for help are Silent 

You are lost Forever, in the vastness of the Night 

Krista Shaw - Skrt - Grade 12 - Prismacolor Pencil 
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Chloe Bartholomew - Reading Room - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 

Miles Luther - Bedroom - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 
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WHERE I’M FROM 
- Teja Kochendorfer, Grade 10 

 

I was raised from one certain thing, the “use your manners” 

To the “I’m proud of you” 

I was raised in many different states 

Georgia, New York, Oklahoma, and New Hampshire 

And with many friends 

Kiley, Alina, Darius, Colton, Husam, Jazmine, Sydney, and Alex 

From the “besties for the resties” 

To the “you might as well be my brother” 

From the “I have to move away...” 

To the “You’re my new best friend” 

 

I was raised as a military brat 

Constantly moving 

Constantly missing my father 

I was raised away from my grandparents 

Away from my 12 amazing cousins 

But I was raised with my sisters 

Hannah, Raylee, and Addison 

And with the best mother in the whole world 

And with the most awesome father I’ve ever known 

 

I was raised around Christianity 

Around the “He died for you” 

To the “Don’t question his grace” 

I was raised around the thoughts of my family 

And the thoughts of my friends 

From Muslims, to Jews, to Atheism 

I was raised around a lot of thoughts and differences 

 

I was raised around sports 

From Notre Dame, to my great great Grandfather 

Knute Rockne, one of the most famous football coaches in history 

From the “Touchdowns!” 

To the “We won!” 

I was raised around Sooner fans 

From the “I say boomer” 

To the “You say Sooner!” 

Around the chips and dips 

And the unfortunate losses 

I was raised around fans of the 2 best football teams 

 

I was raised around so many different things 

Around sports and religion 

Around friends and family 

Constantly moving 

But always knowing one thing 

I’ve always had the things in life that make it worth living 

And for that 

I will always be proud of where I’m from 
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Hailey Decker - Landscape - Grade 10 - Photography 

Jenna Benware - Sunrise - Grade 11 - Photography 
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Mary Murphy - Cloth - Grade 10 - Prismacolor Pencil 

Kelsey Spencer and Jennifer Steele - Building Friendships - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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Eva Drohobycky - You’re a Sunflower - Grade 11 - Acrylic 

Andrew Conklin - Lamp Post - Grade 11 - Pencil 
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A BROKEN FAIRY’S WINGS 
- Micaela Lynch, Grade 10 

 

Down in the valley of flowers 

Lives the village of fairies. 

Millions of small creatures 

Living within the buds of tulips 

And rose petals. 

They are able to have plants grow 

In the blink of an eye. 

Most of them are happy, 

Most. 

There is one fairy in the village 

And her wings are broken. 

She can no longer fly 

She can no longer soar. 

Her days are spent alone 

Crying knowing she can never fly again. 

She felt alone and her only friend was the moon. 

She can’t let fairies be close 

Or else they hurt her 

And ridicule how she can’t help the flowers bloom. 

She dreams of one day when her wings will fly 

But wakes up with tears knowing it can't happen. 

One night while gazing at the moon 

She could feel her eyes getting heavy so she rested under the light. 

Whilst asleep, the moon looked down upon her. 

It was sorrowful for her tears so it tried to help. 

The rays flow down to the fairy and lifted her up. 

The moon looks at her 

Takes her wings 

And sews them with stars. 

“My dear friend 

No more tears 

It’s time to fly” 

The moon rests her down on the flower and says goodbye 

For dawn is breaking. 

The sun wakes her with beautiful bliss 

Then she noticed her wings. 

More beautiful than any other 

Glistening agents of the sun. 

Her wings were healed 

She was healed 

And ready 

To fly. 
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Kelsey Spencer - Time and Space - Grade 12 - Acrylic 

Joelle Lumia - Blooming Congress - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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OF MICE AND MEN EPILOGUE 
- Krystal Rogers, Grade 11 

 

Ten years after Lennie’s death, George and Candy got that little house they were 

talking about together. A couple years passed with a great life for Candy and George. They 

raised the farm up to grow healthy and strong. When George went out to town to get some 

more seeds to grow some crops for Candy, he accidently bumped into a beautiful young girl 

his own age. George smiled slightly “I'm sorry ma’am. That's my fault. Let me help you.” He 

bent down and grabbed the bags that she dropped and he handed them to her. She nodded to 

him and walked away. George thought to himself: Okay George, time to get what you came 

here for. Candy’ll be happy I got his seeds for him. 

George got on his horse and headed back to the farm. The horse trotted up the hill and 

then George got off and hitched the horse to the post. George grabbed the bags from the 

saddle bag and headed into the little home. He walked inside. “Candy! I got your seeds to 

plant your crops!” Candy did not answer… 

George checked all the rooms. “Candy where are ya, you old fool!” George walked to 

the kitchen window and saw Candy laying on the ground in the chicken pen. “My god! 

Candy!” George dropped the bags and ran outside into the chicken pen. He got on his knees 

next to Candy and shook him. “Candy ya bastard! Wake up!” George put his hand on Candy’s 

hip to roll him over. When he did, he felt wetness on his hand and pulled it away. Blood was 

on George’s hand. 

 George picked up Candy and threw him over his shoulder. “Come on ya old fool - stay 

with me!” George threw Candy over the back of his horse’s saddle. George kicked the horse 

like crazy. “Get going!” He rushed Candy to the hospital nearby. George picked up Candy 

and ran him inside. “Help please! My friend Candy, he's been shot!” Nurses ran over and took 

Candy on a stretcher and rushed him to a room. George sat down on one of the chairs and 

rested his elbows on his knees, putting his hand on his face. “Why did this bastard deserve to 

get shot!?!” Hours later…. George was waiting to hear anything from the doctors. 

Suddenly, the beautiful girl George saw at the market ran into the hospital crying. A 

nurse walked to her “Ms. Vell, please calm down. Your father is alright. This young 

gentleman right here saved your father’s life before it was too late.” The nurse pointed to 

George and walked away. The beautiful girl looked at George and slowly walked up to him. 

“Hello Mister. I wanna thank you. Thank you for saving my father’s life.” 

George looked very confused. “Your father? Who is your father m’am?” 

She smiled and laughed a little - thinking he was joking. “His name is Candy, Mister. 

The nurse told me you saved his life…thank you so much.” The grateful girl hugged him 

tightly with tears falling out of her eyes like waterfalls. 

 

 

 

 

 

(Continued on page 35) 
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George was confused when the girl said Candy was her father. The beautiful girl 

smiled. “By the way, my name is Cassy.” She ran to the room that Candy was in. George 

stood there thinking, as he rubbed his neck lightly, Candy has a daughter? George figured 

they needed some time alone together so he started walking out of the building. A nurse ran 

to George and grabbed his arm. “Sir, Candy may not make it until the morning because he 

had a really bad heart attack and his heart is slowing down… he has some words for you.” 

George tried to hold back from crying. He ran down the hall into the room. George slowly 

walked next to the bed next to Candy. Candy took George’s hand and Cassy’s hand. Candy 

slowly breathed as he said “I know that I will die tonight… George, Cassy has nobody. 

Promise me you will protect her and take care of her.” 

George looked at Cassy and then back at Candy. He said, “I will protect her 

Candy.” Candy smiled and slowly shut his eyes. Cassy knew what had happened and she 

cried waterfalls. George went to Cassy and put his hand around her shoulder and walked 

with her out of the room. George sadly looked back at Candy’s dead body. He walked out 

of the hospital with Cassy, got on his horse, and rode away. 

Cassy held tightly onto George and soon the back of his shirt was wet from Cassy’s 

tears. When they arrived at the small farm, George said “Go inside and get something to eat 

or drink.” Cassy walked away into the house. George walked to the barn and untacked the 

horse. He put hay in the stall and water in the horse’s bucket. He shut the gate, left the barn 

and went into the house. 

Walking into the house, he saw Cassy sitting at the table with tea. He walked to her 

and sat down next to her. “How come Candy never told anybody about you?” 

Cassy felt afraid to tell George but replied,“I was taken by criminals. My father 

thought I would return one day, but I never came back.” She pulled her sleeve up and 

showed him the scars on her arms.“The criminals wanted children from me and I didn’t 

obey so they forced me.” George was shocked and upset that such a beautiful girl went 

through that. 

He slowly put his hand on top of hers and looked into her eyes. “You don’t have to 

be afraid anymore. I'm here to protect you now Cassy.” 

She smiled and felt safe when George said that. “Thank you.” Cassy leaned into 

George’s face. George put his hand slowly on her neck and kissed her. 

Seven years later, with a happy life, George and Cassy walked out to the barn. They 

watched their son playing around with the dog. Cassy laughed and said, “Lennie come here 

sweetheart.” Lennie, their son, ran to them and hugged them tight. George looked at the 

dog. “Candy come here.” The dog ran at them and tackled all three of them. They lived a 

happy life forever with Lennie, their son, Candy, their new dog, and their friends forever in 

their hearts.  

(Continued from page 34) 
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THE ISLAND OF GRAND TURK 
- Lars Conway, grade 12 

 

Grand Turk is alive with grass skirts and tank tops 

With palm trees that whistle in the wind 

However, temperatures get to a scorching 120 

But that’s okay because I love the heat 

With Margaritaville’s tasty drinks 

And the beaches that soothe my soul 

There’s the clear blue Caribbean Sea 

I do not want anything bad to happen to Grand Turk 

There’s a man here named Kamaal 

Kamaal loves the beaches and the shopping areas 

Another thing I like is the shopping area 

With many goodies to be sold, I can’t resist 

The streets are clean and lined with palm trees 

The center of the island has a nice pond 

Kamaal and the people are nice angels 

They’re also tough as nails 

The breezes are soft as clouds 

Nighttime is as beautiful as Aphrodite 

The birds sing like a college choir 

The songs make me feel like I’m flying high 

I sing to the waters with its mysterious creatures 

Even paradise is jealous of Margaritaville 

Teagan Andrews - Fractured Lighthouse - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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Jordan Cherry - Hotel Suite - Grade 10 - Digital Drawing 

Molly Nastacie - Morning Delight - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 
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Lily LaBounty - Scuff Marks - Grade 12 - Prismacolor Pencil 
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Zoe Andrews - Dreams - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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ARYA 
- Sophie Macchi, Grade 12 

 

“I’m scared.” My beautiful wife’s face was shiny with sweat. 

