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Notes From the Editors...

“I am so excited to be a part of the Literary Journal staff this year! Writing 
has always been unique to me because it is a wonderful opportunity for 
storytelling, whether fiction or nonfiction. I believe that sharing writing and 
art with others is a beautiful thing, so the Literary Journal has a special place 
in my heart. With that being said, I hope you love reading this year’s Journal 
as much as I loved helping to create it!” 
- Hannah Eisiminger, 11th

“Writing is a mental pathway to a different world. I joined the Literary 
Journal because of my interest in creative writing specifically. This club has 
exposed me to many different types of writing and formatting. Plus, the 
people in the journal are extremely supportive and kind. I hope you enjoy 
these creative works!”
- Milena Hrutkay, 9th

“I was very excited to have the opportunity to work on this year's 
publication! I’ve always had an interest in art, but this year I’ve really been 
looking into applying that interest to larger, community oriented projects. 
Being able to design the cover page was a new and certainly enjoyable 
experience, all thanks to my fellow staff and all of the creative freedom that 
was available to me.”
- Sienna Heasley, 9th 



Notes From the Editors...

“This is my first year on the Literary Journal and I am so incredibly excited 
to be a part of this wonderful process! All of the staff has worked so 
impressively hard to make this journal the best it can be and I’m thankful I 
got to witness it first hand. Writing is a great passion of mine and what I 
hope to turn into a career so this has been great practice. I hope everyone 
enjoys the amount of love and effort we’ve put into this creative 
publication!”
- Emma Liggett, 11th 

“I am very excited to be a part of the Literary Journal! I joined the Journal 
because of my sister. Without her pushing me to write for it, I never would 
have found my creative side.”
- Gracyn Kafana, 11th 

“This is my second year being in the Literary Journal as Editor in Chief! I’m 
thrilled to see just how much the Journal has grown during that time and 
how many people have taken part in the making of the Journal. Every single 
person included in this Journal has put a great deal of their time and effort 
into their art/ writing and I’m proud to show off their work here. Thank you 
to every student who made this year possibly and cheers to a successful 
2022!
- Riley Dunn, 11th



Table of Contents
Cover Page
Inside Cover Page
Editors and Staff
Cover Art Attribution
Notes from the Editors
Table of Contents
Freshmen Cover Page
Music Is… By Leah Falvo
The Secret Garden By Milena Hrutkay
A Pickled Cucumber By Nate Cox
Just Out of Reach By Peter Tyslak
Story of the Stars By Caroline Miller
Traveling Seasons By Sophia Zaragoza
Raindrops on the Roof By Alana LaRue
Be Kind… By Donald Poland
Art By Lauren Ciotto
Art By Sienna Heasley
Addiction By Abby Bodart
Snow By Abby Bodart
Sophomores Cover Page
Poetry Is… By Sydney Wahl
Everlasting Time By Sydney Wahl
The Call By Hannah Beyer
Ekphrastic Poem - Study of a Figure By Michael Allen
The Sestina by Maggie Goodish
Florida By Maggie Goodish 
The Conception of Mystery Surrounded by Neon By Savannah Rivera
Forgetting the Consistency of Memory By Savannah Rivera
The Annual Trip By Olivia Sikora
Perspective on Life By Olivia Sikora
“Looking Through the Eyes of a Little Girl on a Sunday Afternoon” 
By Julia Umshares
A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La Grande Jatte By Julia Umshares
My Favorite Tennis Match By Julia Umshares
Childhood By Hailey Carpenter
A Good Day For Golf By Finley Hohn
The Big Silver Ladle By Finley Hohn
The Wilderness Inside the Woods By Dante DeRubbo
Lake Vacation By Bella Muraco
Hear Me as I Hear You By Isaiah Kimble
Wonder By Ryan Slagle
Sestina By Carrie Proudfit
Ekphrastic Poem By Carrie Proudfit
Humor is Hot Pink By Avery O’Sullivan
The Unseen View By Agatha Niccolai
The Dedication in Climbing By Agatha Niccolai
Pain is Red By Abbie Richards

1
2
3
4
5-6
7-9
10
11
12
13
14
15-22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35-37
38
39
40
41-42
43
44

45
46-47
48
49
50
51
52
53
54
55-56
57
58
59-60
61
62-64



Table of Contents
Christmas Eve Snowfall By Sophia Misner
Learning to Be Grateful By Sophia Misner
Beauty Without Brow By Sophia Misner
I Refuse to Believe By Sophia Misner
The Feeling of Anger and The Light at the End By Gage Nalepka
The Christmas Wreath By Gage Nalepka
Junior Cover Page
Lucidity By Dan Bouvy
The Test By Emma Liggett
Piano By Makayla Mazon
Forever By Kristina Bozek
Without You By Kaylyn Weichel
Sanctuary By Jack Halulko
March 1st By Jack Halulko
Everyone By Jack Halulko
Forever Eight By Gracyn Kafana
Frenzy of the Mind By Brett Phillips
Deep Blue Dunes By Christian Bober
To read or not to read By Hannah Eisiminger
Friendship and Good morning beach By Addison Agnew
Beginnings of Spring By Sierra Craig
Seventeen By Sierra Craig
Earth’s “last best chance”: applying COP26 to national, local levels 
By Emma Riddell
Curious Calico Cat By Riley Dunn
Sign of the Times By Olivia Herrnberger
Senior Cover Page 
Name Poem By Owen Breide
The Color Gray By Owen Breide
Nature is Still Here By Owen Breide
College is… By Meredith Bryant
Who are you? By Meredith Bryant
Love is… By Meredith Bryant
New By Loretta Butler
Little Tim Timmy and the Wisdom Teeth by Loretta Butler
Sunset on the Water By Sami Dames
Picture Poem By Adam Gill
Sijo Poem By Adam Gill
Abstract Noun Poem By Adam Gill
The Beautiful Game By Luke Higgins
The Hunt By Luke Higgins 
The Season of Warmth By Luke Higgins
“Pushin’ P” By Darren Johnson
Lucille the Lark By Darren Johnson
The Three Amigos By Darren Johnson
Barry the Bird By Darren Johnson

65-66
67-69
70
71-72
73
74
75
76
77
78
79
80-81
82
83
84
85-86
87-92
93
94-96
97
98
99
100-103

104
105
106
107
108
109
110-111
112
113
114-115
116-119
120
121
122
123
124-125
126
127
128
129
130 
131



Table of Contents
Darryl the Racoon By Darren Johnson
Colors of the Wind By Sarah Maskarinec
You Say By Mack Matthews
Why Won’t You? By Mack Matthews
Unsure Where To Go By Mack Matthews
What is Poetry? By Samuel Smykal
Presidential Practice By Samuel Smykal
Ekphrastic Poem By Vincent Smykal
Poetry is… By Vincent Smykal
Mom and Dad by Daniel Lee
Reading It By Blake Laine
Track By Justin Tonsetic
The Piano By Seon Crumrine
Poetry Is…By Mick Ryan
At the Beach By Allison Sampson
Peace Is By Macie Durila
This Is Me By Giovanni Cipoletti
A Part of the Game By Giovanni Cipoletti
Victory By Daniel Horne
Luck By Seth Scuilli
Definition By Taven Vernau
The America I See By Andrew Balach
Autobiography For Me By Hannah Porter
The End of the Day By Jose Delgado
In My Head By Noah Polites
Under the Lights By Zack Krenzelak
Anger Is… By Caleb Filer
Ellie By Ellie Harrison
Alumni/Teacher Cover Page
Demon Drop By Mr. Columbus
Jokes By Mr. Koroly
End of an Era By Mrs. Booher
Puppetry By Jilian Sander
Self Portrait in Rembrandt Lighting By Jilian Sander
Submission Guidelines
Thank You Class of 2022
Back Cover

132
133
134-135
136
137
138
139
140
141
142
143
144-145
146
147
148
149
150
151
152
153
154
155
156
157
158
159
160
161
162
163
164
165
166
167
168
169
170



Freshmen

10



Music Is….

Leah Falvo, Grade 9

Music is,

Passion piling up on each page,

And bursting with such delicate rage,

Music is,

Twisting and turning each word to fit a sound,

Where the lost can only hope to be found,

Music is,

Dancing in the rain while the world melts away,

To cursing the mind for the foul tricks it can play,

Music is,

Laughing and smiling, bursting with joy,

To endless nights of schoolwork that can destroy,

Music is,

A blank canvas for all my hopes and dreams,

Patching all my cracks and seams, 

Music is,

Breathing with every note I hear,

While comforting the immaculate fear,

Music….is me. 
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The Secret Garden

Milena Hrutkay, Grade 9

In a secret garden hidden from disaster

A wondrous scene unfolds

Lush bushes line the perimeter

And keep its contents hidden from households

The secret garden where you can spend all your hours

And where one can be alone

Surrounded by blossoming fruit trees, flourishing flowers

And winding trees that moan 

In this secret garden, there are many colors

yellow petals like sunshine

In comparison, a regular garden could not be duller

And the luscious trees: peach, apple, and pine

Sweet is the fruits that grow from these leaves

Sweet is the secrets hidden in these

12



A Pickled Cucumber

Nate Cox, Grade 9 

Life is like a pickled cucumber

If you enjoy tennis, 

Get ready to slumber

Life is like a roller coaster, 

It goes up and levels off

While my dog is scared of toasters,

Many times, life isn’t fair, 

So I listen to Lo-fi

According to science, 

Zero is not the lowest number, 

Because I like pickled cucumber
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Just Out of Reach 

Peter Tysiak, Grade 9

Distant yet within reach 

Cold but warming 

So much to say yet lost for speech 

Emotions are soaring 

Only have one chance 

The world has gifted an opportunity 

Ask her for a dance 

Must have unity 

The time come 

No words come out 

Body goes numb 

Cannot speak cannot shout 

Succumb to grief 

You lay in disbelief  

14



Story of the Stars

Caroline Miller, Grade 9

Before the idea of time was conceived, when life was only divided by 

a constant cycle of darkness and light, the sky was empty. There 

were no stars, save for the big bright one that rules the day, nor 

planets in space. The moon was missing, and the night was dark. 

Two children were born one equally dark night. One would die, 

many years later, from a deed, he did too well. The other, you may 

not know. She created the sky. She never spoke to anyone, and few 

knew she even existed. This is that story.

Knock knock

“Who’s that? Who’s there?” the woman called. She was standing in 

her kitchen, chopping celery. 

“Paul! I’m here to see you!” the voice called back. 

“Come in.” 

A short man with dark brown hair came hobbling through the clay 

doorway. He carried a leather sack on his back and a long, carved 

wooden cane. “Cassy! I’ve been looking for you. How long have you 

been here?” 15



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

“Did you need something? I’m a bit busy at the moment.” the 

woman answered. She gathered her celery into a neat pile and 

pushed it into an aromatic stew. 

“I have something for you. I heard that your trade was not 

successful, and I thought I might be of some assistance. I made this 

for you.” He reached into his bag and pulled out a paintbrush. The 

handle was bone. A dull and fragile white, carved with strange 

shapes. The carvings were laced with gold and silver. 

She took it with a quivering hand. The tip was soft, and she ran the 

fibers over the palm of her hand. “Where did you get this?” 

“I made it.” he said proudly. “The handle is from Father’s old 

hunting knife. I found it with his bow.”

“Thank you. You didn’t need to, my trade is going fine. But thank 

you.” Her trade was not fine. Few bought the fish from the harbor, 

and she had even fewer buyers for her vegetables. He bowed low and 

started to walk out.

“I thought it would be a nice way to keep us connected.”

16



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

 “Where are you going?” she called.

“I have an urgent calling at The Temple. I just stopped here on the 

way. I wish you luck, dear sister.” He bowed again, and walked out 

the door, shutting it behind him.

