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The Moonflowers
By Claire Factor

They say

hat the moontlowers bloom beside you
They whisper

Ihat the moontlowers prow mside you
But moontlowers we are not

We do not prow by your thoughrs

We do not drown in your darkness
Standing sull s not m our nature

[t1s only in the nature of the iron cyes and rhe

Moontlowers

The moontlowers love you

We will not do the same

\We will not be used in vein

We will not abuse the pain

We will not confuse

the delicate sinner moontlowers

We do not thrive i your abyss

We do not marvel at your twisted nature
Only grow away trom the light
Iarther from our own skins

Aod run away trom your ashes

Run

Unnl the wind pulls us to the ground
And screams hollow words

Watning tor us to shrink

But no matter how long your shadow holds us

We will never become
‘The torever soulless moontlowers
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The Thinhker
By $.M.

e ts sitnng there thinking

e daren’t say what he s rhinking aboue

That what the artist knows

But vou are not rhe artist

That’s when vour imagmaton comes in

[t spreads ke a wild fire

You tmagine what he s

N great thinkee, artst, invenror or something clse
te could be just using his imagination

Your ustg yours trying to understand what he s
[s thar what the arnse s saying and making a starement
About the human race

Within a strucrure

When vou look at it

We imagine because we have an imagination

3 Haihkus
By Joey Clccone

Towers, looming high
Spears i the darkening sky
Preccing, will e die?

Paciently watching
\waitting his prey, he lurks
Awaiting his meal

Books, so thick, they sie
silent on shelves, theie white leaves
Blossoming in gloom




Sugar Cubes
By Kenrich Cai

'he supar cubes \
On the brown table, Sy
Next to the cup, *—«:\\w
Next to the howl, e

Gleaming 1 the sunlight, /
How it’s so delecrable,
How tempting it is,

Luring me in,
Uhe gleaming sugar,

Next to the bowl, \/\/\

Next to the cup, 8( \{

The sugar cubes, _ 7 .
7oA/
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The Labyrinth

By Cori Sherow

[t contuses and yer amuses you,

[t also loses you.

[t somenmes makes you go around in a circle.

But when you tinally get out you say to your selfit’s a miracle.
[t watches you tul as you go the wrong wiy.

You see, s the labyrinth's favorite game that it plays.

[c wants you to snap and frustrate.

It wants you to lose parients.

The labyrinth deaides your fate.




Light

By John O'Connor

So bright

fn the nipht e keeps me warm
L che sun rses

\oain

Makes the dark tun away m tear
So fast

S0 quick

Right betore my eyes

The hght trom the lamp
Provides not only light

Bur lite

Music
By Gabby Keefe

[t could be pleasant. ..
Or 1t can hurt
Ditferent types cqual ditterent sounds.

Ditterent people, ditterent vorces.
Iither good cither bad.

Flowing through your mind
Makes vou happy or makes you sad

Chlocf}\és_i'l
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Untitled
By Paul Knoth

Vou hold my life rogether

Neep me in line

Strong, seurdy, aleader of the pack.
\s vou cat more and more, you
Grerwader

Fich, 2 ch 3 inch b

How could [ ever ask tor more?
Your only problem, if [ must convey.
[s vour need o label one how-one way
As the year comes o a

Celestal close,

Faay farewell. .
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Beyond

By Claire Factor

Rumn

koo

Save

[don't

l‘mr

[Death

~stdlness

Riohe
54
tosvards the nearest

;,{ht s fown

from the thinos
that vou've done

Wron

4

thae whar vou
Lehieve s rone for

Crond
vour breath and
seream because
vorrwere born to be

ol

the above the
haunred castle
,i“(i h\"(' feos '&\.'()”(‘('r
whiat lies
lﬁpﬁ}'f}l\(l
overtakes vour
mnd and nakes

vou drik The skwes

15 too much tor

e mmd made

of bloodshed and

autumin rrees

Vre tathing

somagnibicent and
mevitable with
eves torever closed
and every prece of

beauty masked by

When all s written 1 stone



Untitled

By Karl Linneman

Red rose

Why do you hang so nicely?
\When vou shine in the mist

You sparkle like rubtes 1 the sun
You are the truit ot a bush

But when you are prcked

You lose your greatness

lake a caped bird

\Why do you not stay?

Beauntul torever.

Baseball

By Tyler Tschumi

With the crack of rhe bat,
The pound of the glove

Ihese are the sounds ot the game,
Uhat everyone loves,

[ hieting, and ticlding

[rs also tun,

Running and stealing,

We've vota pame to get done.

Basketball
By Jared Clarh

Basketball s my tavorite sport

People like the way [ dobble up and down the courrt,
Swish so good 1t’s like 'm trom the hood
[ dribble up and I take it to rhe basket
Then ['ll put you 1n a casket

['m s0 good at this sport

They had to make a whole new court
The basketball ts round

Now [ own your town

Since rhe town s mine

[ can keep basket ball on my muind
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Soldiers of Life

8y Claire Factor

Fhe nights cold and weathered
\nd strnes ot old are tethered
\cross our desolare souls we bare
Fhe drastie meaninges ot a single stare
Lives that we so carclessly lose
Shp rthrouph our tingers i no cost
We clamber ro orab hold
Ot tniendships torsoten ot old
Uen thousand years ago
fn the eves of our mnocent toe
Aowar thar tought tire with tire
People bowmg down to the lar
\Was that vour oreatest tear?
Tharail voulove
Would abandon you here
Was that vour only problem?
thar the gullible taces of children lay solemn
That vour pertectly plastered life was in shambles
That the people vou pay never listen to vour rambles
So draw back your guns my solders ot lite
Don't miss a chance to use your new knite
Run out and srab the first person you sce
\re we really that ditterene?
You and me
Barmyg your soul with a mockery ot atles
¢ hoosing never ro believe m rherr idols
\nd running away trom your problems

That we have no chotce but to tollow




Flordia

By Matteo Danisi

The sun s a glowing orange in the sky,
The seagulls are white arplanes silently
Floatng m the wind.

The heat s like a coal tna burning
Wildfire, burtung my skin.

The beach s fiery
White sand.

The sea shells are
Cems of the beach.,

The water 1s an :upmm:u‘mc
In the currents.

The waves are hke
Anger nsing,

A boowte board s
A\ skateboard
Without wheels.

Summer
8y Ana Brown

Summer heat ts a voleano crupting,

The sun rsing s shootng lava trom the spout.

Foggy davs of summer are steam comung from a volcano
With bursting lava

Mountans are watertalls bursting

A\ voleano s lava sprouting trom a mountain

sizzling heat s botling lava crupting

Summer blaze s simmering lava

Sprouting lava 1s fireworks i summer

Blasnng colors 1s a summer sunset

Blasting volcanoes with lava crupting 1s a beauntul glaze m the

sumimer



Snowflahes
By Madeline Finnegan

snowthikes are butreethes
Dancing thoughre the heavens.
ght

Fean carch them e my palim,

So lighower

The dehicare trosred wings
\re cold upon my skin,

fey crystals fall trom the sky
But ont ot all ot them

Notwo are wlentieal,

Winter Maiden
By Chloe Driscoll

[ walk ourside rhe door
\id [ oreer the snow,

She savs rhat winter s here,
But I already know.

The snow brings many messages,
Urom rhe west to turthest cast.
The snow s a fair matden.

The snow 15 4 howling beast.

she stands beside my window
Where she hangs spears of ice.
Though not rradinonal defenses,
[ winrer battle they suthice.

Snow s the rarest being

She does seem sort ot tlighty-

But the impact she makes upon us
[s hest desceribed as mighty.



Nature
By Paul Knoth

s untque and beanntul as winrer snowthikes:
\s warm and mviting as the summer’s dawin:
Thines like rhis go fare bevond;

\What nature has 1o olter.

Flv on proud bird vou're Tree ar lasr,
Saved from this indusoral mass;
Travel netther weak nor weary on your humble path;

Fly ong tly on, vou're tree at lase.

A Tree

By Chris Marhs

Brown bark very hard

Cireen leaves very sott

some branches big

some branches small

Some branches hard as 4 rock

some sottand thimsy
Roots on the ground while

Roots can mp you

You are walking m the torest

Trees pive us the oxygen we need ro breath
The oxyeen we need ro ve.

Sanctuary Pond
By Melissa Lo Brutto

[ feel the bright, warm sun on my back as [ sitin the small tield nexe to
Sanctuary Pond. The dry grass teels ke tumbleweeds under my bare palms. \s
{ srare at the rall trees prorecting the pond, I hear a tew colortul leaves
whispering in the wind as they drtt to the ground. T got up and walked closcr
to the pond. The pond was a huge mirror retlecting the golden and auburn
irces. | stroke the smooth stones at the pond’s edge and think, *This 1s the
most corgeous thing ['ve ever set my eyes on.”



A Winter Lemon
By Sara Lutz

Winter s a sour lamon

Thars burer and cold

The lemon pices run down an
\nd drop 1o the ground

With asilent plop.

Fhe acudity from the lemon
Is the cold air

Whipping people i the tace
When they step outside.

When the snow starts to mele
And it becomes slush, e

s alemon shushy watning

To be caten by a child.

wicle




Winter Signs
By sarah Rubin

Lverything is getung ready tor
Uhe long snowy road ahead.

The mountains are all bundled up
{n thetr white blanket.

A vast, open plain

[ {as an endless

Trail of animal footsteps.
The animals are cranking
Up the heat.

After checking into

Their luxurous sulte.

Besides the animals,
‘The jealous trees,
Are shivenng,

For they have lost
Their winter coats,
[ .ast tall

liveryone is avolding,

The water beyond the trees.
liver since fall,

T'he pond|s hearg,

[as turned cold.