“I know, love. It’s gonna be okay.” I stroked her hair, resisting the urge to look above 

the small curtain blocking her belly from our view. Aubrey was 24 weeks and 3 days 

pregnant, and was undergoing an emergency c-section. Her placenta had torn away from the 

uterine wall and she was bleeding heavily inside her body. Her face was pale and her grip on 

my hand was weak. I was scared too. Her eyes dipped closed and I almost puked right there. 

Aubrey and I had been dating since freshman year of high school, and fifteen years later, we 

were having our first child. I knew I couldn’t lose her as well as I knew that I needed to 

breathe. 

The doctors’ voices sounded brisk and professional asking for various items. What the 

hell is a bovie? 

I looked back to Aubrey’s face and her eyes were still closed. I felt the color drain 

from my face as I heard the monitors start to scream their little hearts out. 

The doctors moved in perfect coordination, and if the love of my life wasn’t dying in 

front of me, I would’ve asked just how many times they had done this. Her hand tightens in 

mine for a fraction of a second and everything fades away. The calm, cool voices of the 

doctors, the screeching of the monitors. My vision tunnels with Aubrey at the center of it all. 

Even now, on the brink of death, she is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 

“I love you,” I whisper. I cannot bear to bring my voice above a near silent volume.   

And then, she fades. I can feel her slipping away like sand through my fingers. My 

hands rise to her face with my fingertips tracing every line and wrinkle and curve. 

Memorizing. Knowing I’ll never feel her warm and alive again. Knowing that her hugs are 

gone, her kisses extinct. She exhales, long and low. Through the veil of salty tears gathering 

in my eyes I can’t see her anymore. I vaguely feel hands pulling me away - voices that never 

resonate in my ears. But all I can really feel is her hand going limp in mine. Then it’s gone 

and I’m gone. I hear someone screaming, and I don’t recognize the voice as mine. I see a light 

flickering in my eyes and they focus instinctively in the change. It’s a nurse. We are outside 

the operating room now, and I see her mouth moving. Slowly, the sound reaches my ears. 

“We’re doing everything we can for your wife,” she says. “The baby is a girl. She’s 

one pound two ounces. She’s intubated and we’re doing everything we can.” 

We’re doing everything we can. 

I feel my heart break. Every inch of my skin is alive with tingling. I can’t speak. 

There’s a chair behind me, so I collapse. About thirty seconds pass before I realize my 

shoulders are shaking with sobs. My head is in my hands and I can barely feel my tears. I 

don’t even know if I’m alive anymore. I pray to every God and Goddess I can think of. This 

has to be a nightmare. I need it to be a nightmare. 

But time passes and I don’t wake up. My tears dry and my hands lower from my face. 

The numbness spreads and I don’t wake up. I realize it’s not a dream when a nurse startles me 

out of my stupor and I don’t wake. She sits beside me leaving a cool hand on my arm. 

“Your wife didn’t make it,” She says calmly. 

 

 
(Continued on page 41) 
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“I know.” The only words I can force out. I had felt her die. I had seen whatever life 

force was in there leave. I bore witness to death claiming my only love. 

“Do you want to see your daughter?” The nurse seems afraid of my answer. I know 

what Aubrey would want me to do. 

“Please, can I?” 

And then I’m stumbling down the hallway behind the nurse, not noticing the turns or 

the doorways. The bustle of the surgery wing fades. The nurse leads me through a set of 

double doors and I’m assaulted by the hum of ventilators and the beeps of monitors. Soft 

crying dances along the beams of fluorescent light. The ward is large but not many beds are 

filled. A couple leans over one of the special NICU beds, tearful and comforting each other. I 

look away sharply with tears threatening my eyes again. We pass a few sickly babies - some 

small, some pale and some hardly responding. One even has a small sack outside his body 

containing his heart. After an eternity, we stop at an incubator containing a tiny, tiny little girl. 

She’s hardly eight inches long. I look in awe at this tiny human that somehow is mine. A 

minuscule shoot of joy pushes out of the desert in my heart. 

The nurse looks at me, barely covering the pity on her face. “There’s a lot of 

complications right now. Would you like us to do everything we can to save her?” 

I look down at this tiny person, hardly bigger than my hand. I can hardly speak. 

“Please save her.” The phrase hardly breaks out of my lips. 

The nurse heard me. She nods. “Would you like to name her?” 

Yes. I already know what name my Aubrey wanted. She told me before the emergency 

c-section that she wanted a name fit for a warrior, like our baby would be. 

“Her name is Arya.” My voice was a little stronger. 

A small smile slips onto the nurses lips. “A name fit for a goddess.” 

I can’t bring myself to smile back but I hope my look conveys enough. 

I return my attention to Arya. Her butterfly skin is very red. It’s covered with a thin 

layer of hair and her eyes are covered by a soft mask. There is a small cuff on her foot and a 

little tube that traverses her throat bringing oxygen into her underdeveloped lungs. 

I rest my finger gently on her little hand. She holds it in a feather light grip. 

I’m enchanted. Heartbroken, but enchanted.   

“We have parent support rooms for parents with babies in the NICU. Are you going to 

be okay at home or would you rather stay in one of our support rooms?” The nurse, who I 

now see is named Diana, speaks in a low, careful tone. 

“I’ll stay here if that’s okay.” 

With one last look down at my tiny daughter, I allow myself to be lead down the hall a 

little ways until we reach a few colorful doors. She takes me in the first one and we emerge 

into a room with two full sized beds and a little bathroom. 

“Thanks.” I quip. 

She smiles and leaves me to myself. 

Rather than showering and sleeping, I resign myself to scrolling through pictures of 

my Aubrey. I see pictures of us from her first ultrasound. She’s glowing. I’m glowing. We’re 

happy. If I hadn’t seen her die, I wouldn’t believe it. My hand can’t forget the memory of hers 

slipping away and my eyes can’t forget her beautiful face. I try to think of Arya but all I can 

see is how her nose is just a smaller version of Aubrey’s. I can feel my skin cracking. I feel 

the insides being pushed out but I just can’t bring myself to stop the destruction. Instead, I let 

my bones break, let my skin bleed, and I fall asleep a broken man. 

(Continued from page 40) 
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I’m tugged out of sleep around three in the morning by the night nurse. I feel the 

dried remains of tears on my cheeks. 

“Sir? I think you should come to the NICU. It’s Arya.” 

Oh no. 

I follow behind the nurse numbly. My clothes are wrinkled and my tongue feels huge 

in my mouth. 

She opens the double doors for me, and I walk in to see a team of doctors around 

Arya’s incubator. One of them spots me and approaches. 

“Arya had a massive brain bleed. We didn’t catch it until just an hour ago. We 

stopped it, but she has severe damage. She’s effectively brain dead.” He speaks calmly, as if 

to soften the blow the words dealt to my heart. “There are also several tiny holes in her 

intestines which are spewing bacteria into her body. She won’t make it through the night.” 

I watch as the walls of the NICU crack and crumble. They seem to fall in unison with 

my breaking heart. They crash into me and I can feel myself falling. Of course, I’m standing 

still next to my dying daughter but in my head I’m gone. In my head, I’m dying with her. 

And it’s like I’m losing Aubrey again. I know my heart can’t handle it but the world doesn’t 

care. It will take everything away from me until there is nothing left. There’s nothing I can 

do. I can feel the moon and the stars and their indifference. 

“Would you like to sit with her until it’s time?” The nurse offers. 

I nod wordlessly. 

Two of the three doctors have departed and the final doctor maneuvers Arya out of 

the incubator carefully not to obstruct the multitude of wires and tubes around her. I sit 

carefully in the padded rocking chair beside the incubator, and he oh so gently, places Arya 

in my arms. She is so light it’s like I’m holding nothing. She doesn’t move, but her little 

body is warm against my skin. 

“Hi, little one,” I whisper. Tears well up in my eyes but I try to stay strong even 

though I know she can’t hear or see me. I sit there with her in my arms thinking about 

everything I will miss. I think about her first birthday, the one where we would’ve bought 

cheesy onesies and a special cake like when Emma from Friends turned one (of course it 

wouldn’t be a disaster cake). The thought of that episode makes me laugh a little inside. My 

mood turns somber again when I realize that I’ll never know what color Arya’s eyes are. 

They are fused shut at this age. I hope that her eyes are the beautiful emerald green that 

Aubrey’s were. They enchanted me like I was seeing every star in the galaxy all at once. 

Better than that. Like every single being to ever exist was smiling at me. I could see 

everything beautiful in her eyes. 

I’m careful not to let my tears fall on my little daughter. Just in case she could 

somehow know I was sad. I don’t want her only memory of her papa to be a tearful one. 

“You’re gonna go see your mommy soon, angel.” I gently stroke her head with my 

finger. “You’re going to love her almost as much as she loved you.” 

I remember when Aubrey was pregnant. She was absolutely ecstatic all the way to 

when the hemorrhaging started. After that, she slowly faded. 

I’m startled out of my musings by the steady beeping of the monitors turning to 

rapid, panicked tones. It’s as if a monster was chasing them down a heavily wooded path 

with nowhere to turn. Maybe I only think this because a monster is chasing me. I can hear 

his heavy breaths and smell the rot on his tongue. He’s coming to take my baby away. 

(Continued from page 41) 
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I can only watch as he takes her, claws sinking into her butterfly skin as the ventilator 

beeps indicating she’s not responding to it anymore. The nurse looks at me and I nod. She 

disconnects the tube. The monster consumes her as I watch her take her last breath, a long and 

low exhale just like her mom. 

I sit there with her for a long time. The doctors explain the rarity of the condition she 

had in tandem with the brain bleed. It’s called necrotizing enterocolitis. They ask to use her 

body to help discover how to cure it. I say yes. 