Cassy walked down to the cellar. The morning sun shone through 

the window, illuminating abandoned pots of paint and smooth 

wooden boards. She reached for one of the boards and propped it up 

on a rock ledge in the corner of the room. Then she retrieved the 

brush from the kitchen and brought it to the cellar. The vases of 

paint were tightly sealed and took some effort to open. The colors in 

them were dark and sound. There was blue, red, yellow, and white. 

Cassy dipped the brush in each color in turn, layering light upon 

dark. She wasn’t thinking, not really. The shapes blossomed from 

her hands, and the colors flowed freely. There was no land, no water, 

nor any creatures. It was devoid of all life. Yet it looked so alive, and 

she felt free.

17



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

The image she painted was large, and like a puzzle. She used all 

eight wood boards, and they connected to form one picture. Each 

board had a circle on it. The colors were blended, and unusual. 

Bright greens and blues on one. A dark, rusty red on another. But in 

the background, it was all black. Black, but dotted with white spots. 

By now it was nightfall. The sky was dark, and she had put the 

finishing touches on the paintings by the light of a kerosene lamp. 

Her clothes were stained with paint, and the tips of her hair were 

covered with it, too. Her hands were dry and covered in colorful 

splatters. Her back ached from hunching over. She assembled the 

boards and stood up, pushing the hair out of her eyes, admiring her 

work. Her paintbrush was covered in paint, and she walked back up 

to the kitchen to clean it off.

There was a tub of clean water sitting by the dark window. It had 

been warmed by the sun but had gone cold. She lowered her hands 

into the water, holding the paintbrush. Some of the paint flaked off, 

some were still wet and mixed with the water, turning it a dark, 

sunflower yellow. 

18



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

A loud crack from the cellar. It sounded like wood being split. Cassy 

jumped, dropping her paintbrush in the water bowl. She walked 

toward the cellar door. A quieter snap could be heard, followed by 

another, louder one, just like the first. Cassy reached down and 

grabbed a water jug from the table, holding it in front of her like a 

shield. 

As she peeked in the doorway, another crack rang through the cellar. 

Wood chips flew past the door and hit the wall. Around the corner, 

three of her eight wooden paint boards had cracked, huge chunks of 

it strewn about the room. Another cracked as she watched. However, 

the images on the boards stayed intact. Just before the board 

cracked, the paint peeled off like a sheet and floated into the air. The 

shapes detached themselves from the others and drifted through the 

window. 

Cassy ran back up to the kitchen and out the door. She didn’t put 

shoes on, and the ground was sharp and hard beneath her feet. The 

cellar was at the back of the house. The sky was dark, and the only 

light came from the window. The kerosene lamp was still sitting on 

the table inside. 

19



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

All the paintings had drifted up into the sky. They began to glow and 

expand. They slowly drifted up and up. She never lost sight of them. 

They were now taller than she was, then bigger than her house. But 

they didn’t stop there. They got so far away that she doubted they 

were even in the Earth’s atmosphere anymore. They must have 

stopped growing at one point because the brighter colored ones 

disappeared from view. The small, white dots stopped right at the 

edge of her line of sight. They didn’t touch, but a few connected to 

form shapes. She saw the faint line of an archer, drawing a bow. She 

saw a scorpion and two soup ladles. One more looked like a matched 

pair of children reaching across the dark night towards each other.   

The night sky was lit up. Only then did she realize that one big ball 

of light stood out from the rest. It looked like the sun, but smaller, 

and not as bright. It cast its light upon the ground, turning the red 

clay a strange green. Her skin looked luminous, like she glowed in 

the dark. It had dark spots on it, like craters on the Earth. 

Something rustled behind her. She turned around to see one of her 

neighbors walking out of the dark clay house beside her own. He still 

had his turban on. He was pulling on his sandals as he walked 

outside, his eyes glued to the sky. 20



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

“What is that?” He was breathless, the lights reflected in his 

eyes. He yelled towards the other houses, telling everyone to come 

out and see. His eyes never left the sky. 

One by one, the others ventured out. One face stuck out of the 

crowd. A little girl, six or seven years old, stood looking at the sky 

like everyone else. Her mouth hung slightly open, and she looked 

pale in the strange green light. A tear ran down the side of her cheek, 

falling onto the clay and making a dark spot. She smiled and ran 

back inside. She came back out, dragging behind her a frail and 

ill-looking old woman with A shawl wrapped tightly around her 

stooped shoulders. The woman looked up and breathed a sigh of 

relief. She whispered something to the girl, and another tear slipped 

from the child’s clear, telling eyes. Eyes that betrayed wisdom and 

knowledge, knowledge that would unfairly sober her innocence 

sooner than the weathered companion would have hoped, The 

woman sat down on open clay, in a place she could see the lights. 

She laid down, pointing feebly at the ladles hanging in the sky, and 

closed her eyes. When she opened them again, Cassy watched as a 

breath left the woman’s chest, but she did not breathe in another. 

The girl lay beside her and fixed her eyes on the last thing the 

woman would ever see. 21



Story of the Stars, Cont.

Caroline Miller, Grade 9 

Though the stars never moved, to a wider, wiser eye, what Cassy had 

once deciphered as a large ladle connected with other stars. A great 

bear appeared. Only then did she notice the transformation of the 

smaller ladle too, a smaller cub, trailing just behind.

Long after Cassy grew old and died, men and women would study 

her creations. The white lights were named ‘stars.’ The big, colorful 

spheres were called ‘planets,’ each of them with an individual name. 

The closest one was called the ‘moon.’ Eventually, a man with strong 

arms would forever have his mark on the face of  ‘the Moon,’ and a 

robot would rove on ‘Mars.’ The stars would fascinate humankind 

for generations to come. The stories behind them will be forgotten 

when the people who lived them breathe their last, but the pictures 

in the stars will inspire new tales until the end of time. We are so 

caught up in our own stories that we fail to see the ones written in 

the stars.
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Traveling Seasons

Sophia Zaragoza, Grade 9

As the sun and moon rejoice

And the birds of dawn sing songs anew

Each time I hear the noise

That the wind blew

I remember the way

The flowers bloomed

Each of them would display

The joy of air perfumed

Now the flowers are gone

In their place is snow

The sun has withdrawn

The birds go away without show

The seasons change

Each just as strange
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Raindrops on the Roof

  Alana LaRue, Grade 9 

I listen to the sounds of raindrops on the roof

Relaxing in the calming sound

The pitter-patter is just giving me proof

That sadness goes around

That sometimes I’m not alone

And they also listen to the sound

Of the rains soft groan 

I feel better knowing

That people also hear the raindrops flowing

24



Be Kind…

  Donald Poland, Grade 9
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Sunset Sky
Lauren Ciotto, Grade 9
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Cadence and Cascade

Sienna Heasley, Grade 9
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Addiction

Abby Bodart, Grade 9

It becomes a habit

An evil attention. 

In the event if it’s practice

There may be tension. 

Money and power can be exchanged

With a chip, a coin, a card. 

Set bets carefully arranged 

Though gambling can be hard. 

Drinking and smoking are gross

Just like the lungs. 

Vaping is used the most

Changes with your teeth and tongues. 

There will always be consequences

No matter how severe. 

So come to your senses

And don’t surrender in fear.
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Snow

Abby Bodart, Grade 9

Wonderful, wintery, gentle bliss,

Swirly, twirly, magnificent fall,

This is truly what snow’s form is. 

The greatest season of all. 

Setting the atmosphere, setting the tone,

Everything looks better in white and blue. 

Sno-Caps, snowball desserts, and snow cones,

Snowflakes, snowmen, and snowballs, too. 

Making treats and seeing friends, 

Meeting up with family. 

Giving gifts and tying loose ends,

It’s always a little chilly. 

Oh quiet, angelic, light snow,

You set the scene with your glow.
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Sophomores
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Poetry is… 

Sydney Wahl, Grade 10

Poetry is music of the pen, a voice for those unspoken 

It does not sing or shout or make a noise

Or leap from the paper with cries of joy 

Poetry is still, waiting and eager 

For the thinking mind of an avid reader 

To dive headfirst into the depth of words 

A writer’s way of explaining the world 

Poetry makes sense of a jumbled mind 

Every emotion can fit onto the lines

Long and complex, or short and sweet 

Poetry makes our world complete 

31



Everlasting Time 

Sydney Wahl, Grade 10 

The earth one day will cease to exist 

the fish will stop their swim 

like driftwood, they will wash to shore 

lifeless on the sand 

The sun will one day melt the earth

and suck the oceans dry 

the waters will shrink back 

from the relentless ticking of time

The clocks may melt, 

and life will fade 

but time will never end 

so for now we’ve got to live 

in this, this place without an end

Goes with “The Persistence of Memory,” artwork by Salvador 

Dali (1931)
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The Call

Hannah Beyer, Grade 10

Mustangs running free

Buzzing little honey bee

The mountains peering eye

Watching the time pass by

Mountain lion calls echo through the valley

The mustangs rally

Their clobbering hooves mash through the mud

Arousing huge thuds

The wild call of their spirit

A beautiful song with many lyrics

Many can hear this call

Some though dont hear it at all

33



“Study of a Figure (Facing Left)”

Oil on Canvas

Artwork by Claude Monet (1886)

A shadowy and detached mother, 

Staring blankly in a cold, unwelcoming autumn meadow,

Tired from a long life of nurturing,

Several rowdy pale children,

That never halted their many shenanigans,

Reflects back on those crucial years, 

And now that they are gone forever from the earth, 

She feels no familiar warmth from life,

And waits for purpose to sweep her away from this purgatory,

But till then she waits,

In this meadow blanketed by despair, 

For the rest of eternity.

Ekphrastic Poem - Study of a Figure

Michael Allen, Grade 10 
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The Sestina

Maggie Goodish, Grade 10

Chilly winds in October rush through the night.

The freezing air, the blue starry sky

The Halloween spirit, as the child runs to the pumpkin farm

And, as always, the excitement from the mother

To see the smiling face of her child

Fills the air with joy and glee.

The spirit of the night turned, on the child’s face, to glee.

The gray, misty night,

Causes the child

To wonder his gaze up at the sky.

And the Mother

Slowly walks back to her car from the pumpkin-covered farm.

As they drove away from that farm

The slow, dissipating glee

From the mother

Reflected on the weather later that night.

And the gray, rainy sky

Resulted in the same “fate” for her child.

35



The Sestina, Cont.

Maggie Goodish, Grade 10

Why is the sky so gray? asked her child,

As they drove away from the joyous farm.

But suddenly, the rainy sky

Turned to one of glee

The child was shocked by this change of night.

It is simply nature, my dear, said the mother.

As they were driving home, the mother

Sang the Child

To sleep in the starry night, 

Where he dreamt of the pumpkin-covered farm

And of all delight and glee

Below that starry sky.

When she reached home, the blue-black sky

Caused the mother

To emit her own smile of glee.

She quietly and soundlessly tucked in her child

And she herself went to bed, dreaming of the farm

And that peaceful night

36



The Sestina, Cont.

Maggie Goodish, Grade 10

As the sun rose suddenly that day, the child

Ran to his mother

Expressing his joy and excitement for the delightful adventures they had 

that night.
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Florida 

Maggie Goodish, Grade 10

Glossy, dark blue skies,

slightly lighter than a midnight blue

Delicate palm trees, 

their leaves like those of tropical forests

The crashing waves of the ocean,

never ceasing to calm me.

The calling of birds,

flying over the ocean waves

A crisp, fresh scent of salt water

reminding me this place like home

The cleanest air in the world

just like brand new.

A sweet, tangy orange,

its freshness that of the crisp night air.