Next to the pond,
The snow 1s racing
Along the cold harsh rundra.

The antmals,

Are all wondering,

Where's the green grass

That used to be nested

Beneath their feet?

Where's the blue sky

"T'hat used to be outstretched upon them?
\Where's the pink berries

'hat used to taste sO sweet?

All of that has been rcplnccd,
With a cool electric,

CHHLL!




$now Storm
By Shoshana Smith

\ cust ot arcte aie disturbs the crystal white snow that covers the crisp
ice. Out from behind the snow cloud, comes a mother. Fler matred white tur
blowtng as her strong hind legs push her turther and  turther towards the
rushing water, where her stumbling cubs are at play. They are pouncing at cach
other like a lion pounces at tts prey. Behind her she leaves footprnts unul the
next snowstorm. The cubs stop bickenng and watch rhetr mother with alert
eyes as she dives into the tce tilled water. She comes up, making a loud splash,
holding dinner in her powertul mouth. The tamily digs 1n, and the two cubs are
rushing to their tar shate ot tood. The cubs tind this tasty tish a rare treat now
that 1t 1s hard for the tamuly to find tood during this time when their home s
melting away slowly. Once tinished, but soll with the taste ot fish in their
mouths, they huddle rogether as the mght sky gets covered with a pitch black
blanket. "The temperature drops, now teeling like they are in a block ot ice,
rather than on it The mother snitfs the air and can el something 5 not rnight.
Her ammmal wsunces tell her thar there s danger coming. Soon cnough, the
small huddling family can only hear the tierce wind hitting thetr cars from all
directions. They can feel snow swirling up around them and hitting thetr sides.
The panicking cubs yelp, hoping their knowing morher would do something to
oet sate. She stays. The storm stops. Al s calm agan, "The polar bear tamily
huddles back ropether with the tresh blanket of sott snow under them and
around them. The atr smells tresh and like home. They are content. All ts calm
AN,




$now
By Angela Bruschi

Clouds are rushing
Temperature dropping

¢ hildeen waning
Rummaging rtheough clothes
Now the tiest tlake talls
Switling downward

¢ hildren hurey scurry
I.ooking for the snow clothes
A dressed

Getnng darker

Mother calls

Dinner ready.

Snow
By Shaun Willlams

Snow is god’s way of saying hello.

[{e sends down angels to guide the snow.
But not everybody knows.

That snow does not always mean hello.

Somernes (tmeans sty away.
Not everybody should think to play
[n a snowtall this violent today.

But snow usually means peace.

With diamonds of snow glistening on the trees.
Snow is god’s way ot saying hello.

[fe sends down angels to guide the snow.




Winter

Steven La

Fhe cold wanrer wur

[iohily strikes mv face

As L keep my hands from comg numb ook
[7pac the sky and

It scems thar the

Snowthikes are dancing

levandy as they tall ro

Farth and makes a

Sott world ot whire

Fhat blankets our world

s |y there watching P
The sky [see the north : }6\\,
Star and then Frell this {S‘“ ,
world vood bye. i/ |

lcy Snowflakes

By Jacey Vaccaro

A startish s an ey snowtlake

[n the ocean.

Stactish sticking o the sand

[s an ey snowtlike onvour hand.
I'he ocean waves come up and
The sand builds up mnto a4 winter
Wonderland.

['Takes ot sand star to fall but they
Turn o itdle drops ot sale warer.




Spring Night Shy

By Sydney Pece

Fhe moon and the stars

i the mght sky

ook so beanttul and brighe

The sky s umque and every mghe
vou should take a peak and reahze rhar
vor can take 4 break and relax.

ook ar the stars,

vaze into the sky,

and hsten o the crickets chirping,

A shoonng srar might pass vou by,
oanake awish and gaze miro the sky.
The sky s so goregeous, so brghte

and mystertous, so come outsude

and enjoy

Uhe might sky s somerhing spectal.

The Stream
By Ruby Bard

The srream

[n rthe summer

Gushig and rushing and gurgling
Weaving through the rocks hike a snake

[ the winter

Sl

\nd frozen, like a black and white photo
And 1's watting

[n anncipaton

Lo hive again

el w) x

s

ot

e

)




Stars
By Kyle Scagneili

Vi cnormons

NMass ot hear,

Made up ot oases,

They have many sizes

Vi colors,

such as

Red, oranee, and vellow

Vnd the horrest ot all,

Blue.

Fhey are used for

Wishing and even sichesceeing,
People will see one shoor by,
\nd wish tor something they've
Always desired.

Fhey are very mystertous

And unpredicrable.

Fhey are quite asieh

Up i the mehe,

Tree
By Jessica Dejong

\ crant bough stuck out ar me

From the nearest green, pine tree
Waving i the cool winter breeze

[ snck my hand out and it touched me.
The hard rough bark rubbed agamst my skin
had a scrape as [ pulled my hand in

looked up to the sky and to my surprise

\ beauntul dove tlew by

[t landed tn the hard, rough bough

\nd chirped happily trom then "ol now.




The Ocean
By Joey Bautista

Dark and Blue

Forcetul and ierce

[ walk in and here it comes.

[t's heading toward me.

Iast and Feroctous

And how 'm m dawn and Decep.
U'm straggling bur, [ can’t get out.
[t’s over now and I'm on the shore
FHere it comes agun.

['m i tor more

Whoosh.
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Qur Precious Planet
By Morgan DeSimone

shw«ii)éi‘ Loy ~ove fu‘r‘

O rhac b o sore,

St need o work roocther,
Fevorder to fied o cure,

she s sirnooling deeply,

Rl as e speak.

B the lonoer we wat,

Fhe more she orows weak.
O Foareho s callime o,

Vi we need o !I(’;t!‘ lltﬁ!‘ S
Wl we cancdo ro help,

Poach and evere day,

Thind acspecial place” she'll say,
Chnd e anigue pare

Chermshoar torever,

Vo fove osenh o heare

.

St sl she Tl snoeest,

Nod helieve m conrselt,

Boecanse helievime movonrselt,

Fo Dehevino i oihers as well

Vpprecrre what vouare given cach day,

Forthere are alwavs others who are oiven

| .
TR

The Wonder

By Morgan DeSimone

Respecr who vonare,

Vi our precious phiner as well,

Fong hves the Wonder,

mside my <ol

s s precious as silver,

a5 precious s oold,

Somenmes ts unreal,

unheard ot or obscene.

Bur alwavs vealisne,

mside of M.



Title- How Old Are You?
I. “How old are you?”
2. P 16 years old!”
3. "How old is Brittany?”
f. "Sheas 1,000 years old!?

By Ben Ambrosim
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Gaby says, “Hi, Monique!”

A boy arrives, “Hello, Jacques!™

Monique responds, “He is super handsome!”

Brigitte says, “He is super handsome!” Monique is not happy.
A tall and beautitul old lady arrives.

0. She says, “Hey! Gaby! [ am your grandmother!™

e e —
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By lan McAllister



Laugh
By Claire Factor

Faneh, Faugh ac thetr valnerabilines, laugh at the reasons you cry.

Show me why, Show us all why, Why are vou permcable?

Tell these people. People screaming tor rhe innocent souls lostin the barle.
Laveh. Laugh ar the madmen, who dare ro dream, to be ditterent.

Crv. Cry tor the love that you've never had.

The people whose souls you killed, and may never recover.

Fhey are vou. You're one in the same.

Fist an avernty

y
P

¢ day, huding behind your mask.

Bur today 15 the day ro leave that mask behind on your bedroom tloor.

1o cry tor the losses vou caused others. Never tor yourselt,

Bur vou can't lash our, vour mind won't let vou

Wrapped up in hopes and dreams. Kept alive by vour will, and no one else's.
But some days, thar will 1s cone, and you are dead.

No one sees vou. Not roday.

Bur dare you wish somenmes death would last longer,

Know that no hite is worth this hiving,

\nd then vou will laugh. Laugh because you have no more rears lett.

Iaueh because they call vou msanity,

I augh because they cry.

Crv because they laugh.

Run tar away. Hide 1na shell.

Go ro a place where only ghosts can heat you.
Where demons whisper and angels sneer.
Never dare to ask why,

Never dare o laugh again.




Untitled
By Hannah Pratt

[ rave vou my heart

\nd vou rhrew i away

Frold vou FHove vou

Then vou went a SCPATAIC Wiy

Vou sard vou need some nme alone
Phen the very nexr day

Ui vou wirh a ol unknown
How could vou do rhisy

How could you say

We can't be rogerher?

SO ST 00 away.

Untitled
By Hannah Pratt

We tighe

We live

We die

Uhis happens every day
Fovenit we don't wanr it
Does 1t have to?

Do we all have to fear our tutures?
Today

Yes

Tomorrow

NoO

Why haven't we tixed it ver?
Because we're scared

Why?

We don't know the outcome
And because we are scared of
change.

Untitled
By Hannah Pratt

The notes Hlow throueh the air
Wraps me up i the beauty of the
sound

Fills my thoughrs

(s all T ean tocus on

But then s sone

she stopped playing

Now ' vone

Not really

But now there is no purpose ot
bemg here

S0 'm gone

Ll”
‘ $




Achieving and Struggling
By Zipphora Rutty

There are hard nmes

Fhere are rongh times

\s the tme poces by

Through there nothing betrer than ro always rry
\Wherher you struggle

\Whether vou are ok

Never sy never

T'o what s umportant

\Which 1s ro be successtul

Which s ro achteve

1o listen to vourselt

1o always believe

Or vou'll end up hike someone you don't want to
Be or live that's how lite seems to me

You can become your own enemy.

Time
By Sierra Pardus

[am i prson cell

That 1s my head, trapped ina costume
This mv Body,

[0 a swirling room rthat 1s a black hole
Of never ending sorrow and griet
1his s my mind.