The sun is barely up when I leave. I have a bag of Aubrey’s clothes in one hand, and 

the other clutches Arya’s blanket to my chest. I squint at the light and call a cab. The driver 

doesn’t say anything, but when we arrive at the little townhouse, that will only serve as a 

reminder of all I’ve lost, he doesn’t charge me. I unlock the door and set down my bags. I 

keep the blanket against my chest. A numbness has spread from my head to my toes - from 

my heart into whatever soul is left. 

I don’t remember how I got here, but I’m in the nursery. I’m looking at ultrasound 

pictures and at pictures of Aubrey. I’m texting my mom. 

I love you. 

Send. 

I’m in the kitchen now, reaching for the cheap wine that Aubrey loves. I use it to wash 

down a couple handfuls of various pills - painkillers, allergy meds, antidepressants. 

I lay down on the big bed I once shared with Aubrey and clutch Arya’s blanket to my 

chest. I soften my gaze on a picture of Aubrey and me at our wedding. 

“I’ll see you both soon, my loves.” 

And I exhale, long and low.  

(Continued from page 42) 
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Amanda-Nicole Ross - Up, Up, and Away - Grade 10 - Photography 

Brooke Keefer - Mariposa - Grade 11 - Photography 
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TO A HUMAN 
- Rebecca Rathbun, Grade 9 

 

Medium height, girl, caring, kind 

You don’t have to hide. I’m not going to hurt you. 

If you don’t chill out, I will show my teeth, 

hide on you and scare you. 
 

I’m sorry for scaring you. 

I’ll sit on your couch with a drink and watch Ratatouille. 

And if you’d like, I’ll sing to you. 

So don’t be scared of me. 
 

I’m sorry I showered in your dishwasher. 

Me showering in your dishwasher might have creeped ya’ out 

And I’m sorry about the dog food in your bathroom sink. 

Again I don’t mean to scare you. 
 

The best laid plans of mice and men often go awry. 

You’re lucky you have food and a place to stay. 

You don’t have to jump from house to house just to find things. 

Can we be friends? If not, I’ll leave your home, but thanks for the shower I needed it!    

Morgan Brown - October - Grade 11 - Acrylic  
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Morgan Zenio - Modern Bedroom - Grade 10 - Digital Drawing 

Natalie Myers - Dream Kitchen - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 
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LIFE’S STORY 
- Matthew McCarthy, Grade 11 

 

Everyday starts a new adventure and begins a new journey to follow- 

It’s only a matter of how you interpret these adventures- 

It's the excitement it empathizes as it begins to mold your vision of 

reality- 

And how these visions are able to create a story that only YOU are able to 

Tell- 
 

Some of these visions can become corrupt in order to learn from those 

adversities- 

And become more of an empowering reality- 

As a plane faces a problem in its path, it’s able to find solutions in order to 

go around the complication- 
 

Life can’t always be in your favor- 

It's the reason why everyone is created differently- 

It’s life’s way of forcing people to learn from others and be able to find common 

significances- 

It’s the way people together are able to combine their stories to create their 

own novel- 

And as life goes on and your tree begins to grow- 

Your novel can transform into a true biography of the life 

accomplishments you are truly proud of- 

And be able to share with your loved ones before you ascend into 

heaven- 

Lindsey Fish - Spit and Spat - Grade 12 - Prismacolor Pencil 
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Jenna Benware - Under The Sea - Grade 11 - Photography 

Kaela Ellis - Framed Apple - Grade 11 - Photography 
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Eva Drohobycky - JUMP - Grade 11 - Prismacolor Pencil 

Holly Deyoe - 11418 Bird - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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Reagan Hutchinson - Cloth Study - Grade 10 - Prismacolor Pencil 

Lindsey Fish - Sea Turtle - Grade 12 - Prismacolor Pencil 
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I WAS RAISED BY MUSIC 
- Michaela Moriarty, Grade 10 

 

I was raised by peaceful, thoughtful, and calming 

Sing along while cleaning, rhythm stuck in your head for days, want to listen to 24/7 

Different meaning everytime you listen to it, mind catching, breathtaking 

Sends shivers down your spine, make you want to get up and do something in the world, 

yet sit down and try to understand the lyrics type of music 

 

I was raised by art. 

I was raised by crazy, abstract, intricate 

Meaning behind it, time taking, soul bleeding 

Mind bending, understandable, relaxing 

Sloppy, flowing, but yet self reflective 

World changing, eye opening, 

“Whoa that's so cool” type of art 
 

I was raised by nature. 

I was raised by quiet, peaceful, calm 

Harsh, cold, and brittle 

Trees that catch the eye, changing every second, take my breath away 

“Let your words get lost in the wind” type of nature 

 

I was raised by people. 

The type who don’t mind getting dirty, elbow grease, working hard 

Lay back, enjoy life, and relax 

Laugh along, play a game, enjoy our time together 

Have my back, loving, supporting, and lifting 

“Come on you've got this” type of people 

 

I was raised in this world by 

Fantastic and mind blowing types of music 

Flowing, color blending, and understandable types of art 

Comforting, surprising, and touch my soul types of nature 

And incredible, reliable, trusting types of people 

LuLu Burkowski - Cubes - Grade 10 - Ink 
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Amanda-Nicole Ross - Pretty Rose - Grade 10 - Photography 

Cody Fitzgerald - Fire with Fire - Grade 10 - Photography 
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Holly Deyoe - Loose Leaf - Grade 11 - Prismacolor Pencil 

Reagan Hutchinson - May Landscape - Grade 10 - Acrylic 
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Emma Fort - Just Another Face - Grade 12 - Acrylic 

Abby DeLor - That’s a Wrap - Grade 11 - Prismacolor Pencil 
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THE PLIGHT OF THE CRAZY 
- Hollie M. Munson, Grade 11 

 

The plight of the crazy is a strange thing. 

It goes unnoticed by most in the world’s ring. 

But the plight of the crazy has something to be told. 

However, it is not something to reach or something to hold. 

It is a single wish to be original in a space. 

Where being ordinary is our only saving grace. 

The crazy all want to be different but one. 

They all have the plight that they run. 

One wants free love, the other to sit. 

And one wants to be free from being fixed. 

Another is waiting for his time to fly. 

And my brother just wants the right to be alive. 

The plight of the crazy is so strange. 

It is often lost out of sight and range. 

Their plight is still there however. 

Seen everyday by you and your neighbor. 

So the next time you’re out and about. 

Stop and take a listen to the crazy ones shout. 
 

Teagan Andrews - Sky Eyes - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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Antonio Fernandez, Josh Fernandez,  

Rebecca Rathbun, Raven Fish, Brielle Burke, 

Dawn Baird, Alyssa White - Fantasy House - 

Mixed Media 

Natalie Myers, Abby Caron, Chloe Bartholomew, 

Carleigh Yager, Molly Nastacie, Heather Thomas 

- Fantasy House - Mixed Media 
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TOTEM POLE Printmaking 

Lucas Cottrell - Grade 9 Elizabeth Diehl - Grade 10 

Amanda Scavone - Grade 10 Natalie Myers - Grade 9 
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Jenna Benware - Nature’s Beauty - Grade 11 - Photography 

LuLu Burkowski - Winter - Grade 10 - Digital Drawing 
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INSPIRATION, WHAT IS IT? 
- Mary Murphy, Grade 10 

 

 What do you think about when people mention that they were inspired by a certain 

person, place or thing? Has anything motivated you? I personally have not been inspired but 

people close to me have. You would think in the fifteen years of walking on this earth, I would 

have seen someone or something that makes me want to change the world or create something 

new to benefit myself or others. Sadly this has not happened. Don’t think I’m in the wrong, it's 

just that I have so much to learn about life and meaning. Inspiration is seen everywhere and it's 

amazing. Due to people fighting for what’s right and inspiring others, we now have LGBT 

rights and labor laws as well. Due to people's life stories and survival stories, people are 

inspired to fight and live a full life. 

 We see inspiring things everyday. Seeing people fight for a cause is a main source as 

well. If a young child fighting for their life sees their superhero dressed up in their hospital 

room, they’re happy. One of the reasons is because they want to be just like them: strong, 

brave, and kind. That kid has been inspired to fight just like their superhero. How about when 

you see a young kid open the door for an older person just to be kind? That child was most 

likely inspired by an adult. Even things as little as a three year old being inspired to try to save 

a little animal because they see people save things everyday. 

 I’m not just saying that children are inspired by us, but children have a large impact on 

us as well. Young kids are mostly shown love in their first years so they don’t know what hate 

is. Children learn about how to love one another with no hate. As said many times children 

aren’t born with hate. I've seen people take this to heart since kids make us realize our hate is 

caused by society. What about when a kid’s toy gets taken away by yet another little kid? Most 

likely the kid isn’t going to hit the other kid. There’s a higher chance of that situation 

becoming violent with adults. As we look at kids, we learn and can feel inspired to be better. 

Unfortunately, inspiration isn’t always good.  Sometimes kids model themselves after adults 

who make harmful decisions.  Therefore when we live in this environment, we are yet again 

taught right from wrong. But as children look up to adults it isn’t always well. One day 

children’s TV shows turn into a news report about violence. Some children automatically look 

away, while some are interested. Kids who are growing up will learn hate and pass it down to 

their children as the years go by. Inspiration can be both positive and negative. For example, 

someone commits a copy cat murder that was inspired from a murder committed years ago. 

That person will most likely say they were inspired by a previous crime and fulfill what they 

have been motivated to do. 

When thinking about inspiration, I see no reason to look just at the positive effects but 

the negative effects as well. People need to realize at least one person is looking up to them. 

They will influence that person's life because they look up to them. Every step you take will 

inspire them to take a step as well. 
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HOSPITAL PARKING 

- Sophie Macchi, Grade 12 
 

I resurface to awareness sputtering, struggling to breathe amidst the flow of sensations on my 

body. The sharp point of an IV embedded in my arm prompts me to twitch. My body ignores 

my command. I try again as the sensation of intubation tickles my throat. 
 

Where am I? 

 

I hear the creak of a door open and the exhale of a chair cushion as someone sits down. A 

familiar hand rests on my arm. 
 

Rebecca. 
 

“Sorry I’m late. Hospital parking is a mess,” she says with her voice cracking. 
 