A cool dish of ice cream,

Like the breeze in the night

The gritty sand,

as if it were almost pulling me in

The smooth, silky leaves of the palm trees,

forcing me to stay

How delighted I am to be here,

a place that feels like home.
38



The Conception of Mystery 

Surrounded by Neon

Savannah Rivera, Grade 10

The fluorescent lights as luminous as a thousand light bulbs

Primary colors sore without leaving a trace of clash

Suddenly, the faint whispers of the wind rubbing against the grass

Throughout the night, the electrical screams increasingly strain

The must of gasoline from the thousands of cars there had been in the day

Fragrant of pine trees that surrounded the scene

The faint wind stealing my taste buds away

Except the slight drizzle of rain, recapturing what the wind had taken

Almost freezing my hands with the touch of the cold bar, 

responsible for the traffic lights

The gritty pebbles conflicting with the smooth road

Tense, as if the darkness of the night will consume me in a second.
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Forgetting the Consistency of Memory

Savannah Rivera, Grade 10

The Persistence of Memory,

A constant reflection of life, 

But somehow, can go away

With a cursed illness. 

A sickness that takes this memory away,

That takes the worth of life,

All away.

The feeling of time bending and slipping away,

Can never feel as great as it does now. 

How come, 

Every recollection of living,

Can go away,

Just like that. 

Is it even possible to find clarity,

When all you remember

Is right now,

At this very moment in time. 
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The Annual Trip
Olivia Sikora, Grade 10

In July we take a trip
With close friends

We drive up the mountain
Build a fire

And set up a tent,
Our new home in the woods

We venture through the woods
a key part of the trip

after the hike, we retreat to the tent
a quick nap for all the friends

while we sleep, lunch is cooked over the fire
we devour and head back up the mountain

On our way up the mountain
we see different trees in the woods

and an abandoned fire
so far this is a good trip
especially with friends

but it is getting dark, so we must return to the tent

On our way back to the tent
we watch the sun drop below the mountain

the sunset amazes all the friends
darkness approaches and silence falls over the woods

this is the peaceful part of the trip
now we must start a fire
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The Annual Trip, Cont.
Olivia Sikora, Grade 10

The glow of the fire
sits next to the tent

its warmth joins us on this trip 
the light of the fire, the company of my friends, I still feel alone between 

the mountain 
the darkness behind of trees encourages my curiosity within the woods

in these woods, people around me seem more like strangers than friends

I slowly blink, the logs were bare of my friends
ashes replaced the warmth and glow of the fire

trees sank into the ground, before me was dying woods
laughter dwindled away in the tent

I fell into my dream, the last thing I saw was the dark mountain
my eyes open again, and I'm 

on another July trip

I unzip my sleeping place to discover the mountain
And see the sun peaking through the woods

And yet again starts another camping experience with friends
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Perspective on Life

Olivia Sikora, Grade 10

I am a dark soul
And I refuse to believe that

Nice people exist in the world
I realize this may be a shock but,

Kindness
Is a lie

No one holds grudges
In 30 years, I will tell my children that
 I have my priorities straight because

Hatefullness
Is more important than

Happiness
I tell you this:

 Once upon a time
Peacefulness took over everyone's lives

But this will not be true in my era
People are grinches

Experts tell me
Anger fills 50% of peoples’ soul

I do not conclude that
Confident people will fill the street

In the future,
The world will turn to flames
No longer can it be said that

Brightness will fill the air
It will be evident that 

People are born with evil inside them
It is foolish to presume that 

Love will be in everyone
And all of this will come true unless we reverse it 43



“Looking Through the Eyes of a Little Girl 

on a Sunday Afternoon”

Julia Umshares, Grade 10

What an exciting Sunday this is going to be.

Come take a walk and see all the wonders along the river Seine with me.

It's a hot sunny day.

You need a parasol or top hat preferably in black or whichever one, to protect 

you from the hot sun.

I'm wearing white to keep me cool, along with my favorite hat which is blue.

“Look at the river” I say to my mom, as I watch the sailboats floating along.

Listening to the trumpet player makes me want to sing and dance.

I'd like to see the lady with the monkey if I get a chance.

I'm wondering why everyone is wearing their Sunday best.

To me it seems that they are overdressed.

I see a lady knitting, another one fishing. I see two men sitting, one holding a 

cane, the other a pipe, and a black dog beside them that I hope doesn't bite.

What an exciting day this has turned out to be. 

Thank you for taking a walk along the river Seine with me.

44



A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La 

Grande Jatte

Julia Umshares, Grade 10

Artwork  by Georges Seurat (1884)

I chose this work of art because it reminds me of my time spent at the park by 
my house. I feel like this park is a beautiful place that is popular for upper class family 
gatherings. 

It appears to be a hot summer day in “ A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La 
Grande Jatte.” by the artist Georges Seurat.  Almost everyone in the painting is 
holding an umbrella or has a hat on to protect themselves from the sun. People are 
relaxing in the green grass. There is a beautiful blue river in the background with 
boats floating by. The people in the painting appear to be upper class by the way they 
are dressed. The lady on the right is wearing a fancy dress and the gentleman with her 
has on a tall black hat. A small dog and a monkey appear to be walking along with 
them towards a group of people observing the river as the boats float by. There is a 
little girl wearing a white dress and a blue hat going for a walk with someone who 
appears to be her mother. There seems to be festivities going on in the background as 
there is a man playing a trumpet. 45



My Favorite Tennis Match

Julia Umshares, Grade 10

As I stood on the court 
During my match 

I faced my tall opponent 
She swung her racket 

And hit the ball 
But it bounced off the net 

My opponent picked up the ball by the net 
Then came to my side of the court

She rudely handed me the ball
Because I won the match 

She got angry and threw her racket 
I wasn’t a fan of this opponent

She came back later to apologize for being a rude opponent 
I forgave her and shook her hand over the net 

She bent down and picked up her racket 
Then walked off the court 

Time to go to my next match
My coach handed me a ball 
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My Favorite Tennis Match, Cont.

Julia Umshares, Grade 10

I began to serve the yellow ball
To my new opponent 

I hope I can win this match
My ball barely went over the net 
We switched sides on the court 

I stopped to get a drink and set down my racket 
When I was done I decided to switch to my blue racket 

It was her turn to serve me the yellow ball 
But it didn't go inside the lines on the court 

I didn't end up winning against this opponent
Because my ball bounced off the top of the net 

I lost this match 

I was disappointed I lost this match 
But I didn't throw my racket 

Instead I told her, “ good game,” and high fived her over the net 
We started to talk as we walked to the basket to return the ball 

I became friends with this opponent 
That was my favorite memory on the court 

Thirty years later, I still love to hit the yellow ball
With my favorite blue racket 

That I played with when I met my best friend on the court 
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Childhood 

          Hailey Carpenter, Grade 10

Childhood is gold.

It looks like a blue house in the countryside, with a worn-down barn that looks 

as if it was ready to crumble to pieces at a single touch, with cows sitting along 

the fence, with a small tree that rests in the backyard. It smells like warm 

summer nights, where fireflies danced with the flames of the logged fire. It tastes 

like sweets that made your mouth water and fresh homemade meals that your 

mom cooked that you never got tired of. It sounds like laughter, and good times, 

along with the tunes of the 90s. It feels like nothing could stop you and time 

never moved. 
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A Good Day For Golf

Finley Hohn, Grade 10

My ball flies through the air into the fairway

The balls hide in the grass while players search for them

The lawn mower roaring down through the course cutting every blade of grass 

Golf carts revving their engines to go down the cart path to make it up to the 
green

Freshly cut grass and sand thrown everywhere like confetti

Grilling and cooking coming from the clubhouse after a round

Cold water trickling down my throat while the temperature rises

Salty sweat dripping around the corner of my mouth while I’m on the tee box 
waiting for the perfect moment to hit my drive

 Grabbing another tee from my bag while the old one lays on the ground 
forgotten 

The squishy grips on irons to absorb the sting from the hit ball

Picking the ball up out of the cup after missing a one foot putt for par
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The Big Silver Ladle 

Finley Hohn, Grade 10

Growing up Leslie's family was mostly happy

Her mom , dad, sister, grandma, and pappy

Their favorite breakfast was pancakes

They used a big silver ladle to scoop the batter

Every morning they could see the sun rays

When using the ladle it was always a good day

But not every day was like this 

Some days they would yell and the family joy got flatter

So the ladle stayed in the drawer 

For all the days she wanted more

She waited for the next day the ladle came out

Soon there were none and she asked herself, what’s the matter
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The Wilderness Inside the Woods

Dante Derubbo, Grade 10

Sitting by the fire              

O the woods I so much desire             

Standing around here with my  friends 

As the sun sets and the day starts to end 

Listening to the fire crack and crinkle 

And looking at the stars twinkle

I sit here and watch the fire glow 

Giving it wood to make the flame grow

Hotter and hotter it gets     

Not a day goes by that I don't forget    

Laying down getting ready for bed    

Listening to the wolves yell in their den  
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Lake Vacation 

Bella Muraco, Grade 10

Watching the sun go down over the glistening water

Seeing the waves crash upon the rocks like an angry storm

Kids laughing with excitement when they fall off the raft 

The motor of the boat rumbling as if it was in a race 

The wind and fresh air smell leaped through the open window come dawn

That strong bonfire smell with everyone around the fire talking about how 

much fun they had on the lake

Gooey s'mores chocolate dripping from the side of the cracker

Licking your lips after you've been splashed by some water while tubing

Feeling the squeamish fish you just reeled in

The fire warming up your hands 

Family or friends surrounding you, bringing you happiness and joy 
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               Hear Me as I Hear You

                                         Isaiah Kimble, Grade 10

Her voice lingers in my mind like dandelion seeds in summer wind. It’s in my 

memories muffled, lengthened, and echoed but every word is so clear it gives 

an indescribable euphoria and inexpressible comfortability.  Where her voice 

is strong, my voice is weak 

I just want to tell her 

The future is uncertain, 

It can be full of good things, it can be full of bad things 

But whatever it is, we face it together 

We always say we have tomorrow 

And whatever tomorrows I have, 

I want them to be with you
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Wonder

Ryan Slagle, Grade 10

When I see the night sky

I sit up and wonder why 

Why the sky is still so bright 

In the darkness of the night

Then I look up and see the moon

I think how lovely, see you soon

Then I close my eyes

And soon I realize 

I’m dreaming of the ocean

I wake up filled with emotion

Now I long to see, what really means the most

Don’t mind me, I’ll be somewhere along the coast.
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Sestina

Carrie Proudfit, Grade 10

Our generation lives in a very rough world.
To get through, all I have to do is open a book,

And delicately read all of the words
That are crammed on the rectangular paper. 

Sitting in my leather chair, 
I travel places through just the power of my imagination.

Children grow up, each with a huge imagination.
As they move through the world,

And listen to their papa tell them stories in his chair,
They may learn about the power of a book. 

Yet, they will still write silly little notes on paper
And sometimes not know how to use their words. 

All the time, I hear filthy words,
But I try my best to get away using my imagination.

It is inevitable that I will return back to my Chemistry paper,
Comparing events that happened in the lab to the real world. 

When I finish, I will bury my head in my current book,
Snuggling into my cozy chair. 

In my head, my safe place is my chair,
As I glaze across the words

That fill up my book.
The characters that have wonderful imaginations

In their fictional world
Revive the page.
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Sestina, Cont. 
Carrie Proudfit, Grade 10

On a Sunday morning, my dad reads the paper
As he sits at the kitchen table chair.

He learns all about what’s going on in the world.
He also has such a way with his words. 

My father is where I get my imagination. 
We both love to bury our heads in a good book. 

So, maybe my safe place is the actual book;
It is definitely not my Chemistry paper!

I can travel places using my imagination,
In that particular leather chair. 

I will read all of the made-up words
And wish that it was my own world.