\s e escapes me through

My breath as my heart beats

As though it rrapped

My sight goes.

[t 1s just a dream i tront of me

The time 15

(rone.






Mirrors
By Fiona Bohan

[ see myscelt bur Pmonot the same
A\ hollow shell of me
\ parallel twin
[er ips move but no sound comes out
Can she hear me
Why can’t [ hear her
[s that what I really look like
So many questions 'd like to ask her
But I know there will be no response
But my best questions 1s who's the retlection me or you?

Untitled
By Zipphora Rutty

ook at the sky so

Beaurttul during the sunhight and the might
The srars sparkle above us.

People are happy

People are laughing

People rake care ot the grass and trees
Keep i green

No cruelty

The sky s grey, all ot a sudden, 1t doesn’t shine!
There are no stars during the night

Where did it all go?

People are sad

People are struggling

People are at war

The ¢rass 1s no longer green

The trees...no leaves on the trees

The sky gets cloudy and starts to rain

Until people are happy once again though,
Right now people are just not getting along,






If

By Harrison Zraly

sceme is helieving,

Then why don’nwe po seer

< tf not mtnguingy?

Orr does our lonorancee disagreer
It scemn s helieving

Then qm':ﬂitm everythime vou see
Because vou may be deceving,

What ltes behmd certamny

War

8y Mason Hooper

Vore blood on the oround than water m the world
People tiphting endlessty

Civine up their hves to protect thetr country
Bullets spray fike ram on the hartle ticld

Fndless hordes of people chargmg ke antnals
1he vunshots sound hike thunder

Wl e ever endr

[ doubt ir, there is always something fo tight about

War

Why

By Kenrich Cai

Why do we have o tight?
Just tor what we think 1s righte

Why can’t we stop the hate

\nd let everyone stand great?

\WWhy must we cease

\ nation that we can put into peacer
Why can’t we all be glad?

The good and the bad?

W hy must we have war?

When it just makes us sore?






Terrorist
By Cody Murawa

ferronst

ol my people

Iovery pl:ttic

Withour o trace

Woalking mnto butldings

¢ Laming tmnocence

ey have a bomb strapped
1o therr chest

Boom.

Death

8y Karl Linneman

Dyeath

{ ke a cloud of darkness

It comes leaving destruction i is parh

itis 4 cloud of ash

[ ike a thorny rose

Pretty at test

Bur when we pick vou you prick us and make us bleed
You always rake wway and never give back

But vou are beautttul ar the same mne

\Vaking room tor the new.







War

By Kyle Scagneili

\War ts otten

reterred toas

power and pride, but
what many people forget,
msantty.

There are two stdes,
auanst war or

with war.

war solves problems,
ves, but

1t also creares more.
<o, what sude

e vou ony

Lucy the Cat
B8y Ruby Bard

She sleeps onand on

\s if she will never awaken
Sometimes we think she's gone
[er furry body snil and corpse-like

But then,

\ rwitch ot her tal

Tells us she s alive

And she opens her weary eyes
\s if she is reluctant to wake up

\nd one day

She doesn’t wake up

\ndd her cold body lays hmp in a box
\nd all you can see s your tears
Streaming down like ramn.
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My Life

By Angie Hernandez

My lite 1s hike Tiving mabox
You never know where to vo
Oy what ro do

vervwhere oo there is problem
Sometimes | teel hke

[live ina pretend world. ..
 pretend o smile

[ pretend to be happy

But m realiy

[ don't know

Y hat to do

Or where to o,

I feel irapped

[ 1ke no one cares

e 1s untane

\Where 1s that one person L count one
Things happen

Bue | never thought

You would turn on me,

Out ot all people,

T'en months,

Our the window

Onro the next one

ey if's just

My lite. ..

S
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Untitled
By Marcelina Martyneh

There 1s @ war between day and mght
Day brings lite, and night death

The bright light struggles to win the tight
But night prevals and will not be left

It has gone on torever, since the dawn of time
No breaks no rest

Just hike @ wind chime

[Cs a huge rest

And [ will know

That day and mght

\re just in it tor the show

And might, just mghte

Gon tor the kill

And the world will be lett with nothing o till




Untitled

By Morgan DeSimone

N e »»p(nzi\;s tor nselt,

‘:t‘!'\}th n!\, tlilt{(‘l\tllu‘,\.
Py e o dearn s b,

o he workd wdt hold hands

What | Will Always Miss

By Morgan DeSimone

[ o adready s and vordre just harely sone.

SChen D o sonhow vong Ddon’t have the power to sty strong,

P e cvane bk Dicoaise bt von ‘h‘k‘('; :(\f‘t' N ‘i«,‘HH(,\ \\H}) 1.

Conample cane et hecise now, voree jon bl and healthe e ree

Dyoan i bnosy o B loep beamen, Foselove siong o muchn

Cooees P oo bone i nine vears roocther fad heen enouel
Corecor fecs ke by it aponal Lt e

Nopapped ap s bonde, coclosed trrm and neht.

e monoe T had thonehe STesatball e the same’™

P e hooe dhine thar | Qi know weas that readiny posesn e a e,

S b oke nprno s the sc.

Lo prescnce b antshed, e vonr pronre mots Framc.

Phe o bihoehn Pl hadbon onr e lett roncther, dissolved nehicthrons b holed,
e Hn vontd be diffiend, bhirmow more ever, | necd 1o he bold.

!)L' <th'i1\lxul.

|

A

S b hearc and protecive spirg sl alway s

Poc nee w0 o cors ofb ianistakable memaories hould never, ever be pernshed.

AR

o sccts sclshn Tdidn T wem vou to deave

o Ui contidont that onr mutual atfecnons w b rever have 1o serze.
conedae o] e vonnd once aoanm be tdled wirh bhiss,
Uit ool then, o <hondd know thar the muague DHond hetween s s oahar badh ahvavs pss



Forever Friends
By Angelica Hernandez

You are my tnend and that s rrue,

Bt the ot was given trom me to vou

We went through moments that were sood and bad
ven moments that were happy and sad

You supported me when Dwas i reaes

We stuck tovether when we had our fears

Lo really sad thacie has to be this way

But it has reached s very hast day

Vailes away can't keep us apart

Because you will always be iy heart

Untitled

By Zania Anderson

When vou grve trom the botrom ot your heart,
vou e so blind to the destructnion 1t may start.
People tike advantages ot what we call tove,
hut who said love is supposed to feel good all the funer
Not [, not vou, not he, not she.
But there 15 one thing we could never be:
lamily

Morak: people who are very nice can get fuken advanrage ot casily, but tinally
realize what reallv s happening.

fr
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Love
By Cori Sherow

ove s hike the spring,

(s wartn, it s knd and itmakes youwantio sy

When vou have love in your heart, love keeps it trom sphtting apart.

Bt when you think you found that spectal someone and it ruens out o bea fake,
Your heart becomes empty and 1t feels likeit's about to hreak.

\id when or it that happens don't be alarmed or sad.

Because vou will tind That someone.

[ will turn out to not be that bad

Little Women
8y A. R.

e challenging path of awoman,
Bieth and death,

I ove and hare,

Crrowing up to ke, !
Whatever voun imay handle. T ——
T'o be vour own selt, ‘ ~ .
(o 1ind vour own re yad. \
1 hat sometimes can get bumpy. b -
Srrength and wisdom, ~
Trust and balance. /\ -
Follow vour own heart. V : k
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I Am From
By Cori Sherow

[ un from a hife that has seen
Wity OO iy horrible things.

[an trom a hite that loves to s,

[ an (rom a heart thar has been
hroken.
[ uan from a dream that will

never be awoken.

[ from a mind mowhich
[ feed i music.
I un from being love sick.

[ an trom a heare that will never
be changed,

never be sealed, never be arranged.

[ am trom a el who s atrmd
ro speak her mind.

[ am trom a dad who needs
(o unwind.

[ from a lite ot poverty.

[ un trom myself wantng ro be me.
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(e tollowing are aseries ol Haihkus wiien by Paul Knoth.

Life Wisdom

W hat s a lbenme Onar wisdom s learned

Bt o sacred mysrery U'rom our life expenence

That we discover ot from textbooks
Happiness Love

1he immortal Hood | ove s ditticult

Ot our human happimess [f there’s no love, there’s no hite
[rom which we grow strong love is true kindness

Friendship

Vo detine Tnendship

We must contribute values
Of love, hope and joy.

Money

What s our money
But the root of ail evil
The best miracle

Death

U nderstanding death
{5 hike litting heavy wetghts

Through 1, we grow strong




The Forh in the Road

By Claire Factor

[ ce ten thousand fiphts
Flashine

[ Tiear ten thousand vorees
Sereaming

W hen 4 concluston comes
Vird Drines more questons
Diragging cvery wetght

1o bhare onmy shoulders
Alone

It scems nobody

P willing 1o isten

When will T eome to (he tork m the

road?

W hen will Toetevena olimpser
The chotees Dwill have to make
The choices am stdbmaking
Vi chance to tind cverything
That seems only a distant story
1o me and b others

Ask a question

What 1s your happiess made of?

| will say nothing

\nd silence will rell the answer
My braum that swims

[t swims in grey

And scarches tor

A meaning

To detine

1rue happiness

[ must suppose

That my happiest memories
\re those [ have yet ro create
Perhaps the choices T make

[ lave a purpose

And retlect onmy furure

As a person

\s a beatng heart that roams
separate

From all else

\nd the tork mthe road
Wil send me away
Fowards what Jdircction?
[ have as little a clue

\5 anyone clse

What comes next?

| un\y see copies

And they themselves
\re watching the copies ot copies
Because very litle

[s real

A\nd most things m hte
\re everything they don't seem to
he

\What about the rest?