Hospital? 

 

Slowly I become aware that she is not talking to me. An unfamiliar arm brushes by me. 
 

“Are you ready?” The male voice says. 
 

Silence from Rebecca leads me to believe she could only nod. A tear plops onto my arm. 
 

What’s happening? 

 

“I’ll turn the monitor off so you don’t have to hear it,” the man says. 
 

And like a key in a lock, it clicks. 
 

Trapped in my body with my lungs artificially inflating regularly, I strain to move. Strain to 

be seen. I strain like my life depends on it because it does. 
 

Not even a twitch. A resounding pop rings in my ears as the ventilator is unscrewed from the 

ventilator. I feel my lungs deflate one last time, feel Rebecca’s hand in mine, feel her tears 

dripping onto my arm. 
 

I remember when we met. The cold wind drove us into a corner store where we met over 

crappy tea and half-frozen hotdogs. 
 

I try not to panic as my lungs pinch. 
 

Happy thoughts. 
 

I remember the day it became legal to marry her. How her eyes shone behind her veil with her 

hand soft in mine. 
 

Colored dots dance behind my eyelids. My head is full of cotton balls. The only sound is 

(Continued on page 62) 
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Rebecca’s sobs. 
 

Rebecca. I’m alive. I’m alive! Stop this! Please. 
 

My lungs are on fire, aching with every second.   
 

Our wedding dance. The way her white dress mingled with my cream one on the wooden floor. 

Her hands on my cheeks. The soft taste of peach in her kiss. 
 

Her sobs grow louder, echoing in my ears like a phantom. Every fiber of my body screams for 

air. Just one drop of sweet, sweet air. 
 

My heart flutters, seizing. The pressure in my eyes and ears is too much to bear. 
 

Our first house. Brown siding, white shutters. Small white porch, black door. 
 

My head is swimming. 
 

Bronze knocker, small porthole. 
 

I can't even hear Rebecca over the cacophony in my head. 
 

Please.  

(Continued from page 61) 

Carleigh Yager - Totem Pole - Grade 9 - Printmaking 
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	TO A HUMAN 
	- Dawn Baird, Grade 9 
	 
	A huge terrifying plump man was coming. 
	I could hear him making this awful noise. 
	I tried to stay away from him and leave 
	him alone. I wanted to make my house in the perfect 
	spot in his old lawn mower. I wasn’t so positive 
	That it was old, but I was pretty sure. He was 
	coming over here. I could see him. I was so 
	confused…. Oh wait, I think he is going to use 
	this lawn mower. He opened the top exactly 
	where I was and saw me. He was about to 
	grab me and throw me out. I knew it so I started 
	to show my teeth. I was warning him but 
	he grabbed me by my tail and threw me on 
	the ground. He was trying to stomp on me. 
	 I mean, I guess I’m sorry for making a house in 
	your lawn mower which I thought was old. But, if you 
	stop trying to stomp on me, I will make my house 
	somewhere else. I will get my things and be on my 
	way, please. 
	 I promise you that I didn’t mean to disturb you. 
	I didn’t know you still used that lawn mower. I understand 
	that you are mad but you can’t just kill me. I didn’t do anything 
	to harm you. 
	 You’re better off without me, but it took me a long time to 
	make that house. If we could just talk this out then maybe 
	I could stay? I promise I won't break anything or mess up 
	anything on purpose. The best laid plans of mice and men 
	often go awry. 
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	Abby Parnham - Winter Morning -Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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	A HEARTBREAKING CROSS COUNTRY DEFEAT 
	A HEARTBREAKING CROSS COUNTRY DEFEAT 
	A HEARTBREAKING CROSS COUNTRY DEFEAT 
	- Lars Conway, Grade 12 
	 
	 November 2nd, 2018. A date which will live in infamy. On this day, the Boys Varsity Cross Country Team of Schuylerville was suddenly and unexpectedly defeated by the Cadets of LaSalle Institute. Coming into the Fall 2018 season, the Black Horses were the heavy favorite to be crowned Section 2 Class C/CC Split Champions. Our biggest challenger was the Patriots of Broadalbin-Perth High School. With 3 athletes running under 18 minutes for both teams, it was going to be a close fight to the end. Broadalbin-Per


	THE STREAM THAT LIVED UPON THE EARTH 
	THE STREAM THAT LIVED UPON THE EARTH 
	THE STREAM THAT LIVED UPON THE EARTH 
	- Tyler Senecal, Grade 11 
	 
	A stream that moved upon the Earth, 
	Living before the living shadows of nature, 
	Bonding the dirt and rock that formed apart, 
	Making the Earth whole and beautiful before arrival. 
	 A stream is frozen during the morning chill, 
	Changing its form from the unsettling sun, 
	Spreading the stream to the land it bonded, 
	And in its reply back the land grew hills of green. 
	 As the shape of life formed from that stream, 
	So do the shadows which might break the very bonds it started, 
	Giving new features which might destroy others, 
	Living every second upon the stream it was built by. 
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	Carleigh Yager - Modern Kitchen - Grade 9 - Digital Drawing 
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	Elizabeth Diehl - Family Room - Grade 10 - Digital Drawing 



	Page9
	Span
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 


	Figure
	Illustrations Poems 9 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 9 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 9 Photographs Stories  


	RAISED BY MUSIC 
	RAISED BY MUSIC 
	RAISED BY MUSIC 
	- Nathan Scott, Grade 10 
	 
	I was raised by music, 
	Lyrical geniuses spitting unbelievable lines, 
	Listening to the same song until you know every word. 
	Finding new albums that I spend hours replaying, 
	Music so fast you’re in awe, 
	I was raised by music. 
	 I was raised by my parents, 
	Hard working, long hours dad, happy to see him home. 
	Great cooking, tries to help me with math mom. 
	My parents shaped me. 
	 Basketball was my hobby. 
	Watching the hard-fought and no effort finals, 
	Witness the next G.O.A.T in the making. 
	Playing basketball with friends and messing around. 
	Shooting paper into a garbage can and yelling “KOBE!” 
	Basketball was the best. 
	 I was raised by grueling 9-hour car rides to Maryland, 
	Sitting uncomfortably in a car listening to music, 
	Not being able to fall asleep. 
	Gettin’ to Maryland, stretching and seeing my family. 
	Playing frisbee in the park with everyone and going on the boat. 
	Going to Maryland was my favorite. 
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	RAISED BY 
	RAISED BY 
	RAISED BY 
	- Elijah Fitzgerald, Grade 10 
	 
	I was raised by 
	Football hitting 
	Broken fingers crunching 
	Helmet smashing 
	Hard hit running 
	Touchdown celebrating 
	Don’t care if we win by 46 football games. 
	 I was raised by 
	Lacrosse face off yelling 
	Upper 90 soaking 
	Coaches yelling 
	Helmets breaking 
	Up and down the field running 
	Lacrosse kind of games. 
	 I was raised by 
	Shoe buying 
	Sneaker con attending 
	Shoe selling 
	Making money daily 
	Supreme copping 
	Ds yeezy kind of game. 
	 I was raised by 
	The things I love the most 
	The football hitting 
	The lacrosse face off yelling 
	The shoe buying 
	The things I love to do. 
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	Lily LaBounty - I need Space - Grade 12 - Acrylic and Watercolor 
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	Lily LaBounty - I need Space - Grade 12 - Acrylic and Watercolor 
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	Eva Drohobycky - That’s my Van - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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	Morgan Brown - My Family Rose - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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	Morgan Brown - My Family Rose - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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	INSPIRATION 
	INSPIRATION 
	INSPIRATION 
	- Rachael Stortz, Grade 10 
	 
	What is the one thing that makes the world go round? I will give you a hint: it isn’t money, food, or water. Yes, those things are essential to live life as it is and they are the bare essentials. But beyond that, what is the thing that has gotten us to where we are today? It’s the one thing that has made me write this piece and its known to us as inspiration. 
	Inspiration isn’t the same for everyone. We have the world we live in today because it isn’t the same for all. Would one think that Aristotle and Plato just woke up one day with their discoveries and philosophies? Or even before then the people who built civilizations and empires didn’t just wake up one morning and start building and organizing like a drone. That would be too easy; there would be no variation and we wouldn’t become the independent, individual beings we all know today. All of civilization an
	But somehow in our modern days, many have lost inspiration to do little things as we take them for granted and find them to be “mindless tasks.” Yet for all we know, all the innovations that came to be necessary for our society now came from people having a thought while doing these “mindless tasks.” Once when man had to mindlessly pull the plough up and down the fields for crops, the inspiration came to have a livestock-pulled plough. This was for avoiding the pain and suffering that came with the much nee
	Although times have changed, one wouldn’t think that inspiration for new ideas and things would change as well. But the truth is, it has. This isn’t necessarily a bad thing. Our inspiration now comes for possible new ways of combating climate change or a new way to cure cancer to end the suffering of those in our world. This could be because you hate seeing the displacement of your favorite animal or you’ve had a family member who has suffered. Whatever the reason, the inspiration now is more important than
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	Saydi Sargent - Toxic - Grade 11 - Acrylic 
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	Saydi Sargent - Toxic - Grade 11 - Acrylic 


	Krista Shaw - You Are My Sunshine - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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	Krista Shaw - You Are My Sunshine - Grade 12 - Acrylic 
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	CHURCH IN THE SUMMER  
	(Continued on page 16) 
	- Kaylee Foster, Grade 12 
	 