Even though one may not be able to travel 
anywhere in the world, 

All they have to do is just pick up a book 
And be taken away by the word
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Ekphrastic Poem

Carrie Proudfit, Grade 10

Oh beautiful and pure young girl,
You make me reflect on the joy of being your age. 
Look at me as I impressively sculpt your features. 

I can tell the pearl that hangs off your ear is not real,
Due to its size;

I do not mean to be offensive, 
But girls normally do not wear turbans like that. 

It hangs delicately off your round head
And slightly shadows over your big, pearl earring.

The soft features on your face make me feel ancient.
Oh beautiful and pure young girl,

You make me reflect on the joy of being your age.

“Girl with a Pearl Earring”
Artwork by Johannes Vermeer 

(1665)
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Humor is Hot Pink

Avery O’Sullivan, Grade 10

Humor is hot pink

It looks like your friends folded up clutching their stomach trying to 

control their laughs

It smells like the meal on the table as you’re joking with family, 

retelling the best stories from over the years

It tastes like the salty sweat on the top of your lip as you try to keep 

from tearing up

It sounds like the laughs of loved ones after you trip

It feels like an attack of warmth as you let yourself laugh it out

58



The Unseen View 
Agatha Niccolai, Grade 10

The drive to the cabin has an everlasting view
Looking out the car window to a world filled with mountains

It is almost impossible to not notice the white snow
As it sits with sparkle in front of the bright blue sky

However you cannot forget about the trees
That shake the flakes off of its pine from the wind

I hop out of the car as my cheeks turn red from the wind
Looking up I am taken over by the view

The image of the tall lanky trees
Seem to stand over top of me while blocking the mountains

Perhaps it is the sky
That blinds me in the eye as it reflects off the snow

The feeling of cold awaits, I jump in the snow
I exhale and my breath flows with the wind

Now laying on the top of the powder I see a clear vision of the sky
Oh how I longed for this moment, for this feelings, for this view
The best is yet to come since I have yet to climb the mountains

And see what awaits beyond the tall still trees 

59



The Unseen View, Cont.
Agatha Niccolai, Grade 10

I decide to walk up to one, and take in the smell of the trees
Nothing fulfills my nose except the snow

Now here I am waiting at the bottom of the mountains
My few steps lead me to feel the thin wind

Telling myself this will all be worth it when I reach the top with the view
I must hurry for it will mean nothing when darkness reaches the sky 

Just a few more hill tops and there will await the sky
I now am enemies with the once beautiful trees

It blocks the sun which is the only thing that keeps me warm, and the thought 
of the view

The heat that was once present now disappears in the snow
Who knew the difference of wind

Something that was so beautiful on the ground now sits evil in the mountains

I regret my decision to make such a hike up these mountains
Turning around I forget about my sky
What had overcome me was the wind

And the stupid sun-blocking trees
Stepping fiercely on the snow

I make my way home, disregarding the view

60



The Dedication in Climbing
Agatha Niccolai, Grade 10

Dedication is brown

It looks like climbing up one of the tallest mountains

It smells like the thin breeze that crosses your path

It tastes like the water that appears to be so crisp

Sounds like the birds chirping that sit in the tallest trees

Feels like your legs are going to fall off
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Pain is Red 

Abbie Richards, Grade 10

It looks like eyes filled with tears falling between the lines of a fake smile. 

It smells like the deep woods on a cold late night watching each breath float away 

as you attempt to escape reality. 

It tastes like salt from the leftover tears, from the night full of heartache and 

stress. 

It sounds like that last piece of your heart being crushed with those few simple 

words ¨are you okay?¨

It feels like knives pushing against your chest while you're trying to breathe. 
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Pain is Red, Cont.

Abbie Richards, Grade 10

She sits in class, lost in so many thoughts. 

Her leg starts to bounce, her heart starts to race.

Her breath speeds, her stomach turns into knots.

All of these thoughts that she just wants to erase. 

She wants it all to stop, she's beyond drained. 

She lays in her bed, watching herself fade.

She's scared of herself, her mind so pained.

She's been struggling, for what feels like decades. 

She's in a never ending dark abyss. 

Trying to syfer what's real and what's not.

In this world, she feels like she is amiss.

Fighting and fighting against herself and thoughts.

Dissociating from reality. 

She's trying to fight this mentality. 
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Pain is Red, Cont.

Abbie Richards, Grade 10

She was drained

Just like her mom

She was trying 

just like her mom

She cried herself to sleep at night

Just like her mom

She wished all the pain would go away 

She wished for everything to just stop 

Maybe her mom wished the same 

But her mom pushed through 

Not for herself 

But for her daughter 

And her daughter pushed through 

Not for herself 

But for her mom.
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Christmas Eve Snowfall 
Sophia Misner, Grade 10

Seasonally, deep, fluffy snow blankets the earth, 

each flake challenged by its neighbor in a race to the ground. 

Tall trees tower, 

dark in the later hours of the night. 

Every other second, snow crunches, 

groaning under the weight of sturdy boots. 

Playfully, a dog growls, 

his mighty declaration of strength muffled by his rightful wooden 

stick. On this winter night, the air bit crisper than dead leaves, 

chilling eyes and teeth alike. 

However, wafting from the direction of lit windows, the aroma of 

chicken rice soup was a warm embrace with a promise of comfort. 

Deliciously, hot cocoa aftertaste on the tongue of a child teases a 

return to reliable warmth. But, with a skyward tilt of the head, 

snowflakes melt in their mouth, 

washing away the tease, 

calling for play. 
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Christmas Eve Snowfall, Cont.

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

Acceptedly, young hands grasp the rough bark of a stick, 

continually being drawn away by strong, canine jaws in a game of tug. In 

surrender, young hands release and slip, bracing against the ground, 

sensing packed tracks where feet had stood. 

As a gurgle of laughter sprung forward, adrenaline-induced exhilaration 

filled both animal and human hearts.
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Learning to Be Grateful 

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

I stretched out in the sun, 

For so expansive was my yard, 

So beautiful was my garden. 

I sat, basking on my smooth rock, 

When suddenly, by my eye,  flew a bird 

Who came to drink from my glass of water. 

I exclaimed, scaring the small creature, “Who are you to drink from my 

water?!” 

That thing, I glowered, while it ew away towards the sun, 

The audacity, I scowled, while the bird 

Left the yard, 

In which it is not its, but rather my rock, 

Not its garden, no, that’s my garden. 

For the next week, I pest-proofed the garden, 

For under my watch nothing was to disturb that, much less my water. 

Then I began installing a smart system so, when the space was not 

Used, a pod would devour my rock, raise a roof like an umbrella, 

blocking out the unclaimable sun, 
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Learning to Be Grateful, Cont.

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

Around a month went by without me seeing a bird. 

Untouched by deer, groundhogs, or anything of that sort, a small 

nourish of plant life erupted in my garden. The haven I so desperately 

needed to be mine was nally a reality in my newly secured yard. For a 

month, only I sipped my water and 

Basked in the sun 

While on my smooth rock. 

But sometime after that first month, as I blissfully basked on my rock, 

I had a punch of loneliness and thought, Would my property be nicer if 

I had been hospitable to the bird, For it did provide a spark of 

liveliness? Defensively I tried to throw the thought to the sun, And let it 

burn. But then I glanced at my garden 

And noticed its decay. Without worms, it could not live. Pure was my 

water, 

But dying was my yard. 

With a twinge of unfamiliarity, I shut down the smart system and let 

freedom reach the yard. Within a week, there were feces on the rock 

And I found a dead gnat in my water. 
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Learning to Be Grateful, Cont.

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

Things weren’t always pleasant, but I felt joy by watching the sitting 

bird, 

Who spread seeds to my garden, 

Which turned out much better with natural care than when only 

provided sun. 

So beautiful is the bird 

Who pecks freely in the garden 

And, without fear, is to greet the sun.

Switched on lights equipped with lasers, ready at a second’s notice to 

Kill a pest in my yard, All so I could have my rightful, peaceful 

Property, once threatened by that intrusive bird. 
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Beauty Without Brow

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

Right above her eyes, I lie, 

Below her blue band. 

I am faint and shy, 

For I am her brow. 

Like each eyelash, 

I am practically even a dash. 

Like the rest of her hair, 

I am kept away. 

The lack of me keeps her forehead bare, Or else she might portray 

As someone less distant, 

Or mysterious, 

Or captivating. 

In fact, the lack of me 

Sets the rest of her free 

To catch the light, 

Be beautifully bright, 

And zeroed. in. sight.
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I Refuse to Believe

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

I am a broken man 

And I refuse to believe that 

Pieces that can fix me are left in this world 

I realize this may be apparent, but 

It will get better 

Is a lie, 

No one can complete me as she did 

In 30 years, I will tell my children that 

I have priorities straight because 

Grieving 

Is more important than 

Transcending 

I tell you this: 

Once upon a time 

I was a happy man 

However, this will not be true in the rest of my era 

For with life comes death and suffering

Experts tell me 

She is truly gone 

But I do conclude that 
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I Refuse to Believe, Cont.

Sophia Misner, Grade 10

The memory of her will stay alive 

As the future progresses 

There will be no one else for me 

It no longer can be said that 

There is someone else to complete me 

It will be evident that 

My children will suffer 

It is foolish to presume that 

Pieces of me are not gone.
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The Feeling of Anger

Gage Nalepka, Grade 10

Anger is blood red.
It looks like a thick flow of emotion 

It smells like sinister activity 
Taste like a ghost pepper 

Sounds like a rush of words coming out differently 
Feels like you have been punched in the face

The Light at the End 

Gage Nalepka, Grade 10

Hope is sky blue 
It looks like the light at the end of the tunnel 

It smells like a locker room at a tied sports game
Tastes like food with a good aftertaste
Sounds like a rush of good emotions 

Feels like adrenaline rush pumping through your veins
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The Christmas Wreath
Gage Nalepka, Grade 10

I see an abstract crimson ribbon dangling freely
I see pine cones stuffed between the spikey wreath

I hear a roaring frosty wind sway by 
I hear the sounds of Christmas music filling the background 

I smell the sweet piney give off a scent 
I smell a fresh scent of frazier dwindling in the air 

I taste the warm hot cocoa like I was in a neverending dream
I taste the three squishy marshmallows slide down my throat as I slurp my hot 

cocoa 
I touch the spikey pines often to feel the joy and hope of Christmas 
I touch the ribbon as if it were the most delicate thing in the world 

I feel the fresh start of a new year right around the corner 
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Juniors
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Lucidity

Dan Bouvy, Grade 11

Clarity is sky blue.

It looks like a calm lake.

It smells like fresh dew on grass.

It tastes like fresh water.

It sounds like birds chirping.

It feels smooth.
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The Test

 Emma Liggett, Grade 11

The teacher walks around the room starting to hand out the tests.

Our eyes meet as she passes him his test first.

My hands are shaking as she hands me mine 

We turn them over together and freeze

“93, what about you?” He says to me before I can even look

“98, better luck next time, bud.”  I smile and turn away from him to put my test 

away.

“I’ve got it in the bag next time, I swear.” He says to me with a smirk and turns 

to the front of the class.

I swear I saw a ‘100%’ marked on his paper and before I could ask it was 

shoved into his bag. He wouldn’t lie to me, after all, it’s just a test. 
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Piano

Makayla Mazon, Grade 11

Piano 

piano is my escape 

escaping the problems 

the people 

the world 

it’s my passion, even though no one realizes 

maybe if they cared or listened 

but it's my passion why can't they see

that the real problem 

isn't me 
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Forever

Kristina Bozek, Grade 11

Forever was a con man that you and I deceived. 

We started on a sandy shore and stayed there for a week.
I would say our love was yellow, as shiny as the sun.