WY hat about the pm)plc?

Sull stuck at the torlom the road
People like me

Wary

Deciding

But still indecsve

Oy all that lies betore them
Afraid to reach out

Though the blackness

1o taste the biter sung

Of what 15 unknown

A\nd removing layer by layer
Personalities intlicred

lighting with your mind

Stitling your screams

Certan of nothing

\ skeptic

T'o atraid to question the world
A philosophcr

T'o afraid to scarch themsclves
A\l those lett behind

Cast aside

Because the tork in the road
\Waits tor no one



Siblings
By Asher Weinman

Fle makes me hwgh

She makes me smile

e punches me bl Dinsore

\nd she whines tor awhile
Mommy loves to see us get along
Put when we don't

hac's when daddy vers mvolved
But ar the end of the day

When we are all togerher
There's no way 1o separate us

¢ ause we ll love cach other
[Forever

Sisters
By Poppy Vaughan
Why am [ alone .
s just me i
Cinly me

. X fx«-’v;,a T Sy
Just me mom and daddy : -*w‘,qg’ NP

7 y Ut e

[ want someone by my side N @% ( DY j‘" \
’l‘u share everything with “ 4#\,3 N Ry Ny
U'o oet tto 1 meantngless tight N R .

oY o P ] hand ‘}' i \ \\, \3 . o MW'Z'X
But will be best triends with o RN (2 e T

« . \;( il U R -

[ want someone to talk to . “ifidﬁj

\nd 1 know she would, too
Lor she s just next door
AT want s tor someone
Someone to be a best triend
But more, my sister



Excuses
By Cori Sherow

Vs Rosen, Eknow we are m the middle of class.
B it irs ok with vou, there’s one thing that ask. .
Vs Rosen, can boeta drink?

YVou don't have 1o think.

Just say ves

vad Pl be onmy way 1o the sink.

Vs Rosen, can boetademke

S s, Rosen, §love penod three.

Buar, it vorn can, can you do one more thing tor me?
Ms. Rosen, can byo to the nurse?

[ don't need a hearse

Liven though my leg hurts,

[ just need 1o go to the nurse.

Vs, Rosen, class has been fun,
But it vou don't let me go

Then you will shun.
Ss. Rosen, can L go tomy locker?

Knowing me 10s not that big ot a shocker. /
it donteo, e
e o - TN/ 7/ /
Ihen [ ean’t o to atter school soceer. T / }
‘ oy i/ ;
Ms, Rosen, can L go tomy locker? A // f
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Snowmobiling
By Jessica Merten

(it onmy helmer, my gloves and my coat,
Start up my snowmobile

\nd vo, go, go.

Up the hulls and theough the ficlds,

I'he snow blowimg i my tace,

Uhe wind whipping through my tingers!

I push the throtrle a lutle harder.
[ 1m a cheetah ranning through the jungle.
[Here come my cousins,

[ot's start a riee!

Ready, ser, gol

[ push rhe throule as berrd as 1 can,
[ am a bird ehiding through the ar
Here comes the tshe

Vroom, vroom and vroom,

[ roas tastas ean,

[ win the race onmy ski-doo.




Brothers
8y C.). Burhe

hey are abways there tor you,

\When vou don't think vou need them, vou do,
You can never escape them..oever,

You love them and they love you,

They are amayor help o vou lite

“ever doubt your brothers,
Phey ate asurprise every nme.
When vou're sad they can make you happy,

Your brothers are your fumily.

Thev're always there for you no matrer whit

v , «f"\/ﬂi ;
s Af*,_., ‘} 1




Creativity

By lan Bunce

\When pen and paper mecet,
Ihe words vou see are here to greet.
Why do you taunt me on this plan whiee sheet?

Words change from nme to time.

They are sometimes bent to make things rhyme.
They vary trom day o day.

[ wouldn't have it any other way.

s | oste o this seat,

These words have ot me beat.
[t was a preat teat,

ere on this plain white sheet.
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To Craft a Soul

By Claire Factor

W hat are these things?

Fhev dnve us to out destiny
They plague our minds
They destroy hives
Strnving

l'or something

Viways an inch ont ot your grasp
Dreams

\ constant breadh thae walts
through the ar

Fhat keeps us awake at night
[earnnyg,

To look past what we cansee with
ouly eyes

' see cmpuness

Ionchness

Nothingness

loanng in the middle ot nme

[ ke yout stuck

lvery part of you frozen

Vou can't ook torward

You can't look back

You can only assume

Only puess

Only wonder

\What it?

What tf the world was ditterent?
What if every soul was ditferent?
\nd then vou see it

1'he very substance

Thats supposcd to profect you
Can only break your heart
Break teopen

\nd suck out the life

\nd the death

\ud the 1in benween

You don't exst

You never have

Never will

Only you know

That every dream

very hope

Will abandon you

On the corner ot past and turure

e will abandon you now

The coming ot the sun

Will 1 F18¢ TOOrrow?

Betore the darkness hils your cyes?
Betore the darkness cats your fitee
Can it come betore you drttt into
The borders ot existence

And reach you how to cralt a soul?

i -
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Daylon
8y Sarah stamberg

Phe horse
Standimyg there
Finder thae rree

Pehind my horse.

n December, trudemer through the

S ALBANY

tn May, trolicking e the rall green

BASIERN

Phat rall magestuce horse
Wirh his mamn
PBlowine in the wind.

{hiding trom the world
At ntehe
Breaking tree

When rhe sun comes out.,

Caretree as o child

\Winnimg the race

Reminding me there s more ro him

than loose.

Saking e ponder
Tow a being
Could be so beauntul.

The Champion
8y Jordan Upright

Right now ts the tme

\When the horses come to play
l'or on the calendar it reads
The Fiest Saturday m May

\s | step onto the sal

Of the vrear Churchill Dawns
I recall the past winners

The champtons who've been
crowned

l'rom the tirst one who came
[n 1375

By the name of

Arisndes!
-
7
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The Stallion
By Ray Pacella

It's quick teet will never stop,
Never stop, nll e hies the top Lyla
By Sarah stamberg

Always running,. .
\wavs working. ..
Never resing.
L of hooves on the hot One day.
[ loved her

ps traveling and rraveling. [ saw her,

Never stops. .. She's sweet

Purring,

Sleeping onmy

She showed up on the p(‘n‘ch
he sounc
hard rock, from the tirst tme.
SJever sto
prlow
Satt
Oucen ot the house
Srarted inmy barn
Walked her way

Into my heatt.
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Arithmalia
By Jason Rober

Vihoaden, o man ot Tiede wealthy from Sparta, currentdy Tiving e 53 F O was fcimyg ver aiother
hormbly depressing hour, Tor two weeks plus one more dav e pase, Al lose hus rreasured daaghrer,
Cilithian, m the treacherous mist and snow o Thessaly. hey were away, hunnng, and just when Arthmali
L his cves <ot on 4 radher meany looking stag, e heard anghrenimg arowl Tle med around, and s a
St hzard drapgimg Cilithian away, So for the Tast <horr winle, he Tad been all wdone i his smalb cabime A
that pomt, he had nade up hus mind, Te was oome o search, Yerg it was winter, aned o ourney through the
Ju'p SHHOW would be a jedions one.

s plucwas o rravel to Me Olvmpus, wpeak with Flera, sind seef shie would help b s search,
bt betore thar, he would quickly visie Salphanta, who controlled a simall secron of the torest, only somuny
Lilomcrers away, Salplan s the voddess of tempernure, <o Vivthialian would ask her ro lower the
remperamre so that the snow we wld mele, making Tos journey thar much casier.

Salphania had long black hair, with blue and red highhohes ro represent her area ot experiise. MMibrougly
Salphama bad aseerer adimirnon for Arthmabia, she conld nor oo oft her regular, vearly schedule, for lony
o perhiaps hundreds ot nullenmacgo, the voddess of temperarure, and precions stones wis born, Salphaia
coave Zcus and Plera ren vears to deade which of the ren vears they hiked bese Pavery vear salphani would
chanee e temperature completely. Mter Zeus and 1 ern made ther decrsion, Zeus old salphann, that 1 she
cver decrded 1o drasneally change the temperature, tor the sake of @ morml, she woll tace 1he same Fare as
Prometheus, and will he torever bound, to a houlder.

\rithimalia was torced to contmue rravelig with only his didl shore sword, Several hones biter, 1t was
Lime for dhnmer, Ardomaha was dineerously scarvag, e was mn the midst of his scarch for meat, when he saw

cme sort of demonte hemgn Bur only did he realtze he had enconatered the hydra, was when it had revealed
s mulnple heads from behind 1 thick oak tree. Pvery head closed mon Artthmalin ML of a0 sudden,
Ldrenahne ok over, and he found strength he never knew he Lk, Tle tung himself over one of the heads
andd shd down the hvdra's Dack. Arthmaba starcted wildly stabbing evervwhere, and, moaculonsly, the wicked
heast (‘u”:\p\‘uL

Arithnalia had 2 tine feast of mear that mehe e had a peacetul sleep that mght, or so fele, When
Srnhmalia woke up, he was in nnc:‘:plunmhlc REINE Owvermght, he had been bitten by a poisonous lzard of
come sort, and 1rowas extremely ditficult 1o continue, he could even see Mo Olympus from where he was.
Fvery step was a strugple, md he conld barely hold up his weght ander his mjured leg Bar, Arithimalia,
through adrenahne and determitmnon, made hns way, to the very bottom of the mteaculous mounin. e then
heard a rustle m the trees, and FHera had appeared from behind the tree lying betore him. e laughed a
devilish laugh thae scemed to have shronded the entire world with darkness and sadness. Arithmali did not
anderstand what she was lwghing abour, so he questioned her. He asked her what was going on, and as a
reply, she beckoned for what scemed to be an myvisible being, lurking within this ternble atmosphere of rerror.
Uhe mvisible hemg suddenty became visible, vight at Arithmalia’s foot. 1t was the same creature that had
Lidnapped Cilithian, Mrithmalia was i shock, 1t was era that had caprured his danghter. T lera must have
pl;mncd 4 vistt from Anthmalia, so that Hera could do to Apthmalia whatever she did 1o Clichian, Aot
\pathmalia's inferences were correct. Fera told him everything, [ewas she who had lured him to M Olympus
Lo that she could provide Arithmalia wirh a rerrible fate. Hera told Arithmalia ro rake a look at his leg. Right
where he had been bitten, his leg was turnmy scaly, and the grant lizard then took another bite at his leg, and
Arthmalia was mjected with so much of the potson that he began ranstorming. ven before Arithmalia could
realize what was happening to him, he was smaller, much thinner, and was covered with scales. Flera had
sotten her revenge. She did not want anyone killing her loyal stag, which Arithmalia had almost done. So Tera
made Arithmalia sutfer for his inrenttons.