	 Summer was my favorite time of year to go to church. The long drives every Sunday were made more bearable by being able to look out of the car window to see playful wild flowers sprouting in the cracks in the road and miles of farmland filled with rows and rows of young corn beginning to brown at the roots. During the winter it was just brown and gray for the entire drive. The miles of farmland once so appealing were now filled with the hollow stalks of corn, gritty mud and the wild flowers buried under la
	On our rides, I liked to play games with my brother in the backseat just to distract myself from a ride that seemed infinitely longer than the same ride we took every Sunday during the winter. 
	I looked forward to going to church the same way other kids my age looked forward to going to Disney but all that waited for me was the same yellowing siding and unpaved parking lot I saw every Sunday. 
	I leaned against my father, sitting on the polished pews and kicking my feet, to see the small heart charms on my sneakers bounce. I waited for my turn to take communion as it was passed around. I dipped the corner of my bread into the chalice. I rolled the bread against the roof of my mouth, not minding the staleness and ignoring the bitter taste of grape juice stuck in my throat. 
	I watched my brother hop from his seat and walk to identical glass doors at the back of the church where he, and the other young kids, gathered to go to Sunday School. The adults continued with the service. I almost groaned at my disappointment as my father tugged on my shirt and patted the now empty spot where my brother just sat for me to take his place. He handed me his bible - a very weathered pink women’s bible that once was my mother’s. She retired it years prior when she stopped attending church. For
	The air conditioners were relentlessly loud in an otherwise quiet room of people who were flipping pages in their bibles being careful to not tear the thin paper. 
	My father flipped through the pages for me. Once opened to the right verse, he left the pink bible in my lap to find his own. I set it on the empty pew beside me and hugged my legs to my chest, pitifully resting my chin in the gap between my knees. I sighed loudly knowing my father wouldn’t hear me above the air conditioners if I wasn’t trying to be overtly dramatic. He chuckled to my dismay and ruffled my hair in the back. I sighed again and rubbed my eyes, retreating back to the pink bible but not before 
	Ethan and his family sat on the front left pew every Sunday and were either an hour early or fashionably late to the service. His family felt like hometown heroes to our small town church. They drove an hour down from Vermont to attend the service. They organized all of the church events and always had their door open for guests. Their eldest son even played guitar for the church’s band. They were like the welcoming committee. You knew them before you knew the pastor, before you knew the name of the church,
	I waved at him and he waved back. 
	 

	(Continued from page 15) 
	(Continued from page 15) 
	(Continued on page 17) 
	 
	 
	He turned 13 almost three months ago and until then, he’d wait for me by the double glass doors at the back of the room after communion. Together we’d go to Sunday School in the basement. I would turn 13 during the upcoming winter and as I grew older, I understood there’d be a time when I’d no longer be allowed to be a kid. 
	I wanted to kick my feet up on the pew, take a nap and pretend I was in the musty church basement coloring a picture for the wall. I stared at the high ceilings where three identical ceiling fans spun in unison. I couldn’t keep track of the minutes passing by. I shifted and squirmed every which way in my seat, glancing at the back of Ethan’s head every so often hoping he’d sense my gaze and look back at me. 
	I could hear footsteps clambering up the stairs and shrill laughter. Ethan noticed too, finally looking at me again over his shoulder and mouthing “Wanna go?” 
	I shot right out of my seat, climbing over my father and telling him I needed to pee. I opened one of the glass doors and shut it forcefully behind me, practically barrelling over my peers to go outside. I had had plenty of time to plan what Ethan and I would be doing. Against the backside of the church was a bin of balls, an old shovel, and two red and yellow Cozy Coupe toy cars. 
	Ethan followed where I went to retrieve both of the cars. I rolled one in his direction and took the other for myself. 
	“C’mere. I have an idea,” I said, rolling my car out towards the jungle gym. 
	Behind the church was a decent sized playground enclosed by chain link fence. The yard was mostly wood chips with tufts of weedy grass and hard dirt. There was a blue aluminum slide, a desolate swing set and sloping towards the fence there was a short but steep hill. During the summer, we’d roll down the hill until our backs hit the fence, staining our clothes and collecting twigs in our hair. 
	“You see the hill?” 
	Ethan nodded. 
	“We’re going to race down it.” 
	Ethan made a face, “I don’t think I can fit in this.” 
	“Not in the car, on the car.” I said, demonstrating by carefully balancing my foot on the side of the car and propelling myself up and over the hood so I was straddling it. “And then we get my brother to give us a push.” 
	Ethan shook the car back and forth a bit and pressed on the top, then moved it parallel to mine and climbed on. 
	“Ashton! C’mere!” I yelled to my brother who was gaining height on the swings. He jumped off and came running over. 
	“Push us,” I demanded. 
	He didn’t protest. Digging his heels in the ground and putting one hand on each of our cars, he gave us a hefty shove. Ethan’s car stalled, throwing him off the front and onto the ground. But, mine barrelled down the hill jostling me onto my stomach as I clutched the roof. The ride down the hill wasn’t long and I was quickly reaching the fence. 
	 
	 

	(Continued from page 16) 
	(Continued from page 16) 
	(Continued on page 18) 
	I meant to jump off but instead I slammed into the fence face first. My glasses dug into my skin and the momentum hurled me over the fence. I landed on my back in the small patch of grass working as a buffer between the fence and the road. 
	I sat up, my hands flew to my nose as my eyes watered. I felt blood begin to trickle and then pour from my nose, pooling in my palms and seeping through my fingers onto my shirt. Blood continued to steadily drip over my lip and down my chin. The air was compressed out of my body and I couldn’t catch my breath. 
	“Kaylee?!” 
	My father was running down the hill towards me. The pain hit me and I started to cry. My breathing became gargled sobs and my mouth tasted metallic. I worked myself into hysterics. 
	My father jumped the fence and picked me up with a bundle of tissues already in his hand. He began walking around the fence as calm as ever. He wadded up the tissues the best he could with one hand and carried me with the other. 
	“Kaylee, tilt your head up,” he told me. 
	Gently, he lifted my chin and stuck one of the wads into my nose. They soaked through quickly and became cold and limp against my upper lip. I was aware of the people following us, the concern on their faces and overeagerness to help. I wanted nothing more than to be alone. My brother was right on my father’s heels asking if I was going to be okay. 
	“She’ll be fine. It’s just a little blood,” he replied, replacing my tissues and tilting my head back again. 
	We came to our car. A white car. My father sat me on the trunk and opened the car door. I had sat in the back with my brother that day. We played a game which we called “sticks”. Each person would start with a finger out on each hand. Then we take turns trying to get each other’s amount of fingers out to five. Once to five, the hand is out. When both hands are out, you lose. 
	Ashton sat with me and handed me a damp towel. 
	“You look really gross,” he said. 
	I almost laughed. My face hurt and my neck was starting to get sore. The bleeding had seemed to stop but it didn’t help with blood that had already bled. The collar of my shirt was plastered to my chest. Blood was drying under my nails and my hair was stuck to my face. He was right. I was undeniably gross. Yet, with his pointer finger, he pushed my glasses back to the top of my nose. 
	My father finished clearing the front seat of his work papers and pens. He laid a dry towel on the seat and had me sit again. I leaned my head on the seat and let out a long breath. I looked at myself in the side mirror and blanched. Aside from the blood that was crusted along my nostrils, my eyes were red and my cheeks were blotchy. As horrified as I was, I didn’t really mind other than how uncomfortable I was. Studying my face, I saw out of the corner of my eye that Ethan was walking with his parents to t
	I rolled down the window and stuck my head out. 
	“Ethan!” I shouted. 
	He turned around and I saw his face. He paled and grimaced when he saw me. I knew he was worried and scared. Despite it, I gave him two thumbs up. 
	“I won!”   
	 

	(Continued from page 17) 
	(Continued from page 17) 
	To my surprise, he smiled. Perhaps half heartedly and meek, but he smiled nonetheless. 
	“Yes, you did,” he said. 
	I decided that it was indeed a victory. The blood, the pain, the nasty bruise I’d surely have by the end of the day didn’t matter. It was worth the butterflies in my stomach, the wind in my hair and the satisfaction of winning. 
	For the second time that day, he waved to me, but this time to say goodbye. I watched him open the car door and get in the backseat, just as my father got into the driver’s seat next to me. 
	“You were going to the bathroom, huh?” he asked, chuckling a bit. 
	“There was a line,” I replied. 
	He laughed again and I hoped as we drove home that my mom wouldn’t be mad.   
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	CHILDHOOD 
	CHILDHOOD 
	CHILDHOOD 
	- Reese Tavares, Grade 11 
	 
	When I was a child, times were good. 
	Running and jumping with my friends, 
	Building forts with rocks and wood. 
	Our imaginations were limitless - they had no end. 
	 But at the same time, I wanted to grow 
	Into a fine young man. 
	Desiring to be something more 
	Than I already am. 
	 In the blink of an eye, all the fun passes. 
	The friends and the swing set begin to fade. 
	From nursery to elementary, up to the middle school. 
	Soon enough high school followed by state. 
	 Then before you notice, 
	In the blink of an eye. 
	Those fun moments 
	Just simply die. 
	 Now I realize, as you age, your troubles grow with you. 
	Life becomes complex, 
	You begin to stress, 
	Your entire life becomes tangled into a mess. 
	 I look back and realize how simple it was. 
	Nothing but a small rickety swing set 
	And the neighborhood kids. 
	I still reminisce of the moment we all met. 
	 I realize now those days are gone 
	And that all I ever wanted, 
	I don't want at all. 
	 My words to you are simple. 
	You never realize how much you love something 
	Until it is gone forever. 
	Knowing that the future holds nothing better. 
	 I look back to those good old days 
	Wishing I spent them in better ways 
	Because soon enough, before you know it, 
	Your childhood decays. 