But the two hands spun on the ivory clock and time is stronger than anyone.
The storm continued brewing and the hands spun faster so
The once “forever” promise was starting to no longer show

And upon that once so happy shore the ivory clocks washed up.
I lay next to the wreckage of time that passed slowly since that breakup.

Even after the storm, the ticks remain, the sound almost lethal.
And I finally realize there’s a reason that storms are always named after 

people.
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Without You
 Kaylyn Weichel, Grade 11

You are no longer by my side
And I have no one to confide.

With every solitary step, I take,
My heart begins to ache.

Every time I think of you,
I start to feel very blue.

You thought it was a game
And did not feel the same.

How foolish of me to believe
That your heart I could achieve.

For you, I always longed,
Because I thought we belonged.

I lie down on my bed
And think of the memories instead.
The memories that you and I shared
When our feelings were undeclared.

The warmth of your gaze
Set my heart ablaze

And you holding me near,
Made my loneliness soon disappear.

Now, your warmth has gone away
Left with a cold display.

Your icy stare makes me shiver,
As I drawback and quiver.

The arms that once reached out,
Surely without a doubt,

Will never reach for me again
Perhaps only in my dreams then.
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You broke my heart
And I fell apart.

When you laid eyes on another,
My love is left to smother

Left abandoned and hopeless,
I now feel worthless.

As I watch you from afar,
I am left with a scar.

The only thing I can do now
Is write this poem to thou.
My final love note to you,

Despite being without you.

Without You, Cont.
 Kaylyn Weichel, Grade 11
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A light blue horizon, stretching as far as the eye can see.

I take a seat, legs dangling over the abyss of foam and rock.

As I do, my hands graze the rocky floor, offering merely a glimpse into the 

grandeur these ruins once held.

My fingers then drift to the edge of my seat, where stains remain from walls of 

water that clear the ledges below.

I fall onto my back, feeling the haze over my mind begin to clear.

The wind arcs over the cliff, biting into my skin. I catch a faint taste of salt, 

reminding my stomach of the time.

Abiding its demands, I stand to take my leave. As I retreat from the lip, I take 

one last look at the sea, calm from this view. 

I smiled, and turned to the world from whence I came.

Sanctuary
 Jack Halulko, Grade 11
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Here we are.

Two years later.

The second anniversary of the end of the world.

Seven hundred  thirty days ago, the first U.S. citizen died 

of COVID-19.

It may not seem like any of that was real.

It may not feel like it took that long.

But it was.

And it did.

So even though it’s taking a while for things to get back to 

normal,

remember that everything needs time to heal,

and that nothing heals back the same as it was before.

Sit up in your seat,

crack your knuckles,

and let's show these next years why we made the cut.

Here we are.

March 1st

Jack Halulko, Grade 11
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Everyone carries something.

Whether it’s a lunchbox, a suitcase, or a rucksack.

You’ll see some rooting through their things,

and others that dump them at home.

Everyone’s always moving,

at a sprint, a dash, or a jog.

Some are walking, pacing,

while others scarcely twitch.

Everyone’s always busy

with work, play, or sport.

No time for this, no time for that, 

no time for anything at all.

Everyone’s always stressed,

Through a backpack, restlessness,

or a full schedule.

Everyone’s alway stressed.

Everyone
Jack Halulko, Grade 11
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Forever Eight
Gracyn Kafana, Grade 11

A little girl named Jenna around the age of eight sits in her 
room on a stool. She watches as raindrops run down her window. 
She listens as drops of rain hit the roof, sounding like crushing 
metal. She kicks her legs back and forth humming to the rhythm of 
the rain. A knock sounds at her door. "Come in," she says, not 
looking away from the window. Her mom opens the door and then 
closes it once again once she is inside. She sits on Jenna's bed and 
says, "What are you doing sweetheart?" 

Jenna sighs and shakes her head. "I wish it would stop 
raining," she says and turns her head towards her mom. 
Her mom nods in agreement. "It should be stopping in the next 
hour or two," her mom tells her. The girl stands up and sits next to 
her mom on the bed. 

"Mom, can we watch a movie downstairs," Jenna asks? 
Her mom kisses her forehead. "We have to go to the doctor  in an 
hour sweetheart," she tells me. 

I completely forgot that. Every month I go to the doctor to check 
and see how my cancer is progressing. 

An hour later my mom and I are sitting in the waiting room 
waiting for my cancer specialist to come out. When she finally 
does minutes later, she calls my name. "Jenna?" I jump down 
from the seat and say, "Here." She laughs and leads my mom 
and me back to her examination room.
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Forever Eight, Cont.
Gracyn Kafana, Grade 11

 An hour later my exam is done and I am just waiting 
for my mom and doctor to come back in. Usually when they 
leave the room it is bad news. They come back in and I can 
tell my mom was crying. "What is it," I ask? 

The doctor rolls her chair over and sits in front of me. "Honey, 
your leukemia cells have spread from one part of your body to 
throughout your body," she says. 

I look from the doctor to my mom and then back at my 
doctor. "What does that mean," I croak out? 

The doctor takes a shaky breath. "It means that there is no 
way for us to treat it. I'm sorry, honey," she says and looks 
at the floor. 

I can feel tears streaming down my face. "What does that 
mean," I yell at my mom and doctor! My mom sniffs and wipes 
her tears. 

"It means that in a couple of weeks you will be with the angels," 
she says hoarsely. 

Jenna Lizzy Connor 
From: 1999-2007 

Free Spirit with a loving heart
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The young lady from the hospital helped me onto my two 
fragile feet as I began to walk up the gray, gravelly stairs leading to 
an old house. It has been what has felt like years since I have left the 
hospital. I knew my original home was to be somewhere nearby. The 
house that appeared before me was unfamiliar. Its old, digested 
wood barely kept the foundation intact, as if it were near collapsing. 
I thought if it were my old home, it would still be in good condition, 
but I suppose with time it has been warped. The windows on the 
sides of the first and second floors were an irregular circle shape, 
unlike the usual square windows I had seen before. The balcony and 
the outer walls of the house were a mix of white and an off-colored 
gray as if the paint was melting off of the house at that moment. 

After the initial struggle of walking up the concrete steps, my 
oak cane clutched within my right hand, I entered through the 
yellow and orange door. A blank-faced stranger was waiting on the 
front porch to see me. She was wearing a black dress and a small, 
silver ring on her right hand; it looked vaguely familiar, but I have 
no recollection of once possessing or seeing one of my friends 
owning such a peculiar ring myself. I asked who she was. She 
appeared upset, stating that I have known her for many years. I was 
puzzled at this statement, for her face was not familiar at all. I felt 
bad and almost frustrated at myself for forgetting someone who 
clearly knew me dear enough to respond in such a manner; my 
blunder clearly made her upset.

Frenzy of the Mind 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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I entered the house and began to walk around, observing 
the walls and furniture. The house was vaguely familiar, but I 
did not remember any of my friends living in a house such as 
this. The rooms were made of hazelnut-like wood with some 
pictures and paintings placed along the walls. Oddly enough, 
some large holes, like an empty void, plagued some of the sides 
of the walls. The stranger did not appear to take notice of it, but 
it was bizarre to me. I tried to ignore it, for I assumed it was just 
the house aging. She helped me sit down in what she said was 
the living room. It had a green carpet laid throughout the center 
with couches and chairs placed around a table. I steadily sat 
down, placing my birch cane off to the side. 

I sat there, puzzled. The house and its features were 
familiar, but I could not remember a single thing about it. I 
recognized some of the paintings, but they had different colors 
to them than I remember; they were more sporadic and washed, 
unlike the comforting, fresh pieces that I would have preferred 
to have as decoration. The stranger came back with an empty 
tray. She made gestures as if she was pouring a glass with her 
hands, but I could not see anything. It bewildered me to see her 
try to mimic pouring some freshly brewed coffee out of a 
pitcher. I was confused, but had no strength to object to her 
obtuse actions. Once finished she stuck her arm out, saying 
something in a seemingly polite manner that I could not 
understand. “No thanks,” I said, for I was not in the mood for 
tea.

Frenzy of the Mind, Cont. 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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The kind stranger took the empty tray back into her arms and 
walked it out of the room. After a few moments, she returned. In her 
hands were two picture frames outlined in a smooth, black wood. She 
gently presented one of the pictures to me; it was a picture of a small 
family with four people in it. Their faces, like some of the rest of the 
furniture in the picture, had been scratched and appeared slightly 
jaundiced as if someone smeared it with their palm, shifting some of its 
features by mistake. I shook my head “no” to let the stranger know I was 
unfamiliar with those in the picture. The event within it looked familiar as 
if it was someone’s birthday. It frustrated me to think that it could have 
been one of my friends that passed away a few years ago that I had almost 
forgotten about. I felt incredibly guilty to think that could be a possibility. 
She then showed me another picture. I stared at it for a minute, and I 
realized that it was of  my vacation to England many years ago. Oddly 
enough, the picture frame said “France” and the date appeared to be a few 
years off. I saw what looked like myself in the picture, but I could not 
exactly tell if it was me or one of my friends that came with me. 

After thinking back to that trip, my hands began to tremble, barely 
gripping onto the brown picture frame. A fog of confusion set in. Why 
were so many things vague and familiar, but unrecognizable to me? I 
eagerly began to stand with my cane to explore more of the house. I 
looked all around, but more holes began to form from the last time I 
observed the walls. I couldn’t understand why such a thing was 
happening. The stranger held close to me. At first, I worried she was 
trying to knock me down and rob me, but, thankfully, she helped support 
my legs. 

Frenzy of the Mind, Cont. 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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My vision felt like it was beginning to tunnel, and the atmosphere felt 
dense, like an autumn morning fog. My head hurt trying to process why the 
house was so arcane in its qualities, but despite this, it gave me a sense of 
possible insight. I hurried to check more rooms, but the doors I attempted 
to open seemed to lead to nowhere; only a black void remained through the 
doorway. Everything was foggy and surrounded by the darkness. My legs 
began to weaken and my arms gave way, causing me to drop my spruce 
cane.

The stranger helped me up, seemingly shocked at my near collapse. 
She took me upstairs as fast as possible and entered a bedroom with a 
similar blue carpet to that of the living room. She helped lay me in bed and 
get me comfortable, but my head was still sizzling from the confusion. Why 
can’t I remember anything? Why is everything so familiar yet unfamiliar? 
What would my friends and family, if they still existed, think of me? I 
feared they would grow as upset with me as I was upset with myself. I felt 
awful, knowing that I might be causing my loved ones to become distressed 
because of this fog so thick that I could forget what forgetting even was.

I layed there for a while, dazed and bewitched. It felt like my vision 
was going to spiral out of control. 

But through the fog and the void, through all of the arcane events that 
have happened, I heard a familiar tune playing. It sounded like a grand 
piano on a ballroom stage, accompanying its guests’ gracious dance along 
with the beautiful golden room as the ivory keys rang happily throughout.

Frenzy of the Mind, Cont. 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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It was a song that I could remember from my youth, as I took the 
hand of my beautiful date to waltz graciously along the glossy floor 
with the moonlight radiating through the glass ceiling and onto our 
well- polished shoes and satin suits and dresses. The beautiful 
music radiated throughout the room as I hummed to its beautiful 
melody. The piece was Goodnight, My Beautiful, and it filled me 
with a form of tranquility and comfort that I have never experienced 
before. I opened my weary eyes to see my daughter, playing the 
piece on the piano in the bedroom. The fog strangling my head 
slowly began to dissipate as I began to remember the joyous times of 
my youth. My daughter continued to play the piece as I happily 
hummed along, knowing that I could remember again.