So the snake was created, Arithmalia was no longer injured, but he came to the concluston that he
would never sce Cilithian agam. When one more day had past, he stopped to maybe hune a rodent or
something small or meaty with his new fangs. No sooner had he complered thinking rhat thought, and then he
had discovered a crearure the same species as hts own. Sure cnough, as Hera had said, Cilithian had faced the

came fate as he.



Astro, Shy and Stars
By Rachel Goland

Sy vears aco, the now bl shy was pust an iky blue blanker, Noosears heoar up i splendor, onlyv the
oot Well inod one mohr,

Viodusk, as she abways did, the ooddess ot the mehe Nsrro, danced across the sky. From a small ponch ar
e hap she drew darkness and e soecanm one behind her anal the nass ottty above and below her was
completely enveloped mcalken darkness,

Varro o chine denoth black e with adver leaves, lier svmboly woven o i, towing blue robes tha
marched her eves and ackind, nethgent personality with o quick cemper. Asiro tloated down ro her palace m
the Tush remote woods where Sparraas today, Per palace was mdeed mapmiticent, Te was made of smoorh
abvery marble thae shimmered mthe ivhe of the moon. The mrenor was vichly furmshed and haunous, Tewas
dho spacions tor Narro olten had suestse The mose common bemes Trs, the ranbow ooddess, Nthena, the
wisdom voddess, Fos, the dawn voddess and Sclene, the moon ooddess. Asiro'’s favortre visttors were her
aster Arrens, the soddess ot the hune, and Sk o fvoriee hunress of Avremus and Asteo™s ondy daushrer.
Vairo, sky and Nrremis Tooked soabike, many thoughe they were mplers.

O this mghe, Arrenmis and Shy were vising and Asrro had commanded a banguet to be served upon her
arvall Astro went o the donng hall 1o discover her compamons already seared and cagerly awaange her
ceturtn, Dhe feast conmmenced ar once. The rhree frends teasred on the mose sucenlent, SAVORY meats, sweet
fres, sote fresh bread, wine, wond cakes thar meleed on vour toneue.

Virer the meal, Nrtenus sae back, broshed the crumbs off her tin tunie and theked her mane ot black e
Fock, " That was mose memorible. Phank vou, Vsirol”

Vsrro soded srcionsty, T Nayrhimg tor an old friend.”

Verens nodded, " Youre daughrer has asubjecr of preat immportance thae she wishes 1o discuss with vouw”

Vstro turned towavd Sk speak, danghrer.”

Shv leaned torward, ey grearest wish to assist vouand the Olvmprans.”

For the hiese time that mshe Nstro frowned. UTE vou wisho to do thar, vou mse nake acjob tor vourselt and
prove vourselt worthy”

SRy deep bluce eves snapped back to her morther, "What must T dor™ she demanded cagerly.

Vstro shook her head, T urge vou not to commre to this, s too much work for moreal shoutders and |
will nor make vou mmorral tor that s otten more of o curse then a blessimg.”

S Astro,” Arremits sad oently, U You are wise, but roo caunous. Give Sky o chance.”

Deteated Asiro sind, “Very well, Skyv. To prove vourselt worthy vou need o find the answer to this nddle.
Hovou succeed, vou will be orven a job and vour children atrer vou swill carry on vour task for as long as the
will Bear mommd thact they do nocwane their job all vour ettores will disappear and have been i vain, Do
cou sl wane thise”

sky senuled, “OF courses Whae s the nddlers”

\itro returned her smide, “Find the silver water of the moon and brang i back to me m this pouch.” she
Ganded a smadl leather pouch, much like her own, ro Sky.

Fhe nexe day, Sky departed from her mother's palice. She hepan to search all over Greece tor the answer
to the nddle, to no avarl. Fnaldly, atrer months of scarching, asking the cleverest, and praving to the rods and
soddesses, the mght came when Sky arrived ma wood much like the one her mother’s palace was siruated.

Atrer a day ot hopeless wandering, Sky sct up camp by a small pool just as her mother was beginning to
dance across the sky. Skyv knew it she didn’e find the water of dhie moon soon she would have to return home.

Artemis was not a warm, loving goddess and rarely did she teel atfection for even her own kin. Artemis
loved Sky as she would love a danghrer. she had been watching sky's truidess scarch and had reached the
same concluston that Sky had and was unwilling tor her to return home without even a guess to her mother's
riddles Artemits knew the answer to the nddle.

Ahar night as Sky dozed; Artemis sent a dream to her. Sky dreamed a shaft of moonlight spoke to her.
Hoke i whispered Jook i the pool wut noonhieh and you will setiurn homee on rctory. Sky awoke just as the moon
reached s hughest pomr. Caretully, she leaned over the edge of the pool and, framing her retlection she saw

the full moon, fike an immense silver com, shinmmg i the sparkling water.



Aoy habled hasuly noher b unnl she tound the pouch her mother had preen her. She scooped the water
with the oo mto it Lhen <he packe - her things and bhewan the lony ;cmnm on toot to Astro’s home.

Hov arrned at ihe palace three days larer just hetore her mother de patted o spres ad darkaness.

Dranphter!” N\ rro caclamed when sky handed her the purse. “You have done sl Pomorrow, 1wl
Thow vou vour tske Ramember, Sky, vou will not be nnmort: Al and vour chuldren must rake on vonr job atrer
Vol o tell me how youmswe red my ricdedie.

Sy Beoan to explam her unsuccesstul scarch. When she reached the part Abhonr the dremm Asiro stopped
her.

“Non sy ashattot moontieht spoke 1o vour” Bky nodide d Tt was no normal dreamst that was Artenmst”

Sy hod beon expeening sne hoan accisaton. She nodded,” mlu ¢ do vou know vour © Jarm 1s e

Varo's eves Hashed ey blue tire, "No need to vuessh Arteniis is vis ST hall ask her myselt!” She spun
on her heel her sapphire robes marrowly mipssing fracde vise onoa rable, Then she marched wwvay tonvard the
j'kuc:slr(nnn& sky hurrne da frer l\&l 1 her haste ko \\mgj ovoer the vase.

When Sky armved, the Jdoor 1o A riermis’s TOOT wils and she could hear the rwo e ahddesses aroug,

Why woulid vou help her, Nrteniseh Whyet”

“You love your d wiehter.” Vrrerns satd, chewing cac I oword carctully, “Perhaps oo muchs”

“Please, cipl i Asiro siad, through ;,gmtcd reeth.

e have been triends for imany yvears. b et read vou ke o book.”

“How sor”

1 eould rell vou we anted TO gtve yout daughirer what x}n: wanted, but vornwere Alsor abrard to do so Son o
cent her a deeam. also believed Sky should have dury”

T s what want.” Astro contessed.

“{hen our quarred s osolveds”

Voo nodded, TNest e, Jo ot immcrsc g‘«}l\l’&g'if Homy decistons or there will be such a litl:l!‘l‘(,‘l,
perhaps some one will write an epie about i

\ereinns pave b rare faugh that reminded Sky ot a bubbling hrook and satd, SO course” The two
aoddesses wi Hked out, stde by side, stimling,

Shy ws atred nervously tor the nest night. When then time came, Asrro, Arreimis and sky stood ourswde nya
clearmg by the palace. Nstro held the pouch of water sky had gven her Astro opened the pouch and held e
cnt ro sky.

Fling the droplets mito the mght.”

Sy looked mito the pouch and saw the water gleaming Llinding silver. she put her hand s the water
Slowed oncher hand like nulky pearls and fecling smooth and <ilky. Then she Hicked her hand back and let fly
the water droplers. Lhey soared o the mr hecoming bioger and brighter unitl they stopped, plowing i the

kv blackness of the sky. sky did this aginn and agan until the rest of the water was gone.

e rro, looked mto the now vlorons night and onzed entranced upon the newly born stars. AL was silent
bur tor the cricket chirpimg dryly and teather light cry ot a (Orlom owl The grass glowed frosty silver. Tewas
magieal moment.

\stro spoke, You will arrange these ««mr‘; as you please. If 2 pod or goddess wishes a consrellation to be
(ormed vou will help them hang e m the sky

sky beamed, “l will not neglect my Juties and neither will my children after me.”

Astro spoke, “f trust you, Sky.”

And so it o1s today. Over the years, Sky's descendents have arranged and created all ot the beautitul
constellations that tdluminate the sky. And what's to come? W ho knows? There are so many heroes out there
nd amazing accomplishments. Well, we'll see. .