	Page22
	Span
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 


	Figure
	Illustrations Poems 22 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 22 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 22 Photographs Stories  


	Figure
	Figure
	Amanda-Nicole Ross - Nightly Blues - Grade 10 - Photography 
	Amanda-Nicole Ross - Nightly Blues - Grade 10 - Photography 
	Amanda-Nicole Ross - Nightly Blues - Grade 10 - Photography 


	Brooke Keefer - Ka Manu - Grade 11 - Photography 
	Brooke Keefer - Ka Manu - Grade 11 - Photography 
	Brooke Keefer - Ka Manu - Grade 11 - Photography 



	Page23
	Span
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 
	LOOKING GLASS 2019 


	Figure
	Illustrations Poems 23 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 23 Photographs Stories  
	Illustrations Poems 23 Photographs Stories  


	HOLDING HANDS 
	HOLDING HANDS 
	HOLDING HANDS 
	(Continued on page 24) 
	- Kirsten Gifford, Grade 12 
	 
	Holding hands 
	It’s when one hand fits perfectly in another 
	It’s how you start a relationship 
	And how you end one 
	It’s when you’re both nervous 
	Your cheeks are red 
	You hold your hand in theirs 
	And feel butterflies in your stomach 
	That’s how the relationship starts 
	It’s when you hold their hands 
	You look into their eyes 
	And tell them it’s not working out 
	They’re crying ‘cause you broke their heart 
	You’re sad ‘cause you never meant to hurt them 
	And that’s how the relationship ends 
	It’s how you tell someone you want to be with forever 
	It’s when you both stand there holding hands 
	In front of your friends and family 
	You look into each other’s eyes and say “I do.” 
	It’s how you start life 
	It’s when she’s in the hospital expecting a baby 
	And she’s scared and in pain 
	Her shaking wraps tightly around yours 
	You get ready to start the next chapter of your life 
	It’s the bond between parent and child 
	You watch them grow up 
	And hold their hand through all the obstacles in life 
	It’s how you shelter them from all the dangers of the world 
	It’s when they’re scared 
	You hold their hand tight 
	It’s how you make them feel safe 
	It’s when they’re sad 
	You hold their hand and say “It’s all gonna be okay” 
	It’s how you make them feel better 
	It’s how you tell someone you love them 
	It’s when they’re in the hospital 
	They’re weak and can barely move 
	You’re crying, preparing yourself for what’s next 
	They take their last breath 
	You hold their hand ‘till the last second 
	It’s how you say goodbye 
	It’s when you’re sad and in so much pain 
	Grieving from the loss 
	Holding hands is what gets you through it 
	It’s what makes you stronger 
	It’s when you feel so broken 

	(Continued from page 23) 
	(Continued from page 23) 
	And don’t think you can go on 
	Holding hands is what brings you back 
	It’s how you start life and how you end it 
	It’s how you say “I love you.” 
	And how you say “Goodbye.” 
	Holding hands, it a beautiful tragic mystery 
	That goes back thousands of years 
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	WHAT IS IN THE NIGHT 
	WHAT IS IN THE NIGHT 
	WHAT IS IN THE NIGHT 
	- Jacob Vanderhoof, Grade 11 
	 
	What is in the Night- 
	It’s blackness- an Eternal Void 
	 It Blankets the Universe 
	Where all light has been destroyed 
	There are Beings that lurk in the Night 
	 You stare them down- without Knowing- 
	Their presence is always felt 
	 Though their faces never showing 
	 The darkness surrounds you- 
	Slowly- Dragging you in 
	 No matter how hard you fight 
	The Beings of Night always win 
	As you are pulled deeper and deeper 
	Fading away are the last signs of light 
	Your loudest screams for help are Silent 
	You are lost Forever, in the vastness of the Night 
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	WHERE I’M FROM 
	WHERE I’M FROM 
	WHERE I’M FROM 
	- Teja Kochendorfer, Grade 10 
	 
	I was raised from one certain thing, the “use your manners” 
	To the “I’m proud of you” 
	I was raised in many different states 
	Georgia, New York, Oklahoma, and New Hampshire 
	And with many friends 
	Kiley, Alina, Darius, Colton, Husam, Jazmine, Sydney, and Alex 
	From the “besties for the resties” 
	To the “you might as well be my brother” 
	From the “I have to move away...” 
	To the “You’re my new best friend” 
	 I was raised as a military brat 
	Constantly moving 
	Constantly missing my father 
	I was raised away from my grandparents 
	Away from my 12 amazing cousins 
	But I was raised with my sisters 
	Hannah, Raylee, and Addison 
	And with the best mother in the whole world 
	And with the most awesome father I’ve ever known 
	 I was raised around Christianity 
	Around the “He died for you” 
	To the “Don’t question his grace” 
	I was raised around the thoughts of my family 
	And the thoughts of my friends 
	From Muslims, to Jews, to Atheism 
	I was raised around a lot of thoughts and differences 
	 I was raised around sports 
	From Notre Dame, to my great great Grandfather 
	Knute Rockne, one of the most famous football coaches in history 
	From the “Touchdowns!” 
	To the “We won!” 
	I was raised around Sooner fans 
	From the “I say boomer” 
	To the “You say Sooner!” 
	Around the chips and dips 
	And the unfortunate losses 
	I was raised around fans of the 2 best football teams 
	 I was raised around so many different things 
	Around sports and religion 
	Around friends and family 
	Constantly moving 
	But always knowing one thing 
	I’ve always had the things in life that make it worth living 
	And for that 
	I will always be proud of where I’m from 
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	A BROKEN FAIRY’S WINGS 
	A BROKEN FAIRY’S WINGS 
	A BROKEN FAIRY’S WINGS 
	- Micaela Lynch, Grade 10 
	 
	Down in the valley of flowers 
	Lives the village of fairies. 
	Millions of small creatures 
	Living within the buds of tulips 
	And rose petals. 
	They are able to have plants grow 
	In the blink of an eye. 
	Most of them are happy, 
	Most. 
	There is one fairy in the village 
	And her wings are broken. 
	She can no longer fly 
	She can no longer soar. 
	Her days are spent alone 
	Crying knowing she can never fly again. 
	She felt alone and her only friend was the moon. 
	She can’t let fairies be close 
	Or else they hurt her 
	And ridicule how she can’t help the flowers bloom. 
	She dreams of one day when her wings will fly 
	But wakes up with tears knowing it can't happen. 
	One night while gazing at the moon 
	She could feel her eyes getting heavy so she rested under the light. 
	Whilst asleep, the moon looked down upon her. 
	It was sorrowful for her tears so it tried to help. 
	The rays flow down to the fairy and lifted her up. 
	The moon looks at her 
	Takes her wings 
	And sews them with stars. 
	“My dear friend 
	No more tears 
	It’s time to fly” 
	The moon rests her down on the flower and says goodbye 
	For dawn is breaking. 
	The sun wakes her with beautiful bliss 
	Then she noticed her wings. 
	More beautiful than any other 
	Glistening agents of the sun. 
	Her wings were healed 
	She was healed 
	And ready 
	To fly. 
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	(Continued on page 35) 
	 
	OF MICE AND MEN EPILOGUE 
	- Krystal Rogers, Grade 11 
	 
	Ten years after Lennie’s death, George and Candy got that little house they were talking about together. A couple years passed with a great life for Candy and George. They raised the farm up to grow healthy and strong. When George went out to town to get some more seeds to grow some crops for Candy, he accidently bumped into a beautiful young girl his own age. George smiled slightly “I'm sorry ma’am. That's my fault. Let me help you.” He bent down and grabbed the bags that she dropped and he handed them to 
	George got on his horse and headed back to the farm. The horse trotted up the hill and then George got off and hitched the horse to the post. George grabbed the bags from the saddle bag and headed into the little home. He walked inside. “Candy! I got your seeds to plant your crops!” Candy did not answer… 
	George checked all the rooms. “Candy where are ya, you old fool!” George walked to the kitchen window and saw Candy laying on the ground in the chicken pen. “My god! Candy!” George dropped the bags and ran outside into the chicken pen. He got on his knees next to Candy and shook him. “Candy ya bastard! Wake up!” George put his hand on Candy’s hip to roll him over. When he did, he felt wetness on his hand and pulled it away. Blood was on George’s hand. 
	 George picked up Candy and threw him over his shoulder. “Come on ya old fool - stay with me!” George threw Candy over the back of his horse’s saddle. George kicked the horse like crazy. “Get going!” He rushed Candy to the hospital nearby. George picked up Candy and ran him inside. “Help please! My friend Candy, he's been shot!” Nurses ran over and took Candy on a stretcher and rushed him to a room. George sat down on one of the chairs and rested his elbows on his knees, putting his hand on his face. “Why d
	Suddenly, the beautiful girl George saw at the market ran into the hospital crying. A nurse walked to her “Ms. Vell, please calm down. Your father is alright. This young gentleman right here saved your father’s life before it was too late.” The nurse pointed to George and walked away. The beautiful girl looked at George and slowly walked up to him. 
	“Hello Mister. I wanna thank you. Thank you for saving my father’s life.” 
	George looked very confused. “Your father? Who is your father m’am?” 
	She smiled and laughed a little - thinking he was joking. “His name is Candy, Mister. The nurse told me you saved his life…thank you so much.” The grateful girl hugged him tightly with tears falling out of her eyes like waterfalls. 
	 
	 
	 
	 
	 

	(Continued from page 34) 
	(Continued from page 34) 
	 
	 
	George was confused when the girl said Candy was her father. The beautiful girl smiled. “By the way, my name is Cassy.” She ran to the room that Candy was in. George stood there thinking, as he rubbed his neck lightly, Candy has a daughter? George figured they needed some time alone together so he started walking out of the building. A nurse ran to George and grabbed his arm. “Sir, Candy may not make it until the morning because he had a really bad heart attack and his heart is slowing down… he has some wor
	George looked at Cassy and then back at Candy. He said, “I will protect her Candy.” Candy smiled and slowly shut his eyes. Cassy knew what had happened and she cried waterfalls. George went to Cassy and put his hand around her shoulder and walked with her out of the room. George sadly looked back at Candy’s dead body. He walked out of the hospital with Cassy, got on his horse, and rode away. 
	Cassy held tightly onto George and soon the back of his shirt was wet from Cassy’s tears. When they arrived at the small farm, George said “Go inside and get something to eat or drink.” Cassy walked away into the house. George walked to the barn and untacked the horse. He put hay in the stall and water in the horse’s bucket. He shut the gate, left the barn and went into the house. 
	Walking into the house, he saw Cassy sitting at the table with tea. He walked to her and sat down next to her. “How come Candy never told anybody about you?” 
	Cassy felt afraid to tell George but replied,“I was taken by criminals. My father thought I would return one day, but I never came back.” She pulled her sleeve up and showed him the scars on her arms.“The criminals wanted children from me and I didn’t obey so they forced me.” George was shocked and upset that such a beautiful girl went through that. 
	He slowly put his hand on top of hers and looked into her eyes. “You don’t have to be afraid anymore. I'm here to protect you now Cassy.” 
	She smiled and felt safe when George said that. “Thank you.” Cassy leaned into George’s face. George put his hand slowly on her neck and kissed her. 
	Seven years later, with a happy life, George and Cassy walked out to the barn. They watched their son playing around with the dog. Cassy laughed and said, “Lennie come here sweetheart.” Lennie, their son, ran to them and hugged them tight. George looked at the dog. “Candy come here.” The dog ran at them and tackled all three of them. They lived a happy life forever with Lennie, their son, Candy, their new dog, and their friends forever in their hearts.  
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	THE ISLAND OF GRAND TURK 
	THE ISLAND OF GRAND TURK 
	THE ISLAND OF GRAND TURK 
	- Lars Conway, grade 12 
	 