She finished playing the song, and I began to try to bring my 
withered hands together to applaud her outstanding performance. If 
I could, I would have cheered “Bravo!” and clapped like there was 
no tomorrow, but all I could manage was to press my fingers 
together. She looked at me, tears beginning to form in her eyes as 
she walked towards me.

“Samantha,” I said, “that was the most beautiful performance I 
have ever heard.” She was smiling, giving a slight chuckle as she 
thanked me; her cheeks turned red and her eyes began to swell with 
a tint of pink. I reached out my hand to hold hers. She gently placed 
her soft, full hand and interlocked her fingers along my feeble, 
hollowing palm.

Frenzy of the Mind, Cont. 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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Before I would go to rest, I wanted to ask her a question. 
Upon the inquiry, she nodded her head. I horsley struggled to utter 
the words, but I asked, “Even if I have forgotten you, will you 
forget me?”

With tears streaking down her face, she promised, “No. I will 
never forget you, dad.”

“Thank you,” I said. I began to relax my head on the soft 
pillow and close my eyes. My heart was aching for the things I had 
missed, but I still felt at ease under the soft, cozy blanket. I tried to 
smile for her, but my lips could not do so. I told Samantha “I am 
smiling. I can still hear your piano playing in my ears.” I was just 
happy to know I still retained the love of my family, even if it is just 
a burning memory.

Frenzy of the Mind, Cont. 

Brett Phillips, Grade 11
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Christian Bober, Grade 11

Deep Blue Dunes
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Hannah Eisiminger, Grade 11

To read or not to read

It is no secret that the life of the modern teenager is packed full of 
club meetings, sports practices and social commitments on top of 
hours of nightly homework. After long days like these, students 
often turn to forms of quick entertainment such as social media and 
TV shows to unwind. One activity that is not always thought of to fill 
this time is reading for pleasure. Some students see reading as a 
time commitment that they cannot make, while others simply do 
not want to read outside of English class. However, there are 
obvious benefits to reading for pleasure in both school and students’ 
personal lives.

According to a study conducted by Concordia University professor 
Sandra Martin-Chang, most students show interest in reading while 
in elementary school. As they move to the high-school level, 
however, students lose the love for reading that they once had. 
Thirty-five percent of the students in the study said that they would 
enjoy reading more without analyzing the books that they read. 
There is one simple way to fix the problem of decreased interest in 
reading: reading for pleasure. Telling students who don’t enjoy 
reading to read more seems counterintuitive, but English teacher 
Mrs. Child explains that reading for pleasure can actually make the 
school reading experience more enjoyable.

“Students who read Poe and Hawthorne for school then go home 
and read Suzanne Collins and Veronica Roth for fun are exposed to 
different genres and writing styles. They get a much more 
well-rounded experience by reading things they enjoy,” says Child.
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Hannah Eisiminger, Grade 11

To read or not to read, Cont.

When students read books outside of the school curriculum, they 
are able to make connections to the novels read in English class that 
they may have missed otherwise. Students who read for pleasure 
become better discussion leaders in this regard because they may 
relate discussion topics to what they have witnessed in their own 
reading.

Child hopes that students understand that all reading is important, 
whether for school or for fun. She highlights the fact that reading in 
general helps to strengthen vocabulary and comprehension skills. 
Reading for school tends to focus on and strengthen critical and 
analytical thinking skills. Tools such as study guides help to guide 
discussions in the classroom and promote conversation among 
students.

Students such as Junior Emily Wickham do not always enjoy 
reading the books assigned in English class. However, Wickham 
spends much of her time reading and browsing book stores to find 
her next great read. So what is the difference between reading for 
school and reading for pleasure? The answer is simple: you must 
find a book that means something to you.

“A lot of the books we are required to read aren't the most 
interesting to students. Sometimes they make reading feel more like 
a chore than something enjoyable. Choosing our own books would 
definitely help change this view,” says Wickham.
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Hannah Eisiminger, Grade 11

To read or not to read, Cont.

Along with the obvious positive effects on school performance, 
students who read books of their choosing can somewhat escape the 
challenges of the everyday world. 

Wickham explains that reading has helped her to stay off of social 
media and worry less about negative events happening in the world. 
She enjoys the time that she can spend relaxing while reading 
instead of focusing on her phone.

For some students, finding a genre of literature that truly appeals to 
them is possibly the hardest part of becoming an avid reader. Child 
offers some advice in this situation as well.

“Keep looking,” says Child, “Try to find something that speaks to 
you. Reading is beneficial to everyone, even if it is just a comic 
book.”

Overall, students who can find books that they enjoy have more 
positive experiences throughout high school and beyond. Next time 
you’re browsing Amazon or are near a local bookstore, consider 
picking up a new book to read in your free time. You never know, 
you might just fall in love with reading.
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Addison Agnew, Grade 11

Friendship

Friendship is yellow 
It looks like a ray of sunshine on a cloudy day

It smells like freshly baked cookies 
Tastes like a picnic on a lovely spring day

Sounds like laughter that doesn't stop
Feels like a comforting hug when nothing feels right

Good morning beach
Addison Agnew, Grade 11

Palms sway in the wind
Sunlight breaks through morning clouds

A beautiful day
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Sierra Craig, Grade 11

Beginnings of Spring

Spring is beautiful,
All is anew.

See all the flowers,
Red, yellow, and blue.

New babes are born,
So small and innocent.

They snuggle with their mothers,
Growing fast in an instant.

The trees are budding,
It’s beautiful, you see.

The squirrels are excited,
For the nuts there will be.

Hear the birds singing,
In the warm sunshine,

As they whistle a melody,
You know it’s spring time.
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Sierra Craig, Grade 11

Seventeen

Seventeen,
Not an even number but an odd one,
Not an easy year but an exciting one,

A time when nothing is certain, 
And everything you see seems foreign,
When people go their separate ways,

Through their own emerald hedge maze,
Trying to do what they can,

To put them on their life’s plan,
They need to decide quick, quick on what to do,

Or else those plans might just fall through.
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Earth’s “last best chance”: applying 
COP26 to national, local levels

Emma Riddell, Grade 11

Climate change is an all-too real threat to the planet. Carbon 
emissions, deforestation and fossil fuels are just a few of the leading 
causes of a dangerous worldwide phenomenon that, if left 
unchecked, could destroy many of the planet’s natural habitats and 
communities. This only increased the vitality of the October 31 
through November 12 Conference of Parties 26, also known by the 
abbreviation COP26, a global United Nations climate summit that 
some, according to the summit’s website, considered the planet’s 
“last best chance” at limiting the consequences of climate change.
For almost thirty years, the United Nations has hosted annual 
climate summits that have worked to bring the issue of climate 
change to the front of the world stage, a position that has only 
grown in importance since the birth of the Paris Agreement in 2015 
at COP21. 

The Paris Agreement is an international treaty on climate change 
with a central goal of minimizing global warming to beneath 1.5 
degrees Celsius, an objective with an rapidly closing window of 
opportunity. If this goal is not reached, it could be disastrous for the 
earth’s climate with weather-based consequences such as increased 
heat waves, further melting of glaciers and the intensification of  
storms posing greater threats to earth’s inhabitants. 
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According to the UN Climate Summit and COP26 website, other 
goals of the conference included finding ways to preserve natural 
environments through adaptation, securing the mobilization of 
finances from developed countries, and collaborating to “finalize the 
Paris Rulebook (the detailed rules that make the Paris Agreement 
operational)” and “accelerate action to tackle the climate crisis 
through collaboration between governments, businesses and civil 
society.”

Conferences like this have been historically successful, and Senior 
Sam Smyakl agreed: “I think that climate summits, like COP26, are 
successful because they provide a chance for developed nations to 
come together and discuss the threats to our future that climate 
change causes and how we can prevent further destruction.”

However, as AP environmental Science teacher Mrs. Monteleone 
noted, “Potentially, a big conference like this could have no 
limitations. Anything could happen. But realistically there are limits 
[to what can be accomplished].”

Those limits are what makes it necessary for action to be taken on a 
domestic scale. The ideas from the climate conference can be 
applied through either the national or local levels, though each have 
different resources and capabilities.

Earth’s “last best chance”: applying 
COP26 to national, local levels, Cont.

Emma Riddell, Grade 11
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The national government has the power to make and enforce laws 
regarding ecological sustainability and climate justice. “At this 
point, it is the government’s responsibility to regulate climate 
change. The lead contributors to the increase in carbon emissions 
are from fossil fuels and deforestation.

The government must restrict the extraction of fossil fuels and 
harvesting of trees. However, they must also provide green 
alternatives and provide jobs to displaced Americans who worked in 
those industries [affected by the restriction],” Smykal said. 

But the full weight of climate responsibility does not fall on 
governments alone. As inhabitants of the earth, climate activists 
believe the individual should be held accountable for making 
“greener” decisions as well. 

While it can feel overwhelming to consider one’s impact on the 
environment, any ecologically sustainable choice a person makes 
has an impact, no matter how small. Be it through conserving 
electricity and water, cutting down on single-use plastics or 
switching to renewable energy in the home, there are a variety of 
ways to make a difference on the environment. 

Earth’s “last best chance”: applying 
COP26 to national, local levels, Cont.

Emma Riddell, Grade 11
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On the balance between the responsibilities of government and the 
individual, Junior Cayden Bennett said, “I don’t think most people 
make efforts to help the climate because as individuals we do not 
feel like we are making a difference. I would say [climate 
responsibility] would fall somewhere in between the government 
and the individual. The government can’t necessarily tell you what 
to do with our trash, [but] littering is very rarely enforced. … [I 
think] those who are taught correctly  about the health of our 
environment could pave a path and teach others.”

Monteleone referenced the significance of education as well. She 
believes that if people focused more on learning factual information 
about how they can positively impact the environment, as compared 
to misinformation from untrustworthy sources, they’d be more 
inclined to work toward making a difference. If people were 
well-educated on the matter, she said, change could come more 
efficiently and impactfully.

While the climate change crisis does not have a true end in sight, 
governments around the world, through conferences like COP26, 
continue to work for a more sustainable earth, and informational 
material for those interested in joining the fight against global 
warming is widely available. With enough help from both 
governments and individuals, the consequences of climate change 
can be limited, preserving planet Earth for generations to come. 

Earth’s “last best chance”: applying 
COP26 to national, local levels, Cont.

Emma Riddell, Grade 11
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Curious Calico Cat

Riley Dunn, Grade 11

A beautiful splash of colors on fur and two big round eyes staring out at me 
like two black saucers, ready for flight. 

The soft beanbag she stands on, all fluffed up and prepared for the day, with 
her standing still as a statue. 

Her determined face as she stares, as my dad snaps a picture of her, as if she 
is trying to pose. 

The rumble of the football game in the background as excited fans cheer on 
their rambunctious, roaring team.

My cat meowing and sniffing the air, the sound familiar now.  

The sweet aroma of popcorn in the other room as my mom prepares her 
afternoon snack. 

Water on my tongue as I take a small sip and lean back, watching my small 
calico cat as she moves around the beanbag. 

The cool fall air as if drifts in through my open window, filling up the house. 

Her soft fur as she purrs and moves around the blanket, her paws pattering 
around on the plush surface. 

The hard, cold camera button as I snap a picture of my curious calico cat.
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Sign of the Times
Olivia Herrnberger, Grade 11
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Seniors
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Name Poem

Owen Breide, Grade 12

 Owen 

Sibling of Tanner and Cash

Lover of food, welding, cars

Who feels bored, tired, hungry

Who needs air, water, and food

Who gives

Who fears sharks, silence, and heights 

Who would like to see the mountains of Fiji, the Eiffel Tower, and the Grand Canyon

Resident of Washington

Breide 
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The Color Gray

 Owen Breide, 12 grade

Boredom is gray

It looks like a cloudy day

Smells like rain

Taste like water

Sounds like thunder

Feels terrible
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Nature is Still Here

Owen Breide, 12 grade

We can't live without technologies,

Please accept my apology.