Plato’s Fall
By Clara Griffin

e bettal, acnmn day e Athens, Grecee dumyg anaent tmes, Phato was Jdomg greet practce. He
Socd up very allsand s pch brown hae sleamed mthe amhghe e Shot every arrow with coniplete
wecurioy, and skl widacdull ook i hes mgnmg amber eves. Fvery arrow tlew siraght mto the nny center
hole e the mddle ot the mreer X i wisp of smoke would erupr trom the power of the shor, and blow
ey arlently mthe wind, “Oh, Fatherd” caed Plato sorrosw tully oremg s tather ane ol s Tooks. “Why can'r |
caand pliy with 1the other childrens Teos the most sensattonal day T have ever seen. 1ol s here, and the leaves
hower dowirvard with atlash or bridlime colors. The e smclls of naple and wood, and T hear the lehrer
ad sereams of all the ofher duldren who mn around pliving vames. Lot me go for once Farher, D have lad

criongh!”

Pt s uder scowled and said, “on, this 15 for vonr own sood! You will thank me when von erow older
Leeause vou will e hener then A the other hovs at g Dlay atter Jdav, Plato |w;u'tuf\:d archerv, and
Lctvinies to test s own strenoth, while other childeen s aee went to play, Betore he knew i, he had arown

ap. e wis an expert at Alaspects of hunrmng, and he was mich stronuer than all the orher Arthennans.

Orme day 1F cume across the fnd e the kig's daughrer, Nvianna, was trapped and Nihena had sent nnehity,
furous, wild heasrs 1o muke sure shie never saw the sunhsht agan M people at once thonehe Phiro was
pertect the job and e him o, They thoueht of hinnas fast as o cheerah and as strong as one of the pods.
e complamed and sard he had heteer thines to do, but 1t was of no use. So on he weat, rravelmy tedious davs
out mopen country feelng the Larsh, burer wind of wineer inmg his ki, and he tele the blizmg <un
corchimg lum. Fose, he reached s enormous mountan, and then he saw severt huee ovelops suardmg a small
Cave. S This must be ! Fhave found e frally ater allb my searching and explormot But whatawtul creatnres st
Hierel” e was just about 1o caree when he thoueht the herrer of it Twounld be Killed wstantdy, wouldn'e 17
bie thoushe, He looked down and saw the thick, moldy biver ot hunan hones he was steppimyg ol Placo
Alnced awav disonsted from the awlul siwhr, and looked ar the creatures more carclully. Tle saw that they
looked starved and were proanmyg for ameal. 7l will vet some food tor them and sce what will happen. Tt

nitoht be the only way 1o lave a chance at oetny mside the cave,” he thought carctully.

Fiese, he went ro a nearby tarmer and asked if he had any exira sheep that he conld use. =T do mdecd! Take as
many as you want, | have way too many!” tuehed the tumer, Then, Plato took the sheep back to monntam
nd et them run free. They all scampered wildly wway, and as they did, the monsters tollowed them g to
e which one of the monsters wonld get there firse ro eat. Plato sprinted mto the cave and pulled Nrmnna our
“You are atruly prfted person, and Thope tosee yon apam,” whispered Ananna Plaro smitled and jopued otf
1o home, cauer o tell his father of Tis deed. Plaro realized afrer, that saving someone made him teel so vood
thar he wanred to do e adl his htes =l will help evervone in need, and save them when m rrouble.” he pmm\scal
(o himsclt, e went all over Greeee performimg heroie deeds, and winnig many friends and snnles. Soon he
Decame tamous tor not only his skills, but also for helpig people m everyway he could. But he alwavs had a
tny thought m the hack of his head that he was cartng tor others too much, and that he should take
something for himselt,

[n Olvmpus, Artemis vazed upon him, and took a liking to him at once. Te had the best skils she had ever
seen in a mortal, and she admired that he spent his day helping other people. She favored him above all clse,
<o one dav she came down ro him. She elided swiftly toward him and spoke calmly.” You have the purest
Geart in all of the humans, and are tanrastic at archery. 1 will reach you more so thar you may urow wiser and
stronger.” Plato could barely conceal his excitement, so he paid attention to the bitter-sweet notes ot the
nghtingales thar limed the pache Arremis kept her word and secretly vistted him mghe afrer nghe gving him
wlvice and reaching him all she knew. After a month he could sav that he could deteat samvone exeept the
sods. He grew quite proud of is skill, but vee he sutl contmued to help people. He kepe wishing that he could
deteat the vods and steal the power of the mighty king Zeus.



One day, the vods held 4 apc(lzll coutsel to discuss matters. Foventually, Phito came up d Athena saad,
SHe ts petting (oo strong and pertect fora mortal, We should kil lim now hefore he becones athreat to us.”’
\prems was horrfied mside, hut she nodded jerkily and prcuccnpicd herselt by brading her har. Fiest, the
sods disagreed but then Arhena's wise words persuaded them and they apreed. “We shall come m the middle
ot the might tomorrow and dmumsh him peacetully!” roared Zeus.

v\ soomn as the counsel was over, Artemis rushed to Plato’s stde and told him the plan. Plato was clearly

|

frphtened but then he sawd, “This could be just the chance [ have been waiting for to aim the power ot Zcus.

Artemis let us prepare and see them tey!”

e will try Plato, butat might be nothing compared to the wrath of the pods!” sud Artemis.

Urue 1o thetr word, the next day at midnght Arremis and Plito heard 2 deateniyg boom Blast thetr ears,
nd looked up nto the Jky to tind only the gods pacing toward them. They looked hke shiming Linterns
hrghtng the might. Suddenly Zeus hissed, “\What are you domng with the victim, Artemise” Artemis gave him
1 pure look ot hate and said just as cruclly, “Lam gomg 1o help this poor, mnocent soul trom the evil you are
hout 1o do,” and she tired an arrow straight mto s face. So the battle began. Artemis gave Plato whatever
he lacked, and Plato gave Artemis courape. Pogether, they made a perfect pair. Slowly they began to pain, and
defear the pods one by one. “\Why do you do this?” asked Athena “lis wrong to disobey Zeus” orders, and to
ade with imortalst”

Pecause [ stand up tor my friends and Zeus 1s mving o kill one of thenu He s domng more evil than |
anl” Artemis Hlashed and knocked Athena out with a Haming sword. At last only Zeus was left standing as he
raped, “You have both have gone too tar, and for this you will payt” 1 le took his most powertul lighting bolt
nd tired e ae Plato. {1e was blasted mnto preces by Artemis” side. Before slie had nme to react, lie cursed her
imto a4 room where she wept for hours.

\When he came he spoke 1o her very softdy, “You have dls;\ppcmxtcd me beyond measure, Arremis. Le1s
wrong o betray your fanuly and triends and you will wuffer for that.  You shall lose your powcr for one
thousand vears and become mortall” Zeus Hew away briskly but came back down to Larth. Zeus thought and
so added, “Humans shall also suffer for letting a fellow of therr ownpet =0 powertull” =l will create a new
soddess 1o make a natural disaster called carthquakes rhat will destroy their precious buiddings!” Right betore
him appeared a young lady with deep, powertul, grey eyes that seemed like they could shatter any moment like
olass. Her dress was a aarural carth brown. [nher hand she gripped a hard rock, her new symbol. Her hatr
was midnight black and it wavered mn the wind. “T welcome this new n:spmm]nlity," <he satd and smiled
mischievously, At that moment she let the tirst of many horrible carthquakes crack the ground. And to this
day. we humans soll fear of these horrible disasters destroying our land.

Fanita and the Fire
8y Ala Hekhing

A\ long fime ago i ancient Sparta, Greeee, there lived many gods and goddesses. ‘They helped people
with needs, but not all the rume. Fispecially when [o was turned o 1 cow because she dreamed ot Zeus.
7 cus’ wife Flera was jealous of To. During that ume mortal people began complaming to the pods and
voddesses that, when the sun go’s down no mortals can light candles or lanterns. lo was down on carth and
hegan complaning to Zcus saying, “Please, please, [ need light to see where | sleep! T can’t see because Im a
poor little cow.” She said frustrated. =1 need to see where [walk. Without light, Im nothing.” To yelled.

The next morning Zeus complained that his foot was killing him. [t hurtas bad as a needle stabbing
mto your tinger. Finally a woman popped out of his foot. She announced, “1am Fantta and [ am your
daughter”. “Lam the goddesses of stars,” Fantra said.

“[ am sadly sorry, dear but you can't get your powers until you're sixteen,” Zeus said sadly, as he
wiped the soggy wet rears off her face. Two years later she was allowed to go down to carth to see what was
happening at night. While she was mn Sparta she meta cow named To. [o told Faniea the story about how she
hecame a cow. ~Yeah, [ know my mom Fera is so mean, but some fime she's alrghe.”” They became best
friends. 1hat night Panira stayed over with lo. Fanita brought tire wood to To's camp sight. At mght, she tried



ro hioha tire hut wouldn el because Zeus. ~he velled up o Zeus hiph np i Sounet Hempus. Please,
please, wll vor st ove me cnoueh bt tor this hide .m\phrw" o esclinmed.

e, this s onee e hite e ol do somethung bike this,” Zeus <ad furious,

hank vou somuch, T Famia and e dedly,” Do don'tay Fdidn'twarm von with too nach tire”
Zens sand stronelve A the e came down on the tire pregieshotup o space, it Blew up mito cmdhon preces.

e i ap the ke kv o an mstane, Y AY ! oy ean see,” To exclumed. Al von conld hearua
Qiarnce were serenms of cxarrement. Al i vorce velled, “Great job, Fanma vou didadd You treured our how
(6 imake hoht,” Zeus sand exaredly. will mame these stars ud every mghe will come to carth wirh the fire.
[l hehor and the same dhing will happen every niehie, Fani sad. Trom then unnl now the staes have

heen <hinme briehidy anol the fire Jdies out aned he sun comes up. Phanks Fam

The First Rose
By shoshana Smith

(i the st day of spring, st as the warme sun starred shinmg on Mount Olympus, Zcus, king ot all
nods and goddesses, f wined 4 small oael cluld ving mthe eall, thick, arass. She was srarmg up him with
Ber by sea oreei eves and Jong, wavy brown frur. Not sure what 16 do with her, or how she vor there, he
Leckoned for his wite to come. s wite Hlera, o sddess of woman and marrtage, inally dearded ro ke the
Htde orel moas her own Lind rarse her with Zeus. They named the hitle oarl Rhodo.