	Grand Turk is alive with grass skirts and tank tops 
	With palm trees that whistle in the wind 
	However, temperatures get to a scorching 120 
	But that’s okay because I love the heat 
	With Margaritaville’s tasty drinks 
	And the beaches that soothe my soul 
	There’s the clear blue Caribbean Sea 
	I do not want anything bad to happen to Grand Turk 
	There’s a man here named Kamaal 
	Kamaal loves the beaches and the shopping areas 
	Another thing I like is the shopping area 
	With many goodies to be sold, I can’t resist 
	The streets are clean and lined with palm trees 
	The center of the island has a nice pond 
	Kamaal and the people are nice angels 
	They’re also tough as nails 
	The breezes are soft as clouds 
	Nighttime is as beautiful as Aphrodite 
	The birds sing like a college choir 
	The songs make me feel like I’m flying high 
	I sing to the waters with its mysterious creatures 
	Even paradise is jealous of Margaritaville 
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	ARYA 
	ARYA 
	ARYA 
	(Continued on page 41) 
	- Sophie Macchi, Grade 12 
	 
	“I’m scared.” My beautiful wife’s face was shiny with sweat. 
	“I know, love. It’s gonna be okay.” I stroked her hair, resisting the urge to look above the small curtain blocking her belly from our view. Aubrey was 24 weeks and 3 days pregnant, and was undergoing an emergency c-section. Her placenta had torn away from the uterine wall and she was bleeding heavily inside her body. Her face was pale and her grip on my hand was weak. I was scared too. Her eyes dipped closed and I almost puked right there. Aubrey and I had been dating since freshman year of high school, an
	The doctors’ voices sounded brisk and professional asking for various items. What the hell is a bovie? 
	I looked back to Aubrey’s face and her eyes were still closed. I felt the color drain from my face as I heard the monitors start to scream their little hearts out. 
	The doctors moved in perfect coordination, and if the love of my life wasn’t dying in front of me, I would’ve asked just how many times they had done this. Her hand tightens in mine for a fraction of a second and everything fades away. The calm, cool voices of the doctors, the screeching of the monitors. My vision tunnels with Aubrey at the center of it all. Even now, on the brink of death, she is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 
	“I love you,” I whisper. I cannot bear to bring my voice above a near silent volume.   
	And then, she fades. I can feel her slipping away like sand through my fingers. My hands rise to her face with my fingertips tracing every line and wrinkle and curve. Memorizing. Knowing I’ll never feel her warm and alive again. Knowing that her hugs are gone, her kisses extinct. She exhales, long and low. Through the veil of salty tears gathering in my eyes I can’t see her anymore. I vaguely feel hands pulling me away - voices that never resonate in my ears. But all I can really feel is her hand going limp
	“We’re doing everything we can for your wife,” she says. “The baby is a girl. She’s one pound two ounces. She’s intubated and we’re doing everything we can.” 
	We’re doing everything we can. 
	I feel my heart break. Every inch of my skin is alive with tingling. I can’t speak. There’s a chair behind me, so I collapse. About thirty seconds pass before I realize my shoulders are shaking with sobs. My head is in my hands and I can barely feel my tears. I don’t even know if I’m alive anymore. I pray to every God and Goddess I can think of. This has to be a nightmare. I need it to be a nightmare. 
	But time passes and I don’t wake up. My tears dry and my hands lower from my face. The numbness spreads and I don’t wake up. I realize it’s not a dream when a nurse startles me out of my stupor and I don’t wake. She sits beside me leaving a cool hand on my arm. 
	“Your wife didn’t make it,” She says calmly. 
	 
	 

	(Continued from page 40) 
	(Continued from page 40) 
	(Continued on page 42) 
	“I know.” The only words I can force out. I had felt her die. I had seen whatever life force was in there leave. I bore witness to death claiming my only love. 
	“Do you want to see your daughter?” The nurse seems afraid of my answer. I know what Aubrey would want me to do. 
	“Please, can I?” 
	And then I’m stumbling down the hallway behind the nurse, not noticing the turns or the doorways. The bustle of the surgery wing fades. The nurse leads me through a set of double doors and I’m assaulted by the hum of ventilators and the beeps of monitors. Soft crying dances along the beams of fluorescent light. The ward is large but not many beds are filled. A couple leans over one of the special NICU beds, tearful and comforting each other. I look away sharply with tears threatening my eyes again. We pass 
	The nurse looks at me, barely covering the pity on her face. “There’s a lot of complications right now. Would you like us to do everything we can to save her?” 
	I look down at this tiny person, hardly bigger than my hand. I can hardly speak. 
	“Please save her.” The phrase hardly breaks out of my lips. 
	The nurse heard me. She nods. “Would you like to name her?” 
	Yes. I already know what name my Aubrey wanted. She told me before the emergency c-section that she wanted a name fit for a warrior, like our baby would be. 
	“Her name is Arya.” My voice was a little stronger. 
	A small smile slips onto the nurses lips. “A name fit for a goddess.” 
	I can’t bring myself to smile back but I hope my look conveys enough. 
	I return my attention to Arya. Her butterfly skin is very red. It’s covered with a thin layer of hair and her eyes are covered by a soft mask. There is a small cuff on her foot and a little tube that traverses her throat bringing oxygen into her underdeveloped lungs. 
	I rest my finger gently on her little hand. She holds it in a feather light grip. 
	I’m enchanted. Heartbroken, but enchanted.   
	“We have parent support rooms for parents with babies in the NICU. Are you going to be okay at home or would you rather stay in one of our support rooms?” The nurse, who I now see is named Diana, speaks in a low, careful tone. 
	“I’ll stay here if that’s okay.” 
	With one last look down at my tiny daughter, I allow myself to be lead down the hall a little ways until we reach a few colorful doors. She takes me in the first one and we emerge into a room with two full sized beds and a little bathroom. 
	“Thanks.” I quip. 
	She smiles and leaves me to myself. 
	Rather than showering and sleeping, I resign myself to scrolling through pictures of my Aubrey. I see pictures of us from her first ultrasound. She’s glowing. I’m glowing. We’re happy. If I hadn’t seen her die, I wouldn’t believe it. My hand can’t forget the memory of hers slipping away and my eyes can’t forget her beautiful face. I try to think of Arya but all I can see is how her nose is just a smaller version of Aubrey’s. I can feel my skin cracking. I feel the insides being pushed out but I just can’t b

	(Continued from page 41) 
	(Continued from page 41) 
	(Continued on page 43) 
	I’m tugged out of sleep around three in the morning by the night nurse. I feel the dried remains of tears on my cheeks. 
	“Sir? I think you should come to the NICU. It’s Arya.” 
	Oh no. 
	I follow behind the nurse numbly. My clothes are wrinkled and my tongue feels huge in my mouth. 
	She opens the double doors for me, and I walk in to see a team of doctors around Arya’s incubator. One of them spots me and approaches. 
	“Arya had a massive brain bleed. We didn’t catch it until just an hour ago. We stopped it, but she has severe damage. She’s effectively brain dead.” He speaks calmly, as if to soften the blow the words dealt to my heart. “There are also several tiny holes in her intestines which are spewing bacteria into her body. She won’t make it through the night.” 
	I watch as the walls of the NICU crack and crumble. They seem to fall in unison with my breaking heart. They crash into me and I can feel myself falling. Of course, I’m standing still next to my dying daughter but in my head I’m gone. In my head, I’m dying with her. And it’s like I’m losing Aubrey again. I know my heart can’t handle it but the world doesn’t care. It will take everything away from me until there is nothing left. There’s nothing I can do. I can feel the moon and the stars and their indifferen
	“Would you like to sit with her until it’s time?” The nurse offers. 
	I nod wordlessly. 
	Two of the three doctors have departed and the final doctor maneuvers Arya out of the incubator carefully not to obstruct the multitude of wires and tubes around her. I sit carefully in the padded rocking chair beside the incubator, and he oh so gently, places Arya in my arms. She is so light it’s like I’m holding nothing. She doesn’t move, but her little body is warm against my skin. 
	“Hi, little one,” I whisper. Tears well up in my eyes but I try to stay strong even though I know she can’t hear or see me. I sit there with her in my arms thinking about everything I will miss. I think about her first birthday, the one where we would’ve bought cheesy onesies and a special cake like when Emma from Friends turned one (of course it wouldn’t be a disaster cake). The thought of that episode makes me laugh a little inside. My mood turns somber again when I realize that I’ll never know what color
	I’m careful not to let my tears fall on my little daughter. Just in case she could somehow know I was sad. I don’t want her only memory of her papa to be a tearful one. 
	“You’re gonna go see your mommy soon, angel.” I gently stroke her head with my finger. “You’re going to love her almost as much as she loved you.” 
	I remember when Aubrey was pregnant. She was absolutely ecstatic all the way to when the hemorrhaging started. After that, she slowly faded. 
	I’m startled out of my musings by the steady beeping of the monitors turning to rapid, panicked tones. It’s as if a monster was chasing them down a heavily wooded path with nowhere to turn. Maybe I only think this because a monster is chasing me. I can hear his heavy breaths and smell the rot on his tongue. He’s coming to take my baby away. 