We abused this earth from time and time again,

Time to enjoy this time around.

After all the abuse

You people still refuse

That this one earth is ours now its a garbage mound.

The forests had been cut down,

Our world leaders did not crack down,

All we are left with is the dirt on the ground.

All this hatred we must pound.

We are currently disaster bound,

 beautiful mountains on the horizon,   

 beautiful flowers bloom in vibrant colors,

the sweet sound of the little birds chirping.

The water swishing gently off the rocks.

The pollen off the flowers quickly inhales through my nose smelling the sweet 

smells of flowers.

The sweet smell of the crick water flowing down the stream.

The salty taste of trail mix straight out the bag.

The refreshing taste of deer park spring water.

The soft feeling of mud off of the bank.

The cool breeze of a spring morning.

I feel at place. 109



College is…

Meredith Bryant, Grade 12

I am not ready to leave home yet,

And I refuse to believe that

I will do well in college

I may realize this as a shock, but

I will soar to new heights in college

Is a lie

I am not a college failure

In 30 years, I will tell my children 

I have my priorities straight because

Every grade

Is more important than 

My health

I tell you this:

Once upon a time

I was ready to get rid of these people,

But this will not be true. In my era,

I am just a scared child

Experts tell me 

I won’t make it through the “weed out” classes

I do not conclude that 

I will get a good job

In the future,

I will never be prepared

No longer can it be said that 110



I  am a smart and hardworking young woman

It will be evident that

I will get failing grades

It is foolish to presume that 

I am prepared for college

And all of this is true, unless we reverse it.

College is… , Cont.

Meredith Bryant, Grade 12
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Who Are You?

Meredith Bryant, Grade 12

You said together until the very end,

But tonight we could not be more apart.

I thought you’d always be one of my friends,

I wish it was possible to restart.

I do not know the person you’ve become,

So full of vengeance, anger, and revenge.

Your actions have left me completely numb.

Why can’t you see there’s no one to avenge?

I miss the old you and the times we shared.

What has happened to the kind girl I knew?

I hope that you know that I always cared.

If only you knew what you put me through.

Friends are not always there for the long haul,

But they leave you with the strength to not fall.
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Love is…

Meredith Bryant, Grade 12

Love is the color magenta.

It looks like going out to the movies.

It smells like flowers on a date.

It tastes like chocolate on Valentine’s Day.

Sounds like someone saying “I love you”.

It feels like hope spreading through your heart.
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New

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

It was time. I had to leave this place,

Carve my canyon into the unweathered stone.

As I wearily carried a solemn trudge through the meadow,

My heart lingered hesitantly between each blade of grass.

I reached the border, saw the dirt path 

Leading through the dense forest ahead.

Providing one last fleeting glance at those herbaceous fields, 

An aster showed its face, fluttering in the wind.

I stumbled for a moment

Admiring its soft petals in the amber sunset

And in that brief stare, a flood of red and pink

Saturated my ruminating core

To care for such a precious thing,

What a rush! What an honor! What an experience!

Oh, how dearly I wished to see it grow alongside me!
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New, Cont.

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

But the canary must flee the venomous mines, 

No matter how lustrous the jewels within

And to uproot this flower would be to kill it.

Sorrow anxiously grasped my mind as I turned to leave.

I could feel the rosette glimmering behind me

But the road ahead was clear

The song of a chickadee swung pleasantly through the air

I took a breath and closed my eyes.

Spring was soon to come. 
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Little Tim Timmy and the Wisdom Teeth

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

Twas a cloudy, moody day,

Tim Timmy was out to play,

Dashing to and fro around the playground 

As he slid down the slide,

Something stopped his glide,

Solemn, gurgling sound.

Tim Timmy stooped low

Peering ‘neath the bow,

And kept down a stifled yelp

For underneath the slide,

There did quietly reside,

A hole whispering for help.

As he peered within,

His blood ran thin;

The hole was lined with teeth 

They warbled and wrenched

With the most awful stench 116



Little Tim Timmy and the Wisdom Teeth, Cont.

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

Timmy could hardly breathe

“Come here, child, come closer still,”

Down Timmy’s spine went a chill,

“I’ll utter secrets no man could know

If you’d so kindly give me my fill.”

Tim Timmy, now curious,

Dashed back to his home, 

Searching desperately for something to eat

He stole some cereal,

Some oats and a banana,

Went back without skipping a beat.

“Here is food,” said Tim,

He opened his bag

And threw oats inside of the mouth.

It sputtered and coughed,

Hacked and smacked,
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Little Tim Timmy and the Wisdom Teeth, Cont.

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

“This is not food, I have no doubt.”

“Bring me something, wriggling and fresh,

with succulent flesh,

 and then I will tell you my secrets.”

Tim pondered for a moment,

An idea came to mind

He ran off to his home again, one thought in his head

His little pet Quirrel, the quirky little squirrel,

Nobody would miss if he turned up dead

Back again he ran, Quirrel tucked in his arms

The teeth clenched tight with eagerness

With a swift cast, Quirrel flew past

Thow jaws so ready to beleaguer
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Little Tim Timmy and the Wisdom Teeth, 

Cont.

Loretta Butler, Grade 12

Blood splattered, teeth chattered,

Bones crunched, jaws munched,

And Quirrel was soon no more.

With a satisfied belch, the mouth gave a grin,

Teeth dripping with warm blood.

“Thank you, child,” they said soothingly 

“Lean in close for me now.” 

Words were said gasps were made 

Screams were heard, minds were swayed,

And little Tim Timmy was soon no more.
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Sunset on the Water

 Sami Dames, Grade 12
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Picture Poem

Adam Gill, Grade 12 

An enormous gorge like a bottomless pit. 

A raging river weaving through the valley. 

Water racing down the gorge. 

Crisp rocky mountain air. 

The icy-cool river water. 

The moisture in the air. 

The very tangy scent of pine trees. 

The course rock of the valley. 

The old and worn guard rails. 

Adventure.

Photography by Adam Gill
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               Sijo

                             Adam Gill, Grade 12

Flying down the snow-covered slopes. Not a care in the world. 

Jumping off of jumps and doing one-eighties off of rails. I have to 

make a U-turn. I dropped my phone in the snow. 
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Abstract Noun Poem

                      Adam Gill, Grade 12 

Work ethic is a bright yellow. 

It smells like uncomfortability. 

It looks like doing extra. 

It tastes like eating broccoli. 

It sounds like practice at 5 a.m. 

It feels like success. 
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The Beautiful Game

Luke Higgins, Grade 12

I hope every kid brought their Ball

And everyone remembered their Cleats,

Thought the Coach

As they arrived at the Field.

None of them were covered in Sweat.

This was unusual for the Players.

As the pitch began to fill with Players,

They began to knock around the Ball.

Still no player was covered in Sweat. 

They had all tied their Cleats

For a tough practice on the Field.

They all expect rigorous training from their Coach.

The players listen intently to their Coach.

A scrimmage will be done by the Players.

They all get into alignment on the Field.

In center field sits the Ball.

The moment the whistle blows, there is a flurry of Cleats.

The players begin to Sweat.

As the game goes on the players become drenched in Sweat.

Every player wants to impress their Coach.

There is mud on their Cleats. 124



The Beautiful Game, Cont.

Luke Higgins, Grade 12

Everyone strives to be the best out of all the Players.

Each player focuses their gaze on the Ball

As it wizzes around the Field.

The striker flies down the Field

As he drips with Sweat.

He effortlessly dribbles the Ball.

This catches the attention of the Coach.

He takes it past the defending Players

 And puts it in the back of the net with his Cleats.

Practice is over and players begin to take off their Cleats.

The coach takes the cones off of the Field.

The practice has exhausted the Players

And they are all covered in Sweat.

The practice was well commanded by the Coach.

Each player packs up their Ball.

Each player takes a shower to clean off their Sweat.

The players have all left the field

And washed the mud off of their cleats.
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The Hunt

 Luke Higgins, Grade 12

Trees as they begin to shed their leaves

My grandfathers laughing joyfully on a bench

The crackling of logs as they roast over an open flame

The revving of quad engines in the woods

Fresh Pine Needles dancing in the trees

The scent of lumber coming out of the cabin

Freshly seasoned beef jerky burning my tongue like fire

Sweet and salty trail mix coating my mouth

Rough wooden benches inviting me to take a seat

The smooth grip of my .22 rifle resting in my hands 

The warmth of my jacket, hat, and glove
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The Season of Warmth

Luke Higgins, Grade 12

Waves licking the shore

Sand sticking to my wet feet

Sun rays warming me

Shooting at the hoop

Practicing my game all day

Hard work will pay off

Birds always chirping

Stays warm and gets dark at nine

This is summer time
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“Pushin’ P”

Darren Johnson, Grade 12

Precariously partaking in

punishing pressure with

problematic pushbacks.

Perhaps I pause,

Preposterous!

People pursue

People prevail

That’s why I Push P.
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Lucille the Lark

Darren Johnson, Grade 12
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The Three Amigos

Darren Johnson, Grade 12
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Barry the Bird

Darren Johnson, Grade 12
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Darryl the Racoon 

Darren Johnson, Grade 12
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Colors of the Wind

Sarah Maskarinec, Grade 12
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You Say

Mack Matthews, Grade 12

You say that you are nothing

The one human being that deserves

Their lifeline cut 

That every move you make swerves 

Straight into a rut

Going nowhere

You say that you are broken

Shattered into a million tiny shards

Cutting everyone around

That life is too hard

And you’re starting to drown

Because it’s too much to bear

You say that you are a casualty

Of a war waged in the dead of night

Deep inside your mind

That there’s no reason to fight

Because we will soon find

No reason to care
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You Say, (Continued)

Mack Matthews, Grade 12

But what if I told you of the light?

Of trees and birdsong and wonderful sights?

You have stars in your eyes

Always twinkling, always shining bright

Don’t let them go out.
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Why Won’t You?

Mack Matthews, Grade 12

Imagine a tiny sprout

Reaching up toward the sun.

Determined.

Now imagine that sprout

Ripped out of the ground,

Pulled up by the roots,

Crushed.

Every time it gets close

To becoming truly beautiful.

And yet, again and again

It grows back

Every time it is pulled

But still, 

It will never reach its potential

Because you won’t let it.
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Unsure Where To Go

Mack Matthews, Grade 12

I exist at an intersection of many roads

Long and short

Rough and smooth

High and low

At a place where fate and chance meet as equals

For my past decisions and coincidence have

Led me here

I don’t know where to go

I only know where I’ve been

I wander and wander aimlessly

Refusing to choose a path

I guess I’ll stop and rest

And sleep among the grass

But still I am fearful of the past

Fearful of the past

Fearful of the future

And the things I do not know

I stand at the intersection

Unsure of where to go 
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What is Poetry?

Samuel Smykal, Grade 12

Poetry is the sadness of a heartbroken lover

Poetry is the joy of a new mother

Poetry is the warmth of a sunrise

Poetry is the coolness of a summer breeze

Poetry is the hope that we all start with

Poetry is the grief that we inevitably feel

Poetry is all around us

You just need to open your eyes
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Presidential Practice

 Samuel Smykal, Grade 12

Competitive athletes, like Olympian Titans, are passing the time with a 

classic game of basketball.

Our former president, Barack Obama, is playing with the tenacity you 

expect from our commander.

The shuffling of shoes scrapes my inner ear

 and the booming bounce of the basketball echoes through the forest. 

The evergreen trees give off their familiar pine scent

As they dance to the mockingbird’s song.

The rancid scent of sweat strikes my nose

But the sweet taste of the cool summer breeze keeps me watching

The slippery texture of a fresh basketball seems to frustrate everyone on 

the court.