\s the vears passed and Ritodo vrow up, everyone noticed something ugue about her, Whenever she
t"ipt‘l'\(.‘lllfcd 4 new cimotton, @ beaunttul, inknown Hower would appear. When <he was traly happy tor the
st e, a0 tully bloomed suntlower ctnrted 1t descending journey frome the sky, to start blooming
ome Tucky morels vardens When she tiest felt a terrible pang of sadness when she realized that her real
parcuts didn’twant her, a whire Lilly came plummeting down to Farth,

Rhodo would usually spend her davs away (rom the other vods and goddesses because she biked to be
olared, d vo out o the feld that tele like a sccond lrome 1o her, She was fscinated by how the tall
s would sway v the wind, the stel of ran, and how the hummingbirds would always be artracred to
her, Although she tele content with just siingan her ticld most days, she sall fele a longg tor somerhmy
Hore. whe lm\;;cd SONTICOH e who \‘CCIHC(‘ to) :1]\\'11}’5‘ show '.lﬂ'rcn_lylnn, for she had never lmly had that Betore.

Omne day, as she was suimg m her ficld warching the hummingbirds hovering over her tlowers, she
dectded thar that day would be the day that she finally zoes to see the mortals ar the base of the mountams.
“he had never had any e mreraction with mortals betore and wanted to sce their way of lite. Rhodo
went to tell Zeus, for he always wants to know where she was oy, “Zcus, may 1o down to sce rhe
mortalse” Rhodo sad sofrly, ST vou must, Lut don't ralk to any of the unworthy” Zeus satd sternly, harely
looking up from what he was dog,

So with that, Rhodo made her way down the mountamn. She loved the fechng of the soft grass
brushing agaist her bare teer, Lond the warm wind blowing agamst her face tiving her Teur m all dircctions.
Omee ar the bortom ot the mountan she found a large stone to st on and adimtred the mortals ke how
he admired the hummingbirds i her field. Soon, an interesting Jookmg man came pist her. e had short,
solden brown hair that olimmered mothe sunlight and deep blue eyves as deep as the ocean deprhs. she
wtently followed him with her eves as he walked past, but soon found herself soundlessly tollowing hum.
A\ fter a shore walk through town they arrived at his small cotrage, with Rhodo just a few paces behind him.
Rhodo, who stopped just behind a large birch free watched him as he precsely cardened his beautttul
Howers. Rhodo watched unal he slowly went mside to his little home. Rhodo made her way back ro the
mountai, as she kept gomg, <he realized that she had fallen m love with how the gardener rended to s
planrs, and how he smiled when he worked. Before she knew it she was back home and starred to rest tor
another day.

s the davs went on Rhodo couldn’t stop thinking about the gardener. While she was sitnng in her
feld, he was all she could think about. One day Rhodo just couldn’t bare it anymore and so she snuck
wvay and went back down to the base of the mountain., Onee again, she sat on the sume stone aud soon



ciioueh shie s the nen walk by hers She tollowed him back 1o/ Ins house but s tie, she diduo hde
Behid the brch trees she spoke upe “Hellog Tam Rhodo. | think vour sarden s very beanntul,” he sd
cottly, ahimost too sotr for b to hear.

Fonally, he nuned and Tost m Rhodo™s ey, took @ moment ro hind s voree. Fhank vou, i
Spartnn

Rhodo and Spartiatlked tor what seemed ke only 1 tew moments bur the sun stavred slowly comg
down and Rhodo reahized that <he must ver bome. With just o small pood byve she starred sprinnng back
Hhome, Onee home, Zons tound her, Zens, knowine what she did, hanned her trom leaving home over
aonn, bur Rhodo was o fove with Spartia and had o talk o him even more. 5o with that, she shpped
ey once more every dav, but didn’t set canphe by cnher Zeus or Hera very day Rivodo and Sparme
would o o the woods, hidden from the eve ot Zeus and wieh cach day they would tdl even more
deeply i foves Unnl ane day when Rhodo canme hack fuer than expecred andd Zeus was there wanme. 7l
Lnow what vou did Rhodo! You disobeved me and know vou must pay tor thatl L rold vou to never o
hack and ratk to the peasant hoy!” Zcus was now inturnared.

SBut Zeus, hesom amazing mang know vouwould Tike him!™

“Ne, hke apeasant mortal? Now that’s just msaltug 1o me!” e sand.

Wirh that Zeus roned around, with his back to Rhodo, to prepare himselt for what e mnst do o her
Dot when Zens tamed back around, Rhodo wasn'e there, He fooked ap mthe sky and all he saw was o
anole red rose, descending s journey down to carth, where e would bloom one lucky mortal’s parden.
e rose baded m Sparta’s parden, and starred bloommg, but he wasn't home. For he and Rhodo were

ronntig away and sernng ther own jouruey, just like thar one smgle ved rose,

The Day Tears Fell From the Shy
and a Horse with Stichks on its Head
Came to Earth

By Christopher J. Bravo

One day, mthe e precedmg rundrops and moose on Mount Olvmpus, Ramus Mooscus Masaimus
was bemy lethareie and drowsy as usual, so he slept m for tour days. Ramus actually was rall and rather good-
looking, wieh his dark bhrown hatr, good build and eves so blue that they seemed brightrer than Apollo’s sun
chariot. But lus sood looks were disturbed by one thing- his bed head. The reason Ramus was constangly
Adeepmyg becanse he was the son of Morpheus, the god of dreams.

his frequent dormancy mturated lus cousm, the mighty Zeus. Zeus was so frustrared by this
ndiculous action that he dicrated for his young adolescent cousm to be whipped every couple of days when he
dept o, as he did trequently, causig Rainos 1o ery huge tears shich tell down o the planct [acrh creating

what people call “ramdrops™ atrer Ramus.

Duringr one of Ranus” pamntul whippmgs, Ramus attempred 1o escape. He tried to summon ahorse
md mstead ceeared a thorse” with “branches™ onrs head. He then artempted to nide i, but e acacked fum
hecause it sought to be a glortous stalhion. This creature was later named the “moose™ atrer Ramus Mooseus
Maximus.

A\ couple of days larer, during one ot Ramus’ rare aware-of-the-real-world pertods, Raunus deaded to
travel to Farth. On Larth, Ramus met Angrartus, son of Anger, a being trom Pandora’s Jar. (Angrarus looked
like anger, features very distinet, like a chiscled nose and bright ceves. e was also wispy and miniscule.)
\ngraius was Hustered, distressed, and annoyed by the mindrops and moose Ramus had created, so Angrarus
created a quick and nuschievous plan to kil Rainus. Angrartus’ plan was to ke a knife and sunply stab Ranus
m the back when pretending to give hun a pat on the back for creating ramdrops and moose. Runus, not
heng the sharpest kntte mn the butcher shop, sunply accepted the congratulations. You would think that this 1s
the end of our poor Rainus, but that moose Ranus created came back with help and saved Ramus from his
predicament. The moose then let Ramus ride 1t back to Mount Olympus.



Back at Mount Olvmpus, Zeus deaded to ceeare a rmmstorm widy bus lishong boles s o remimder 1o
morcads thae one of ther own bind, Angraros, had med o Kl avods Zens adso deaded o remove Ramuas’
puneshiment, bur Sodl, when Ramuas thinks of Nnorarnas, he bheoms o oy, which happens every tew davs
Canstnr rann However, Poserdon thoughr r was ot to Tas occan, as the nun deains oo dhe e o,
whenever o rans, Posadon sathers his srreneth and stares the cvele or “rmn™ Al over aoan by throwing it

Back up ro Olvimpus.

Crayola and Her Color
By Meaghan McElroy

Fone betore hrnmans remember, there was atime where there was no colors Bvervrhimg was ashade ot
srave But then, aovoung soddess was bor o Nike and Hephacsts, who was named Cravola, She was avery
curtons and oaschievons baby, bur she knew that somerthimy was nussiyg trom our workds And e waesn’tanand
he was challenved by her eneimy, Aphrodue, dhd she realize what she was ro bring to us.

HOYEARS EATER)Y

SWERT Aphrodie sad, b sn’o my favonre youny goddess.”

Cravola rolled her eyves, “WHNT, Aphrodires Tdon't have all day vou know,” Cravola sighed.

SWell, T ooer ever so bored. And T wondd ke 1o challense vou to a tnendly compention. Yess”
\phrodire asked with atake soiles Uy Tovendly? Cravola thought weanily.

“What's the challenper” Cravola mquired. Cravola was very competiive - her mother WAS the
soddess of vicrory, Nike herselt.

SNl T am the aoddess of beaury, so Lwaonld ke us ro creare the mose beauntul dune” Aphrodire
cnnled smugly, Cravoly stared ar her rivall That wasn'e a fue challengel Bue Cravola juse nodded. She had b
ot an tdeas She ran ot ot Aphrodiee’s temple and straphe to her friend, Photo, the god of Tight, Most people
thonght they were siblings — rally anky, and ahways sniling,

Vrer hretly explaming her dea and her siruanon, Photo aereed to help her widy Aphrodire’s challenae.
Phey worked all day, and met Aphrodire by the tall blutts.