	(Continued from page 42) 
	(Continued from page 42) 
	I can only watch as he takes her, claws sinking into her butterfly skin as the ventilator beeps indicating she’s not responding to it anymore. The nurse looks at me and I nod. She disconnects the tube. The monster consumes her as I watch her take her last breath, a long and low exhale just like her mom. 
	I sit there with her for a long time. The doctors explain the rarity of the condition she had in tandem with the brain bleed. It’s called necrotizing enterocolitis. They ask to use her body to help discover how to cure it. I say yes. 
	The sun is barely up when I leave. I have a bag of Aubrey’s clothes in one hand, and the other clutches Arya’s blanket to my chest. I squint at the light and call a cab. The driver doesn’t say anything, but when we arrive at the little townhouse, that will only serve as a reminder of all I’ve lost, he doesn’t charge me. I unlock the door and set down my bags. I keep the blanket against my chest. A numbness has spread from my head to my toes - from my heart into whatever soul is left. 
	I don’t remember how I got here, but I’m in the nursery. I’m looking at ultrasound pictures and at pictures of Aubrey. I’m texting my mom. 
	I love you. 
	Send. 
	I’m in the kitchen now, reaching for the cheap wine that Aubrey loves. I use it to wash down a couple handfuls of various pills - painkillers, allergy meds, antidepressants. 
	I lay down on the big bed I once shared with Aubrey and clutch Arya’s blanket to my chest. I soften my gaze on a picture of Aubrey and me at our wedding. 
	“I’ll see you both soon, my loves.” 
	And I exhale, long and low.  
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	TO A HUMAN 
	TO A HUMAN 
	TO A HUMAN 
	- Rebecca Rathbun, Grade 9 
	 
	Medium height, girl, caring, kind 
	You don’t have to hide. I’m not going to hurt you. 
	If you don’t chill out, I will show my teeth, 
	hide on you and scare you. 
	 I’m sorry for scaring you. 
	I’ll sit on your couch with a drink and watch Ratatouille. 
	And if you’d like, I’ll sing to you. 
	So don’t be scared of me. 
	 I’m sorry I showered in your dishwasher. 
	Me showering in your dishwasher might have creeped ya’ out 
	And I’m sorry about the dog food in your bathroom sink. 
	Again I don’t mean to scare you. 
	 The best laid plans of mice and men often go awry. 
	You’re lucky you have food and a place to stay. 
	You don’t have to jump from house to house just to find things. 
	Can we be friends? If not, I’ll leave your home, but thanks for the shower I needed it!    
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	LIFE’S STORY 
	LIFE’S STORY 
	LIFE’S STORY 
	- Matthew McCarthy, Grade 11 
	 
	Everyday starts a new adventure and begins a new journey to follow- 
	It’s only a matter of how you interpret these adventures- 
	It's the excitement it empathizes as it begins to mold your vision of 
	reality- 
	And how these visions are able to create a story that only YOU are able to 
	Tell- 
	 Some of these visions can become corrupt in order to learn from those 
	adversities- 
	And become more of an empowering reality- 
	As a plane faces a problem in its path, it’s able to find solutions in order to 
	go around the complication- 
	 Life can’t always be in your favor- 
	It's the reason why everyone is created differently- 
	It’s life’s way of forcing people to learn from others and be able to find common 
	significances- 
	It’s the way people together are able to combine their stories to create their 
	own novel- 
	And as life goes on and your tree begins to grow- 
	Your novel can transform into a true biography of the life 
	accomplishments you are truly proud of- 
	And be able to share with your loved ones before you ascend into 
	heaven- 
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	I WAS RAISED BY MUSIC 
	I WAS RAISED BY MUSIC 
	I WAS RAISED BY MUSIC 
	- Michaela Moriarty, Grade 10 
	 
	I was raised by peaceful, thoughtful, and calming 
	Sing along while cleaning, rhythm stuck in your head for days, want to listen to 24/7 
	Different meaning everytime you listen to it, mind catching, breathtaking 
	Sends shivers down your spine, make you want to get up and do something in the world, 
	yet sit down and try to understand the lyrics type of music 
	 I was raised by art. 
	I was raised by crazy, abstract, intricate 
	Meaning behind it, time taking, soul bleeding 
	Mind bending, understandable, relaxing 
	Sloppy, flowing, but yet self reflective 
	World changing, eye opening, 
	“Whoa that's so cool” type of art 
	 I was raised by nature. 
	I was raised by quiet, peaceful, calm 
	Harsh, cold, and brittle 
	Trees that catch the eye, changing every second, take my breath away 
	“Let your words get lost in the wind” type of nature 
	 I was raised by people. 
	The type who don’t mind getting dirty, elbow grease, working hard 
	Lay back, enjoy life, and relax 
	Laugh along, play a game, enjoy our time together 
	Have my back, loving, supporting, and lifting 
	“Come on you've got this” type of people 
	 I was raised in this world by 
	Fantastic and mind blowing types of music 
	Flowing, color blending, and understandable types of art 
	Comforting, surprising, and touch my soul types of nature 
	And incredible, reliable, trusting types of people 
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	THE PLIGHT OF THE CRAZY 
	THE PLIGHT OF THE CRAZY 
	THE PLIGHT OF THE CRAZY 
	- Hollie M. Munson, Grade 11 
	 
	The plight of the crazy is a strange thing. 
	It goes unnoticed by most in the world’s ring. 
	But the plight of the crazy has something to be told. 
	However, it is not something to reach or something to hold. 
	It is a single wish to be original in a space. 
	Where being ordinary is our only saving grace. 
	The crazy all want to be different but one. 
	They all have the plight that they run. 
	One wants free love, the other to sit. 
	And one wants to be free from being fixed. 
	Another is waiting for his time to fly. 
	And my brother just wants the right to be alive. 
	The plight of the crazy is so strange. 
	It is often lost out of sight and range. 
	Their plight is still there however. 
	Seen everyday by you and your neighbor. 
	So the next time you’re out and about. 
	Stop and take a listen to the crazy ones shout. 
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	Carleigh Yager, Molly Nastacie, Heather Thomas - Fantasy House - Mixed Media 
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	INSPIRATION, WHAT IS IT? 
	INSPIRATION, WHAT IS IT? 
	INSPIRATION, WHAT IS IT? 
	- Mary Murphy, Grade 10 
	 
	 What do you think about when people mention that they were inspired by a certain person, place or thing? Has anything motivated you? I personally have not been inspired but people close to me have. You would think in the fifteen years of walking on this earth, I would have seen someone or something that makes me want to change the world or create something new to benefit myself or others. Sadly this has not happened. Don’t think I’m in the wrong, it's just that I have so much to learn about life and meanin
	 We see inspiring things everyday. Seeing people fight for a cause is a main source as well. If a young child fighting for their life sees their superhero dressed up in their hospital room, they’re happy. One of the reasons is because they want to be just like them: strong, brave, and kind. That kid has been inspired to fight just like their superhero. How about when you see a young kid open the door for an older person just to be kind? That child was most likely inspired by an adult. Even things as little 
	 I’m not just saying that children are inspired by us, but children have a large impact on us as well. Young kids are mostly shown love in their first years so they don’t know what hate is. Children learn about how to love one another with no hate. As said many times children aren’t born with hate. I've seen people take this to heart since kids make us realize our hate is caused by society. What about when a kid’s toy gets taken away by yet another little kid? Most likely the kid isn’t going to hit the othe
	Unfortunately, inspiration isn’t always good.  Sometimes kids model themselves after adults who make harmful decisions.  Therefore when we live in this environment, we are yet again taught right from wrong. But as children look up to adults it isn’t always well. One day children’s TV shows turn into a news report about violence. Some children automatically look away, while some are interested. Kids who are growing up will learn hate and pass it down to their children as the years go by. Inspiration can be b
	When thinking about inspiration, I see no reason to look just at the positive effects but the negative effects as well. People need to realize at least one person is looking up to them. They will influence that person's life because they look up to them. Every step you take will inspire them to take a step as well. 
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	HOSPITAL PARKING - Sophie Macchi, Grade 12 
	 
	I resurface to awareness sputtering, struggling to breathe amidst the flow of sensations on my body. The sharp point of an IV embedded in my arm prompts me to twitch. My body ignores my command. I try again as the sensation of intubation tickles my throat. 
	 Where am I? 
	 I hear the creak of a door open and the exhale of a chair cushion as someone sits down. A familiar hand rests on my arm. 
	 Rebecca. 
	 “Sorry I’m late. Hospital parking is a mess,” she says with her voice cracking. 
	 Hospital? 
	 Slowly I become aware that she is not talking to me. An unfamiliar arm brushes by me. 
	 “Are you ready?” The male voice says. 
	 Silence from Rebecca leads me to believe she could only nod. A tear plops onto my arm. 
	 What’s happening? 
	 “I’ll turn the monitor off so you don’t have to hear it,” the man says. 
	 And like a key in a lock, it clicks. 
	 Trapped in my body with my lungs artificially inflating regularly, I strain to move. Strain to be seen. I strain like my life depends on it because it does. 
	 Not even a twitch. A resounding pop rings in my ears as the ventilator is unscrewed from the ventilator. I feel my lungs deflate one last time, feel Rebecca’s hand in mine, feel her tears dripping onto my arm. 
	 I remember when we met. The cold wind drove us into a corner store where we met over crappy tea and half-frozen hotdogs. 
	 I try not to panic as my lungs pinch. 
	 Happy thoughts. 
	 I remember the day it became legal to marry her. How her eyes shone behind her veil with her hand soft in mine. 
	 Colored dots dance behind my eyelids. My head is full of cotton balls. The only sound is (Continued on page 62) 

	(Continued from page 61) 
	(Continued from page 61) 
	Rebecca’s sobs. 
	 Rebecca. I’m alive. I’m alive! Stop this! Please. 
	 My lungs are on fire, aching with every second.   
	 Our wedding dance. The way her white dress mingled with my cream one on the wooden floor. Her hands on my cheeks. The soft taste of peach in her kiss. 
	 Her sobs grow louder, echoing in my ears like a phantom. Every fiber of my body screams for air. Just one drop of sweet, sweet air. 
	 My heart flutters, seizing. The pressure in my eyes and ears is too much to bear. 
	 Our first house. Brown siding, white shutters. Small white porch, black door. 
	 My head is swimming. 
	 Bronze knocker, small porthole. 
	 I can't even hear Rebecca over the cacophony in my head. 
	 Please.  
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