The court is sandpaper scraping against the bottom of my soles.

I feel entranced by their dance.
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Ekphrastic Poem

Vincent Smykal, Grade 12

Against a checkered background divided in twain,

Lays a pink figure with suave I’ll never attain.

Are you a mirror for your creator, pink muse?

Does he too wear a wink to hide his blues?

I now notice the pink face’s wrinkles and asymmetry.

Is comparing the artist’s face to yours more than just simile?

I interrogate you, painting,

Born from a washed-up celebrity’s straining.

Do you act cool with speech like “Yer Baby,”

Or are you, indeed, a sad effigy?

Do you hide pain behind this pink deflection?

Or are you simply a machination of my own overstressed attention?

Perhaps I will never understand,

The darkness hidden behind this pink man.

“Yer Baby”
Artwork by Ringo Starr

(2005)
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Poetry is…

Vincent Smykal, Grade 12

Poetry is a double-edged sword.

At its worst, it is a gateway to narcissism

A tool to fluff the egos of intellectuals

The belief that one’s ideas are soooo enlightened and complex,

That they cannot be expressed via paragraphs or sentences.

At its best, poetry is a beautiful depiction of the human condition

It engrosses the reader with unique structure and imagery,

And acts as a conduit from which the poet’s emotions can reach the reader.

Either way, poetry, like a double-edged sword, is never dull.
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Mom and Dad

Daniel Lee, Grade 12
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Reading It

 Blake Laine, Grade 12

My eyes scan over each word and line in the book,
My face void of emotion as I continue to sit and look.

A certain sentence or line makes me laugh softly,
Even though, I’ll admit, the line was corny.

The night goes on and the nightly wind howls and shrieks,
But that doesn’t bother me since the winds happen every two weeks.

I turn to the next page, 
my eyes widening and heart dropping,
He really couldn’t be gone, could he? 

I continue to read, 
not stopping.

I seem to read faster, 
my eyes darting quick as I read each word and each page, 

But sadly, he was truly gone, and I felt as if I would go into a rage.
I have read this book now for days 
and the author dare off him on me,

To calm myself, I set the book down, 
going to the kitchen to make some freshly brewed tea.
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Track

Justin Tonsetic, Grade 12

I love to run.                                                                              

I always choose to run the mile.

It takes a lot of effort and training.

I really hope to get a new record.

It feels so great when I finish.

I run distance.

It can be hard to run distance.

But, no matter what you have to continue to run.

If you do this, you will be able to finish.

It is quite simple to run the mile.

Once you get it down, you may get a new record.

But, you have to be willing to do the training.

I sometimes skip the training.

But, I never skip the distance.

I always try to be the best and get a new record.

Yes, I do run.

The workouts seem to be longer than a mile.

I am so happy when our workouts come to a finish.
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Track, Cont.

Justin Tonsetic, Grade 12

Sometimes I wish that the mile would finish.

After all this hard work and training.

It doesn’t seem worth it to just run a mile.

But I must finish the race and run the distance.

All I have to do is run.

And maybe one day I can break my record.

What if I never get a new record?

What if I can never finish?

And what if I can never run?

I have to do the training.

I have to run the distance.

I have to go the full mile.

It takes a lot of effort to run that mile.

And a lot of hard work to get that record.

And when I start that distance.

All I have to do is finish.

No more quitting the training.

Just run.

All I have to do is run.

All it is, is just a mile.

And maybe one day, I can beat the world record. 145



The Piano

Seon Crumrine, Grade 12

   

The piano is so old, 1920 to be exact

The keys are falling apart

The keys being played

sound like an opened grand piano in an echoed church

The beautiful sound of Mozart echoing throughout the house

The dust coming off makes an interesting smell

The old wood smells odd, but somehow good

As I play on a Sunday morning, I taste the coffee that’s sitting next to me

  I can still taste the scone that I had while practicing one day

The touch of the playing the minor notes always  sound sad

As I hold down the pedal with my foot, it makes a beautiful sound

The feeling of playing the E while playing Fur Elise is wonderful
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Poetry is…

Mick Ryan, Grade 12

A project waiting to be completed

A puppy looking at you with eyes full of wanted attention

It is a teenager’s room waiting to be clean

It is a mother waiting for the dishes to be done

Poetry is neglected and disliked

Poetry is thought of often and desired

It is the smile on a parent’s face 

as their child does their chores without argument

It is a freshly cleaned and neat room

A beloved pet getting the attention it deserves

A student’s procrastination cast aside

Poetry is an everlasting conflict between two thoughts

People decide whether they like or dislike it

Personally, poetry is a story that I want to read in most cases.
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At The Beach

Allison Sampson, Grade 12

light and fluffy clouds dancing in the sky

 seagulls eating bread on the shore 

 waves crashing into the sandy shore 

 whistle blowing on the ships at dusk

 fresh waffles at mom and pop diner on Sixth Street 

 the saltiness of the ocean still in my hair 

 funnel cakes from the boardwalk shops

cold, creamy ice cream on my lips 

 the warm, soft sand with my toes 

 the worn railing on the boardwalk showing age and memories 

 the harmony of the world when I am at the beach   
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Peace Is. . . 

Macie Durila, Grade 12

Peace is lavender 

It looks like happiness

It smells like fresh air 

It tasted like warm baked cookies

It sounds like silences

It feels like snuggly blanket
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This Is Me

Giovanni Cipoletti, Grade 12

Giovanni.

Tall, athletic, studious.

Son of Michael and Brenna.

Lover of football, basketball, and science.

Who feels content, determined, and ambitious.

Who needs only themself, some resources, and the necessities of life.

Who gives advice, assistance, and care.

Who fears themself, their own failures, their own abilities.

Who would like to see the world, the success of others
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A Part of the Game

Giovanni Cipoletti, Grade 12

Only two sports do I play
But I love them in every way
When I step onto the field or court
I know that my four years are indeed short
Every day is a new battle for me
I will prevail, undoubtedly
Having a team is not like, but is a brotherhood
You would do anything to fight 
for the guy who with you stood
Every day you are fighting for your minutes
It is not for all, some will quit it
Sports are my ultimate escape
Without them, in my heart there would be a gape
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Victory

Daniel Horne, Grade 12

We march on the field
The crowd roars

The other bands reveal
Our minds soar

We hit the note
The crowd is mesmerized

The judges wrote
We were surprised

We continued on
The other bands were beaten

The crowd was drawn
Our performance had won
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Luck

Seth Scuilli, Grade 12

Luck is green

It looks like finding 20 dollars on the ground
It smells like when my mom makes my favorite dessert
It tastes like  a perfect sandwich
It sounds like when my favorite song comes on the radio
It feels like when I get everything I asked for on Christmas
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Definition
Taven Vernau, Grade 12

Democracy: Something that some 
May never get to experience, yet

Those who have the privilege of it
Often take it for Granted.  

How truly lucky   
  We are to be  American
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                                 The America I See
                                     Andrew Balach, Grade 12

Patriotism is red, white, and blue

It looks like the freedom of America

It smells like the victory of the wars that made America and allowed 
it to

still be to give
Freedom

It taste like the food on Thanksgiving which represents the devotion 
of

America

It sounds like “The  Star Spangled Banner”  being played before a 
game-

It feels like happiness as America allows the pursuit of happiness.
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                   Autobiography for Me

                        Hannah Porter, Grade 12

Hannah   
Funny, kind, happy, easy going 
Daughter of Todd and Tiffany Porter 
Lover of the beach, ice tea, and puppies
Who feels excited about summer, the ocean, and driving 
Who needs family, friends, and t.v.
Who gives advice to friends, hugs to family, and encouragement for good 
grades 
Who fears spiders, mice, and cats
Who would like to see Las Vegas, Cheetahs, and England
Resident of Washington, Pa 
Porter    
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             The End of the Day

                                  Jose Delgado, Grade 12

I arrive at English class,  

People are happy because it’s our last class for the day.

I’m thinking in my mind, “I hope I can pass.”

Everybody is rushing to class like a driver on a speedway.

My teacher walks in and greets everyone.

The sun is shining through the window like it’s sunrise

The class feels like a non-stop long run 

Today is a day you could go to a state fair and win a prize.
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In My Head

Noah Polites, Grade 12

Home like no other 
Why do we even bother 

Time doesn't wait either its now or never 

Beauty within no matter 
Stop look soother 

Life take it like a shower 
Its now or never 

Lie like no other 
Fly like no other 

Live more or less rather 
Its now or never 



159

    Under the Lights

           Zack Krenzelak, Grade 12

The bright lights shining like the sun
The freshly mowed grass like a hair cout for the field
The ball slamming against a glove after whistling through
the air
Cracking of the wooden bat
The hamburgers sizzling and dancing on the grill
Earthy grass that makes you sneeze your brains out
The savoriness of a happy hamburger
Salty sunflower seeds that make you need a drink
The super soft, velvety leather of a baseball glove
Wooden bat splintering my hand after the ball jumped off
it
I am excited to win the difficult dugout game
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               Anger Is . . . 

                          Caleb Filer, Grade 12

Anger is red
It looks like getting a D on your test
It smells like dropping an egg on the floor 
It tastes like an onion on your burger
It sounds like getting mocked
It feels like a punch in the arm
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Ellie 

Ellie Harrison, Grade 12

Sibling of Quinten
Lover of shoes, clothes,and food

Who feels sad, happy, angry
Who needs love, affection, food

Who gives love, happiness, affection 
Who fears frogs, sharks, whales

Who would like to see China, friends, family
Resident of Washington

Harrison 
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Demon Drop

Mr.Columbus, Physics Teacher

You are riding the Demon Drop at Cedar Point. The Demon Drop at Cedar Point is 

freely falling at 1.5 seconds. What is the velocity at the end of this time? How far does 

it fall?

t = 1.5 s

Vo= 0 m/s

a= -9.8㎨

V= ?

Δy= ?

V= Vo + ½ at = 0m/s + (-9.81㎨)(1.5s) = -14.72m/s

Δy= Vot + ½ at^2 = 0 + ½ (-9.81㎨) (1.5s)^2 = -11.04m
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Jokes

Mr. Koroly, Math Teacher

I had a debate with a flat earther, he said he’ll walk to the edge of the earth to prove 

me wrong. I’m sure he’ll come around. 

What does “IDK” stand for? I’ve asked lots of people but nobody seems to know. 

A clown held the door for me the other day. I thought it was a nice “Jester!”
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  End of an Era

    Rebecca Booher, faculty, retired

Around and around and around the world turns

Like a dizzying merry-go-round.

Passion for one’s life’s work burns

As the years are suddenly gone.

Yesterday was year one - 

And then year twenty-three

Now it is year done

How can that be?

Savoring every moment.

Listening to every sound.

How different, how silent,

As the years wind down.

Around and around and around the world turns

Like a dizzying merry-go-round.

Passion for one’s life’s work burns

As the years are suddenly gone.



Puppetry
Jilian Sander, Alumni
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Self Portrait in Rembrandt Lighting
Jilian Sander, Alumni
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Submission Guidelines

Any student at Trinity High School is eligible to submit multiple 

works of writing to Istoria. All school appropriate works will be 

accepted. Submissions are accepted from September 1 - April 30 

of each school year, with the publication being created and 

distributed in May of each year. All entries must be electronically 

submitted via email to literaryjournal@trinityhillers.net on a 

Google Doc. Please make sure to include your name and the title 

of the work in the header of the document. When applicable, 

please type each entry. All submissions will be edited for 

grammar and mechanics, as appropriate. Questions? Please 

contact Mrs. Booher at the email rbooher@trinityhillers.net or 

come down to room 162 for more information.
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Thank you, 
Class of 2022! 

Good Luck in 
the Future

~ The Editors
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