“Ahy vou arnved! Aphrodire called to the two. T was qust tisshing my pare of the challenge!”
\phrodire slowed around the edees, becommg a cnrvy ball o heht suddenly, o wall of water rushed over the
Blutts and tell wiro the pond. We now call wa warertall, “Uve won, have T note

Cravola smuled. Photo created a globe ot hght between hits hands, and Cravola concenrrared. Suddentdy,
there was an cxplosion, and a strange slowing restdue was lete behind, Fyervone could see the ditterence
between Crayvola’s dark hare and her amber eyes, Photo’s blonde har and blue eves, and Aphrodite’s hlonde
hatr and brown cves,

“Teull it color,” Crayola sard simply. “And [ belteve 1 have onel Yese™ Well she did, of course. How

can you compare color ro a watertall?



We Call Him Pop

By Caroline Aurigemma

[, Penclope Martn sat onomy couch on a Frday night. My father sat on hus leather chaie ralking to
my erandmother on the phone. [fe looked very stressed and worrted. As he hung up the phone | asked what
was wrong. He rold me that their prandfather “Pop”, had had bone cancer vears ago i his leg. To keep his
hones sate they put ametal rod nto s leg [ had already had known that, Te then stopped tor a moment
wod then sard. - “ Do vou know what amputation means?” | had to process this thought for a mnute. When
I tinally figured out what it meant, | covered my eyes and started to cry. My tather tred to tell me that i
mieht not happen, but | knew inside that it was! That night [ prayed to God that everything would be alright,
wnd L also prayed that he would soon not feel any more pann. .\ conple of days later my father told me that
my “Pop’s” ey was going to be amputared. [ eried and was worried for my grandfather and my farnuly. 1 had
not spoken to my “Pop” for 4 while and was really hurt mside by all of the thoughts tilling my mmd. Night
Adter napht ©sat at the corner of my bed and prayed for everything to be altight.

The day came when my prandfather was taken to the hospital. It had been too long of a time snee |
had last scen my “Pop”. T issed him dearly and thought about nothmg clse but to sce himt would not
concentrate on assionments for classes and 1 found mysclt crying myselt ro sleep. It had been a rough tume
for me and my ftumly. [ alked to my mom once, and my mom told me that she felt the same way. Two of
my triends, Sandra, and Pristen were always there for me i this tme of sadness. One day 1 went, with my
Canuly, to visie Pop. o the car ride over 1 thought ot the Pop 1 had known my whole life! He was a talkatve,
tunny, loving, and a creatve grandfather with an excellent and crafty wife. [ had loved them dearly and
hoped thae they would not change due to the surgery. Once we had votren there, we went straght up to s
room! T had nssed them so much and T was so cxcited to see himl We tinally got to his room. He shared
his room with another man, but there was a curtam n between the two rooms. We gave him hugs and kisses,
nd then asked how he was feeling, He said he was okay physically but the guy next doot was drving him
crazy. “Hle s such a pan” he said. We laughed that one otf, and then turned on the Yankee game. [n our
tanly the Yankees are our family. 1 can name 20 players on the team, or used to be on the team it you
asked mel My Pop was gettig a little annoyed with Joba Chamberlain and turned it off. Well, even if you
love something dearly 1t could get annoying,

My “Nan” ook us Jdownstairs o get ice cream for everyone. She seemed excited to have us there,
Lt also worrted for her husband. So many emotions! An hour later it was time to say goodbyel On the way
home | found myselt crying m the car. Tt was 50 sad (what happened to my orandfather), but he scemed so
(ull of life and normal. He had not changed one batl

When he finally came home trom the hospital, [ was so happy! I went to sce him right away! My
brother Nathan and my sister Stacy and [all got to take rides in the wheelchair! Tt was tun. Athough he sull
s 2 hard rime moving he s on s daly schedule. Fating, Reading, Napping, Hatng, Sleeping, Dreaming!
Phe only thing cut out ot his schedule is gardening and driving for now. He sl is the Pop 1 have known all
of my life excepr with a couple missing picces. e s Tike a puzzle almost tull!

[t has now been a year since Pop had his leg amputated. He is sull funny! He can move around now
1nd do his normal routines! My dad told me that it his leg did not go through the pain of the amputation, he
might have died. I that case [ am so ¢lad he had his leg ampurated. During the surgery | always imagined
how hurt and maybe even alone he would feel, but I can see that it “did no harm™ he can move on. Nothing
srops him. My orandma called us the other day, from Ilorida to tell us that Pop went golting! Nine holes!
| {c 1s a miracle that we all love and adore!

[ found mysclf pondering thoughts that 1 had never thought of betore during this whole process 50
far. and I also learned more about my grandfather. T'his experience impacted me by, not gwing up and when
omething bad hits, think postuvely to figure the whole thing out. L, Penclope Maran have been impacted,
by my loving Grandfather, Popl!



Untitled

By Megan Keating

s w1 bright, 99 degree day on the beach in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. My

Cumily and [were there for our yearly vacaton in August. | hear the seagulls cawing
Over the ocean searching tor thetr nipht's food and can smell the pungent tragrance of
wale clear i the airs My mom and dad are sitting onanoak bench, cating (wo
Spiderman ieieles from the ice cream truck lingering at the parking lots” edye, trytng to
Gtalize children into begging their parents to the point of insanity tor the two dollars
they need to buy the cool man in the rruck’s tee cream. Standing at the edge ot the
Geean 1s 8 vear old Megan [Keating, me. [ had been too hypnotized by rthe waves
crashing against the packed sand to hear the melody ot the ice cream man. I was
playing a game of running to and fro from the cdge of the warter, staying close enough
(o teel the cold sand, but running back as soon as it would begin o race atme. [ was
atraid that if the water came too close, or too high, that what might be lurking in the
water would whisk me away trom the solid carth and bring me back to rs underwater
Lair to cat me. Phe sea monster, oris the adules would call it, Nessie.

“NMegan!” my mother calls over the sound of the waves, “Liither go in the water
or come and sit by your father and me. Pick one.”

| halance the options in my head and yell back over whae | knew 15 the most
cxciting to me, “Lam voing fo stay here and vo in, please just olve me aminute or
two.”

“lfine!” my mother responds, “but it’s voing to get dark soon and we need to get
hack ro the horel.”
“'hank vou mom, [will”

[ stare at the water from a distance, knowing that it [ want to stay at the beach |
need to face my fear, bue Lam scared to go in alone. [ stare down ata nearby crab and
cnvy him for having courage to be washed over by the warer, to just allow himself to
be pulled away from the one solid thing here.

| hear a boy rrying to yell over the rushing waves and turn to him; he had brown
tousled hair, crusted trom playing in the ocean minutes before. He, most likely, had
been scarching for scashells along the coastline, for he had a pale lilac pail that, as he
ran, scashells were tumbling out like an overfilled glass of soap bubbles, flying up and
down, nesting themselves in the sand for the next adventurer to come upon them. [
must have caught the glint in his cye as he was scarching for the gold like shells.

“\What are vou doingz” he says in 2 Massachusctts accent, “Ya just standing
there and all, not doen” anythinge Are you scared of somethen’”



| debated my answer betore Tresponded, “Just looking at the sunsct and how e
looks in the water. Besides, 1 water monster will get me it [go i this late. | like just
looking and playing m the water.”

e looked at me, halt puzzled, half angry, “Aw come-ON! Nothens gonna et
cha. 1s just warer and there are only small tish in der. Do ya think s just gonna
come up and bite cha leg and take ya away?!”

“NOP 1 say detensively, but noncing the truth in his words, “Its just
that. ..well. . um....Lam just worried that something will happen and [ won't see my
mom and dad again. That’s all.”

“Ya really shouldn’t bee worried about what might happen and just enjoy that
vou are actually at dah occan. Beingg at Jah water don’t happen cveryday, a m<>nst‘cr
won't come and et cha, live in the now, not de future, that’s what mah dad says.’

[ srand there for what seemed like a minute or two just staring back between
him and the ocean, astonished by his mature look on the matter and realize he is nght.
“Well it WOULD be better if I have someone go in with me....... 7L say, trying to
sound alluring,

“\Well, alright, let’s o in tahgeder”. "That way [ get to feel the water and yah
have me to hold on to if ya slip.”

“Ihank vou”, [say in a hushed tone, slightly embarrassed that I hadn’t been
mature cnough to vo in by mysclt.

e holds out his hand and [ take it 1s rough and dry but it feels so
comtorting and warm, He pulls me along as he jumps in the water, and for the first
fime in the day, water splashes my face and [ fecl invigorated by the coldness of it
against the hot atmosphere. We are inwater that is up to our knees and [ look at him,
he looks back at me and slightly nlts his head to the right, with what [ now noticed as
vy ereen eyes and says lightly, “see it’s not so bad.” Fle turns his head and looks at the
sun, slowly lving down to sleep over the curb of the carth, as far as the eye could see.

Lrom that day on [ have never been afraid to go back in to the ocean and to
this day 1 love to go just as the sun goes Jdown on the rim of the wortld to remember
that very day. liach ame [ am faced with a challenge that frichtens or puzzles me |
think of that boy with no name and say to myself, what's the worst that could happen?



Eagle
By Danille Simon

On the mountam side
\n cagle

farensely watches

Down on Iarrth,

He srands

Proud and tall

Watchine for any anumal
1o prey on,

[is ceves are like o G PS,
Anvwhere an ammal s,

He tinds them.

[e arches his back

And tbmciousl_v dives down
On arrh,

He rerrieves hig prey

[ fess than a minure,

And there he s again

Standing proud and rall

On the mounrain side,



